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TO OUR FRIENDS.

ANY person getting up o Club of five will be
entitled to a freo copy of tho Reapsr, during the
existencs of the Club ; and if a yearly Clubof tep;
to o freo copy of the paper, and a handsomely
Bound copy (two volumes) of Garneaws History
of Canada, which is published at $3.00 by R.
Worthington, Publisher and Bookseller, next
door to Post Office, Mentreal,

THANKSGIVING.

BT OENRY PRINOE.

Ing clouds havo shed life-giving rain by day,
Night's cisterns havo distilled refreshing dew ;
Tho sun hath sail'd tho vaulted blue bighway
Beniguly all the joyous summer thro'.
From out tho depths of tho mysterious air
God’s hand hath stretched and bless'd all things
below ;—
Now frultful grain, and herd, and blessom fair,
“Exuberant o'er hill und valley grow.
Tho sunvy days of harvest-timearo past,
Ang Peeco sud Plenty gunrd the garner door ;
While stalwart Laboar, weary, secks her rest,
With smiles survoying carth's prolific store.
And thankfal man, in tones of deapest pray'r,
Gives glory to his God for all His bounteous care.
Moxtrear, Oct. 18th,
Thanlsgiving-day.

NENMESIS.

B UCE of the world’s mdrality is simply con-
ventional.  That which the people of one
country regard as criminal, those of another coun-
try consider to bo just and lawfal. The Asiatic
delights in polygamy, and the European mons-
gamist sends forth missionarics to convinee him
of the sinfulness of having many wives, Every-
whero & single murder is & crime, wholesale mur-
der is glory; and circumstances alter tho aspect
of guilt. Nor is it in great matters alono that
our moral code ig defective. Acts highly repre-
bensible are committed overy day, by privato
individuals and bodics of men, which are visited
by neither condemnation nor puni hment, -
Before mary months, in all human ptobability,
tho cholera will bo upon us, and are we prepared

for this terrible visitor ? 1f wo aro not, at-whosa-

door lios the sin? Wo shionld not perheps blame

the Corporation overmuch, for they may not have
the powernor the time to do all that isnecessary.
They may not be able to drain the pestilential
marshes of Griffintown, St. Antoino ward, and
tho Quebec suburbs; but there is much that could
be effected between this and spring, by the re-
woval of nuisantes, including accumulations of
deposits injurious to health, cesspools, foul ditches,
animals filthily Kept, or in wrong localities,
and tho like. Health officers ought also to be
appointed, who, among their other duties, should
havo power to prevent overcrowding, one of
the most fruitful causes of fever and pestilence
a3 also in the matter of offensive trades and
manufactures. Under ordinary circumstances, the
mortality of this city i3 great as compared with
other towns and cities in the Province, although
the death-rate in somo of tho wardsis far less
than in others. In a pamphlet published by Dr.
George E. Fenwick in 1862, he ably describes
the sanitary condition of Montreal, specifying the
prevailing discases and their causes. In one
place he remarks : ¢ After referring to the tables,
it will bo observed that the greatest proportion
of deatbs takes place ininfants under two years of
age; this fact is borno out by professional expe-
ricnce. Tho proportion of the death of infants
under two years of age bears a ratio to all deaths
of about one in 2-73, equal to about 36:55 per
cent. In this calculation T have omitted tho atill-
born and all those registered as haviag died under
ono mouth; wero thess added it would give a
ratio of onein 1-76, or equal to 6660 per cent.
The ratio of the mortality of children under eight
years of age i3 equal to onein 145 or 68-7o.
Between tho ages of eight and fifteen -the ratio
falls off surprisingly, giving only o percentage of
about 2.20." These facts tell their own tale,and
sufficiently cstablish the enormous eoxtent of
infant mortality in Montreal ; and the chief causes
aro insufficient drainage and ventilation. W
have known instaunces of persons losing the
children born to them while residing in a badly
drained port of tho city, and who did not loso
ano after removing to o part where the drainage
had been better attended to, or which did not
so much stand in want of jit. The duty of the
Corporation is then plain ; theyshonld take every
precaution, to be drawn from our own experienco
or that of other countrics, against tho calamity
that is pendiog over ms. Tho cholers has
appearcd in several parts of Africa, Asia, and
Europe; and though its somewhat cccentric
movements have hitherlo resembled tho moan-
cuvres of an army preparing for battle, the on-
slanght is avidently not far off. It is inaction
that wo have to dread in this contingency; and
43 tho regponsibility is great, so sins of omission
will amount to crirae, cven if they should escape
unwhipt of justice. But we hope for better
things, and that the authoritics will be up and
doing, cro it bo too late. Nor is it to tho cor-
poration aloze that wo muss look, The proparty

