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The CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWSs is pub-
lished by TreE BURLAND-DrsBARATs Litro-
GRAPHIC AND PUBLISHING COMPANY on the
foliowing conditions : $4.00 per anpum in ad-
vance, §4.50 if not paid strictly in advance,

All remittances and business communications
to be addressed to G. B. BUurLAND, General
Manager.

When an auswer is required, starap for return
postage must be enclosed.

City subscribers are requested to report at
once to thisotlice, ¢ither personally or by postal
card, any irregalarity in the delivery of their
papers.

PROSPECTUS OF voOL. XX.

We have the pleasure to announce to all our
friends and patrons that, on the HthJuly, we
shall commence the XXth Volume of

THE CANADIAN 1LLUSTRATED NEWS,

amd with it shall tutreduce a number of improve-
ments teading to make it s2ill more worthy of
public encouragement.  We have engaged the
services of a talented Superintendent of the Art
Department, competent to infuse new energy
and excellenve in our illustimtions ; and to show
what we intend to accomplish in the Literary
Department, we have only to publish the names
of thv following Canadian writers of note who
have kindly consented to be ovcasional con-
tributors to our eolumns :

J. G BOURINOT, Esq., Ottawa.

Rev. AL 0. BRAY, Montreal.

1. DAWSON, Esq., Montresl.

L. DEROME, Esq., Rimouski.

. BIXOXN, Esq., Qitawa.

O DAVIN, Esq., Torento,

GEQRGE M. DAWSON, Fsq., Montreal.
BAKRY DANE, Esq., Montreal.

MARTIN L GRIFFIN, Esq., Qttawa,

JAMES HAKPER, Esy., Montreal.

4. GEORGE HODGINS, LL.D., Torento.

W DL LeSUEUKR, Esq., Ottawa.

JoML LeMUINE, By, Quebec.

CHAS, LINDSEY, Esyq., Torento.

Ho HOMILES) LL.D., Quebec.

HENEY J. MOBGAN, Esq., Ottawa.

Hoxo E GO PENNY, Senator, Montreal.

Rev o JAMES RUY, M. AL, Montreal.

JOHNN READE; M.A L Montreal.

Mus  ALEXANDER RUSS, Montreal.
LINDSAY RUSSELL, Exq., Ottawa.
GEORGE STEWART, Jr., Esq., Quebee.

¥. MICHRAST, Esq., Halifax.
FENNINGS TAYLOR, Esq., Ottawa.
THOMAS WIITE, Esq., M.P.

Rev, 80 W_YOUNG, M.AL, Torento.

CotNt e PREMIO REAL, Spanish Consul at

Quebec,
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1 additien 10 these attractions we beg to call
attention tw the following special features of the
NEws:

I It as the only illustrated paper in the Do-
mindon ; the culy purely literary weekly, and
g every respect a family paper,

1. 1t eowtains the ouly Canadian Portrait

Gatlery in existence, numbering aiready over

S, ansd coutaining the picture and Wography

of asl t

w leading men of the Dominion in every
deparinent ol e, This colection is invalu-
abis for reference, can be found nowhere else,
and sury is the only paper that can publish it.

HE Tt gives views and sketehes of all impor-
tant evieuts at boree and ahroad, as they tran-
splre £VeTy Week,

IV. It has been jpmblishing, and will con.
tinue 1o publisk, illustrations of the principal
matufacinres industries of the
wountry, which, when collected in a volume,
will vonstitute  the
gazetteer ever printed.

LW IS, and

wost  complete  pictorial

V. s origival and selected matter is varied
spiey, ated of that Literary quality whichi is cal.
culated to lusprove the public taste,

VI It studionsly eschews all partisaiship in
politics, and all seciariunisi in religion.

The expenditure of an iliostrated journal is
dauble that of any ordinary paper, and 10 meet
that we earnestly request the support of all those
who believe that Canada shouid possess such a
periadicad as onrs, The more we are encourngcd
the better will be our paper, and we promisé to

~spare o etfort to make it worthy of universa
scceptance, A great step will be made if, with
the ticw volume, all our friends help us to the
extent of proeuring for us an- sdditional sub-
seriber eaeh. -

" UR NEW STORY

Qu the 1st July we shall begin the publication
of an original serial story, entitled :—

MY CREOLES :

A MEMOIR QF THE MISSISKITPI VALLEY,
BY JOHN LESPERANCE,
Authorof *‘ Rosalba,’ ** The Bastonnnis,” &ec.

This story will run through several months,
and we bespeak for it the favour which was ac-
corded to “*The Rastonnais,” originally pub.
lished in these columns two years ago. The sub-
Jectis new and interesting. The book will deal,
tuter alia, with the mysteries of Voudouism,
and touch delicately upon severnl of those so-
ein] questions which have so thoroughly agitated
the North and South siuce the war. Begiu your
subscriptions with the opening of this story.

NOTICE.

To prevent all confusion in the delivery of
papers, ourreaders and subseribers are requested
w0 give notive at this office, by post.card or
otherwise, of their change of residence, giviug
the new number along with the old pumber of
therr houses.

NOTICE.

Subseribers removing to the country or the
sea-side during the summer months, are respect-
fully requested to send their new addresses to
our offices, § and 7 Bleury Street, and the Caxa.
DIAN ILLUSTRATED NEwWs will be duly sent to
them.

TEMPERATURE,

As observed by HearN & Hargisoy, Thermometer and
Baroneter Makors, Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

THE WEEK ENDING

June 22nd, 1879, t Corresponding week, 1858
Min. Mesn. ) Max. Min. Mean
Mon, . ats g 79 628 sws
Tues. # qus 78S 617 i
Wet. 6 03 1S o b
Thur., 715 482 TE 67 e
Frid.. 735 M° LR i N KR
Sat... &84° w6l3 e 6T T2E)
Sun.. »T 42 6% 6T §1°

CARADIAN ILLUSTRATED  HEWS,

Monireal, »Saiurday, June 28, 7379. :

14

THE LATE PRINCE IMPERIAL.

We present our readers to-day with a
portrait of the late Prince Lot s Narorgoy,
whose untimely end in- Zululand is the
subject of regret and sympathy throughout
the entire world.  The photograph from
which we copled the likeness 15 not »
military one, but it comes direct from
Camden Place, Chiselhurst, and was ob-
tained there only last summer by a French
gentleman, to whom we are indebted for
it. It is, therefore, authentic, and may
be preserved ags a memorial of the un-
fortunate youth, ‘

The deceased Prince, whose full name
was LuGese Lovis Jeax Joserpn NaroLzox,
was born on the 16th of March, 1856,
His health in infancy was delicate, -but
for theé past ten years has been more
robust.  In 187G he. accompanied  his
father, the late Emperor, to the German
frontier, and after the fatal battle of Sedan
he made his eseape by Belginin to England,
where he was soon joined by his mother,
and after some time: by the dethroned
Emperor. The exiled family resided at
Chigelhurst, and the I'rince Tmperial be-
came a eadet at Woolwich, where he took
a very creditable course. -~ Owing to some
technical objection bie was not permitted
to beeome a regular ofticer (in the South
African army,. but- he was ‘allowed’ to
renin . with Colonel Woon's  foree un-
attached, aud was in thiz position when
he met his untimely death,

A FIFTH GOSPEL.

The latest amd most interesting literary
news which comes to us from Fogland is
that the Gospel according to the Hebrews,
traditionally believed to® be: more ancient
than that of St. MarTiew, has been reco-
vered, translated, annotated. and analysed .

scholar of Trinity College, Oxford, and is -

to be published by sub\fcrip'tio‘n. '},‘his
venerublo pieca of antiquity is in thirty-
threo fragments and it is said to have been
written in Armaic, the Janguage of Pales-
tine in the time of the Saviour. Tho work
was known to the early fathers and Jurous
translated it into both Greek and latin.
The fact has been established that it is a
speeial memoir-—not, as was once sumvosm},
a transeript of Marrnew-—-and there  1s
ground for the belief that it s older thun
either of the four Gospels. It runs
parallel to MaTriew to a certain extent,
but presents differences which will ereate
much comment and coutroversy.  Tofake
one for example, Theappearance of Jesvs
to James (his brother), alluded to by Pavr,
in 1. Corinthians, xv., but lost out of the
Gospels in the century which followed
him, is here narrated in detail: ¢ And
when the Lord had given his linen cloth
to the servant of the priest, he went to
James and appeared to him.  For Jamrs
had sworn that he woull ot eat bread
from the hour whercin Ire had drunk the
cup of the Lord until he saw Him rising

again from the dead.—(hiatus). . Dring
a table and bring—hiatus). .. He took

ap the bread and blessed and broke and
afterwards gave to Janes the Just, and

said to him, My brother, eat, for the son
of Man is rizen from them that sleep.” It
appears that when this was written the
efforts to make out that Maky had no other
children, but was a virgin, had not heen
yet made.”  This recovered Gospel also
sayvs that Jesus asked all His diseiples to
handle him and see that He was not an
“incorporeal demon’ (daimounion), and not
Tuomas alone.  In the fourth Gospel the
meral of this incident seems pointed
against a growing skepticiam which would
pot believe unless 1t saw; but here it
seems directed against that denial by Ban-
Nasas and SisoNn Mases of Chirist's genu-
ine flesh-and-bleod huamanity which Pave,
withstowl.

The question of baptismal redemption
will acquire special impartanee it this new
Gospel is recognized, as one of the frag
ments gives a signihcant account of the
baptism of the Savieur:  His mother and
brethren having proposed that Tle and
they should go together and be baptized
by Jonx, Jests apswered t 94 Wherein
have I sinned that T shoull zo and he
baptized by him; except perchinee this
very thuie that I have siid is loneranee)
After baptism, <as He went out of the
water the heavens opened, and Hesaw the
Holy Spirit of God in the form of a dove
descend and enter Him.  And a voien was
heard from Heaven saving, ¢ Thowart my
beloved Son ; in Thee 1 am well pleased 7
and ag.in, ¢ ¢ This day have T hogotten
Thee,"’ and immediately a great light
shone in that place.” Then the Spirit, or
dove, also spake, saying : ¢ My som, in all
the prophets did I await Thee that Thou
tightest come, and Lmightest vest in Thee.
For Thou art My rest, Thou art My first-
born Son that reignest forever,t
We present our readers with these fow
outlines without ventuving o pronounce
any opiniou thereupon in advanes of the
publication of the hook itself, and we are
quite content jo await the judgment of

profgs<ional exegisists ou the merit, if

any, of the discovery jtself.

THE ASIATIC CHRIST.

What difference would . it make if it
were proven that Jests was not, in reality,
#Jew by extraction ! This is a question
which we are altogether unprepared to
answer, but perhaps a clue might be founid
in_a new work by Mre Fuvesr Vox
JUNSEN, in which the wuthor hrings for.
ward some curious facls to eatablish that
romewhat startling theory.

The descent of  Davin from Canks, the
Keneadte, and thus from non-{lehrews,
points to a connection of Jrsus with * the
strangers'in Lsrael.” " This the wuthor finds
confirmed by the fact that the four female

Ly Epwanrn Byrox Nicrorsox; M. A, late

ancestors of Jests mentioned in the gone-
alngies of Matruew we all non-dHebrows,.
Although the descent of Tuaman-is not
apecified in the Bible, Puno calls hor ¢ a
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strangor” (Dx Nomw, 5).  The second
female ancestor, Ratas or Reenan, refors
to the Kenezites also.  The thind, Rup,
the Moabite, was a descendant from Carga,
the Kenerite.  The fourth was the wife of
Uniatr, Barnsuepy or Barnsuga, She
was a grand-daughter of Anrrorned, bory
in the hill eountry of Jepay, where the
Kenezites dwelt, all non-tebrews, The
pame Barisies, or danghter of Suga,
connects the wife of Thuan with the
Canaanite mame SHua, wife of Jopa,
whose gon was called Ex or Genr, < the
Stranger.” - Also one of - the suns of
Apranay and his concabine, Kervnan,
was called Suva, which name, with the
divine prefix, formed Jeno-Snea, Josiey
or Jests. Bussexy connects this non.
Hebrew element in Israel principaily with
the Medo-Chaldeans, the naftou that ruled
in Masopotamis before Anpanay was
born, and which tmnsmitted the Chaddeay
or Magian wisdom v which D was
instructed. And  this *wisdom”” oar
anthor contends, was mainly the tradition
of the Zendavesta.

1t will reassure the orthodex to Le in
formed that Mr. Duxsey Al earnee
believer an Cuurst and the redemption,
aml has no intention of lowerine the

is

l'tn'st,igt,‘ of the Saviour of the worlil, B
he also Belteves in the superhunim claines
Pof Bropna, and helds that b has dis
covered the 1())1).: tast Hnk betwern the
New Testatment and the Buddhist Saend
Books.  He that  the v Asate
Christ " tanght and eted noways that
Luve for aies been the chierichied wavs of
devont Hindoes,  Heaaughs, for exuanple,
the deetrine of maresiztaneo wlitle th
Western Christtans teaeh the need amwd
justitiability of war. Newhor, aceordivg
to Hunsen, can there be any doubd tha
tha doctrines tinght by Cunist-espeeciaih
in the matter of zetting ami Kesping the
{roods of this werlifecrescmble vy eloseis
the dvcirines of Brppna,  » Cernundy the
teaching of Urost in this respeet was
very radieal depastere from the Mosuie
docrrine.”  The inguiry ndghla he pro-
tonged  further, but we  have  written
t-nui:gh te provoke the enriosity of wor
readers, which s all that can Iwe ashed an
the present stase of the controversy.

RERI S
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OUR ILLUSTRATIONN,

Tur Lsursowe Pavyen - The
goers of Milan, aly, are very prachointeresiod
i the remarkalde performanees of o man whe
has gatnied the coguomen ol The Raphd Paiu.
ter)” His name in Marens Morelio, and he bids

thentie.

[REETA SR § LM
fair to atinin aoworld reta® ted repritation in bs
preuliar Hneo  He practives Tas an most of the
time at the thestres, where, in presenes ol
farge awlience, he PHiBLS 8 cortect pietire o
ot ProBiieht gclor or aetress ina remarkable
shiort spmce of tinee, not anore than fweniy
winutes being taken to do the job There §s 4
rmons to the effoct that b wiil vise Aeriea
in the fall, in which case we shadl expuct 1o soe
the phizzes of sowe of onr prominent men and
women of the day done up in short and sweet
ander

Fronr wrrhn Bravs - Betweets the Lonrs of
five and six i the evening of Sqniny week, (wa
men visited Joe Poeef o Coqnteen’” the
sights, awd ameng ather things were sbios i the
den of thyee Lears, who are kept anoa cavern,
abwnt six feet high by sen feetsopnare, arnder the
hall where the cooking is dow. The only ens
tranee tee the cage ds by a trap dour in the floor,
and when the trio of bruins are exbihited, the
deor &5 opened dand by a kuawnesignad the bewrs
are tradtied to raixe on their hind feet amd rest
their forepaws on the edge of the thoor aroumd
the outh of the trap.  While the men were
frasting their exes on the miuistues wensgerie,
w fonr yeor ol boy of Joe's was playing around
the hall, and caming too cluse fo Ui open trap,
overbataneed himselt ansd foll mnong the beastal
The largest of the three attered a lowd, deep
growl), snd dashied at the Hittle hoy, grasprug
lim bear-fashion hetween hisforepans, - The boy
shrivked piteonsly, aud in an justant Jor was
down in t\m Pt atong this bears, who aithengh
they are aalled * tame” isplayid al) the fero-
city of their brethoen who resm at larg: in the
forest. . Joe wrestled with brain meciidly, and
managed to release thie ehilid from his grasp, and
wis just in thie actof raising hin to safe gitarters,
when the savage boast seizied the hov a second
time and bore him to the gronnd,  The father
agnin released Wis chibd, ansd this time was sues
cessful in placing hiva out:of peavin ol the vow
douhly infuriated monster, who then furned on
Joe himsel! and _attacked " him savagsly, and
before he had timeto disappenr out-of the: pit
the brate succeeded in ternbly lacernting the
flesh- of the Tower righit thigh whit aroumd the
knee, Finally, the en at the top grabbed Joe's

o mer
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hands and pulled him out of the pit, the bears
ail the while giving vent to the most unearthly
growls, Theinjured man’s wounds were speedily
dressed, and it is not probable that he will be
compelled 1o abstain from work, although he
sutfurs great pain. Strange to say, bz did not
see fit to shoot the beur afterwards, ‘

Bstrarants ¥X 88, “Sanmxian.”"—The sta-
tion ot the Tauneries was a seene of bustle and
excitement the other day on the arrival of the
speeial train from Tevis with the immigmats ex
S8 Sardinian, mnnbering inull 512 souls.  From
Levis they were under ehacge of Mr, John Sum-
ver, Domtnion Damigration Agent, and on arri-
valwere received by Mr. Daly, Dominion Agent,
Montreal, and his assistants, The trgin reached
the station at 8.35 poome, anid halted alongside
the fnupigration shed, where a substantial and
inviting dinner was laid out by the enterprising
shed warthy eaterer, Mr. Carslake, of the Man-
sion Howuse,  The appearanee of the interior of
the shied, with fong vows of tables stretehing its
full lengah, covered with table-eloths of snowy
whtteness, glittering with dilf, and adorned with
hotiguets of flowers, was suggestive of the heart-
iest of weleomes and must have been reganled
s bright angiry by the hardy ehildren of toil,
and eondbined with the ssvory whiffs' from the
enturry depurtinent whiclt greeted the nostrils,
wertld have exeited anappetite in the most fasti.
dous eptenrean. Soon the inanigrants placed
thenizelves in thelr seaty, Miss Rye's children
cmlng trooping 1 tiest, their faces beaming with
pioeainhle excitement at the novelty of the si.
tuatiae, the wree ones of all wearing litt e reid rid.
t
t

i
ng howlds which mede them look like elfing as
ey energed from the enter darkness into the
shedpnad oceupying a separate table. The great-
et order existed, the transfer ftom the carsto the
shed aving brew etfected withont any confusion,
uinder the dircetion of Mr, Daly, and the intend.
g <ot leps heingy waited on with  the utniost
velerity by the attendants wnder the divection of
Previous te commencing their

My Corsinke,
meody, Miss Kye's preats ges sang very prettily grace
before meatyast then the manner i which knife
atsd fork were phied on all sides not only imdiea-
ted o keen relish for the goad things which the
worthy catersr had provided, but showed that
the bone and shuew being imported into the Do
minion was of a churacter itted to huild up a
wew enpnay, The men were, as a rale, sturdy,
yetadiieat-tonking feifows s all had great faith
v the patare. They ave primcipally, if not en-
tieeiy, Saberers or futmiers. Ope an named
Horvie frean Seath Wades, Bus a funily of twelve
ehitbaren, fonur daughters and eight bovs. Hein-
teruds setthing down to faming in Palestiug, the
Adtap settlment an the faks of the Saskatehe-
wan, Manitela, where he has seeured a reservae.
won, Having had two years” pxperience as a
farmy Baaitl, and posseasing a good knowledge
o ekt gardeniny, his suecess hie considers
tobe bufa question of time. - e is 2 man of
tlernbhle jutelligence, and is well eduvated®
having b one time run aprinting office, of whieh
bis eldesl son was foreman. The majority are
hognd for Cutarie, and all sean 1o be tmpressed
with thie fauduble desireofzettng on Jand
Graee after micat having been sung by
chidren, Mr. M. ‘ '

DR

the
for-

H. Candt kindly steyped
ward to address a few words of welcotne and
advice o the new  comers @ addressing the
shiblten mere especially, he expressed a hope
that  they  wenld happy in their new
*Hemne ™ snd peay to Almighty God to aid
them in all thaes of tragble and danger, so that
v atter-ite they might beeuabled 1o thank Him

werciful deliveranes from the  ternible
seetivs of wickedurss and poverty from which
they bad beetvesened by the timely arrival of
gand Miss Bye. Miss Rye made n suitable and
tecling  repdy, refustng, however, to take  the
eredit o herselt, and sovarding a due share of
pradse to her assistants aud: faithful secretary.
Atber several new songs std hyowos had been
s, arders were givew to get-on. board about
16 pans, which was suceessfully. accomphished
wnder the  vigilang soperintendence o M,
Jo3 Daly, and s deputics, Messrs. MeNichells
awed - Quinngs The ebildren each had a bunch
of white biossoms presented to them by the
worthy eaterer.

The tmmigrants then left ander the direetion
of Mr. K. M, Persse, tlie travelling agent of the
Ontarte Government, carrving with them the
Learty good wislies of all present for their future
prosperiey in the * Grear Lone Lamd,” a wish
whith we are sure will be cordially echoed by
wil sur readers:

Qur artist- has given some  very faithful
sketehes of u few ol the incidents alluded to,
likewsse a view of Mr. Carslake's Hostelry in
Honnventure street, where such of the immi-
grnts wa adl under Wis charge during the win-
tor mionths will beoregadad. alter their long and
dreary vide frow ITadifax o Montreal, over the
stow  bound rowds of the Intercolonial and
Grand Trunk Ratlways. ’ ’ '

Tree
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Wiar glorious fun the small Loy has ‘abowt
thesw times, s ko apiashes and dives abut in the pomd )
e ooy drawback sesma to be that'a good deal of time
Tuss 1 b e iatest in stirring up his dripping hair with n
Vit steok Goodpy, bkt it shondd give him dway o the
Wi Tsdy when e suenks into the backidoor to steal a
doughunt :

s rnk tickets in aneient times were in very
el designa, In Romie we wre informed the theatroggeer
prrehaget at the hox.oiice wslender ite walking wiek
of fvnry or brmwo whieh He earcied In e hand anid e
fiversd 1o the doarkireper. - Those old Ronuwns knew

Wi oe two oo In moders days the yoenng msn is come
petiod 1o go outbetween aete nnid rush into « snloan’ to
wot his “stick ot 1 giass of lomonade or something.