Lawners of Montreal bave also a duty to pesform,

-Thoy are bound to sce that their own hbusés

and those of their tenants shall want nothing
necessary to tho health of those who dwell in
them, a thing too much neglected, especially in
the poorer class of houses.

Perbaps wo cannot do better hero than to
cnumerate some of the measurcs passed by the
English Parliament in the canse of sanitary
reform, and upon which several works have
recently appeared in that country. The first
visitation of the cholera to the British Isles was,
a3 we all know, in 1831, the second in 1849, the
third in 1854. The second visit fully aroused
the nation to the danger of its recurrence, and
former provisionsfor the preservation of the pub-
lic health were revised and new ones cnacted.
In 1846 had appearcd the *Nuisance Removal
Acty” which basbeen altered and improved up
tothe present time; in 1848, the ¢ Public Health
Act,” and various acts of a similar kind, cstab-
lishing local Boards followed; in 1852 and 1853
several acts of a sanitary character, among them
tho “ Metropolis Water Act;” thero were also the
act to make compulsory the practice of vaccina-
tion, of which we have a transcript in Canada,
which is never cnforced, the Metropohs Local
Management Act, 1855, and mcre recently still
an Actfurther to improve the sewerage of Lon-
don, Wo havo only mentioned the most im-
portant of the Eaglish sanitary enactments.
They abound with the most useful provisions on
matters connected with the question, and are a
storchouse of precedents for other countrics to
copy. They obviate the trouble and expense in-
cidental to the punishment and removal of nuis-
aonces under the common law, by giving sum-
mary jurisdiction to magistrates, and by the ap-
pointment of officers to carry out the intentions
and objects of the several acts. The medical
officer of health in every parish in London, must
be #“a legally qualified practitioner of skill and
experience,” and his functions as well a3 thoso
of the Inspector of nuisances are thus set forth:

%To inspect and report periodically upon tho
sanitary condition of tho parish or district, to
ascertain the existenco of diseases, more especially
epidemics increasing the rate of mortality, and
to point out tho existenco of any nuisancoe or
other local causes which are likely to originato
and maintain such diseascs, ard injuriously
affect the health of the inbabitaxts, and to take
cognisance.of the fact of tho existence of any
contagious or cpidemic diseasez, and to point
out tho most efficacious mode of checking or
preventiog tho sproad of such diseases, and also
to point out the most cfficient modes for the
ventilation of churches, chapels, schools, lodg-
ing-houscs, and other public edifices within the
parish or district, and to perform ony otber
duties of a like nature which may be required
of him.”

It is impossible to treat this most jmportant

-question as wo would wish within the space at
"our disposal, and woe must concludo by warning
.tho publig that Newnesis in the form of cholera
' comes from tho cdespool ond the swazp.
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PIONEERS OF FRANCE IN THE
NEW WORLD.¥

——

IN this volume, by Mr, Patkman, we have the

first instalment of a very important contribu-
tion to thoe history of the North American Couti-
nent. The tastes of the author have led lum to
devote hitmself during & long series of years to
the study, not only of the native tribes of North
America, but to the carliest Europeau coloniza-
tion of this western world. The terse, animated,
picturesque style which marked lus carlier
productions i3 still to be found in this his latest
book. The sources of historic information from
which be has drawn are various aod widely scat-
tered, embracing, we believe, eversthing hereto-
fore published in relation to his subject, as well
as documents n tho Arcliives of Fruuce, and in
possession of private collections in Canada and
elsewhere. The rescarch involved in the study
for this volume must have demanded such
Patience and toil as only an enthusiustic devo-
tion to his therae can make posstble to the stu-
dent. While they are strictly historical, and con-
stantly sustained by adequate authoritics, the
narratives bave all the charm of romance. The
writer's love for his subject bag led lum to visit
historic localities, and there compose the picture
which he presents to his reader in stnking out-
line and living words.