THE LOVER'S TALE.
li)’ ALFRED TENNYSON.

The original prefuce to “The Lovers Tale”
states that it way composed in my nineteenth

year. Two only of the three parts then written
were printed,  when, feeling the imperfec-
tiou of the poem, 1 withdrew it from the

press.  One of my fiiends, however, who boy-
like admired the boy's work, distributed among
our comtuon assoeiates of that hour some copies
of these two parts, without my kuowledge, with-
out the omissions aml wmendments which I had
in contemplution and marred by many misprints
of the compositor,  Seeing that these twa parts
have of Inte been mercilessly pirated and that
what 1 had deemed scarce worl.lhy tu live is not
atlowed todie, may | not be perdoned if 1 suffer
the whole poen a1 Just to come into the light,
accompanied ‘with u reprint of the sequel—work
of my mature life—*“The Golden Supper’” ?

May, 1879,

ARGUMENT.

Julinn, whase cousin and foster-sister, Camilla, has
been wedded 1o his fdend and rival, Lione), endesvonrs
to narrate the story of his own love for her, and the
strange sequel. He speaks tin Purts L aund J1L) of
having been haunted by vistons and the sound of bells.
tolling for o funera), and at dast ringiog for o marriage ;
but he breaks uway, oversome, s he approsches the
Event, and 8 witness to it completes the tale.

1

Here farsway, seen from the tnpunost oliff,

Fitling with purple gloum the vieancies

Between the taftedd hills, the aloping reis

Hung in mid-henven, sed half way doswn rare sails,
White ns white clonds, tlonted from sky to sky.

ON t pleasunt hreast of wiaters, guiet hay,

Lika to n quiet mind ia the joud waorld,

Where the chafed breakers of the outer sea

Sank powerioss, as anger falls aside

And withers on the breast of peacetol Inve

Thon didst receive the growth of pines that fedged
The Lills that watched thee, as Love watcheth Love,
I thine own esrepes, and delicht thyself

To make it wholly thine gn sanny days.

Kewp thot tae nawme of * Lovee’s Bay.”  See, sirs,
Even now the Goaddess af the Past, that takes

The heart, and sumetimes touehass but one string
Thut quivers, and s silent, aud sometimes

SBwerps suddenly all 18 haifourounider'd chords

Ta somne old elady, begine to play

Phat air which pleased bor first. 1 feel thy bresth
I cowe, great Mistress of the ear and eye :

Thy bireath ix of the pinewoad | and tho’ yeirs
Have hollow'd out w deep snd stoarmy strait
Betwixt the nntive land of Love and me,

Hreathe but a little on ine, aod the sail

Wil me fo the rising of the san,

The lucid ehambers of the morning star,

And Enst of Life.

Termit me, friend, I prithee,
To pres my hand geross my brows and mivse
On theose doenr Bills, that never wore will meet
The sight that throbs and achies benenth my touch,
As the’ there beat o heartiy either oye
For when the cuter bt are darken'd thus,
The mewary's vision batich o heener edge.
It grows upon me gow-—the semicircle
OFf durk hine waters awmd the narrow fringe
OFf curving beanb-—its wrenths of drippling green
Ite pale pink shclla—the sunsmer-house aloft
That open’st on the piges with doors of grlass,
A mountiin sest=the pleasure-boat that eeX’d,
Like grosn with Hs own shiadow, Keel to Xeel,
Upon the dappled dimplings of the wave,
That blaneh’'d upon its side,

’ . O Love, O Hope!
They come, they crowd upon me uil at onea—
Moved from e phond of unforgetten things,

That satsetinges an the horizon of the mind

Lies foldet, nflen sweepc nthswart in storm--—
Flash upon dash they Lubten thee we—days

Of dewy dawning and the amber eyes

When thow and B Cawitia, thou and |

Were borne about the bay or safely moor'd
RBenenth s low brow’d vavern, where the tide
Plash'd, sapping its warn :ibs o and wll without
The stawlive-riding rodlers oo the oliffs

Clusl'd. ealline 1o vach other, and thro’ the areh
Down those fowd waters, ke & setting star,
Mixt with the gorgeons west the Jight-house shone,
Aud silver smiling Venuas ere ghe tell

Waonli often toiter in her halmy blue,

To crown it with herselt,

Here, ton, my love
Waver'd atanchar with me, when day hung
Frow his mid-dome in Heaven's airy halls;
Glrame of the water-cireles s they hroke,
Flicker'd like doubtiol swiles abont her Yips,
Quiverd a fyinge glory on hep bair,
Leapt Hike n passing thought nevoss her eves ;
At mtne with one that will nat pass, titl earth
And beaven piss too, dwelt on wmy heaven, u fuce
Mast sturry-fair, but Kindled trom within
As'twere with dawn. - She was dark-hairesd, dark-eyed :
Oh, steh diark eyes ! n single glanece of them
Will povern a whole hfe from hivth todestl,
Careless of ull things elee, Jed on with light
In trunees and-dn visions: loak-at them,
You lose yourself in ntter ignorance ;
You ean nut find their depth ;. for they go baek,
Amd further baek, aud still withdraw thomselves
Quite into the deep soul, that evermore
Fresh speinging from her fountains to the brain,
St peuring thro’, feeds with redandant life
Her parrow portals, )

Trust me, long ago
1 shonld have ilied, if it were passible
o die in gnzing on that perfeciness
Whicle T do benrwithin wme: 1 had died,
But from my furthest lapse, my latest ebhy
Thine image, iKe o charm of light aud sirength
1 pon the waters, pushd ane back arain
On'these deserted aands of harren life.
The' from the deep vanlt where the heart of Hope
Faoll into dust, aod erambled in fhe durk—~
Forgetthye bow o render beantifnl
Her coantennnee witlh guick vud healthful Wood—
Thon didst not sway e npward 3 conulit'l perish
W hile thou, aaneteor of the sepulehre,
Didet swathe theself all tound Hope's quiet ury
Farover! e, that saith it iath oerstep
The stippery feoting of his narrow wit, .. !
A fuite pwayfrom bandements "Pho art light,
o which my xpirit lenneth adl hertowers,
And tength of daye, aod ioanortdioy
OF thovgeht, omt froxhness ever solf renew'd,
For Fime and Grief abode tou long with Life,
And, likenll other friends i* the world, nt last -

N

They grew aweary of her fellowship :

So Time and Grief did beekou unto Denth,

And Death dres nigh and beat the doors of Life ;
But thou didst sit alone in the inner house,

A wakelnl purtress, and didst purle with Death,—
*This is s charmed dwelling which [ hiold ;"

So Death gave back, and wonld no further come,
Yet is my life nor in the present time,

Nor in the present place. -‘I'o me alone,

Push'd from his ehair of regal heritage,

The Present is the vassal of the Past:

So that, in that T have lived, do | live,

And esn not die. and am, in having beao—

A portion of the pleasant yesteniny,

T'hrust forward on to-day and out'of place;

A body journeying onwand, sick with toil,

The weight as if of nge upon my lunbs,

The grasp of hopeless grief about iy heart,

And all the senses weaken'd, save in that,

Which long ago they had glean'd and garner'd up
Into the gruuaries of memory —

‘The clear bross, bulwark of the preciona brain,
Chink’d as you see, and seam’d—nnd ali the while
‘The light sonl twines und mingles with the growths
Of vigorons eurly days, uttracted, won,

Married, nuvle one witls, molten into a3l

The beawtiful in Past of act or place,

Aud like the all-enduring came!, driven .

Far from the dinmond fountain by the pahins,
Who tuils across the middle moon.lit nights,

Or when the white heaty of the blinding noons
Beat from the coneave sand : yet in him keeps

A draught of that sweet founisin that he loves,
To stuy his feet from fulling, and his spirit

EFrom bitterness of desth.

Y e ask me, friends,
When I began to love. IHow should I tell yon
Or fromn the after-fullness of my henrt, :
Flow back aguin unto my slender npring

And first of love, the' every turn and depth
HBetween i- clearer in my lle thun all

Its present Row.  You know not what ye ask,
How should the broad and open ttower tell
Wit sort of bl it was, when, prest together

In its green rheath, clusc-!ap! in silken folds,

It seain’d 1o Keep its sweetness to jtself,

Yer wux not the less swoet for that it seem'd ?
Fur voung Lif knows not when young Life was born,
But takes it all lor granted : neither Love,
Wirm in the Leart, his emdle, can remember
Love in the womb, butresteth satisfied,

Looking on her that brought hiw to the light :
Or as men know not when they njl usleep

Into delicious dreams. vur other life,

80 knaw I net whee [ begao to love.

This is tny snm af knowledyre-~that my love
Grew with inyself--.sny, rather, was my growth,
My inward sap, the bold I have on earth,

My ountward circling air wherewitly I breathe,
Which ye: uphoids my e, and evermore

1s 1o me daily life and daily death :

For how should I have lived and not have Joved?
Cun ye take off the sweetuess from the flower,
The eolor and the sweetness from the rose,

And plaecs them by themselves ; or set apart
Their motioos and their brightoess from the stars,
Aud then point out the dower or the ntare

Or build & wail betwixt my lite and Jove,

And tell tne whers Lum it "Fis even thus :

Tn that I live 1 love; because [ luve

1 live : whate'er is fountaiv to the one

I5 teuntain 10 the other ; and whene'er

Onr God nuknits the riidle of the one,

"There is no shade or fold of myntery

Swathing the other.

Many, many Years
(For they seem many and my most of life,
Avd well Teonld bave tinger'd in that pureb,
So uapreportion’d to the dwelling places,
In the May dews of childhood, opposite
The flush and dawn of yeuth, we lived togetber,
Apart, Rioue tugether un thess hills.

Before he saw my day my father died,
And he was happy that he saw it not;
But 1 aad the first daigy on bis grave
From the samne elay catae tnto light at once.
Ar Love aud 1w namber ¢qual years,
8o she, my love, is of un age with wme,
How like eaeh other was the birth of each?
On the same morning, aimist the same hour,
Under the selfanme aspect af the sturs
(O falsetivod of all stiterafit fy we were born.
How like vach other was the birth of each!
The sister of my mother--she that bore
Citnitla close beneath her beatiog Lentt,
Whirh 1o the imprison’\d spinit of the ehild,
With ity trae-tonehed palsea in the dosw
And hourly visitation of the biood,
Sent nates of preparation manifold,
Anid mellow’d echoes af the nuter wortd...
My mother's sister tnather of my Jove,
Who had » twofold clain apon my heart,
Que taootold mightier than the uther was,
In giving so mueh beauty to the waorhd,
Anid so muehi wenbth as God bad eharged her withe—
Leathing to put it from bersalt forever,
Left her own Hite with it: and dyime thus,
Crown'd with her hurhest aet the plaeid lacs
Al breatliless body of her gond deeds past.

Sa were we boru, sa orpluin’d. Ste was mwotherless
And I withoat a father. . 3o from each
Of those two piliars whieh from earth upliold
Qur childhood, one bad fullen nway, and ail
The carefal bunlen of our tender years
Trembied upon the other,  He thut gave
Her life, to me dehighredly futiil'd
Al lovisg - Kindoessos, ull otlices
Of wateiul care and trembliog tenderness,
He walked tor beth: he pray’d for both: he slept
Direaming of both @ por was his luce the leks
Beennse it was divided, and shat torth
Boughs on each side, laden with wholesome shade,
Wherein we nerted sleeping or awske,
Aud sung aloud the matin-soug ot life,

She was my fster-aater onone arm
The flaxen ringlets of ourinfanctes
Wander'd, the while we rested @ one soft lap
Piltow'd ue bath : 1 commun light of eyes
Whks 0n s pawe Tay @ oour by dips,
Kissing ane bosom, everdrew from thence
The stream of Hife, one un, one tife, oune Mood,
One sasterinee, whick U1 as thotieht wrew Inrge,
Still targer moulding adf the honse et thought,
Mude alt our tagtes and fancies Yike, perhiups—
All--atil butone ; and struuge to e, amd sweet,
Sweet thio' strange years 10 know that whatsoe'er
Our general mother meant fur me aione,
Our mutual mother dendi to both ot us ¢
Ko what ons earliest mine in earliost life,
1 shiared with her is whom myself remains,

As was our ehildhood, so pur infapey,
They tell me, was o very mitaele
Of fettow-teeling and commtinion,
Thay tell me thut we wonld oot be jlone,—
Weetied when we were patted; when 1 weps,
Her smile it up the raisbow on my tears,
Staid an -the cloud of sorrow ; that we loved
The rotud of oae another's voives move
‘Fhan the gray cuekooluyes bis name, and learnt
To Hsp in tune together; that wo slept
1o the same eradio ahways face to fuve,
Heart beating time to heart, 1ip prossiog Hp,
Folding vach vther, breathing on ench other,
Dreaning together (dresming vl vaoh other

o

They should have added), till the morning light
Sloped thro' the plues, npoo the dewy pane
Falling, nnseal'd our eyelids, and we woke
To gaze upon each other. If this be true,
At thoughit of wbich iny whole soul iangaishes
And faints, and bath no polse, no breath—an tho
A man in some atill garden should infuse
Rich atar in the borom of the rose,
Till, drunk with its own wine; and averfall
Of sweetners, and in smelling. of itself,
It fall.on jts own thorns~if this be trae--.
And that way my wish leads me evermore
Still to believe it.- 'tis s0 sweet a thought,
Why in the uiter stiliness of the soul
Doth question’d memury answer not, nor telt
Of this nur earliest, our closest-drawn,
Mast Joveliet, earthiy-hesveniiest harmony 1

O bloxsom'd portal of the lopely house,
Green prelude, April promise, giad new-year
Ot Being. which with earliest violets
And lavish carol of elear-throated larks
Fill'd all the March of life '~I will not speak of thee ;
‘T'hese have not seen thee, these can never know thee,
Tney can not understand me. Pass we then
A term of eightesn years., Ye would buz laugh,
111 shonld tell you how I heard in thonght
The faded rhymes and scraps of ancient crones,
Gray relics of the nurseries of the world,
Whicli are as gens eet io my mewmory,
Because she learut them with me: or what nse
To know her fether loft us just hefore
Tite duth oo we Sonned

Toudil wiee Diow
The dead nian oy i shopn ) Al
Lhtaf your m

Neswns fo the qaiet

But ciond andg smoke; gl in she dark t

Is traced with flawe. Move with me to the event.
There came @ glorious murning, such a one

As duswns but once a reason.  Mercury

On such a morning would have funy htmeelf

From cloud to elond, and swuam with balanced winga

To some tali mountain: when I said tv her,

* A day for Gods to stoop,” she auswered, ** Ay,

And men 1o soar:"’ for as that other gazed,

Shading his eyes till all the tiery cloud,

‘The prophet und the chariot and the steeds,

Suck'd into oneness like a little stur

Were draunk into the inmust bine, we stood,

“When first we came from out the pines at noos,

With ands for eaves, uplooking aml almost

Waiting to see some hiessed shuape in beaven,

So bathed we were in Uritliance. Never yet

Before or after have I knowa the spring

Pour with such sudden deluges ot light

Iato the middle summer; for that day

Lave, rising, shook his wings, and charged the winds

With spiced May-sweets tratn bound to bouad, and blew

Presh fire inte the son. and froin within

Burst thro’ the heated bnds, and sent hia sonl

Iote the songs of Lirds, aud tunteh’d far off

His mountain-altars, his high bills, with ilame

Milder and purer.

Thro' the rocks we wound :
The great pine shook with lonely sounds of joy
That catne on the sea-wind.  As mountain streams
Our bloods ran free; the sunshine seem’d to brood
More wannly ou the heart than on the brow,
We often puused, sod, looking back, we saw
The cletts and openings inthe mountaine fili'd
With the blue valley and the glistening brooks,
And all the low dark groves, & lund of love!
A land of promire, u lund of memory,
A land of promise, flowin, with the milk
Aud honey uf delicious meniories !
And dowu to seq, aud far as eye could ken,
Euch way trom verge to verge n Hoty Land,
S:till growing holier ax yon near’d tbe bay,
Fur there the Templie stoed,

When we had rench‘d
The grassy platform on songe hibh I stoop’d,
I gatber'd the wilit herbs amd for her braws
And mine made gatlands of the seltvumne tower,
Which she ook similing, and with iy work thas
Crown'd her clear torehead,  Ouve or twice she told me
(For 1 remember all things) to jet
The totrwers that run poison in t .
She said, " The evil dourish tn the world.
Then playfully she gave herself the liaw
““Nothing in nature is unbeantitul;
So. brother, pluck, aud spare vut.” So [ wove
Ev’n the dull-bloodad poppy-steny, © whoese fower,
Hued with the scarlet of a fierce suprise,
Like to the wilid yvouth ot an evil pricee,
15 without siveetoess, but whe cromns pimsedl
Above the secret poisdus vfhis eart
In bis old age.”™ A graceful thought of hern
(irav'n an my fancy ! And oh, how like o aympd,
A stately monstain nymph abe ook ! hose native
Unto the hills she trod on!  Wiile I razed,
My coronual slowiy disentwined stselt
And fell between s buth © the” while I gazed
My spirit jeap’ with those thills of bliss
That strike across the <ol in prayer, and show us
That we are surely heanl.  Methought a light
Burst from the ourlaed 1 had wov'n, and stood
A sold glory on ber bright blaek hair;
A Heht methought broke from her dark, dark e, es,
And shot into the singing winds:
Angatic Hght dashe’d ev'n from her wbite robe
As from a hass in the sun, wnld fell about
My footsteps on the mountaing.

** [.ast we came
To what our people cail * The Hill ot Woa.'
A bridge is there. that, Jook'd at frum beueath,
Seems bul a cobweb filament o link
The yawuing of no earthgunke-cloven chasm,
And therce vne night, when afl the winds were lond,
A woeful man (for so e story went) -
Uad thrust kis wife and clill. and dash’d himself
into the dizzy depth below.  Below,
Fierve in the strength of far desvent.a stream
Flies with n shattered toamalong the chasm,
The path was perilous, loosely strewn with erags :
We mountad stowly: yet to bath there came
The joy of lite tn steepuess overcoms,
And victories of nscent, and lovking dusn
On all that had Took™d down on ws; aod joy
In breathing nearer heaven: and joy to me,
High over nll the azure-cireled earth,
To breath with her asif {o heaven itaelf:
Aud more than joy that 1 to her became
Her guardisn and her angel, raisiog her
R1ill higher, past w11 peril, untilshe saw
Reneath ber fvet the region far away,
Reyond the pearest monatain's basky brows,
Baurst in open prospent—heath and bhill,
And hollow-lined nnd wooded to the lips,
And steep down waills of etlemented rock
Gilded with broow or shatter d into spires,
And glory of brobwaters interfosed,
W henee rase is it were breiath and steam of gold,
And over all the great wouwd rioting. .
Aud climbing, streak’d or stare’d at intervals
\Yith falling Lrook or blossom’d bush-—and Jast
Framing thie mighty I:\u-l&_m\pe te the west, -
A purple range of mountain-cones, between
Whose iuterspures gush'd in blinding bursts
The tacorporate blaze of sun nnd sea.”

- At length
Descending from the point and standing both,
There on the tremulous bridge, that from bensath
Hud seem’d a gossamer flament up in air,
Wo pansed amid the spleador.  Ail the west
Aud ev'n untu the middle sonth was ribb’d
And Lareid with bloom on'blsom. The sun below,

Held for 8 space "tivixt cluud and wive, shower'd down

i
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Rays of a mighty circle, weaving over

That various wilderness a tissue of light
Unparallel'd. On the other side, the moon,
Half melted into thin blue sir, stood still,

And pale and fibrous as a wither'd leaf,

Nor yet endured in presence of {lis eyes

To indue his lustre ; most unlover-like,

Hinne in his presence fall of light and joy,
And giving light to others. Bat this inost,
Next to her presence whom I loved so well,
Bpoke loudly even into my inmost heart

As to my outward hearing ; the loud stream,
Porth issuing from his portals in the crag

(A visible link anto the home of my heart),
Ran arrber toward the west, and nigh the sea
Porting my own loved mountains was received,
8haru of its strength, into the sympathy

Of tbat small bay, which out to open main
Glow’d intermingling close benexth the sun.
Kpirit of Love! that little hour was bound
Shut in from Time, and dedicate to thee:
Thy fires from heaven had touch'd it, and the earth
They fell on became hallow’d evermore.

‘We turn'd : our eyes met : hers were bright, and mine
‘Were dim with floating tears, that shot the sunset
In lightnings round me ; and my name was borne
Upon her breath. Henceforth my name has been
A hallow'd memory like the names of old,
A oentred, glory-circled memory,
And a peculiar treasure, brooking not
Exchange or currency : and in that hour
A hope flow’d round me, like a golden mist
Charm'd amid eddies of melodions unirs,
A moment, ere the onward whirlwind shatter it,
Waver'd and floated—which was less than Hope,
Because it lack’'d the power of perfect Hope ;
But which was more and higher than all Hope,
Because all other Hope bad lower aim;
iven that this name to which her gracious lips
Did lend such gentle utterance, this ene name,
In some obsoure hereafter, might inwreathe,
(How lovelier, nobler then!) her life, her love,
‘With my life, love, soul, spirit, and heart and strength.
* Drother,” she said, * let this be call'd henceforth
Tle Hill of Hope ;" and I replied, ** O sister,
My will is one with thiae; the Hill of Hope.”
Nevertheless, we did not change the name.
I did not speak : I could not speak my love.
Love lieth deep : Love dwells not in lip-depths.
Love wrars his wings on either side the hesrt,
Constraining it with kisses close and warm,
Absorbing all the incense of sweet thoughts
80 thut they p2ss not to the shrine of sound.
Else had the life of that delighted hour
Druok in the ) of the utt,
Ot Love ; but how should Earthly measure mete
The Heavenly-unmeasured or unlimited Love,
‘Who scarce can tune his high majestic sense
Unto the thunder song that wheels the spheres,
Scarce living fo the Xolian harmony,
And flowing odor of the spacious air,
8Boarce housed within the circle of this Earth,
Be cubin’d up in words and syllables,
Wbl;}l; pass with that which breathes them? Sooner
rth
Might go round Heaven, and the strait girth of Time
Inswathe the fullness of Eternity,
Than language grasp the infinite of Love,

O day which did enwomb that happy hour,

Thou nrt bleseed in the yeur's divinest day !

Q Geunius of that hour which dust uphold

Thy coronal of glory like a God,

Amid thy melancholy mates far-seen,

Who walk before thee, ever turning round

To gaze upon thee till their eyes aredim

‘With dwelling on the light and deptbs of thine.
Thy name is ever worshipp'd among hours |

Had 1 died then, I had not seem’d to die.

For bLliss stood round me like the light of heaven,—
Had 1 died then, I had not known the death ;

Yen had the Power from whose right hand the light
0t life 1ssueth, and from whoseleft hand floweth
The 8hadow of Death, perennial efiuences,
Whereof to all that draw the wholesome air,
Somewhile the one must overflow the other;

Then bad he stemm’d my day with night, and driven
My ~urrent to the fountain whence it sprang—
Even his own abiding excellence,—

On me, methinks, that shock of gloom bad fall'n
Unfelt, and in this glory I had merged

Theother, like the sun I gazed npon,

Which seeming for the moment due to death,

And dippiug bis head low beneath the verge,

Yet bearing round about him his own day,

Io confidence of unabated strength,

Bteppeth trom Heaven to Heuven, from light to light,
And boldeth his undimmed forehead far

Into a clearer zenith, pure of cloud.

‘We trod the shadow of the downward hill ;
‘We passcd from light to dark. On the other side
Is scoop’d & cavern and a mountain hail,

Which noue have fathom'd. If you go far in
(The country people rumor) you may hear
. The moaniug of the woman and the ohild,
Shut in the secret chambhers of the rock.
I too have heard a sound—perchance of streams
Running far on within its inmost halls,
The home of darkuess; but the cdvern-mouth,
Half overtrailed with a wanton weed,
Gives birth to a hrawling brook, that passing lightly
Adown s natural stair of tangled roots,
Is presently received in a sweet grave
Of eglantines, a place of burial
Feur lovelier thaw its cradle ; for unseen,
But taken with the sweetness of the place
It makes a constant bubbling melody
That drowns the neaer echves. Lower down
Spreads out » little Jake, that, flooding, leaves
Low banks of yellow sand ; and from the woods
That belt it rose three dark, tall cypresses,—
Three cypresses, symbols of mortal woe,
That men plant over graves.

Hither we came,

And sitting down apon the golden moss,

Held converse sweet and Jow—low converse sweet,
In which our voices bore least part. The wind
Told a love-tale beside us, how he woo'd

The waters, and the waters answering lisp’d

To kisses of the wind, that, sick with love,
Fainted at intarvals, and grew aguin

To utterancoe of passion. Ye cannot shape
Fancy so fair as in this memory.

Methought all excellence that ever was

Had drawn herself from many thousand years
And all the separate Edens of this earth,

To centre in this place and time. I listen'd,

And her words stole with must prevailing sweetness
Ioto my heart, as thronging fancies come

To boys and gitls when summer days are new,
And soul and heart and body are all at ease :
What marvel my Camilla told me all ?

It was so happy an hour, :0 sweet 3 place,

And I was a3 the brother of her blood,

And by that name I moved upon her breath ;
Dearname, which had tov much of nearness in it
And heralded the distance of this time!

At first her voice was rather sweet and low,
Asif she were afraid of utterance ;

But in the onwarit ourrent of her speech

(As echoes of the hallow bauked brooks

Are fashion'd by the channel which they keep),
Her words did of her meaning borrow sonnd,
Her cheek did catch the colour of her words.
I heard and trembled, yet I could but hear;
My heart paused—my raised eyelids would not fall,

Baut still I kept my eyes upon the sky.

I seem’d the only part of Time ctood’ still,

And saw the motion of all other things ;

While her waords, syllable by syllable,

Like water, drop by drop, upon my ear

Fell; and I wish'd, yet wished her vot to speak;
But she spake on, for I did name no wish.
What marvel my Camiila told me all

Her maiden dignities of Hope and Love--

¢ Perchance,’ she said, ‘returned.” Even then the stars
Did tremble in their stations as I gazed ;

But she spake on, for I did name no wish,

No wish---no bope. Hope was not wholly dead
But breathing hard at the approach of Death,—
Camilla, my Camilla, who was mine

No longer in the dearest sense of mine-—

For all the secret of her inmost heart,

And all the maiden empire of her mind,

Lay like a map before me, and I saw

There, where I hoped myself to reign as king,
There. where that day I crown'd myself as king,
‘There in my realm and even on my throne,
Another ! then it seem’d as tho’ a link

Of some tight chain within my inmost frame
‘Was riven in twain : that life I heeded not
Flow’d from me, and the darkness of the grave,
The darkness of the grave and utter night,

Did swallow up my vision; at her feet,

Even the feet of her 1 loved, I fell,

8mit with exceeding sorrow unto Death.

Then bad the earth beneath me yawning cloven
With such a sound as when the iceberg uglm
From cope to base—had Heaven from all her doors,
With all her golden thresholds clashing, roll'd
Her heaviest thunder -1 had lain as dead,

Mute, blind, and motionless as then I lay ;

Dead, for henoeforth there was no life for me!
Mute, for henceforth what use were words tome |
Blind, for the day was as the night to me!

The night to me was kiuder than the day ;

The night {n pity took away my day,

Because my grief as yet was newly born

Of eyes too weak to look upon thoilght;

And thro' the hasty notice of the ear

Frail Life was startled from the tender love

Of him she brooded over. Would I had lain
Until the plaited ivy-tress had wound *
Round my worn limbs, and the wild brier had driven
Its knotted thorns thro’ my unpaining brows,
Leaning its roses on mgoﬁuded eyes.

The wind had blown above me, and the rain

Had fall’n upon me, and the gilded snake

Had nestled in this bosom-throne of Love,

But I had been at rest for evermore.

Long time entracement held me. All too scon
Life (like a wanton too-officious friend,
Who will not heaw denial, vain and rade
With rFl’oﬂ‘er of unwished-for servioes)
Entering all the avenues of sense
Past thro' into his citadel, the brain,
Witk hated warmth of apprehensiveness.
And tirst the chillness of the sprinkled brook
Smote on my brows, and then I reem'd to hear
Its murmur, as the drowning seaman hears,
‘Who with his head below the surface dropt
Listens to the muflled booming indistinot
Of the confused floods, ard dimly knows
His head shall rise no more : and then came in
The white light of the weary moon above,
Diffaged and molten into flaky cloud.
‘Was my sight drunk that it did shape to me
Him who should own that name? Were it not well
If s0 be that the echo of that name
Ringing within the fancy bad updrawn
A fashion and a phantom of the form
It should attach to? Phantom I—had the ghastliest
That ever lusted for a body, sucking
The foul steam of the grave to thicken by it,
There in the shuddering moonlight brought its face
And what it has for eyes as close to mine
As he did—better that than his, than he
The friend, the neighbour, Lionel, the beloved,
The loved. the lover, the happy Lionel,
The low-voiced, tender-spirited Lionel,
All joy, to whom m?' agony was a joy.
O how her choice did leap forth from his eyes !
And how her love lid clothe itself in smiles
About his lips ! and—and not one moment’s grace—
Then when the effect weigh’d seas upon my head
To come my way ! to twit me with the cause !

‘Was not the land as free thro’ all her ways
To him as me? Was not his wont to walk
Between the going liiht and growing night?
Had I not learnt my loss before he came ?
Could that be more becanse he came my way ?
‘Why should he not come my way if he would !
And yet to-night, to-night—when all my wealth
¥lash'd from me in a moment and I fell
Begger'd forever---why should he come my way
Robed in those robes of light I must not wear,
‘With that great crown of beams about his brows---
Come like an angel to a damned soul.

To tell him of the blias he had with God---
Come like a cureless and a greedy heir

That scarce can wait the reading of the will
Before he takes possession? Was mine a mood
To be invaded rudely, and not rather

A sacred, secret, unapproached woe,
Unspeakable? I was shut up with Grief;
She took the body of my past delight,

Narded and swathed and balm'd it for herself,
And laid it in a sepulchre of rock

Never to rise again. I was led mute

Into her temple like & sacrifice ;

I was the High Priest in her holiest place,
Not to be loudly broken in upon.

Oh friend, thoughts deep and heavy as those well-nigh
O'erbore the limits of my brain : but he
Bent o’er me, and my neck his arm upstay’d.

I thought it was adder’s fold and onoe

1 strove to disengage myself, but fail'd,

Being so feeble : she beut over me, too;

Wan was her cheek ; for whatsoe'er of blight
Lives in the dewy touoh of pity had made

The red rose there a pale one—and her eyes---

1 saw the moonlight ghitter on their tears---

And some few drops of that distressful rain

Fell on my face, and her long ringléts moved,
Drooping and beaten by the breeze, ard brush’d
My fallen forehead in their to and fro,

For in the sudden anguish of heart,

Loosed trom their simpie thrall they had flow'd abroad,
And floated on and parted round her neck,
Mantling her forin hulf way. She, when I woke,
Something she ask’d, I know not what, and ask’d,
Unanswer'd, since I spake not; for the sound
Of that dear voice so musically low,

And now first heard with any sense of pain,

As it bad taken life away before

Choked all the syllables, that strove to rise
From my full heart.

The blissful lover, too,
From his great hoard of happiness distill’d
8Bome drops of solace ; like & vain rich man,
That, having always prosper'd in the world,
Folding his hands, deals coinfortable words
To hearts wounded forever; yet, in trath,
Fair speech was his and delicate of phrase,
Falling in whispers on the sense, address'q
More to the inward than the outward ear,
As rain of the midsummer midnight soft,
8carce heard, recalling fragrance and the green
Of the dead spring : but mine was wholly dead,
No bud, no lesf, no flower, uo fruit for me.
Yet who had done, or who had suffer'd wroog ?

And why was 1 to darken their pure Jove,

If, as I found, they two did love each other,

Because my own was darken'd! Why was I

To oross between their happy star and them ?

To stand & shadow by their shining doors,

Aud vex them with my darkness? Did I love her?
Ye know tbat I did love her; to this present

My fuall-orb'd love has waned not. Did I love her,
And could I look upon her tearful eyes {

‘What had she done to weep? Why should she weep ?
O innocent of spirit---let my heart

Break rather---whom the gentlest airs of Heaven
Should kiss with an unwonted gentleness.

Her love did murder mine? What then? She deem'd
I wore a brother's mind : she call’d me brother:

8he told me all her love : she shall not weep.

The brightness of a burning thought, awhile
In battle with the glooms of my dark will,
Moon-like emerged, and to itself )it up
There on the depth of an unfathom’d woe
Reflex of actions, Starting up at once,

As from a dismal dream of my own death,

1, for I loved her, lost my love in Love;

1, for I loved her, graspt the hand she lov'd,
And laid it in her own, and sent my ory

Thro’ the blank night to Him who loving made
The happy aud the unhappy love, that He
‘Would hold the baund of blessing over them,
Lionel, the happy. and her, and her, bis bride !
Let them so love that men and boys may say,
*“Lo! how they love each other!" till their love
8hall 1ipen to a proverb, unto all

Known, when their faces are forgot in the land---
One golden dream of love, from which may desth
Awake them with heaven's musio in a life

More living to some happier happiness,
Swallowing its precedent in viotory.

And as for me, Camilla, as for me,— .

The dew of tears is an unwholesome dew,

They will but sicken the sick plant the more.
Deem that I love thee but as brothers do,

80 shalt thou love me still as sisters do;

Or if thou dream aught farther, dream but how
I could have loved thee, had there been none else
To love as lovers, loved again by thee.

Or this, or something like to this, I spake,
‘When I beheld her weep so ruefully ;
For sure my love should ne'er indue the front
And mask of Hate, who lives on others’ moans.
8hall Love pledge Hatred to her bitter draughts,
And batten on her poisons? Love forbid!
Love passeth not the threshold of cold Hate,
And Hate ie m'anqe beneath the roof of Love.
O Love, if thou be'st L.ove, dry up these tears
Bhed for the love of Love; for tho' mine image
The subject of thy power, be cold in her,
Yet, like cold snow, it meiteth in the source
Of these sad tears, and teeds their downward flow.
8o Love, arraign’d to judgment aud to death,
Received unto himself a part of blame,
Being guiltiees, as an innocent prisoner,
Who, when the woeful sentence bath been paat,
Aud all the clearness of his fame hath gone
Beueath the shadow of the curse of man,
First falls asleep in swoon, wh awaked,
Aund looking round upon his tearfal friends,
Forthwith and in his agony conceives
A shameful sense as of a cleaving crima—
For whence without some guilt shoald such grief be !

8o died that hour, and fell into the abysm
Of forms outworn, but not to me outworn,
‘Who never bail'd another—was there one ¢
There might be one—one other, worth the life
That made it possible. 8o that hour died
L.ike odor rapt into the winged wind
Borne into alien lands and fur away.

There be some hearts so airily built, that they,
They—when their love is wreck d—if Love can wreck—
On that sharp ridge of utmost doom ride highly
Above the perilous seas of Change and Chance ;

Nay, more, hold out the lights of cheerfulness ;

As the tall ship, that many a dreary year

Knit to some dismal sand-bank far at sea,

All thro’ the livelong hoars of utter dark,

Showers of slanting light upon the dolorous wave.

For me—what light, what gleam upon those black ways
‘Where Love could walk with banish’'d Hope no more !

It was ill done to part you, Sisters fair;
Love’s arms were wreath'd about the neck of Hope,
And Hope kiss'd Love, and Love drew in her breath
In that close kiss, and drank ber whisper'd tales.
They said that Love would die when Hope was gone,
And Love mourn'd long, and sorrow'd after Hope ;
At lact she sought out Memory, and they trod
The same old paths where Love had walk'd with Hope,
And Momury fed the soul of Love with tears.

1.

From that time forth I would not see her more :
But many weary moons I lived alone— '
Alone, and in the heart of the great forest.
Sometimes upon the hills beside the sea

All day I watch'd the floating isles of shade,
And sometimes on the shore, upon the sands
Inseusibly I drew her name, until

The meaning of the letters shot into

My brain; anon the wanton billow wash'd
Them over, till they faded like my love,

The hollow caverns heard me-—the black brooks
Of the mid-forest heard me—the soft winds
Laden with thistle-down and seeds of flowers,
Paused in their couise to hear me, for my voioe
‘Was all of thee : the merry linnet knew me,

The squirrel knew me, and the dragon-fly '
g}:‘o‘ by u':‘ebllke a flash ol;) purple fire.

e rough brier tore my bleeding palms ; the h
Brow-high, did strike my foreheadlt;: Ipast; emlock
Yet trod I not the wildflower in my path,

Nor bruised the wildbird's egg.

Was this t
Why grew we then together in one plot? he end?

Why fed we from one fountain? drew one sun ?

‘Why were our mother’s branches of one stem ?

‘Why were we one in all things, save in that

‘W here to have been one had been the cope and orown
Of all I hoped and fear'd —if that same nearness
‘Were father to this distance. and that one
Vauntcourier to this double ? if Affection

Living slew Love, and 8ympathy hew'd out

The bosom-sepulchre of Sympathy ¢

Chiefly I sought the cavern and the hill
‘Where lust we roam'd together, for the sound
Of the loud stream was pleasant, and the wind
Came wooingly with woodbine smells. Sometimes
All day I sat within the cavern-mouth,
Fixing my eyes on those three cypress cones
That spired above the wood ; and with mad hand
Teuring the bright leaves of the ivy-screen,
I cast them in the noisv brook beneath, .
And watch'd them till ihey vanish’d from my sight
Beneath the bower of wreathed eglantines :
And all the fragments of the living rock
(Huge blocks, which some old trembling of the world
gult: :l(;osen'd hhom the mountain, till they fell

a ing their own graves), these in m
Dia t nfagke bare of all tge golden moss, ¥ agony
Wherewith the dashing runnel in the spring
Had liveried them all over. In my brain,
The spirit seewn’d to flag from thought to thought,
As moonlight wandering thro’ a mist: my blood

Crept like marsh drains thro’ all my languid limbs ;
-

The motions of my heart seem’d far within me,
Unfrequent, low, as tho' it told its pulses ;

And yet it shook me, that my frame would shadder,
As it "twere drawn asunder by the rack.

But over the deep graves of Hope and Fear,

And all the broken palaces of the Past,

Brooded one ter-passion evermore,

Like to a low-bung and a flery sky

Above some fair metropolis, earth-shock’d,—
Hung round with ragged rims and burping folds,—
Embathing all with wild and woful hues,

Great hills of ruins. and collapsed masses

Of thunder-shaken columns indistinct,

And fused together in the tyrannous light—

Ruins, the ruin of all my life and me!

Sometimes I thought Camilla was no more,
Some one had told she was dead, and ask’d me
It I would see her burial ; then }seem’d
To rise, and through the forest-shadow borne
‘With more than mortal swiftness, I ran down
The steepy sea-bank, till I came upon
The rear of a procession, curving round
The silver-sheeted bay : in front of which
8ix stately virgins, all in white, upbare
A broad earth-sweeping pall of whitest Jawn,
Wrenthed round the bier with garlands : in the distance,
From out the yellow woods upon the hill
Look'd forth the summit and the pinnacles
Of a gray steeple—thence at intervals
A low bell tolling. All the pageantry,

Save those six virgins which upheld the bier,
‘Woere stoled from head to foot in flowing black;
One walk'd abreast with me, and veil'd bis brow,
And he was loud in weeping and in praise

Of her we follow’d : a strong sympatby
Shook all my soul: I flung myself upon him

In tears and cries : I told him all my love,

How I had loved her from the first : whereat

He shrank and howl'd, and from bis brow drew baok
His hand to push me from him ; and the face,
The very face and form of Lionel X
Flash'd thro’ my eyes into my innermost brain,
And at his feet T seemed to tairt and fali,

To fall and die away. I could notrise

Albeit I strove to follow. "I'hey past on,

The lordly Phantasms ! ia their floating folds
They past and were no more: but Thad fallen
Prone by the dashing runnel on the grass.

Alway the inaundible invisible thought,
Artificer and subject, lord and slave,
Shaped by the audible and visible,
Moulded the andible and visible;
All orisped sounds of wave and leaf and wind
Flatter'd the fanoy of iy fading brain;
The ocloud-pavilion’d element, the wood,
The mountain, the three cypresses, the cave,
Storm, sunset, glows and glories of the moon
Below black firs, when silent creeping winds
Laid the long night in silver streaks and bars,
‘Were wrought into the tissue of my dreamn:
The moanings in the forest, the loud brook,
Cries of the partridge like a rusty key i
Turo'd in a lock, owl-whoop and dorhawk-whir,
Awoke me not, but were a part of sleep,
And voioes in the distance calling to me
And in my vision bidding wme dream on,
Like sounds withuut the twilight realm of dreams,
Which wander round the bases of the hills,
And murmur at the low-dropt eaves of sleep,
Half-entering the portals. Oftentimes
The vision had fair prelude, in the end
Opening on darkness, stately vestibules .
To caves and shows of death: whether the mind,
With some revenge—even to itself unknown—
Made strange division of its suffering
With her, whom to have suffering view’d had been
Extremest pain ; or that the clear-eyed Spirit.
Being blunted in the Present, grew at leogth
Prophetical and prescient of whate’er
The Future had in store: or that which most
Fuchains belief, the sorrow of my spirit
‘Was of 80 wide a compass it took in
Al I had loved, and my dull agouny,
Ideally to her transferr'd, became
Anguish intolerable.

The day waned :
Aloue I sat with her: about my brow
Her warm breath floated in the utterance
Of silver-chorded tones : her lips were sunder'd
With smiles of tranquil bliss, which broke in light
Like morning from her eyes —her eloquent eyes
(As I have seen themn many a'hundred times),
Filled all with pure clear fire, thro’ mine dowa rain’d
Their spirit-searching splendors. {ks a vision
Unto & haggard prisoner, iron-stay’d
In damp and dismal dudgeons under-ground, ,
Conflued on pointsof fuith, when strength is shock'd
‘With torment, and expectancy of worse
Upon the u:orrow, thro’ the ragged walls,
All unawares before his balf shut eyes.
Comes in upon him in the dead of night.
And with the excess of sweetness and of awe,
Makes the heart tremble, and the sught run over
Upon his steely gyves; so those fair eyes
Shone on n.y darkness, forms which ever stood
Within the magic cirque of memory,
Invisible but deathless, waiting still
The edict of the will to re-assume
The semblance of those rare realities .
Of which they were the mirrors. Now the light
Whioh was their life bursts through the cloud of thought
Keen, irrepressible.