The present volume, pp. 420, i3 the first of a
proposed series of historical narratives designed
to illustrate the carlicst European colonization
of North America, and the contlict of the leading
European Powers for the possession of this con-
tinent.  The book opens with the ¢ Hugue-
nots in Florida ; with a sketch of Huguenot Colo-
nization in Brazil.” This portion occupies nearly
a third of the volume, and is replete with infur-
mation of marked interest, presented in a style
which gives fresh attraction to the reader at
every successive page. The next division, occu-
pring two-thirds of the book, is entitled ¢ Samucl]
DeChamplain and bis Associates; with & view
of carlier French Adventure in America, and the
Legends of the Northern Coasts.” Herewe have
the story of the first beginnings of our cities of
Quebee and Montreal; the first ascent by Euro-
peans of the River St. Lawrcnee and its chief
tributaries.

We are strongly tempted to make extracts,
but we must forbear, as we cannot but assume
such immediate sale of the book as will at once
bring it within the reach of our readers gene-
rally. We would fain forbear, indced, and yet
as our journal bears the imprint of Montreal, we
are constrained to present our readers with Mr.
Parkman’s account of Jacques Carticr’s arrival
at Hochelaga on an Qctober day, three hundred
aund thirty years ago. Causing his two larger
vessels to bo harboured within the mouth of the
St. Charles River, Cartier took the smallest—a
galleon of forty tons—and two open boats, and
with sixty sailors and & few gentlemen, bo set
furth from Stadacona (Quebec) for Hochelaga
(Montreal).

« Slowly gliding on their way, by walls of ver-
dure, brightenced in the sutumnal suy, they saw
forests festooned with grape-vines, and waters
alive with wildfow]; they heard the song of the
blackbird, the throsh, and, as they fondly thought,
the nightingale. The gallcon grounded; they
Icft bier, and, advancing with the boats,alonc, on
the second of October neared the goal of their
hopes, the mysterious Hochelaga.

# Where now are scen the quays and store-
houses of Montreal, a thousand Indians thronged
the shore, wild with delight, dancing, singing,
crowding about the strangers, and showennginto
the boats their gifts of fish and maize; and, asit
grew dark, fires lighted up the night, while, far
aad near, the French could sco the excited
savages leaping and rejoicing by the Llaze,

« At dawn of day, marshalled and accoutred,
they set forth for Hochelaga. An Indian path
led through tho forest which covered tho site of

*« Dioneers of Francy in the New World.,” By
Franeis Parkman, Author of  History of tho Con-
epiracy Of F'ontiac,” ¢ Prairio and Rocky Mounntain
Lafe," &o. Boston: Litile, Brown & Co.; Montreal:
Dawson Brothers,

Montreal. The morning air was chill and sharp,
the leaves 4vero changing hne, and beneath tho
oaks the ground was thickly strewn with acorns.
They soon wet an Indian chief with a party of
tribesmen, or, as the old parrative hasit, ¢ ono
of the principal lords of the said city,” attended
with o numerous retinue. Greeting them after
the concise courtesy of the forest, ho led them to
a firo kindled by the side of tho path for their
comfort and refreshment, scated them on the
carth, and made them a long harang:.e, receiving
in requital of Lis cloquenco two hatchets, two
kunivey, and o crucifix, the last of wlucl he was
iuvited to kiss. Tlus done, they resumed their
march, and presently issued forth upon open
fields, covered far and near with tho ripened
maize, its leaves rustling, its yellow grains
gleaming between the parting busks.,  Before
therg, wrapped in forests painted by the carly
frosts, rose tho ridgy back of the Mountain of
Montreal, and below, encompassed with its corn-
flelds, lay tho Indian town. Nothing was visible
but its encircling palisades. They were of
trunks of trees, set in a triplo row. The outer
and inner ranges inclined till they met and
crossed near the summit, while the upright row
between them, aided by transverse braces, gavo
to the whole an abundant strength. Within
were galleries for the defenders, rudo ladders to
mount them, and magazines of stones to throw
down on the heads of assailants. It was a mode
of fortification practised by all the tribes speak-
ing dialects of the Iroquois.