. It was a room

‘Within the sammer-house of which I spake,
Huong round with paintintgs of the sea, and one
A vessel in mid-ocean, her heaved prow
Clambering, the mast bent and the ravin wind
In her sail roaring. From the outer day,
Betwixtthe olose-set ivies came a broad

And solid beam of isolated lighs,

Crowded with Jdriving atomies, and fell
Slanting upon that picture. from prime youth
Well known, well loved. 8he drew it long ago
Forth-gazing on the waste and open sea,

One morning when the upblown billow ran
Shoreward beneath red clouds, and I bad pour’d
Iato the shadowing pencil's naked forms
Colorand life : it was a bond and seal

Of triendsbip, spoken of with tearful smiles;

A monument of childhood and of love ;

The poesy of childhood; my lostlove
8ymbol'd in storm. We gazed on it together
In mute and glad remembrance, and each heart
Grew closer to the other, and"the oye

‘Was riveted and charm-bound, gazing like

The Indiap on a still-eyed snake, low-couch’d—
A beauty which isdeath ; when all at ouce
That painted vessel, as with inner life,

Began to heave upon that painted sea;

Anu earthquake, my loud heart-beats, made the ground
Reel uader us, and all atonce, soul, life

And breath and motion, past and flow'd away
To those unreal billows: round and round

A whirlwind caught and bore us; mighty gyres
Rapid and vast, of hissing spray wind-driven
Farthro' the dizzy dark. Aloud she shriek'd;
My heart was cloven with pain ; I wound my arms

| About her : wo whirl'd giddily ; the wind

Sung ; but I claspt her without fear : her weight
Shrank in my grasp, and over my dim eyes,

And parted lips which drank her breath, down hung
The jaws of Death: 1. groaning, from me flung

Her empty phantom : all the sway and whirl

Of the storm dropt to windless calm, and T
Down welter'd thro’ the dark everand ever.
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I entwis oue day nnd st amony thy stones
Strewn in the votry of the moRning eave ;

f\. um(uing air, sweet after rmin, ran over

P rippling levels of o luke, and blew
Covlness nnd malsture and all winells of bud

A‘nd foliuge ﬁ'ngn the dark wndd dripping woods
l;pon iy feverid hrows that shook and throbhb'd
From tnple unty teinple. "Po whint hefght
'l"he day had grown | know not. Fhen cuine o 10e
The hollow teliing of the beld, nud ntl

The visiou of the bier.  Aw heretotors

bwadk’ad bebiind with one whio veil’d bis hrow,
Methought by staw degrees the puilen beit
Toll'd quicker, wud the Lreakers on the shore
Slopuad into londer sart : thore that went whth me
And those thut heid the bier bofore my face '
Moveab with ane spirit round about the bm’.‘
Trod switter stepa: wmd while 1 wadk'd with thewe
Inwinrvel ot that grudunt chinge, I thought

Foatr bells tnatrisd of ape began to ring,
Fourimerry bells, four Werry marringe bells,

fu ‘vlulr;.vin;: cudenee fangling poed on Poriedam

A domz loud vhaele af ropid marginge bells,

i fren these Whoe led the van, sl those 1o rear,
Rush’d intodanee, uod fike witd Bacelnnals
Fled onwaurd o the steejde b the woods

L tus, was barne along snd foit te hlaat

Beut namy hented eyelids « all st onee

The frant rank made ) sudden halt; the boelia
Favpmed o trightind atitlness ; the surge feoli
From thunder into whispetn ; thoss six maids

)\ 1l shrieRa wnd ringing laughter on the sand
Flerew oavn the bier ; 1he words upon the hifl
Wivend with it sinhden gost that sw enping dowy
Tk the eniges ot the el nod blew it e

Ernitid 6 Yoonge, a little sidver cloud

Over the soanding svas, imen'd © my beart
Stk b like asanow-tdude o the hand,
Waitinge te see the settled conntennnee

OF hier T iaved, wedorg’sd wath fading fowers.

But she trom oot her deith=lihe ehryandis,

She drow e Vier, as into frealier Hife,

My eister und iy counin, aml wy fove,

t clised in bridat white —her hair
thuhiml tone rich Provence rose--a tigot

O mniling weleoine round Yier Tips-her eyes
A ehevio g Urigld as wheu she efimb'd the Wil
e hand she resch’d to those that came behind,
Ant alito Vwnsed nor yot eudured totake
Soriet n prive, the man whio ateod with me
Stept goyty forwant thrawiog diovn Lis robes,
And elinpt her kot in Bie s agatn the bty
Jangledand eling'd - aatd the stormy sart
Corashi™d vn the <hingde ©and the whirling tout
Lad by those twie rush ™ futio danee, ntid thed
Wind- fiwited 0 {he ~:m-]-l-_‘ in the winals,

Till they were awallow din the teafy bowers,
Al Tatued silte beside the vaeant ber.

aapt i

There, thre, my iqlest vision--het the wvent *
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THE GOLDEN SUPPER.

CAnnther cpenksy

He s the ovent ¢
Phoroy du

T hiivaw

he frisves e vy ent ta the -
b lre rash b woway ; the helbs,
wrange bl cobudng in ear nod heartee
Pat east g pesting glasee ul o Yo e,
Naosehie slamld say 7 Contin Welt, be bl
Srue gollen pour—uf trinmph shad! Leay b
Netase 5t beasteeDetore he loft Lig bugne,

Woamnld sou had seen L in th

t hour of bis?
o meved thre ai o 3t majestionliy—
Bestrain’d bimsellf quite to the ¢lost—but now...

Whether they awers fns Jady s marnage twils,
O propiiete wl thens fn iis r.{:;':uy.
Lione! nod the girt
ool and cur Jubian cigne agsio
ther w ondae inong th
fr gl the ooatslaing the Bay |
aned welgh o bing dowe as LEtna does
Gt af Maytholopy @ he wan'd go,
W deave the Fund forever, aud had gpone
Cat foy oo whinger, 7 G Bot vt

Ui wakond
Were we

1nes,

ceowsrnr csent divineiy.oas 3t seein’sl
by thet e h e bt wf this T deens
st e told o the svent
drewd Fae¥ tpoen theo o bis after Jife,
sty made thean - tho” e haew 1 not

f e hestied nod woald net ek at her
stthis o it when the #leyentl moon
rrlagre 2t the baves s Ray,

At ircs rate the tailing bell) nod waid
Saatenndd Wl e ear of ke, Dot fonud..
sa bida methier broke it to b
st thish W ernay ear,

Paoeat inw Knell 2olllop hia Jady dead -
Ehacd-catnd badd Inde thres days without & pulse |
Vbt ool d o Ber bad pronenneed her desd,
Al so fney bate her (for ih Jaling's laxd

They ey er maila damb head up fu ey,

Haors her frecdnend th the frise airs of hoaven,
And faud her fo the vavit of herown Kin.

¢ disd b then ! not die o beoin here aod hale-
e fivand foretnost from the mountain thers,
feave e i of Lover' s Leap oot hec:

He Rrew the nevanine of the whisper now,
Chonght that e knew 30 'Phis, D stuid tor thic
O Love b have st vren yon for s long,

Nuw, o, witl o dewn into the grave,

Faviis e al) alone with wal T love,

Aot Riss hor on the Bpe, Rhe is his o piore

The desd tetarns toome, sind | go down

Foo hiwe thin desped”

The faney stirg'd hiw ~o
o rare aml went saod enfering the ditg vanls,
Atad, making there 8 sddan Heht, beheld
AL rennd abent Bine st whivh a3t o i be,
he bt was Dt s theh, and wend again,
Phwoe ) e far endd of the vandt he saw
Hiw faidby with the moeniipht onher fuee |
Her brepst as in @ stindows prison, bars
o1 bhiaek amt bateds al silver, whivh the guoun
Struek rom an open grating overliead
gl tu the wall, and al) the rest of her
Drown'd in the gloom aml borror of the vl

CI wats iy wish lie anid,  to pass to sleey,
T rest, to b with her-till the great day
Painld o6 e with that musie whieh rights alf,
Aviid rised ns Band in baal” And Kueclligr there
Down in the drendful dnst that ance wis man,
ust, as he snid, thit anes was loving hearts,
Fleprts Ut loul Deot with sueh a love gs mine-.
Sut =ueh uws fnine, no, ase fr such ds hee o
He softly put s are sbout her neek
Ak Kirsed Bor ere thivn oned, i) hetptess denth
And witenpe yiale him bohlonay, but 1 wrong bim,
fla teverenesd s dear Indy oven in death
But, plecing bis tros hand upon her heart,
), vou wats temrs,” e soaneid, © not even death
0 4o ehill you allnt onee 27 then aturting, thougld
$iie ﬂln'uu.\« hat enme ngain, Dol wake or wleep !
o sl T gade i o my love
Woeptn b obens ore £ T Bl e se o b bt <
aintoo-bat 3 beat Uat which his owan began
To pulse with suel i vehetneuee that i drownet
The feelor moution undernesty his hnnd,

But when at last hia donbts were antisfiad,
Heralned her softly from tho sapulchre,

And wenpping her all over with the elonk

He antne in, nud now striding fust, and now
Sitting nwhile to'rext, hut evermors

Holding his golden burden ju his arma,

So bare her thro' the solitary land

Buck to 1the mother's house where sha was hora,

Thery the good mother's kindly ministering,
With balf a aight's npplinncens, recall’d
Her thuttering 1ifo: she raised an eye that ask'd
" Where 17 111 the things famiiar to her youwh
Had made a silent answer : then she spoke
* Uerel and how came 1 here 1" and lenrning it
("They tobld lrer somewhut rushly as Ithink),
At once began to wander and to wall,
Ay but you huow thut you must give me baek :
Send! bid him come ;" bat Lionel was awny
Staug by his Joss had vaoished, nong knew where,
* Hecusts e ont,” she wept, * und goes”—n waijl
That seeming souething, yet awas mthing, burn
Nottron believing wind, Lot sttter'd nerve
Yot hannting Julian, as her own reproof
At yame precipitines in her burial,
Then, when her own trae spirit had return'd,
O yex and you,” she gaid, ** and none but you.™
For you hive given me life and love again,
And none but you yourseif shali tell him of it,
And you shall give nte baek when he returna,
U Ntay then alittle” suswered Julian, * here,
Aund keep yourself, wone Kouwlog, to yoursaif;
And Iwill deyour will.  may not stay,
Nea, not wu hour s Gut send e notine of him
When he retrrns, and then will 1 return,
And will mahe aaolemn offering of you
Tobim you Jove Awd fuintly she replied,
* And 1 will do your will, and nonesbhall know.”

,

Not koow ! with such a secret to be known.
! But all their bouse was ohd and Joved themn both,
And all the house had known the loves of both ;
} Hasd died sliiost ro serve them any way,
And all the lund was wauste und rolitary ;
And then b rode away : but after this,
i An henr or two, Camilla’s tmvel eame
DU pen her and thatday a boy was born,
{I Heis of bis face wnd twad, to Lionel.
|

And thue vur Jonely lover rode away,
Ard pausing at n hostel io & mareh,
There fever seized npan im0 myself was then

Tray wy that Lined, awd meant to rest an hour -
Awl s:iting down to such n bave repast,

[t mnkes e Angry yet to spesk uf .

Fhesrd o groamnge overbiead, and ¢limb’d

{Vhe smouider’d ataine for every thing wis vije),
A ina jufi, with none to wait en him,

Found, an 1 =eem’d, a skeleton nivne,

Raving of dend men's dust and beating hearts,

A dismal hostess tn o dinmal land,
A flat malarian world of reed and rash !
But there from fever and my care of bhim
Sprang up a fieadsbip that may belp us yet,
For wihitle wo rontn'd alvog the dreary const,
And vuited fur her mes pires by pivce
1 fearot the drearier story of his H
Aud tha’ he lovid awd honor'd Lionel,
Foutd that the sudden wail his jady wmade
Prweit i his taney @ ddid e kouw her worth,
D Her ety even o should he not be taught,
Fov'u by the price thist others set upon it,
‘I'he value of that juwel he haa o guard?

Syddenly came her potice, and we parn,
i swith vor loeverto his nstive Hay.

This bive is of the brain, the mind, the senl ;
Thal mades the sequeai pure; the’ sume ot os
Beinninwg at the seqiarl Ko uo more,

Nt sgeki amm Ly aud yet §siy, the bird

That wiil wes henrany eali. bowaver awaet,

¥ neighbar whistie priswors hime--

ter f there nre others in the womd.

Y uct when [eaw her Gand Dhougint him erazed,
The' not with stich & craginess is needs

A eellunmt heejwr), thoar dark eyes of bers-.-
O ! rucldark eyes! and fot Bir eyes nlune,
Butad trom these o where toueli'd o eatth,
Vor sauch g cruzipess se Jutinn's ook 'd

Nevloss thau one divine upology.

[ Seosweetly and so modestly she cames

i T gereet us, her youny hero in her arms !

= Risshing” sheoaand. 7 You gave me lite sgaio
He, teat for your, had never seen it onee,

His erher tuther ¥ou 2 Kiss him, and then
Fonrive binn iFhis wane be Julian tou.”'

Taik of lost hopes amd hroken henrt! bis own
Nent sucl o thiane wto bis face; 1 Koew
Kome sodden vivad plessnre bit him there,

Bat b was all the more resobved to go,
And seut at ouce to Lionel, praying him
By that great luve they both md borne the dead,
‘Tacome and revel for one hour with him
Belire be el the lsnd for evermore
And then to friends—they were sot many —who lived
Seatteringly abont that looely fand of his,
And bade themn to & bubguet of furewells,

And Julian made a solemn feast © 1 uever
Kat at pensttier: for all around his hall
Froog columy on tecalumn, as in 4 wood,
Not such a3 hete—an equatorial one—
Great garbouis swang and Maossom’d 1+ and beoeath,
Heirdooms, and ancient mimeies of Art,
Chadiee amd salver, wines that, Heaven knows wheun,
ol sueh'd thie fire of some forzotten sun,
Andd Kept it thro’ a hundred years of glouw,
Yot glowings in g heart of ruby—cups
W tere nyvph and god rat ever round in gold —
Others of ghiss as custly some with gems
Mavabite and ressttable at will,
And treblipey all the restin value—Ab henvens !
Why peed |tell you all t—sattice 1o any
That whatseever sueh 1 house as his,
And bis waxk uld, has in it rare or fair,
Wik brought Defara the guest : and they, the guests,
Waonder'd nt same strangs Hght jo Julian's ey es
(1 tolid you thut he bad bis golden bor),
Aund such i feast §1) suited as it acem’d
Pis sueh 0 tinte, to Lionel’s joss and bik,
Al that resolved éeltexile from a land
e never wondd revisil, sueh o tenst
Ne rich, so striange, and atringer #v'n than rieh,
But rich as torthe noaptials of & hing.

And stranger yeg at one et of the ha)
Two wreat faneral curtaine, Tooping down,
Parted o litte eve they met the fluer,

Ahout a pietare of bis Ly, taken

Sutue yeurs bofore, and falliog hid the frame,
Al just nbeve the parting wis o Jamps

Ko the aweot fignre folded ronnd with night
Sev'd stepping out of dagkness with o pmile.

Welll then—enr salvmn teast<we ate aud deaok,
And wighteo-the wines being of sueh nubleness...
flave jested alse but for Julian's eyes, ‘

Andd somethiog welrd and wild about it all
What swas it 7 far ong lover seldom spoke,
ToNenres foneld the mente st exer and nvon
P Pty ss gobdet with i priveless wine

Aristigg, show'd he drank beveoud his use;
And-when the foast was peny pu end, he sabd

“ Therq is a custom in the Orlent, frienda---

I rend of itin Persis—~when a man

Will honour thuse who feant with him. be brings
And stiows thein whatscever he acconnts

Of 11l Lin treasures the most bewutiful,

Gold, jewels, arms, whutover it may he.

This custom...”

Pausing here n moment, at)

The guests broke in upon bim with meeting banda
And cries nbout the bunquet-.** Beautiful !

Who counld desire mnore beauty at u feust 7

The lover answered, ' T'hare is more thas one
Here sitting who desires it.  Laud me not

Hefora iy time, but hear e to the close.

This custom steps yvet further when the guest

Is loved und honor'd to the uttermost.

For after he bath shown hitn gems or gold,

He brings and sets befors him in riel guise

That which i thrice us beautiful us thess,

The beauty that is dearest to Lin heart..-

‘O my lieart's lord, wonld 1 eould show ¥on," he savn
* Ev'o my heart too.”  And I prupuse tonight o
To show yei what is dearest to my heart,
And my het 1100, -

Bt solve nie first a douta.
1 knew a man, not many years ago ;

He had a faithful servant, one whe loved
His master more than all on earth beside,

He fulling vick, and seewmning olose un death
His master wonld not wait until he died, '
BBut bads his menials bear him from 1y
And leave bim in the public wayv 1o ¢
1 knew another, notso Inng ago.

W ho found the dying servant, ook him howne,
And fed, and cherish’d him, and saved hix life,

1 usk you now, should this fiest master claim

His service, whom does it heloog 107 him

Who thrust him out, or Lim who saved his life 1

deor,

This question, 2o fung down betore the guests
And balanced either way by each. 1t length, ’
When some were doubitiol how the law would bold
Wi handed over by consunt of sl '
To one who hiad not spoken, Livnel,

Fair speech was his, and delicate of phrasa,
Andhe, beginnivg Jungaidly--Lis Joss
Weigh'd on him yet--Lut warming as he want,
(Hunced a1 the point of law, to pass it by,
Affirming thatas iunig as either tived,

By all the Jaws of love jod gratefuloess,

The service of the one 30 suved was dne

All to the saver---adiding, with & smile,

The fireat fur many weeks-a semi-smiie

Aw ata strong conelusion—'* body and soul
And life and lmbs, ai his to work his wil,”

Then Julian made asseret sign to me

To brine Comilladown before them all,

And crossing hier own pieture as shie came,

And looking as much lovelier as herse!f

15 Jovelier than ail uthers...on her head

A diamoud circlet, and from under this

A veil, that seemed no more than witded air,
Fiyving by each fine ear, sy Eastery gauze

With seeds of gnld-—su, with that graece of hery,
Slow moving as & wave uvaine! the wind,

That dings & mist bebind it in the sun—

And beariog high in arms the mighty babe,
The yousger Juitan, who bimself waserowa'd
With roses, nuge 5o rory as himself—

And over all her babe and her the jewels

Of wmany geterations of his house

Sparkled aud dash'd, for he had decked them gut
As for 8 solemu saerifice of Jove—

S0 shie came in :—1 dm long in telling it

1 mever yet bebeld nthing so strange,

Sad, sweet, and strauyge Wogetier—toated io—
While all the guests in mate amazeunent rose—
And slowly pacing to the middie hail,

Before the board, thers paused and stocd, ber breast
Hard-ieaviog, aud ber eyes upon her fuet,

Not danng yet to glance at Liogel.

Bu: bim she carsied, him noerlights sor feust
Dazed or amazed, ot éye of wen | who cated
Only o use bis own, aud staring wide

And hungering for the gilt and jeweli’d world
About him, look’d, as he is like o prove,
When Julian goes. the lord of all he s,

My geuests,” sahd Julian: * yva are houor'd now
v'n to the witermost o in her beliald
Of all iy treasures the most beautind,
Of all things upon eurth the dearest to mie.”
Then Waving us o sgn to sent ourseives,
Led his dear Tady 16 a ehiir of sfute,
And I by Lionet s &, saw his face
Fire, and dead ashes and all tire siriin
Thriesin n secoud, felt i eeubly ton,
And Lieard him watiering, © So kel so nke:
Stir never bad a sister. 1 Kpew none.
Sunmie cousit o bhis acd hers—0 God, so Jike
And theo he sudilenly adk’d her if she were,
She shook, apd east hereves down, aud was dumb.
And they some other guestion’d if she eime
From fereigu lands, aud stit] she did not speak.
Anotber, if the boy were hers ; batshe
To'ull their queries answer'd not 4 wond,
Which made the anmuzement tors tilhone of thewm
Sabd, shwtderine, 1er speatre 177 But his fricad
Replied. inhalfa whisper, ™ Nat atfeast
The speetre thut will speak if spoken to
Terribile piy, if one su beaatitul
Prove, as ] almost deead to find ber, dumb ™

Rat Julian, sitting by lier. nuswersd gll
© Khais but dumb beeunse in bt you see
Thaet faithiiul servant whom we spoke sbout,
Obhedient to her second aastor naw
Which will pot iust. 1 have bere tu-uicht u ggest
Sa Lonnd 0 me by common ove sad boss —
What! shall 1 biud bim mere ¢ iu his bebadt,
Rt Texeeed the Persian, givime hie
That whicl of all thiags is the dedrest o me,
Not ouly showing 7 aud he himself progetinesd
That my rich gitt is wholly mine to rive.

o Nuw all be duwh, and promise all of you
Not to break in on what € suy by word
Or whisper, while I show you all my heart ™
Asid then began the story of bis ove
As-hiere to-day, but not so wordilv—
The pussionute mament would not sutler that—
Past thro" his visions to the burial: thence
Diaen to this last strange hour in his oswn hatt;
And then rose up, and with him nil his gu
Onee more a8 by enchanteeoat 3 all tin he,
Liosnel, whe fain badd visen bat 8 wgain,
Aud sut as ifin chainsa—to whinm he said ¢

Ul ake my feee @ift, my cousin, for vour wife ;
And were it only fur the giver's sike,
And tho' she seem 5o 3ike the one yvonlost,
Yot cust her not away sa sudidenlyy
{.ent there Lo none loft here 1o bring her baek @
1 teave this land forever.” lers he ceased,

‘Then taking his dear Lady by one hand,
Aud bearing on ene arm the noble babe,
He slowly brought them both to Lionel,
And there the widower hasband and dead wife
Rush'd enrh o each with a eryo 0 a enther seem’d

For sumie new deatlothon for g Ve renew’d

Wherent the very Db bhegan To wiil s

D Atonce thef turn’doand caught and brought him in
1 Tutheir oharm’d cirele, sud, ball Killing bl

i to he done is to cateh him.

‘With kisses, round him closed and claspy ugaln,
But Lionel, when at last he freed himself

From wife and ehild, and {ifted up a faco

All over glowing with the sun of life,

And love, and bouadless thanks—the sight of this
So frighted our good friend, that, turning to me
And raying, ' Jtix over: Jot us go''—

Theire were aur hormeaready at the doors- -

We hade thewn uo farewsl], but mmounting these
He past forever from bisnative land :

And | with bim, my Jnliaw, back to wine.