“ The voyagers entered the narrow portal.
Within, they saw some fifty of those large oblong
dwellings so familiar in after-years to the cyes of
the Jesuit apostles in Iroquois and Huron forests.
They were fifty yards or more in length, and twelve
or fifteen wide, framed of sapling poles closely
covered with sheets of bark, and cach containing
many fires and many fomilies. In the midst of
the town was an open ares, or public square, a
stone’s-throw in width. Here Cartier and bis
fullowers stopped. -~hile the surrounding houses
of bark disgorgi. their inmates,—swarms of
children, and young women and old, their infants
in their arms. They crowded about the visitors,
crying for delight, touching their beards, fecling
their faces, and holding up the screeching infants
to be touched in turn.  Strango in hue, strange
in attire, with moustached lip and bearded chin,
with arqucbuse and glittering balberd, helmet,
and cuirass,—were tho marvellous strangers de-
migods or men?

¢ Due time allowed for this exuberance of femi-
nige raptuce, the warriors interposed, banished
the women and children to a distance, and
squatted on the ground around the French, row
within row of swarthy forms and eager faces,
“ ag if,” says Cartier, ¢ wo were going to act o
play” Then appeared a2 troop of women, cach
bringing a mat, with which they carpeted tho
bare carth for tho behoof of their guests. The
1atter being seated, tho chief of the pation was
borne before them on a deer-skin by a number of
his tribesmen, a bedridden old savage, paralyzed
and helpless, squalid as the rest in bis attire, and
distinguished only by a red fillet, inwrought with
dyed quills of the Canada porcupise, encircling
bis lank, black hair. They placed him on the
ground at Cartier’s feet and made signs of wel-
come for him, while he pointed feebly to his
powerless limbs, and implored the healing touch
from the hand of the French chief. Cartier
complied, and received in ackrowledgment the
red fillet of bis grateful patient. And now from
surrounding dwellings appeared a woful throng,
tho sick, the lame, the blind, the maimed, the
decrepit, brought or led forth and placed on the
carth before tho perplexed commander, « ag if,”
he says, “a God had como down to cure them.”
His skill in medicine being far behind the emer-
geacy, ho pronounced over bis petitioners a por-
tion of the Gospel of St. Jobn, of infallible effi-
cacy on such occasions, made the sign of the
cross, and uttered o prayer, not for their bodics
only, but for their miserable soals. Next he read
tho passion of the Saviour, to which, thongh com-
prehending not a word, his audience listened with
grave attention. Then camb o distribution of
presents. The squawsand children were recalled,
and, with the warriors, placed in scparate groups.

Knives and bhatchets wero given to the mien,
beads to tho women, and powter ringsand images
of the Agnus Dei flung among the'troop of child-
ren, whence ensued o vigorous scramble in the
squaro of Hochelaga. Now the French trum-
petors pressed their trumpets to their lips, and
blew a blast that filled the air with warlike din,
aud the hearts of the hearers with amazewment
and delight. Bidding their hosts farewell, tho
visitors formed their ranks and defiled through
the gate onco more, despite the efforts of a crowd
of women, who, with clamorous hospitality, besct
them with gifts of fish, beans, corn, and other
viands of strangely uninviting aspect, which the
Frenohmen courteously declived.

“ A troop of Indians followed, and guided them
to tho top of the neighbouring mountain. Cartier
called it Mounf Royal, Montreal ; and hence the
namo of the busy city which now holds the site
of the vanished Hochelaga, Stadaconé and
Hochelaga, Quebec and Montreai, in the sixteenth
century as in the nineteenth, were the centres of
Canadian population.