FOOT NOTES.

Tue CHROMOGLRAPH.—A new convenience-—a
fresh dangert  An invention has just been pa-
tented  under the wame of the cliromograph
which will dimiuish the labours of business men
and afford fresh tacilities for forgery. A laver
of somw hardened gelatinous cowmpound is pirc-
pared, and when a better is Iabd upon this and
pressed down by rubbing the hand over it, an
impression remains fram which a copy may be
made by merely laying a pices of paper on the
compound and passing the hand smartly across
it with a gentle pressure, By the use of a patent
ink many copies may he tuken, but a copy can
be obtained fronra letter written in ordinary ink.
The experts when ealled to give an opinion as to
handwriting will have to be very careful in thewr
evidence in future.

Tue STUFF Satrnons ant MAbE ofF A pris
vate fetter received in thiselty from a passenge
on the Pacific Mail steamship Colime, which
sailed for Panaa, May 5, speaks in flattering
terms of the qualities of the vessel and her
ofticers,and relates the follawing incideut of the
trip down the coast @ “ On Mav 12, a1 5 a0

,
while setting the awnings, a sailar <Hpped over-
board. The ship was going some 12 miles an honr.
Thev had aboat in the water, manued by fanr
men and the third mate, in 52 sceonds after the
siilor went aver, and in fonr minutes they had
him in the boat, a long ways astern. When he
fell into water he had on boots with the Jegs cut
off, which he kept on. He lost Lis hat and
deliberately swaw for it and put it on. When
picked up he had his sheathknife in his hand,
having drawn it to be prepared fora stray hark,
On being tsken aboard he took o haud atan oar,
aud helped hoist the boat on returning slong-
side.”

How 1o Cook A Hussaxp.—The first thing
Having done so,
the mode of eooking him so as to make a zood
dish is as follows :-—Many a good hushand s
Pspoiled 1o the cooking,  Sowe women keep
{ them eonstantly iu hot water, while athers frevze
them withconjugal colduess 1 somie sather them
‘with hatred and contention, aml still others
i

keep them in pickle all their dives. Theswe
womnen always serve them up with tonaie sadee-
Now, it isuotto be MZ}’;"J\"J that hushands will
be tender and gool if trented this way, hut they
are, ont the coutrary, very delicious when
aged as follows to-tiet a Larze Jar, ealled the jar o
caretulness iwhieh all good hogsewives he
handy, place your hustand in it and gl
near the fire of eonjuual love pler the e
pretty hot, espectally let it o clear p abave
Pt the heat be constant @ cover hivwe aver wi
affection ; garnish him over with the
pleasantry ;and it vou add Kisses und otler.
fections, let them be aveompanied with o
teient portion of seeret, u Uwith prsduiees
and moderation.

e
s

A Rienie or Braxs —An interssting roiis
the peet Burns is jost uow on sale in Lowlan
Y1t is a thin folie volume containing twenty-nine
{pages in the autograph of the poer, and inelnd-
iy wmany of his mast beautiful vompasitians,
The volume apprars 1o have heen a vepasitory or
i eontmonplace bouk of the eartier warks of Burns,
meat probably gudging fron the chareter of
the handwriting) copied as seon as sautdelod
{there beiug bat few corrections. Tt was writt
Por, at sl events, commenved before 1738, as
it was tn Apeil of that yeur, and priparstary
U to his first appearaves’in pring, that b changl
¢ the arthography of Tds family wcne (here spethad
COBurness 'y into that of which his werks have
faained o worldewide fame. This fact ronders
i the volume of greater interest, as having b oen
Swritten in his early vears, the dmisemeng ot his

Cevenings after s dav’s work asoa farmee

{ N . . N .
PAmong the pieces in the poet’s antveraph are
{4 The “l\l_\' Fair,” ** Hadlowe'en,” foar pasges ol

the 0 Address to the Dedl,” = John Bateveorn,
CPhe Cottar's Satuediy Night,” and sevarad
of his most famous poems, This uuigue wwlie
is prived by the autouraph dealer in whose pas-
session 1t at present is at £120,

v

HUMORO

Havr the time we have had a peenliarty brighy
theught, we have found, after putting it in eleggut s
guage, that some Shakespenre or Longlellow ur Carivie
has anticipated us, snd not jafrequentiy. wsed oor 33
words, 10 those fellows had dever beea, it had been
millivas in var pocket, :

Faxyy Davesrout, dnterviewed by a San
Franeispo reporter, says Henry rviog s tsspeiiest
wan shp ever saw, ik teet dre enurutotisly Tavge sud
his JTegs, tremendousiv. Jobg ;7 besides which D he-limps
Sfnanily.” Miss Davenpert isto be married w Septem-
ber. It is protty evideot that Henry is not the man,

WitH new brooms with extrassized bastles
selling at fifteen cents each, it iy rendly getting o be g
tittle like war times Bvery  woman ean altond wn gy
senl tor defence, and 1wl he uunstnibydifiendt o gat
Uinside tho honss at wsarassunbie fours. Wes il have
Ut ke same urimtge et with Jomed™ boy to bt a ks
Cder tor ns Metbadoin Hetssomighiv gend feilow, He
worhdu't sike to see s el hurt —nof uutil be gets that
quarter we owehin
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TIGHT-LACING IN THE PULPIT.

Rev. Mr. Haweis, in addressing a crowded
congregation at St James’,  Marylebone, spoke
very strongly on the *‘ Criminal Ignomnee and
Thoughtlessness of Tight-Lacing.” The chief
points of his discourse are thus paraphrased in
Trith —

What is it makes a Inay’s head

Frel heavy as a lump of lead ¥

What makes her vose’s tip so redt—
Tight-lacing !

What makes her cheek burn like a voal,

Her feet as cold s Arctie pole?

What crumps her body and her sonl -~
Tightdacing !

What makes her temper short and sharp ¢

What causes her 1o Iret and sarp,

Aund on the smallest jils to harp ¥—
Tight-lacing!

What checka her proper circuintion,

And dulls her anlinate sensation ¢

What biighted babes breeds for the nation $—
Tigbt-lacing *

What mmakes her waist & wasp-like thing,

And gives her toogue & waspish sting ¢

What banlks ber when bigh notes she’d sing ¢ —
Tight-lacing !

What is it with its vice-like squeezs,

Destroys its fded vietim's ease,

And brisg: her doctors countless fves ?
Tizht-lacing !

Whar isit that makes her gasp for breath,

And—so stern modern seience saith—

Droanis ber too oft ta early death 71—
Tight-laciog!

What brings a " carn apan ber heart,””

And makes her—spoit’d by eruel art—

Unfit 1o play the mother's part Ie—
Tight-laciog

What tortures herintd a shape

Which ** ruts ber liver™ past escape,

And which, at most. makes gommenz gape t—
Tight-laciag !

What beanty’s lines is her destrov e,
Avnd fashiva’s powerful aid employs
Te crnsh from vut her life its joys T
Tight-lacing *

What ayges her before her time,

And r.akes her faeble ete hor prime?

What tempis to a selfsuffer'd erime 1---
Tight-lacing !

Whas, quite ignoring Nature's facts,

Her waist so ernelly eontructs,

That each inch saved fresh pain exactade..
Tight-lacing !

And what bad fashion of the day

1s it that ladies naw should say

They 1l spurn without ar hour’s delay -
Tight lacing !

MEG.

Margaret ‘Neale, a girl of twenty or there.
abonts, sat on a Jow, broad stone at the edoe of
the cliff that ‘overhung the sea. Her features
were irregular, bt she had a certain dark,
gypsy-like beauty of her own.  Her brown staff
gown clung closely about her; her hat had fallen
hack, and hung earelossly by the strings: a red
woollen shawl was wrapped around her shoulders,
ane end trailing over the scant, gray herbage.
Her hands were clasped about her knves : there
was a hard, set look about the unsmiling mouth :
and the vyes, that werr sometimes most tender,
had s Jdavgerons lishit in them as they wazed
steadfustly off over the darkening sea to adistant
harizon, still red with the reflected elow of the
aunset,

At o dittle distance. bt with his bark toward
her, and bis steel-blue eyes just ax steadfastly
bent in the opposite direction, steod Matthew
Erickson, a handsome voung fellow enough, in
the rongh Jdress of & ‘miner, tall, strong amt
middy, with a full, curling, chestnut beard and
hair of the same rich ecolonr. A blue ribbor
dangled from his left hand,

There had evidently been a quarrel, and a love
quarrel in a straggling ndning hamlet on the
rorthwest  coast of Fugland does not differ
greatly from one in a seattersd fishing hamlet on
he eastern coast of Maine.  Forms of speech
may differ, but love and anger are much the
same the wide world over.  As for the quesr,
quaint dinleet in which this especiad pair of
lovers poured forth their mutual mievances, no
ettempt will be made to reproduce it here You
mav be sure they said ““vo'* for “you,” and
frowd " for il and ““ta’f for *“thou,”
awd “epnua” for “eannot.” . Bat all that shall
be taken for granted, if not for your ease and
samfort, at least for mine!

Tired of the silence at length, thevoung miner
satntered away with an air of assuned inditfer.
enee, aud picking up a bandful of pebbles,
siowly tossed them, “one by one, into the waves
Vodaw,  Margaret's eyes did not waver, but none
v Lens did shie follow every motion of his hond,
Having watched the full of his last pebble, he
eame buck and stood behind  her, winding the
rihton ronnd his finger to its evident detri.
ment. :

8o you will not wear it, Megt” he saiid at
Jast.

¢ No, 1 'will not,” she answered, without turu. 4

fng her head. - *“ Why do yon vex me? There'’s
no more to be said about 1t." )

“Put why, Meg ?”" and he laid his band on
her shoulder as i with an attempt at reconeilia.
tion. ** Tell ine why ! Surely you can do no
loss.” :
S BeeousesCbeeganse s ean 't abide blue, Mate
Ericksou. . 1t's hateful to me "'

““But 1 like it, Meg ! and if you cared for me
you would be glad te wear a blue ribbon to: the
fair when Lask it.” ‘

“Why did you buy it she asked shortly,
turning towards him by a hair's breadth. ** Not
to please me, that's sure !”

“ Yes: taplease youand to please wmyself.
Jenny wears ribbons as blue as her own eyes, and
I am sure you cannot say they are not pretty.
Youare just stubborn, Meg.”

Poor Matt! I hix unedueated, masenline
blindness be conld not see that the delicate color
that barmonized 0 well with his pretty cousin’s
pink and white chiecks and sunny curls, was ut-
terly unsuited to his brown Meg, who needed
rich dark hues and warm reds to brighten her
somewhat swarthy complexion.

And poor Meg! She had an instinctive sense
of fitness that tanght her this, but she was not
wise enough to know how to explain it to her
samewhat imperious lover.  She could not say
she “* hated blue "

Besides, Meg had carried o sore spot in her
heart for two mouths; ever since this same
cousin Jenny of Matt's came on a visit to
Rysdyk. She was a dimpled, delieate little
creature {rom the south—from near Loudon, in
fact~—where, as Meg was very certain, every-
thing was nicer and finer thau in Lancashire.
Jenuy's hands weve soft and white, aud she had
pretty gowns, as betitted the daughter of a well-
to-do farmer wha kept men-servants and maid-
servants,  And she had 2 pair of real gold ear-
rings and a lace searf! Old Mother Marley said
it was real lace, but of that Meg was not quite
sure.  That was a1 height of magnificence to
which she was not certain that even Jenny could
attain,  And Jenny had sweet little coaxing
ways with her ¢ amd she was always purrin
aroutd her cousin Matt Hke a kitten ; :md--»-nnﬁ
—she wore blue ribbons ! Meg wonld none of
them. :

She sat for a moment as it turned to stone,
Then she blazed out:

Youtenny U Cdenny U @ am tired of fJenuy !
She has turned your head with her tlirting ways
ke a butterfly, apd her vellow hair and her
finery,  Give your blue ribbon to her and take
her to the fair—for 'l not wear it 7

“Aud you'll not go to the faireither I said
Matz, in tones of suppressed passion.  ‘“Is that
what you mean 7

T not go with you,” she answered, grow-
ing cool hersell as she grew angry,  “Yet it's
likely enough that 1 may go.  There are plenty
of lads who would be glad to take jue with no
ribbans at all.”

With a strong effort the yourg ma put the
ceurb upon his tongue, but his fuce darkeneds
“ You will go with me or no one, Meg,” he said.
“This is all nonsense—and we to be married
next Michaelmas! But come,” and he put out
his hand to raise her from the stone ; * it grows
dark.”

Meg still angry, but willing to be pacified if
she must, wlowed him to assist her, and stood
beside hier stalwart lover with burning cheeks
and downeast exes.  She rather liked, on the
whole, his taeit refusal to defend himsell and
his masterful way of telling her it was ““all non-
sense.”  But just at this mowent, as ill-Juck
would Lave it, a small brown paper parcel drop-
ped from the folds of her shawl, Matt stouped
to pick it up. fe burst open, and a yard or two
of searlet ribhon rippled over his fingers.

Now our poor Meg, ot to be sutdone by the
fairJennoy, had Longht this rihbon herself that
very evening, meaning to weat it to the fair next
week.  But it so happened that when Matt
went to Mother Marlex's shop to buy his own
Ll love-token, he had found Dan Willis there
--the only man in Rysdvk whose rivalship he
had ever feared.  Aud Dan was boying aribben
precisely like this. Mother Marley had wrapped
030 this very plece of pager, Matt was sure, and
b Bad senn Dan put it Sn his pocket and walk
it with it

And pow, here it was ! His gift was sporusd
then, and his rival’s accopted 0 and all Meg's
tatk abeut Jepuy was s mere subterfuge-—an ex-
citse for o quarrel,

[t was wusy to see now why she had been so
frritabde of fate, aml 50 prome to tike otfeuces,
But a oo eonbl not stand evervthing, and if
Meg preferred Dun Wiltis to hir, why so be it

Yet if she would not wear his love-token she
certainly shonbd pot wear Da's, - He hardly
weant 1o do it he was sorey the uext minuta,
Jut what he did, «s the tide of  passion awept
him off Lis feet for an instant, was to wind the
two rilibons into a koot and throw them vehem-
ently into the se

SCThere ' L
all”

Al something else is =ettled, too, - Matt Er-
ickson,” retorted Meg, in o white heat, *There'l}
b o warriage for us uext Michaelias, no mar-
riage then orever ! You would strike me smne
day, foraught I know, if { shoulid chooss to wear
a rind knot rather than o blae, 11 not run the
rixk. 1'll have nothing niore o Say to you while
the stars shine,” and darting round the ¢liff she
was hudl way downe to the beach before he ever
thoughit of stopping her. ) ’

The next day Erick-on, magoanimons, great-
hearted fellow that ha was, after all, having got-
ten over his quirre] from Meg's stand-poiut, it
oeearred to him thit he might have drawn une.,
called Tor infercnves, Dan Wislis might have
i dozen sweethearts who all Jiked red ribbons
foranght he knew.  And how likea fool he had
behaved, losing his temper Hke s hot-herded
boy and throwing Meg's poor litt]e trinkets over
Pebos olit. - No wonder'she was afraid to trust
hinn, . Mors e one husband du Rysdyk'wes in

"

erimd o that's settled, ouce for

N

‘had  time to repent,

the habit of beating his wife onas slight prove:
cation as the hue of a ribbon ; and it wes not

strunge that a high-spirited girl like Megshould.

decliue to run the risk after she had onee seen him
in a fury.

As for Jenny—she had come in: between. him
and Meg.  He could see it now.  But she was
going home the day after the fair, and he would
see Meg that very night and tell herso. For he
did not deeam that all was indeed over butween
them,  He could hardly wait for the honr to
leave the mine.

He changed his sviled clothes, ate bis supper
hurriedly, and was soon on his way to Meg,
stopping as he went to buy another ribbon -~red,
this time, and broader and richer aud handsomer
than the one he had robbed her of.

Then he went on through the ecrooked, seat-
tered little village till he reached the Widow
Neale's cottage just ou the outskirts.

To his surprise he found the deor Jocked aml
the shutters closed.  As he stood in his per-
plexity, a white-haired archin who wus throw-
ing somersets near by shouted : ** Ho, you, Matt
Erickson ! It’s no good to wait there. The
widow aud Meg have gone away.”

“Gone? Where?

“Don’tknow. To Franece, like vnongh—or
to Ameriky—or to  London—or somewheres,
They took a big box and u bundle, and they
don’t know bt they’l stay forever'n ever. Meg
said 50,"" and, making a rotating wheel of him-
self, the lad vanished round the corner.

Just then the door of the nearest cottags

opened, wnd a woman's face lonked out. It was
growiny dark.
““Is it you, Frickson? There's no oue at

home in the house there. Baut 1 have something
here 1 was to give ‘you when vou come this
way.

His face was stern and set and white in the
fading light, as he took the little packet from
the woman's hund.

“ Where have they gone I was all he said,

“T don't just know. T visit some of their
kinfolk a great way ofl,” the widow said. “Oh !
but she's a close-mouthed one, she is—and Meg's
a bit like her, Thex're not gossipy folk.  You
never get much out of them, " she added with an
injured air.

“Notbut I've tound themn good nrighbours
enough, but they're tather high and mightoy for
commoners.”’

Assoon as he was out of zight Malthew Frick-
son opened the packet. e knew what was in
it before he untied the koot, a string of curiously
carved beads with a strange, foreign, spicy odor,
that he bought of o wandering sailor amd fast-
ened round Meg's neck one bappy night, and
two or three other trifles he had given her. Awl
he found this uete slowly and painfully written
badly spelled, prrhaps, and net punctuated at
all.  Butl what of that 7 The meaning was plain
enough; all too plain, Matt thought, as he drew
his hand across hix eyves as if to elear hix vision,

1 gave youback yourtrath ast night. MHer
are the beads, aml the silver pivee, and the heron
feathers.  Now all is over between us.”®  Here
she had evidently hesitated o moment, wonder.
ing if her words were strong envugh ; for, on
the line below she had written, us with an écho
from the prayer-book revertierating in finr ears

“Forever and forever, amen.  Murgaret
Neale.” ‘

Not Meg, his Meg, his proud, high-spirited
sweetheart-—~but Margaret Neale ! ‘
sucrh an immeasurabde distunee from him.
is over buetween us.” - \s if she were dead, and
buried out of his sight. And he had spoken to
James Ray about the snng cotiage heyond the
bay : and they were to have been warried. at
Michaelmas !

He kuew enough of the Widow Neale's habits
to ask no more questious of the neighbours, = A
one of them had said, she was vlose-mouthed. fie
kuewshe had o sister living in Scotland, for
whom Meg was vamed ; but where even he did
not kuow.  Seatland was like a distant, foreizg
land 1o the peopls in Kysdvk.  Buat the widow
had money enough to go to Scotland or farther
if she wished, even on such short notive,  She
had never worked in the wmives, neitlor had
Meg,  She had a camfortable annuity, left her
by hier old saistress’; for she hadd servedin o great
family before she miarried John Neale,

Monthafter month passed.  Micharkmas was
over, the winter came and went, and Hysivk
knes uo more of her or of Mg than when they
Veft,  The silence, the void, grew anesturable to
Matt. . With the early spring he earried into
effeet what had bwen the one dream of his Jife
hefore he learned to fuve Meg,  Awerica wus
the lawd of promise for miners as well as othes s
and had he not a friend wha worked in the great
iton mines at Ishpeming, on the sharey of the
wonderful Northern lake that. was itself alnoat
as large as all England - e bl Do father or
mother, only n half-nucle whose house had ey
the only home he had ever known, '

What better could - he dothan to seek work
and forgetfulness together, where there would be
nothing to remind him of the past?

Sa, when one fine maorning,” nearly a yiur
after her suddew Hitting, the neighbonrs awoke
to find the dooe” of Widow Neale's eottage njar

AR

and- the shuatters open, the great bit of news

Meg heard was that Matt Erickson had gone 1o
Emetica. . T

It strick her like a blow, . Now, indeed, hie
hadd dropped out of her life ay utterly as, wmonths
sinee, she had dropped ont of his, - For shie, too,
Almost: before the bl
hiths of Seotland had dawned npan her sight
she had repented incdust and ashies. . How ool
ish she had been, like a child -who throws away

t set her at g

its bread ‘in a pet and goes to bed hungry.
Why had . she not worn the blue ribbon to
please her lover, even if-she did not: like it ?
As for Jenoy--hut what nonsense wag that !
She would lrave been ashamed of Matt'if he had
not been kind to her,

~To be sure, heshad been eross and  had
thrown away. her vibbon. - But then he was o
man, -and  wen were strong and mwasterful and
could not brear contrdiction, and she had an-
gered him by her foolish persistonce,

ALY I she eould but uuds it all and have
her tall, brave, handsomr over back ngain!

She would have turned round and gone hack
to Rysdyk the very next duy il shie could have
had her way. Bt a journey was a journey to
people of their tank and coudition, sud hermo.
ther, who had taken it to please heraud some-
what against herown will, was not 1o be blown
about like'a feather by her eaprices. She luad
suspreted o love quarrel was at the bottom of
Meg's sudden and jmpetnons desive to go fm.
mediately onw visit o ey Aunt Margaret in
Kilmaruock., But onee heing there the old
lady was determined to bave *the worth of her
woney’ before she went back, “She conld nor
atford to go jaunting round the country, she
sabd, ns it she were the queen herself, with all
porliminent at ber back, When she bad hud her
visit out she would go lows, and et hefore,
Meg was a wood girl, but she was « it bt
tempered.  This lesson would do her good.

But why, do you ask, did not Meyx write to
Lier lover, if she felt she had been in the
wrong ! And why did no wiser enes than she
always do the hest thing, the right thing ¢
Besides, she was o womun, and a0 proud one,
Afver having Jdiscarded her lover she wounld not
forthwith fall «t his feet and ask him to inarey
her,  But, ah ! she theught, as the lonyg slow
days wore on, if she conla bat Jesk upon . his
face utice wore, he would know all without the
tellinug.

There was another reason.
hard and unaecustomied ask. She eould not
talk with her pen. - Sometime, i the goond Gad
would let her see Matr face to fuce, she might
be able toexplain,  But she coubd not write,

And now after all the months of waitipys, she

Writing wiun #

was back in Kysdyk, but hehe wasoin
America, It was a» i he had gone out of the
world. e day she went to the rectory and

asked Miss Aygnes tu dot hier look at o magp of
Aweriea,  The young Loy did so and showed
hor Eugland, also, and the wie wuste of waters
hat lay between the two. What aospeek Big-
and was, to be sure . Then she askind 1o he
own Lake Superior, and Miss Agues panied
pitout, wonderingly.,  How fur it was ! A fuy

s frony the sea board, alorost, as the width of the
P Atlantie itself,
She turned away . with o Jong, shuddering
sigh. Hope was dead within her. Macthew
Faicknosi kmd gone sut ol ber Jiohe woarld tose

another of which sheknew nathing
have been nearer i e had been o

Oueedin a while, as the s
intervals news of him cane back o R
Fle was well 5 he had farr o wones,
was 1ot to be had fon authering in Smerie:
anvauore than in England 5 he had Been pro-
moted wnd lind charge of 4 sang of men, At
length thers was a long intetval of silenes
Thew eame the floating rumsurs of il then
after awhile & letrer in & strnpe basdwriting,
Pletter to bis unele, who oot died thvee wesks
Phefors it canon There el b o Bad aceident
fin the mine—an exolosioy ;oand o the affor
save vthers, Matthew Eriekson hidd himsddr qes
ceived dangerans injuttes. . No one thought he
{eoubd live But now, after months, ke sow
sslowly recoverivg, if peeovery @b eaudd be calied
[ For e was blind, The praisosiots yapours
d«-strny-.-:i his sight.

Prowas five yeats sinee e wenl sway—five
vears thiat had bronght many climses 1o Mo
It was soberead, theaghitul woman, unt a hots
L--m;wrm! j_'nl, who knelr Y»)‘ the Widnw Neale's
datde o week atter the Tester eame wnd sl

S Maother, have T been o gond, falttifnl child
to vau these maty years 7 Her mother looked
at her wonderingly, Twogubt women living
alane, they were not in the habit of betng over
drmonstritive,

A g.md J'.il?lli’ \\'};v\‘ Jo you sk that,
Megt There's sot a better in ol Laneashicoe ™

CHave Dever vexdsd you or given you sorpiw.?
Tell we, niother™

8 N said the Wadew Neale slowly, < Only
ceft veXes e that yono will got muory s an old
niadil’s no good, and vou know that two of the
best men in Ryslyvk worship the vory gronnd
vou teewd on this day. - Uoeall wo nsnes amd |
auy nothing. A woman must answer for e
sett,  boowish ovou  were marnied, Mg, Pen
saved up acgooild penny for your dowry ;o you
know that.” -

¥ es,” shetsiad, her lips quivering,

W hntever was the reason you did not hve
Matt: Friskson 17 her mother went ou qnoeral.
onaly.  Vou'd been o prowd wife now, i e
here, hale and hearty”

With'a quick gasp Meg threw up both army,
ad tien buried her fave in hier mother's Ty,
sobbing vehiemeuntly, while tie Tntter sat aghust,
frighteved nt the storm she had s unwittny
maised. At dast she tonuchel her  daugline
liair softly. :

HoPon't, Meg,” she mand,
it ‘ -

Bt Mey anly deew the wrinkled Lnmds abaont
her noek, atud let hertenrd low uricheeked, At
gl she ookl Ny . : -

SAvwas L who deove hion away-Matt ¥y
sony b sard 0 We hind aditdde guarred, just

13 \\(ill‘ill
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a few idle words about a ribbon, and I told him
in my silly anger I would have no more to say
to him while the stars shone. And now they
do not shine for him, for he is blind - blind. O
mother, I cannot live, I cannot bear it I

“Yes, you will live, child,” the widow an-
swered quickly. ‘We can bear anything, we
women. Your father was brought in to me
dead—killed in these mines when you were
scarce three years old, my Meg, and I am alive

et.”

Yo But this is worse than death,’’ she cried
passionately. ¢‘ Mother, do you hear? He
who was my plighted husband is blind, in a far,
strange country. I must go and bring him
home, home to Rysdyk.”

She had risen from her mother’s arms and
stood before her in the moonlight, pale, reso-
Iute, with her hands clasped rigidly. *‘Give
me my dowry, mother, and let me go,” she
said.  ““ Do notdeny me this thing. I am well
and strong, and, if I dosay it, I am quick-
witted ; I can make my way. Ishall come baek
safely. Let me go, mother !”

¢ It is not your place, Meg. Let some one
else go.”

““Who? Tell me that! Has he father or
brother or uncle ! Who is there to go 1”

‘¢ But—it’s not right maidernly to go off after
alover, Meg. What will the folkssay * And—
would you marry a blind man ¥’

‘“ Maidenly ? It is maidenly to do right,”
said Meg sturdily, her brown cheek flushing.
“What do I care for the folks! I'm not a
young girl to drop my eyes and be shame-faced
because folks will talk. They always talk.
And as for marriage—it is not of marriage I am
thinking now ; it is of bringing Matt Erickson
—he whom 1 drove away with my ill-doings—
back safe to his own country—"

She hesitated a8 moment and then went on :
“But I'll not play false with youw, mother.
He'll not ask me to marry him. But I shall
know. If he wants me, after all that’s past, he
shall have me, and I'll take care of him till I
die.” :

Their talk lasted far into the night. But
with it we have no more to do, nor the details
by which a little money was made to go a great
way. For, after many tears, the widow con-
sented that Meg should take her dowry and
spend it as she choose. If they had been
more worldly-wise they would have known how
to accomplish their purpose through the agency
of others. As it was, they saw no other way
(tihan for Meg to do herself the thing she wanted

one.

Ob, that weary, weary journey! Why was
the world so wide, the way so long? Meg kept
up a brave heart until the boisterous dcean was
crossed, and she had made her way as far as
Buffalo, where she had been told to take the
steamer for Marquette. It seemed to her that
she had travelled the width of the whole wide
earth already, since her foot first fell upon the
soil of the strange new world.

¢ Is this Lake Superior, sir " she asked of a
policeman, as she left the cars and saw the
water of Lake Erie stretching away in the dis-
tance. And can you tell me are we near
Ishpeming ?°

¢ Oh, no, my girl, this is Erie. Lake Su-
perior is away up north, hundreds of miles from
here—Ishpeming ? Never heard of such a
place. But here’s your steamer if you're going
up that way.”

Her heart sank like lead. Would she ever,
ever reach the end ? All day, and day after day,
she sat silently in the bow of tbe boat, gazing
steadily forward. On, on, till Erie was passed—
on through lovely St. Clair with its softly-
rounded shores and fairy islands—then up

* through Lake Hnron, still struggling up, as it
were, past towering, frowning heights, past
stretches of interminable forest, t rocky
headlands, past sandy beaches, through tor-
tuous channels and gdevious ways, into the

wild rapids of Sault Ste. Marie. Then at last

Superior! grand, weird, majestic in its awful

silences, sweeping on between its mighty, far-
stretching shores, dark as the grave.

Where was she going? Would she ever find
Matt? Sailing on and on—penetrating nature’s
secret places, where the foot of man had never
trodden. So it seemed to her. Could human
kind live in these vast, wild wildernesses?

It was like a new birth when, after many
7 days, the steamer entered the beautiful bay of
Marquette, and the fair young eity rose before
her astonished eyes, its white cliffs gleaming in
the sun, its green shores sweeping downward to
the water’s edge. She was near her goal at last.

For Ishpeming was about twenty miles away
up the railroad, and thither she went by the
first train. How rough and wild it all was!
And how the charred and blackened pine trees
towered aloft like grim giants, and pointed
their ghastly fingers at her as she swept through
their solitude !

**Can you tell me where to find a man called
Matthew Erickson ¥* she asked of the depot-
master, trembling from head to foot.

““ Erickson? Erickson? Blown up in the
mines a year or so ago, wasn't he ? He stays at
Sam Ayres’, the Englishman’s, I believe. Just
yer go round that corner, ma’am, then turn to
the right and go up the hill—or stay ! Let me
lock up and I'll go with you. KEver béen in
Ishpering before? No? I thought you looked:
like a stranger in these parts.”

He left her at Sam Ayres’ gate, having open-
ed it gallantly when he saw d%:t her cold fingers
were unfit to do her bidding. 'A kindly-faced
woman came to the door and bade her welcome.

Meg's story was soon told, *

‘“And you have come all this long way to
take Erickson home again?’ her eyes filling.
“‘ God bless you, dear, for I'm sure He sent you.
We've done the best we could for him, but you
are his sister 1”

“No, I'm a friend—a neighbour.
no one else,” she said sim ly.

‘ What's your name ? , I'll tell him.”

‘“No matter about the name; suy a friend
from the old country.”

The woman came back presently.

¢ Be careful,”” she said, ‘‘ he's weak yet. But
[ want to tell you something just to keep your
heart up, for he looks like a g}xoat. There was
a great doctor from New York up here last
week to look at his poor eyes, and he told Sam
there was a chance for him yet—just one chance
in a hundred.”

¢ Does he know it ¥’ asked Meg, tremulously,
her colour coming and going. She was but a
woman after all. Only blindness would have
brought her there.

“ No, and you must not tell him. The doc-
tor s?id 80 most particularly. Will you go up
now ¥’ .

He had been sitting in the sun by the window
all day brooding. They had been very kind to
him, these people, but kindness wears itself out
after awhile. What was to become of him ?
The wages he had laid up were wasting away.
The early northern winter would soon set in.
He shivered as he thought of the fierce winds,
the pitiless, drifting snows. There was nothing
a blind man could do here! If he were only
home in Rysdyk! Would Meg be sorry for
him, he considered, if she knew how desolate he
was, how lomely in this strange land ? If he
were at home he comld learn to weave baskets
like old Timothy. Here he was just a dead
weight.

‘* Some one to see him from the old country "

He turned his sightless eyes towards the
door where Meg was entering noiseless as a
spirit, and his face kindled eagerly. Noise-
lessly she closed the door behind her. He was
so changed, so white and worn, that her own
heart stopped its pulsations for a moment. She
feared ar.:g sudden shock might overcome him.
She dared not speak lest he should know her
voice. Strange that she hud not thought of
this before !

He put out his hand vaguely, feeling the pre-
sence that he could not see.

““You are very welcome,”’ he said. * But I
do not know who itis. Who are you #”

Hc thought it was some kindly Englishman,
who having heard of his misfortunes had come
to sgeak a word of cheer and comfort.

8he gave him her hand, still silently. A
womsan’s hand! A swift thrill shot through
his frame and his face flushed. Holding her-
self still with a mighty effort, Meg knelt by
his side, laying her head on his knee.

His hand touched her hair, her forehead his
lips. - She gave a low cry, trembling like a leaf.

“* %feuk to me, quick,” be whispered hoarsely.

" att !’l

There was

““0, Meg, my Meg 1”

BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

THE lady with a new bonnet never likes to
hear a clergyman pray for rain.

THE young girl who graduates in four lan-
tg\mgex; and sixteen flounces will soon be heard
rom.
. Mzs. JoNEs seys her husband will never be
stquck by lightning, because he always gets in-
sulate.

KENTUCKY has a father of thirty-seven chil-
dren. He once lived in Rhode Island, but had to
move ont of the State.

A BEAUTIFUL custom prevails in many parts

of Enroggl of planting a tree upon the birth of
i

every child. It saves wearand tear of slippers.

WHEN a baby stuffs his toe into his mouth,
he little realizes how hard it will be for him in
later years to make both ends meet.

GRANDMA—Yes, children, when I was

q_oung as you are I used to walk in my sleep.”
ommy (eagerly)—*‘Say, grandma, what time

did you make #’

A MoBILE r describes a young Jady with
hair ¢ ag blr:lgeas a raven’s.y" %‘he ymvens
weren’t wearing any hair to apeak of last summer,
but we suppose the style has changed chis year.

SEVERAL notable happy marriages have been
made on two hours’ courtship, but it is a pretty
safe rule to know the girl for at least three days
and a pienic.

IT is a fact generally observed, says the Troy
Times, that the man who denounces the institu-
tion of marriage is generally the person who
thought he was getting a rich widow and didn’t.

“ My dear,” said a husband to his wife, on
observing new red-stripped stockings on his only
heir, ¢ why have you made barber's poles of our
child’s legs #*  ¢* Because he is a little shaver,”
was the reply.

IF any languishing maiden feels that she is
““called” to write poetry, let her hunt up a word
to rhyme with scrabbing-brush or darning stock-
ings.

‘ How do you tie a love-not ¥’ asked Laura,
weying with a bit of blue ribbon. *“Oh, any

ay,”’ growled Tom, behind his newspaper,
¢« just so it will pull out easy.”

‘““ WHAT constitutes the chief happiuess of
.cur life? asked & serious Sunday-school

teacher. She blushed, and then rePIied, “Itis
that John has at last fixed the day.”

¢ No girl gets along well without- a mother,"”
says a moral exchange. This may be true ; but
hereabouts girls work harder to get mothers-in-
law than they do to get mothers.

A MEMBER of afashionable up-town con
tion called at a music store and inquired : “Have
you the notes of a piece called the * Song of Solo-
mon ¥ ” adding: “‘Our pastor referred to it
yesterday as an exquisite gem, and my wife
would like to learn to play it.”

A KANsas farmer purchased a revolver for his
wife, and insisted on target practice, so that she
could defend the house in case of his absence.
After the bullet had been dugout of his leg and
the cow buried, he said he guessed that she’d
better shoot with an axe.

A MICHIGAN lady writes: ‘‘Now that the
columns of the fpress are open to women and the
advancement of her interests, let the readers see
that there is something else in the female brain
besides jelly cake and fancy work.”

““ How happy you must be, Mrs. Smith, now
that youare free from the care and worry of house-
keeping.” Mrs. 8.-—*¢ Yes, I um, in a measure;
but all this month I have been longing for an
old-fashioned campaign of house-cleaning ; I
need the tonic effect of it in the spring.”

Tug girl of the period who loves not wisely is
she who rejects the hand of the silver-haired
widower at the head of the firm, who has an as-
sured income of $50,000 per annum, and weds
one of the junior clerks of the establishment,
who is in the full enjoyment of an uncertain
salary of $500 a year.

A RUSTIC bridegroom was complimented by
one of his acquaintances on the charming ap-
pearance of his bride. ‘*She has the most lovefy
colour I have ever seen,” remarked the friend.
** Yes, it ought to be good,” pensively replied
the groom ; ‘“she paid a dollsr for just a little
bit of it in a saucer.”

IN the opinion of the New Haven Registers
you might # well undertake to put a barn door
n your vest pocket as to try to convince a wo-
man that she looks just as well in last summer's
suit as she will in something new, fashionuble,
and altogether *“ lovely.”

IT has been proven that the strength, care
and thought expended by the average hoase-
wife in coaxing a weak-chested, hollow-backed,
consumptive geranium up two inches would lift
a ton weight three-quarters of a mile and raise a
$1,000 mortgage out of zight.

A STRIKING Window ornament is made as fol-
lows: Take one woman weighing about two
hundred pounds, with a neck like a stove-pi
and hair uncombed, and let her throw up the
sash, look up and down, and call out : “Reuben,
you come in here, or I'll take your hide off I”

A CLEVELAND lady who has passed a few weeks
in Paris always refers to her kitchen girl as her
¢ fille de cuisine.” Her son will insist on re-
ferring to the worthy domestic asour * pot rass-
ler,”” much to his mother’s horror —~but he
hasn’t had the benefit of a fortnight in ¢ Paree.”

I¥ the young man who went to call on a girl
on Fourth street last Sunday night, but who sud.
denly left the front door and shot out of the yard
with a dog attached to the dome of his trousers,
will return the dog, a reward of $5 will be paid
by the girl’s father, and no questions asked.

A FASHION item says charming caps for
breakfast are of muslin, have mob crowns bord-
ered with scant ruffles that are neatly scalloped.”
It doesn’t tell how they are cooked, and we
don’t believe we could eat ’em, no matter how
they were servedup. Scalloped muslin caps for
breakfast can never take the place of scal oped
oysters.

“ WHAT made you quit the East ?’ s1id aman
in Nevada to a new-comer. I got into trouble
by marrying two wives,” was the response.
‘““Well,” said the other, I came out here be-
cause I got into trouble by marrying only one
wife.” “ And 1,” added a bystander, ‘“came
here because I got into trouble simply by prom-
ising to marry one.”

AN impossible feat for a female pedestrian is
to walk u thousand miles in a thousand hours
{mst a thousand millinery stores displaying the

atest styles of spring bonnets,
A hystericy creature, Deborah,
8ut admiring the crimson Aurors ;
When a mouse in distress,
Ran under her dress,
She fainted and fell on the floor-ah.

A RURAL bride of considerable beauty went to
Indianapolis on the honeymoon tour. Her hus-
band was manifestly proud of her good looks.
While they were goin% about the city she was
struck in the face by a falling signboard, and her
nose broken. The attending surgeon said that
she was badly disfigured for life. *“Just my
darned luck,” the husband exclaimed, * pro-
perty always goes toruin in my hands.”

ConsueaL affection depends largely upon
matual confidence. ‘I make ita rule,” said a
wiseacre to his friend, ‘“to tell my wife every-
thing that happens. Inthis way we manage to
avoid any misunderstanding.” Not to be out-
done in generosity the friend replied : * Well,
8ir, you are not so open and frank as I am, for [
tell my wife a great many things that never
happen.”

““ THEODORE,"” observed a solicitous young
mother to her husband, ¢ I think I will not let

I find the poor boy is quite feverish to-night and
his feet are all blistered.” Upon hearing which
George inwardly groans for next Sunday ; they
were to meet for the last time to settle the num-
ber of quarter miles walked, and he knows now
that a chance for any share in the twenty-five
cents gate money is gone forever.
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HEARTH AND HOME.

Be EAsY of address and conrteous in conver-
sation, and then everybody will think it a plea-
sure to have any dealings with you.

IT 18 easy in the world to live after the
world’s opinion ; it is easy in solitude to live
after your own ; but the great man is he who in
the midst of the crowd keeps with perfect sweet-
ness the independence of solitude.

THE woman who works in some honourable
way to maintain herself loses none of the
dignity nor refirement of true womanhood, and
is much more an ornament to her sex than the
woman whose days are passed in indolence and
indulgence.

ALL human hearts have at some time a desire
to loveand be loved. A loveless life isu starved
life. Love warms human nature ; it sets on
fire. The affections can receive their highest
developments only in marriage. The loves
between friends are poor and transient ; but the
love between a man and woman in a perfect
marriage is something divine—heavenly.

THERE are many kinds of pride. Abont the
most unnatural kind is the pride of humanity,
which is a compound -of pretentious meakness
and affectation. Humanity is a good thin
when it is genuine—that is, when it is rea
humanity, and not a self-sufficient conscious-
ness of one own's superior humbleness. The pride
of humanity is very severe on all other kin.ls of
pride. It will not tolerate them in the least.
It tolerates nothing but itself.

BACKACHE.—Most women have at times—
and dwellers in towns more than those who live
in the country—a distressing feeling of back-
ache caused by weakness of the muscles of the
hack, especial{y of those attached to the spine.
This is due to a variety of causes. Among them
are the want of vigorous daily exercise in the
open air, the languid movements which are
often encouraged in girls as being more graceful
than quicker, more decided muscular action,
and the iujurious practice of eacasing in steel
ribs backs and chests which nature has suffi-
ciently supported with ribs and plates of bone.

AN IMPORTANT QUALITY.—Of all the quali-
ties that come to form a good character, there is
not one more important than reliability. Moxst
emphatically is this true of the character of
a good business man. The world itself embraces
both truth and hounesty, and the reliable man
must necessarily be truthful and honest. We
see so much all around us that exhibits the
absence of this crowning «uality that we are
tempted in our bilious moods to deny its very
existeuce. But there are uovertheless reliable
men, men to be depended upon, to be trusted, ip
whom you may repose confidence, whose word is
as good as their boud, and whose prowmise is per-
formance. i

AGE AND YouTH.—There is a dignity in age
which should command respect. The inspired
Book says, *‘The hoary head- is a crown of
glory,” aud yet old age is often spoken ot
slightingly, anl treated disrespectfully. This
is greatly to be deplored, both because the
younger folk lose so much of the benefit which
they might receive from the varied experiences
of those who have preceded them in the painful
and dangerous journey of life, and hecanse the
elder ones are deprived of the sweet companiin-
ship of those who could, if they would, do so
much to brighten their waning years. There is
no more harmonious helpful friendship than
when the old and young walk together in loving
confidence. True, the younger must be patient
with the infirmitie- and con-ervatisms of age, as
it, in turn, needs to be tolerant with the im-
petuosity and enthusiasm of youth.

-

LITERARY.

A LoxpoN bookseller offers for sale sever.|
important relics of the great Irish poet, Tom Moore.
These conxist of MNS. in Maeore's handwriting,  There
are two of ‘' Lalla Rookh.” a copy of his*' Juvenile
Poems,”” which he made for his mother; his “ Epi-
curean ;"' many of his political squibs, the first dranght
of his * Life o{Lor.l Byron,” uod about forty other man-
useripts of less importance. The * Byron " contains the
passages which were omitted. und has them cancelled.
Itis written partly in pencil and partly iu ink, and is ot-
fered for $375. The rough dr.ught of ' Lalla Rookh " i
a thick quarto of 100 leaves. and contained four tales nat
incorporated in the published work. The writing isin a
swall band, on both sides of the paper, and has been in-
borious'y revised. The price put on it is $250. The
other munuscript of * Lalla Rookb.” which is a copy of
the complete poem entirely in the handwriting of the

thor, with interlineati anl eorr otions, is & small
quarto of 187 leaves, and is offered fur $400.

A CARD.

To all who are suffering from the errors and
indiscretions of youth, nervous weakness, eaily
decay, loss of manhood, &c., I will send arecipe
that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This

reat remedy was discovered by a missionary in
gouth America. Send a self-addressed envelope
to the Rev. JoserH T. INMAN, Station D, New

little Georgie attend Sunday-school any more. | Fork City.
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THE TIME OF LOVERS IS BRIEF.

From the depth of the green garden-closes,
Where the summer in darkness doses,

Till autumn pluck from his hand

Anp hour-glass that holds not a sand ;
From a maze that a lower-bed incloses

To the stones and *ea-grass on the strand,
How red was the reign of the roses

Over the rose-crowned land !

The time of lovers is brief;
From the first fair joy to the grief
That falls when love is grown old,
From the warm, wild kiss to the cold,
From the red to the white rose-leaf,
They have but a season to seem
As ruse leaves lost on a stream
That part not and pass not apart
As a spirit from dream to dream,
AB 4 sorrow from heart to heart.

From the bloom aund the gloom that incloses
The death-bed of love where he dozes
‘I'ill & relict be left not of sand
To the hour-glass that breaks in his hand,
From the change in the gray garden-closes
'T'o the last stray grass of the strand,
A rain and ruin ot roses
Over the red-rose land.
SWINBURNE.

THE LATE MR. ROBERT SHORE
MILNES BOUCHETIE.

“ The late,” as applied to a friend, is a very
mournful form of expression, and cannot be
employed without a twinge. It is eapecially so
in its relation to Mr. Robert Bouchette ; for he
always carried about him such an air of youthful-
ness, of vivacity, of cheerfulness and exuberant
life, that it is difficult to realize the fact that he
has “turned his face to the wall,” and the
place which once knew him * will knew him no
more for ever.” Mr. J. M. LeMoine, of Quebec,
will have the unwelcome opportunity of adding
a fresh spray to his garlamr of ‘“ Maple Leaves ’
ani of writing a new name on the historic roll
of Canadian ,worthies. For there can be no
doubt that Mr. Robert Bouchette came of a chi-
valrous and high-minded race, whose record is
inscparably interlaced with the history of Ca-
nada. The inhersnt quality of gentleman was
a8 plainly seen in Mr. Bouchette's face and car-
riage, as it was fairly illustrated in his conver-
sation and conduct. It would have been diffi-
cult for him to have been the author of a
gaucherie, and impossible to have been guilty
of a rudeness, for-his courtesy was innate, and
his high breeding, like & personal feature, was a
part of himself. Like an agreeable epidemic
such charms were contagious and seemed to
affect all who were brought within their in-
fluence. Even his parrot apparently was
touched by them, for the clever m was not
only a reciter of poetry, but was very apt and
accurate in quoting selections from Shakspeare.

Mr. Robert Rouchette’s grandfather, Commo-

- dore Bouchette, was not only a subject of

France, but he was an officer of the French
King when Montcalm fell on the Plains of
Abriham, in September, 1759. When the
T'reaty of Paris was made in 1763, and Canada
was abandoned by its ancient rulers, the sub-
jects of those rulers were suddenly called on to
make their election and either follow the lilies
«f France, to their home in Europe, or remain
iz Canada under the protection of the lions of
tngland. The choice, it is probable, was made
with some difficulty and many misgivings.
Nevertheless the problem had to be solved, and
those who were able to do it thoroughly, and
without reserve, showed true wisdom. Could
tionor be extracted from misfortune, and might
“iberty and peace as truly be enjoyed under the
uew ag under the old flag I—way the form which
the question probably took. Commodore Bou-
chette, by his conduct, returned an affirmative
answer to all such inquiries, for he gave his
allegiance and services to King George the
Third as truly «s he had given them to King
Lonis the Fifteenth.

In 1774, a year memorable alike to the
United States and to Canads, Mr. Joseph
Bouchette, the father of the subject of this
sketch, was born. The former succeeded Major
Holland as Surveyor General of Lower Canada.
1t was during his incumbency of that office that
he rendered 1o his native country an imperish-
able service, for he published his grand work on
the geography and topograph{ of Canada, ac-
companied with maps and illustrations. The
work was honorable to the Province, but it was
ruinous to the author, for it impoverished him
andivjured his family. However, it is due to his
sons to say that while they missed the money
which had purchased fame, they dearly prized
the fame, irrespeetive of the sacrifice by which
it had been acquired. Mr. Rebert Bouchette
never failed to speak with filial enthusiasm of
his father's wort’l)xeand services, and it is a mat-

ter to be deplored that neither he, nor any

vne else, could speak in the like way of his
country’'s appreciation of those services.

Mr. Robert Bouchette was the youngest of
four brothers, and was born on the I12th of
March, 1805. He was educated for the law, and
called to the Bar in 1826. 1n 1837 he was the
editor of the Liberal and the fast friend
and contemporary of the late Sir George E.
Cartier, with whom he thoroughly sympa.
thized in his plans and aims to secure the
awmelioration of the political status of the inhabi-
tauts of Lower Canuda of French origin. The
effort failed in form, but eventually it became
successful in fact. But between the first and
second periods a voluntary absence from Canada,
on the part of both those gentlemen, was neces-
sary in the interests of prudence and safety.
Hence it came about that Sir George Cartier and
Mr. Robert Bouchette had the advantage of see-

ing and living in countries foreign to their own.
For a while the latter, with his first wife,
resided in one of the New England States. The
social life of that part of the Union was pleasing
to neither of them, but it was put up with by
both, and with amusing, if not satisfactory,
results. We have said, elsewhere, that Mr.
Bouchette’s geniality and courtliness never de-
serted him. His respect and homage were due
to any form and condition of life that quali-
fied and clothed itself in the typical petticoat of
womanhood. He recognized the garment as one
** of mystical sublimity whether of russet, silk
or dimity.”’

Mrs. Bouchette used to tell an amusing story
of their New England life. They wanted a
servant, and could afford to keep only one. A
help”’ came *‘ to hire.” The contract included
the conditios; that she was to ‘“meal with the
family.” This condition was cheerfully as-
sented to, Mr. Bouchette observing that it
would be highly unbecoming not to conform to
the habits o% the people whose hospitality they
were receiving, and among whom their lot was
cast. The first day’s experience sufficed for
‘“ the help,” but the method by which experi-
ence, the teacher, gained his end, was unique
and characteristic. It sparkled with amuse-
ment, for it was pointed with drollery, and its
recital always provoked laughter. In the first
place, *“the help” found that her employers de-
sired to have breakfast *‘at no fitting time at
all”—10 o’clock. ‘ The help” would have
been “‘real starved *’ by that time, so she had
her breakfast at 7. In the next place, no
lunch was needed, as dinner was to be served at
six, which the help concluded would suit her
¢¢ for gupper,” and she would dine by herself at
twelve. The hour of six and the dinner ar.
rived together. Mr. Bouchette had busied
himself in getting flowers to decorate the table
—a large bunch and two bouquets, where
covers were placed for the hostess and *‘the
help.” On the announcement being made that
dinner was ready, Mr. Bouchette appeared in
full evening dress, and Mrs. Bouchette in an
elaborate robe, including the low neck and
short sleeve conditions, which our mothers and
sisters were accustomed to observe, but to which
the prudes of the present day take envious ex-
ception. Mr. Bouchette offered chairs to *the
ladies,” and opening his cellaret placed wine
and glasses on the table. Having said grace in
latin, he invited * the help” to have some soup,
which she declined. Mr. and Mrs. Bouchette
ate their soug slowly ; he all the while provok-
ing ““the help” to converse, and only succeed-
ing in making her look, and probably feel,
miserably hot and uncomfortable. “ Now,” said
Mr. Bouchette, turning towards ¢the help,’
and wiping his lips with & napkin, ‘‘you take
wine with my wife while I clear away the
things.” “The help’ could not stand this,
and made an effort to discharge a waiting maid’s
duties. ‘‘ Excuse me,” interposed Mrs. Bou-
chette, taking in the fun of the thing ; * excuse
me ; you must not rise till dinner is over, Mr.
Bouchette is very particular on this point, and
never allows me to rise, much less to move
away from the table, as he says it would be a re-
proach to his gallantry and politeness. *¢Of
course he has not been accustomed to this kind
of work,” continued Mrs. Bouchette, playfully,
““but he is very quick in learning, as you will
see in time.” The fish then appeared, but
before anything more was done, Mr. Bouchette,
radiant with smiles, and sympathetically smooth-
ing his hands, invited ‘“the help” to take a
little fish?” ‘¢ No, she’d rather not.” Mr.
Bouchette again rose, ‘‘cleared away” the
things and brought in *‘ the cutlets,” his wife
enquiring of ¢ the help” whether he did not do
it very well, considering his want of experi-
ence. “The help” would have a cutlet, but
she noticed that the host and hostess held their
knives and forks in a way to which she had not
been accustomed, and so the cutlet was rather
turned over than tasted. This indifference gave
rise to tender inquiries about the health of *“the
help,” and sympathetic ones about her appetite.
Then wine and walnuts followed. Would she
take s little of the *‘red wine,” inquired Mr.
Bouchette, coaxingly, ‘“or crack a few wal-
‘nuts ! “No, she wouldn’t.” The dessert came
to an end. Mrs. Bouchette rose to retire, and
‘¢ the help ” followed. Mr. Bouchette preceded
them, opened the door, but before they had

assed out, he, with a courteous bow, presented
l::is wife and ““the help” each with a bouquet.
The result was announced before the door was
closed, for the help exclaimed that she **would
rather eat her victuals in a cupboard and off a
board than go through such a horrid time
again.” That was the first and last time that
the maid ‘‘ mealed with the family.” The story
was characteristic of the man, and serves to
illustrate the way in which rough notions may
be subdued by refinement.

Mr. Robert Bouchette successfully served
his country in several capacities as Law Clerk of
the Crown Lund Department—as Commissioner
of Custonis—as special Cominissiouer on various
subjects—and on several important occasions,
including the office of Commissioner to the Paris
Exhibition in 1866. He was both trusted and
respected, and we think deservedly so. More-
over, he was equally liked by the French and
English speaking races into which Canada is
divided, and did much towards tightening the
line and lessening the obstructions that separate
the members of different nationalities. On his
retirement from the public service a dinner was
given to him by those whom he left behind, and
who still wore the harness of the State. As one
looked at him the thonght did not occur that he

e L . Koz s

had reached the age of three score years and ten.
His gaiety of manner rather suggested that it
was an arbitrary way of measuring a man’s life
by the standard of years, for men were not
equally old, in fact, though they might in
years be equally aged. All such speculation is
idle. The time arrives and the collapse comes.
He whom we knew yesterday, to our surprise
and deep regret is called away from us, and
passes in silence into the company of the ¢ great
majority.” Like his father and his grand-
father, Mr. Robert Bouchette was an ardent
Royalist at heart, and a loyal subject of Her
Majesty. It was therefore fitting that he should
go into ordinary, and rest from his work, on the
4th of June, being the anniversary of the birth-
day of that much maligned monarch, but never-
theless grod king, who as the third George sat
on the English throne when Canada became
a portion of the British empire.

THE GLEANER.

THE presentation of new colours to the French
army will take place early in September in the
neighbourhood of Paris.

It is reported that Paris will have a grand |

baby show in the month of September next, to
come off in the Palace of Industry like other
competitive exhibitions.

A NEW game has been invented. It is called
Jaculun. Spears, a target, a velvet lawn, pretty
dresses, and plenty of opportunity for smail
talk are pressed into the service of the coming
pastime.

THERE is announced in London for early sale
a curiosity which is, of course, unigue——namely,
the original anvil and hammer of Powell, ¢ the
harmonious blacksmith” of Whritchurch, from
which Handel composed his celebrated melody,
named after him.

PRINCE JEROME NAPOLEON BONAPARTE has
a museum of Napoleonic relics. There is the
sabre worn by the Emperor at Marengo, a sil-
ver dressing-case which he snve to King
Jerome, the little three-cornered hat, and the
field glass with which he watched his battles.

ALTHOUGH mno orders have as yet been re-
ceived at Portsmouth on the subject, it is re-
ported in naval circles that the Indian troopship
Serapts, which conveyed the Prince of Walpeas to
and from India, is to be got ready to take His
Royal Highness and a distinguished party to
Australia, where the Prince will open the great
colonial exhibition.

AFTER a patient labour of nearly three years
M. Pinelli has succeeded in unrolling several
rolls of papyrus that were found amongst the
manuscripts at the Institut de France. The
documents are mostly very ancient title deeds
to t;m)perty. One is a deed of sale of a house
under Ptolemy Soter. These papyrus rolls are
now to be seen on the grand staircase of the
Egyptian Museum at the Louvre.

VARIETIES.

CARRIER Pi6EONR.—The French Government
are developing the carrier-pigeon service in
earnest, for in Paris and twelve of the other
fortified towns no fewer than 6,000 birds are
fed at the public expense. The art of pigeon
breeding and training is taught to a number of
officers and soldiers, and a great deal of the work
of communication is regularly carried on by the
Eigeon post. Prizes are given for pigeon races

y the Ministers of Public Instruction and
Agriculture.

AT THE BARON'S GRAVE.—At Baron Roths-
child’s funeral a few days ago there stood by the
grave, mute and motionless, as they had stood
for upwards of an hour, three remarkable figures.
The centre one, an elderly man with black eyes,
and black beard just touched with grey, was
dressed in caftan and bernouse, whose rich colour
was stained with the marks of much travel. His
companion on the left also wore a bernouse of
dark crimson cloth. -The third man, though of
strongly marked Oriental type, had absolutely
abandoned his more familiar dress and appeared
in a suit of Western clothing. These men had
just urrived from Jerusalem, and, hearing that
the great Baron was ded (though he had lived
just long enough for ‘them to know how un-

uestioning was his charity), they had found
their way to Willesden 10 pay the last homage
to his memory. .

THE CoNDITION OF WOMEN.—The ages of ani-
mal passions, of muscular supremacy, of conflict
with wild animals, of barbarian wars—in short,
the ages of physical prowess, when the only or-
deal was one of muscle—belong indisputably to
man. The subservience of woman was one of
the conditions of progress in those rude phases
of human existence. But it does not follow that
this will always be the case. It is a generally
recognized principle that the stepping-stones of
one generation are likely to become the stum-
bling-blocks of a succeeding one; and Mr, Spen-
cer even uses the argument of a presumptive evi-
dence against opinions which have arisen in a bar-
barous age. Legouve says : ‘“The protracted sub-
jection of woman proves but one thing, that the-
world so far has had more need of the dominant
qualities of man, and that her hour has not yet
come. We have no reason to conclude from this
fact that it will not come.” And he fortifies
his position with the following striking illustra-
tion: ‘‘How many centuries gid it take to pro-
duoe this simple maxim of common sense, ¢ All

%

men are equal before the law ¥ The tardy
advent of an idea, so far from proving its use-
lessness and fallacy, is often an argument in
favour of its grandeur. The principles of liberty,
charity, fraternity, ure all modern principles.”
It remains for these principles to become still
further modernized by their extension to women
as a part of the human family. Their coexist-
ence, with certain curious *‘survivals’ from the
ages of muscle, supplies a striking example of the
remarkable tolerance of the average human mind
L.for incongruous ideas, provided these ideas have
been associated for a sufficieut length of time.
In England, until the reign of Williamand Mary,
women were refused the benefit of clergy, andin
the time of Henry VIII. an English parliament

rohibited the reading of the New Testament in

nglish by women and others of low estate. The
ma%e Mohammedan to-day indignantly rejects
the idea that his female companion, as well as
himself, may have a soul. Among the Hindoos
women are still excluded from the advantages
of reading and writing, and with a few excep-
tions, the higher institutions of learning are
everywhere still monopolized by the more mus-
eular sex. That these facts (gathered from wide-
ly separated ages and countries) harmonize in
spirit and principle, thus revealing a common
origin, scarcely needs to be pointed out; the laws
of heredity and descent are therein conspicuously
illustrated, and, as between men and women,
the age of muscle still exists.

OUR CHESS COLUMN.

'H'Solumnu to Problems sent in by Corvrespondent
eduly acknowledged .

TO €ORRESPONDENTS.

J. W. 8.. Montreal.—Papers received. Thanks.

Student, Montreal. —Correct solution received of Pro-
blem No. 228.

G. E. R., 8t. Ronan's Malvern, England.—Post card
received. We will attend to the matter.

E. H, Montreal.---Correct solution of Problem for
Young Players No. 226 received.

Anonymous, Montreal.—Letter received. Many thanks.

We have received the June number of the Chess
Players’ Chronicle, which containing, as it does, such a
fund of chess news from the old world, must always be
welcome to amateurs ou this side of the Atlantic. In the
issue just received, we have an excellent sketch ot the
life of the Jate George Walker, which necessarily em.
bodies a fund of matter of a chessical nature, atall times
interesting to lovers of the game. ‘T'he games published
this month are chiefly those of celebrities of the day, but,
besides these, there are two played some years ago by Mr.
Cochrane, whose contests over the board, on account of
their brilliancy, are always profitable to the chess
student. : he monthly record, containing news from
London, Germany, the United States, Scandinavia, New
Zealand, &o., will be acceptable to those who, besides
enjoying the game themselves, are glad to find it extend-
ing its influence from oue end of the world to another.
The problem department is nnder the supervision of Mr.
H,J.C. Andrews and C. W., of Sunbury ; a sufficient
guarantee forthe merit of this important feature of the
Chronicle. . :

A correspondert, who ddes not give his name, kindly
sends us an_extract fromthe translation of M. Delan-
noy’s Prize Essay, which appeared in the Hartford Times
& short time ago. The extract is headed ‘* Three London
Players,” but, as we have already published in our
Columnu the part which 80 admirably describes our old
friend, Mr Bird, it is only necessary for us to find space
for his companions in the picture, Messrs. Macdonnell
and Hoffer, who, we doubt not, are equally well deline-
ated :

*“The Rev. G. A. Macdonnell is a man of acate mind,
deeply learved, and has something of the Parisian in his
manners and character: He likes, as the French say, his
laugh and his glass, and has a fund of apropos unecdotes,
illustrations, and remarks worthy of the *‘ Regence ” in
the best days of Compte de Boissy, D’ Aungla, Labourdon-
nais, Doazan, Mouret, and Sasias. To see him play and
hear him talk carries me babk to my youth. te likes to
give odds, and his confidence in his own powers enables
him to try the most risky combinations, and to emerge,
notwithstanding, safe and sound, to the no small aston-

of the by ders. However, he has been not
unfrequently engaged in matches with many of the
strongest masters, and has often scored a viotory.

* Thave reserved for my closing sketch that of Mr.
Hoffer, whom I knew for a long time in Paris, and who
has compelled my regard and sympathy by his talents,
his character, and his unvarying kindness to myself. Un-
like certain other celebrities. who like to make them-
selves conspicuous, Mr. Hoffer keeps in the background,
shows no pretensions to majesatic honours, has no ambi-
tion to occupy the King’s throne; but the share of his
science and practice is not a small one, and the flamne of
his geniug which seems smouldering under a covering
of ashes, will prove, ifI am not mistaken, to be a dor-
mant voleano, whose eruptions will one day astonish the
world of Chess. His present state is but a prelude to
fatare success. Only the will is yet wanting. I must
add that he has great kindness LJor novices ; playing
with them he is no niggard with his valuable suggestions
and advice. In such caseshe plays for no stake when
requested, which is by no means infrequent, and for
which I like him the better. "~ A. Delannoy, in the Hart-
Jord Times.

As regularly as moons come, Northern papers state
regularly that Paul Morphy is reported insane. Mr,
Morphy is a quiet little gentieman, engaged in minding
his own business, whioh fact is perhaps sufficient reason
for meddling correspondents to call him crazy.— New
Orleans’ Picayune.

Miss Blake has received no response to her challenge
which was sent to Mrs. Gilbert wearly two weeks ago.
— Weekly News, Charleston, 8. C,

On Baturday, the 14th inst., the Montreal Chess Clab*
was visited by Mr. H. J. Webber, a member of the City
of London Chess Club, and conductor, for several years,
of the clas® which meets regularly at the Birkbeck Liter-
ary and Scientific Institution, London, for the purpose
of learniog chess. Mr. Webber has been very success-
ful in his teaching, and is, perbaps, the only chessplayer
in the world who has under his care a large number of

young persons, of both sexes, learning the royal yame.

e isona tour to the West, and will probably, on his
way home, revisit Montreal, and try the skill of some of

the members of the ghess olub.
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PROBLEM No. 230.
By J. W. Abbott.
BLACK.

%%%A% s
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White to play and mate in two moves.

GAME 369TH.
(Land and Water.)

CHESS AT THE AQUARIUM.
The following gamikin js the skirmish between
Mephisto and a young lady, to which we alluded last

week :
(Philidor’s Defence.)
\WHITE. —(Miss H. Down.) BLACK.—(Mephisto.)

1.PtoK4 1. PtoK 4

2. Ktto K B3 2. PtoQ3

3. BtoB4 3. KttoQ B3
1. PtoQ4 4. Pto B4 (a)
5. Castles (b) 5. P takes Q P (¢)
6. Kt takes P 6. Kt takes Kt
7. Q takes Kt 7. PtoB 4(d)
8. Qto Qsq 8. P takes P
9. KttoB3 9. Ktto B3
10, Bto KKt 5 10. Qto K 2 (o)
11 R to K 8q (f) 11. Bto B 4 (g)
12, Ktto Q5 12. Q to Q 8q
13. PoKB3 13. BtoK 2
14. P takes P 4. BtoQ?2
15. PtoK 5 Resigns (k)

NOTES.

(a) Relying upon himself and also upon bis adversary.

(b) The best reply is P takes K P, followed if BP takes
KPbyQtoQs.

(c) P takes K P would give him the advantage.
White’s best play, in reply thereto, would be to sacrifice
the Knight. ~ The following variation will illustrate
some of the points: 5 P takes K P, 6 P takes P, P takes
Kt, 7 Q tukes P, Kt takes P, 8 Rtv K sq, Kt to B3 (if @
to K 2 then Q to Q B3, (threatening Pto B 4), 9B to B
4, etc. We may remark that 6 Kt to Kt 5 looks more
unsattsfactory than it really is.

(d) Not good, but a satisfactory move is not to be
found. Kt to B 3 at once is probably his best resource.

(e) He isin a bad plight altogether. B to K 2, if better,
ilzhopeless enough, and B to B 4 is answered by R to

8q

(f) Kt takes P drives the K to Qsq, and Kt to Q 5
seuds the Queen back there. While preferring either of
these continuations to the text move, we consider that
the latter is in a guod style, as being devoid of that im-
pletnosity which might be expected from a young lady
player.

B(y) If BtoK 3, then B takes Kt followed by B takes

(k) And quite right tno, as an examination of the over-
powering nature of White's really fine move will make
evident. Mephisto showed himseltto be a good-humored
loser, for, after resigning, he in a most courteous man-
ner offered his hand to his fair opponent, who accepted
the compliment, being evidently under the impression
that & demon who behaved like a gentleman, should be
treated as such.

SULL'LaLND>
Solution of Problem No. *28.

WHITE. Buack.
1. RtoK5 1. Ptakes R
2.QtKR7 2. Auything

3. @ Mates accordingly
There are other defences.

Solution ot Problem for Young Players No. 226.

WHITE. BLACK,
1. Rto KKt3 1. Any move
2. Mates aco.

PROBLEMS FOR YOUNG PLAYERS, No. 227.

WRITE. BLACK.
KatK sq KatK$
QatQR3 QatKsq
BatQRS8 Ktat K Kt 6
BatKR6

KtatQB 6

W bite to play and mate in two moves.
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52 Perfumed Ocean Gems and Gilt Edge Assorted
Cards, name in gold, 10c. ELLA RAY, W.

Haven, Conn. .

Perfumed Cards—Motto, Lilly, Flora), Rose Bud—
ith name and case, 10 cts. " ZETNA CARD CO.,
uville, Ct.

SN
10,000
—AGENTS, READ THIS.

We will pay Agents a salary of $100 per month and
expenses, or wllow a large commission to sell our new
and wonderful inventions. We mean what we say.
S8ample free. Address,

SHERMAN & CO., Marshall, Mich.

Articles of Sclentific interest for
QGifts, Presents, &0. Send for cata.
logue. HEARN & HARRISON,
Opticians, Montreal.

invested in Wall 8t. Stocks k

Tenders for Steel Rails.

TENDERS addresssed to the Honourable the Minls-
ter of Railways and Canals will he received at the
Canadian Emigration Office, 31 Queen Victoria street,
E. C., London, England, untii JULY 15th, next, for
Steel Rails and Fastenings, to be delivered at MONT-
REAL, as follows :

5,000 tons by October 1st, 1879.
5,000 tons by June 1st, 1880.
5,000 tons by October 1st, 1880.

Specifications, Conditions, Forms of Tender, and all
other information will be furnished on applicution at this
office, or at the Canadian Emigration ce, 31 Queen
Victoria street, E. C., London, England.

By order,
F. BRAUN, Secretary.

Department of Railways and Canals, }
Ottawa, 13th June, 1879.

Pacific Railway Tenders.

TENDERS for the construction of about one hundred
miles of Railway, West of Red River, in the Province of
M ba, will be ived by the undersigned antil
noon oo Friday, lst August next.

The Railway will at Winnipeg, and run
north-westerly to conmect with the main line in the
veighbourhood of the 4th base line, and thence westerly
between Prairie Portage and Lake Manitoba.

Tenders must be on the  rinted form, which, with all
other information, may be had at the Pacific Railway
Eogineer’s Offices, in Ottawa and Winnipeg.

F.BRAUN,
Secretary.

Depertment of Railways and Canals,
pe Ottawa, 16th Juane, 1879. }

$77a Month and expenses guaranteed to Agents
Outfit free. SHAW & CO., AUGUSTA, MAINE.

A YEAR and ex;

uses to agents. Outfit Free.
Address: P. O.

ICKERY, Augusta, Maine.

$77

50 Perfuame, Snowflake, Chromo, Motto Cards, name.
ingold & jet, 100. G. A.SPAING, E. Wallingford, Ct.

The Scientific Canadian

MECHANICS’ MAGAZINE,
AND
PATENT OFFICE RECORD,
A MONTHLY JOURNAL

Devoted to the advancement and diffusion of
Practical Science, and the Education of
Mechanics.

THE ONLY SCIENTIFIC AND MECHANICAL PAPER
PUBLISHED IN THE DOMINION.

PUBLISHED BY

THE BURLAND-DESBARATS LITH. CO.

OFFICES OF PUBLICATION:
6 and 7 Bleury Street, Montreal.

G. B. BURLAND, General Manager.
. N. BOXER, ARCHITECT & CIVIL ENGINRERR, Editor.

TERMS:

One copy, one year, including postage. . ... $2.00
One copy, six moaths, including postage... 1.10

Subscriptions to be paid in ADVANCE.

The following are our advertising rates:—For one
monthly insertion, 10 cts. per line; for three months,
9 cts. per line ; Fer six months, 8 cts. line; For one
year, 7 cots. per line; one page of Illustration, including
one column description, $30; half-page of Illustration,
including half colamn description, $20; quarter-page of
Ilustration, inclading quarter description, $10.

10 per cent. off on cash payments.

IXVENTIONS AND MACHINERY, &c., or other matter of
&n original, useful, and instructive nharacter, and suitable
for subject matter in the columns of the MAGAZINF, and
not as an advertisement, will be illustrated at very
reduced rates.

REMITTING MONEY,—All remittances of money
should be in the form of postal-orders. When these are
not available, send money by stered letters, ocheoks
or drafts, payable to our order. e can only undertake
to become responsible for money when seat in either of
the above ways.

This journal is the only Scientifio and Mechanical
n A

fortunes every month. Book seut free

$10 to $100
explaining everythin,

Address BAXTRR & CO.” Baakors, 17 Wall 8¢, N. Y.

Monthly pablished in C and its value as an adver-
tising medium for all matter connected with our Manu-
m“‘ Fonndrie’:, and Machine-8hops, asd partien-

TUESDAY, 1st JULY, being

DOMINION DAY,

this Office and the three Receiving Houses will be olosed
at 10 a.m., unless the mails received ap to that time shall
not then have been distribated.

The atternoon mails will be closed at 10 a.m., the
supplementary for England at 3 p.m., and the night
mails at the usual hours.

G. LAMOTHE, P.M.

28th June, 1879,

GRAY’'S SPECIFIC MEDICINE,

The Great English
fRADE MARK. Remedy, will
N promptly and radi-
cally cure u{ and
every case of Ner-
vous Debility and
‘Weakness, result of
Indiscretion, excess
or overwork of the _
brain and n:!rvou: <
system ; is perfect Y
harmless, acts nk’;Aﬁer T o,
magio, and has been extensively used for over thirty
years with great success.

57 Full particalars in our pamphlet, which we desire
to rend free by mail to every one. [ The Specific
Medicine is suld by all druggists at $1 per package, or
six packages for $5, or will ge sent free on receipt of the
money by addressing

THE GRAY MEDICINE CO.,

TORONTO, ONT.

557 8old in Montreal by all Wholesale and Retail
Druggists, and everywherein Canada and United States.
N.B.—The d ds of our busi have

our removing to TORONTO, to which place please address
all fature commaunicatious.

50
6

TRADE MARK,

CYSIPOY

Perfamed Chromo and Lace Cards, name in gold
in fancy case, 106. Davids & Co., Northford, Ct.

CBROMO, MOTTO, Giit-Edge & Lilly cards, with
name. 10¢." Globe Priut. Co., Northfurd, Ct.

GOVERNMENT RAILWAY.

Western Division.

SHORTEST AND MOST DIRECT
ROUTE TO OTTAWA.

On and after MONDAY, APRIL 14th, Trains will
leave HOCHELAGA DEPOT as follows: —

A M. P.M.

Express Traios for Hullat.......... 9.30 and 5.00
., ArriveatHull at...... .2.00 p.m. and 9.30
Express Traius from Hull at.. R 9.10 and 4.45
Arrive at Hochelaga at ..1.40 p.m. and 9.15
Train for 8t. Jerome at...... . 5.30 p.m.
Train from St. Jeromeat............ 7.00 a.m

Traics leave Mile-End Station ten minutes later.
3 Magnificent Palace Cars on all passenger trains.
General Office, 13 Piace d’Armes Square

STARNES, LEVE & ALDEN,
Ticket Agents,
Offices 202 St. James and 158 Notre Dame Streets.

C. A, 8COTT,
Gan’'l Buperintendent Western Division.

C. A. 8TARK,
Gen’l Freight and Passenger Ageut*

THE COOK’S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER

Has become s HOUSEHOLD WORD inthe land,andisa

HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

inevery family where Economy and Health ure stadi d.

Itis used for raising all kinds of Bread, Rolls, Paa-
oakes,(iriddle Cakes, &o., &o., and a smallquantitynsad
in Pie Crust, Puddings. or other Pastry, will suve half
the usualshortening,and make the food moredigestihle

THE COOK'S FRIEND

SAVESTIME,
IT SAVES TEMPER,
IT SAVES MONEY:

For sale by storekeepers throughoutthe Dominien,

and wholesale by the manufacturer.

W.D.MCLAREN,UNION MILLS,

17-10-853-302 58 College St. oet.

PEA SOUP!

SYMINGTON’S
Prepared Pea Soup

Made from the Celebrated Pea Flour, to which
is added

LEIBIG'S EXTRACI OF MEAT.
DELICIOUS, NOURISHING

ANTI-DYSPEPTIC.

- Made in one minute, without boiling.
Sold everywhere in 25ct. tins. Wholesale by

WILLIAM JOHNSON,

28 8t. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

British American
B Not (joweat,

MONTREAL.

Incorporated by Letters Patent.
Capital $100,000.

{eneral fogravers & Printers

Bank Notes, Bonds,
Dostage, Bill & Law Stamps,
Revenue Stamps,
Bills of Exchange,
DRAFTS, DEPOSIT RECEIPTS,
Promissory Notes, &c., &c.,
EBrecuted in the Best Style of Steel’ Plate
Engraving.
Portraits a Specialty.

G. B. BURLAND,
President & Manager.

JUST PUBLISHED

CHISHOLM'S ALL-ROUND ROUTE AND PANORAMIC
GUIDE OF THE ST. LAWRENCE,

‘With corrections to date. It contains full desoriptions
of the points of interest on the * All Round Route,” in-
cluding Hudson River, Trenton and Niagara Falls,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, Quebec, S8aguenay River,
White Mountains, Portlund, Boston, New York, Itis
profusely illustrated, and is furnished with maps of the
Route, and a fine panoramic view of the St. Lawrenoe
River. For sale by booksellers and news agents. Sent
post-paid to any address on receipt of the price, 50 ots.

C. R. CHISHOLM & BROS.,
179 Bonaventure street, Montreal.

CHEAPEST AND BEST.

26-52-373

[P

T ity !
! :’h{ll y

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
218and2%0, St. James Strest, Montrea).
Eleotrotyping and Job Printiong, Chromatic and plain

TO LET.

In those central premises forming the corner of Bleury
and Craig Streets, and in the adjacent house on Craly
Street—

OFFICES, double and single.

FLATS, admirably adapted for light manufacturing
business, with or without steam power. Rent moderae.

Apply te

G.B. BURLAND,
No. 7 Bleury Steoet,
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INTERGULUNIAL RAILWAY.

1R TR-TO.

Winter Arrangements.

EXPRESS PASSENGER  TRAINS run
except Sundays) as follows (—
Leme Point L«\*\
Ri

DAILY

00 ALM
200 P.M

Rimounski

Campbeliton (\nmwr; .

Tralbousie

Buthurst ... -

Neweastie, A1t R

Munc:'.nn.. N . PR AL

V . . @15
1.30 P.M.

Dl -
1203 AL

T um- Tﬂ\“‘n connest &t l‘m-,-.x Levi the (rand
Trunk Trains kaviug Montreal at $.00 o'clwek pom.

Pullman Car beaving Mootreal oo Moalay. Wadnesday
and Thursday. rans< shrongh o Halifux, und oo Toeslay
and Thursday to 8t Joho,

Pullman Car leaving Point Levi on Monday morning,
rans throurh 1@ St Joho.
¢vening rewaios over Xundyy st Mancton

For informatinn in regard
rates of freight, train wrrangetnens, Na apply e

G.W. ROBINSON,
Agrut,
5 Street
Gener s\ \up’ ot \m\ 4 Ry's
Montreal, }5th Nov.; 1§78,

FANCY CARDS with Na
Agents' Outfiz luve. i.’n‘;
Hudeon, N. Y.

& 100,
Sty les.

Plain or Gold
Hull & Co.

'l‘ HE

. A high-cldss H'cvl:l_u Journal,
EDITED BY THE
Reverend A. J. BRAY.

SUBSCRIPTION: $2.00 PER ANKUM.

OFFICES: 162 8t James Strest, Montreal,
Torouts Street, Toronto.

and 4

THE MIILTON LEAGUE.

**@ive me the liberty to bnow, 1o think, o believe, and
to utter l‘rwly seconding to wn‘uem.e. above all liber

tigs.—Milton.”
PUBLICATICONS :

BRAY,REV. ALFRED J. 'The Churches of Chris-
.. tendom, clitb

BROWN, REV. J. BALDWIN. The Duoetrine nf

Annihi)atiou is the Light of the (Gospel of

Lov
DALE, R!-‘V R.W. I’mtes’ann=m Its Utimate

Prineciple. ... .oo.0o . PN i DO

The Teo € nmm‘\ndmenu 60

DAWSON, GEO.,, M.A, [Prayers,asda

OB Prayel .ol e een N0
MCLEOD, NORMAN, LI Scéatel Pebbles 15
TIPPLE, Rov. 8. A. Fehoss of Spokes Words... W

50

“Hers is a new wave of lleitature, and of the desp
and wide sea o!f religinny thought. but sparkliog aod
bright and eratefully refreshing.” —Literary World

JOHN MCARTHUR & SON

OIL. LEAD, PAINT,
60LOR & VARNISH MHHGHAN’I‘S

IMPORTERS OF

English and Relgian Windms Glars, Rolled, Rough
and Poliahed 1iate (finas, Colored. [Mlainand
St ned Enamellsd Sheet (Giass.

PAISTERS' L ARTISTS ' MATERIALS BRUSHES
CHEMICAL S, DYE. STUFFS, WAVAL STURES, &C.

310, 312, 314 & 316 ST, PAUL ST,
AXD

255 8 257 COMMISSIONERS ST.

MOINTERIATL.
261752369

2 > Pashionable Vistting Cards—no two alike, with
same, NC. \a«nu uxrd Lo.. ?u.:mm..\ Y

D. MORRICE & CoO,,

Ice Dealers,
U VICTOHIA SQUARE.

Promot Delivery and Pure /ce

e At e e S e i e s SO

CARDS-—- ) Lity of the Vailey, 13 ‘Somh in Engmved
10 'lmntmm-u 1 Mudel Luve Letier, 1 Card Cans
uame on &il, posl-pam. 0.4 packs e,

WARD & w4, NOKTHPORD, Low.

Car from Monteea! oo Friday

enper fares, tickets,

H

|

T
MM

$Consumption in England inereased tenfold in ten years,””

. only) C. David & Co., 43, Mark Lanc, London; Englmd

MEMOI’} AM

Clovunlity . in Quahea,

THE BEST REMEDY FOR INDIGESTION

CAMOMILE PILLS are confidently recommended as-a simpe lé'emm'y /br Indigestion, whick is -

the cause of neariy il the diseases to whick qwe ave subject, being o medicine so-uniformiy grateful

and bensficial, t)zaz st ds with justice cabled the ¥t Natwral Strengthener of the Human Siomach ".

S Norten's PilsT act as e poseerful tonic and gmfle aperient ; are mild in thdr operation; safe
wnider any circumstances, and thousands of ;vrwm can now bear testimony lo the bencfits to be
lersved from their use, as thev have beem a never-fuiling Family Friend for upwards of 485 years.

éo!d in fottles at 18, 13d., 28. 9d., and 118. ek

CA v T y{ 0 ’V
Be sure and ask jor " NORTON'S PILLS,) and dz rot be ;wr.madax’ te pur(ﬁa:e an_ vmlarmn.

In consequence of spurious imitations of

LEA AND PERRINS SAUCE,

which are calculated to decerve the Public, Lea and Perrms‘
have adopted A NEW LA}‘ BEL, bearsng their .S‘zgnature, :
thus, -

| ewdhn,

whick s placed on every botlle of WORCES T ER.S' HIRE
- SAUCE, and without which none s genuine. '
Ask for LEA & PERRINS' Sauce, and see Name on Wra pper, Label, Bottle and Stopper.
Whalesale and for Export by the Proprictors, Worcester ; Crorse and Blackwell, London,
é,"c.. &, ; and’ by Grocers and Oiimen tlmmg)wut Mz World.
C To be obhwnined of
Meaaus. J. M. DODGLAHS &(;0. MONTREAL: Mfusns, URQUHART &CQ., MONTRFA L.

EXTRACT

"OF MEAT

FINEST AND GHEAPEST,_:’

~ MEAT-FLAVOURING
- STOCK FOR SOUPS,
MADE DISHES & SAUCES.

CAUTION.~~Genuine ONLY -with
tao-simile of Baron Liebig's Signa-
ture in Blna Ink | across Label.

“T4 a success and boon for which Nations should feel
grateful.’’ —See Medical Press, Lancet, Brit. Med. Jour., &c.

To he had ‘af. all ‘Btorekeepers, Grocers and, Chemints.
Sole Agentx for Canada and the United States (wholesale

67 all Medicine Vendors (Arougimd the Werld, .

dhe 1"\11:'5 ell Jhutrl_ @ mnumu;
WIS MUSSELL, Peonident,

This Hotel, which ia unrivalled fur size, style and
i« open throughout (hc yeor for.
rl»u-nrn and busiceas travel, having ucoammudmmn for
00 Guesss,

'WILLIAM DOW & CO.
BREWERS a,nd MATLTSTERS
MONTREAT, ’

E.\"l l{x\

| ,%9IES®$ ‘.
’\1 W \»

Superior Pale and Brown Mdt.

India: Pale, and other Ales. Extra:Double and Single
Stout in Wood and Bottle. Bhipping orders promotly ex-
eeuted, }Anuhel nupphed 13 fw L2082

E.N. FRESHMAN & BROS
~Advertising Agents,
186 W, Fourth St., CINCINNATI, 0.,

Are nuthorized to receive advertisements for this papo;
Estiioates fornisbed free apon spjlicstion.

G“ieud twa, samps for our Adngpiug;l Maoual -

| JOHRSTON'S

.FLU]D BEEF - is

being adopted in.

B2t the - BRITISL,

1 French, U.: 8.,

+ aod Annlr{an’ :

Nasal, - Milidary -

g3 and Genern) hos-

WP piials. It s pre.

A scribed by the

d Queen’s phyai-

o ] % olin, and by every
medzc:sl mnf who has tested Jts menu it is the onl
risence Known which. cottnins. all the nutritive consti.:
tuents of Lesl, and is probounced by scientific men every-
where to. be the most pacfest food. Tor invalids ‘ever jun.
trinineed:  Sold by Druggists  aud Grucers, Jic.; 80,

uod §1.00, : N :

1

UMU&URAILWAY

hastern ]) ivis

on.

COMMENCING ‘TUESDAY, FEBRUARY
Trains will be run co this l)ninlnn e fcllows :—
EXPRESS, MIXFD

et 400 pam. 6.00p.m, *
Avrive Thres Rivers. ... L T45 pangs 30 pmy
Louve Three Rivers. . S B0 pan, 4.30 a.m_
Arrive Quebeo.. ol 10,46 p.m. 9.00 a.m, .

RE'I‘URN)N(’}

Q90 pm. . 6.1
5.10 pum. 11.20

;uu:,

Leave Hochelaga . ...

Leave Quebeo
Atrive Uhree Rivers

Toave Three Rivers,. . 5095 pan, S 3. W pam,
Acrrive Hochalaga. ... .00 0.0 8,40 pan. 8. JO p.an,

Traius leave Mile-End Sintion ten minates lnm .

Tickets for snle st offfeds of Starnes, Leve & Alden,
Ageants, 202 81, James Ntreet, and 158 Notre ‘Dame
Struvt and at Hox )mmxa asd MileBod Bmllunl‘ =

R P o PR!\'CL
Geul Pcul. o\gent,

5 p.m.
pm.

!-'ob) 'hh 181

ROBERT MILLER

Puhhshm. Book-Binder, Manufactuﬂng and}
WHOLESALE STATIONER,

- IMPORTRRIOY -/ .
WaIlPupers, Window Shades and“»
SCHOOL BQOKS

397 N01 RE- Duu: Smpx'r MONTuAL.
BiE 6