& From the summit, that noble prospect met his
eye which at this day i3 tho delight of tourists,
but strangely changed, singe first of white men,
the Breton voyager gazed upon it. Tower and
dome and spire, congregated roof3, white sailand
gliding steamer, animato its vast expanse with
varied life. Cartier saw a different gcene, East,
west, and south, the mantling forest was overall,
and the broad blucribbon of the great river glist-
ened amid a realm of verdure. Beyond, to the
bounds of Mexico, stretched a leafy desert, a-d
the vast hive of industry, tho mighty battle-
ground of later centuries, lay sunk in savage tor-
por, wrapped in illimitable woods.”

Maaazises.~We have reccived the October
number of “London Society,” from Messrs
Dawson Bros. The opening article discusses
“The Medicinal Effects of Laziness” with an
evident faith in its sovereign virtues when judi-
ciously indulged in. ¢ Matrimony Across the
Water? points out several anomalies in French
marriage laws, and is plentifully intersporsed
with anccdotes illustrative of the contrast be-
tween the marriago institution in Franco and
Great Britain, ¢ Witty Women and Pretty Wo-
men of the time of Horaco Walpole,” a very in-
teresting paper, introduces the reader, to s number
of the most distinguished ladies of the cighteenth
century. Under tho heading of  The Merchant
Princes of England” wo have a gketch of the his-
tory of the celebrated Gouttses, Bankers of Lon-
don and Edinburgh, ancestors of the wealthy and
excellent Miss Burdett Coutts. There are also
a number of ight and well written tales and sket~
ches.  The illustrations, a special feature of this
magazine, are as usual of a high order.

Tug Wallaco monament at Stirling, which has
reached the height of 155 feet, in the shape of a
tower, has been stopped for want of funds; tho
plant and materials on the ground are to be sold
to pay debts.

s Scote wha hao wi' Wallace bled,
Scots o’er aN tho wido world #pread,
Bring gour bawbies, cvery red,
Wil uild&hoglogous xmo.i '

ill yo ¢ tho boon yo gio
it ?e.g;‘x" \Lx:mﬂmn' cc,y &
Your exaltec duty seo,
Hero rovealed in vain?”

The only alteration that will be made in the new
Atlantic telegraph cable will be the substitation
of gtrands in the placo of solid iron wires for the
external covering. These strands will cach con-
sist of three wires, and cach strand will be co-
vered with manilla. It is thought that by this
means all chance of the gutta-percha being
| pierced by the external wire will be prevonted,
as cach wire singly would bo too wesk to be
thrust into tho interior of the cable.

Mr. J. D. Morrison, a dentist of Edinburgh, bas
patented en ingenious modification of forceps,
which admits artificially cooled air through its
poiats to the gum™, so as to deaden sensation pre-
viously to the excraction of the tooth, and thus
render the operation painless,
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ENTRAPPING AN HEIRESS.

S

ISN’T he fascinating?” suddenly exclaimed
Lucy Grammerton to her cousin Emily, the
morning after Miss Sinclair's grand ball,

Emily looked up at the bright young face en-
quiringly.

“Who?"

“ Why, how stupid you are! Who should I
mean Yt the handsome, gentlemanly Augustus
Moriungton. I'm going to elope with him to-
night.”

“For shame, Lucy! to mention such a thing
when you know that Mr. Sinclair received reli-
able information last evening that he wasnothing
but an adventurer, who wishes to make bhis for-
tune by entrapping an heiress.”

« All slander, my dear Coz. Fanny Sinclair
oautioned me last night against receiving his at-
tentiors, but it was all through jealousy; she
wanted the handsome Adonis all to herself. She
told me her father would have ordered him out,
but the proof of his being other than what he
seemed was rather vague, and to avoid a scene
be was allowed to remain. Won't they be sur-
prised when they hear that, in spite of their re-
liable information, I have consented to be his
wife. To-morrow morning, my dear cousin, you
will have the pleasure of being called upon by
Mrs. Augustus Mortington.

¢ Nonsense! Did he propose though?” |

« Certainly. You remember the few minutes
we left the ball-room together. Well, he led me
to a lounge, sank upon his knees, and in the
most approved style avowed his passion. Cir-
cumstances, he said, prevented him from making
my father acquainted with his intentions just at
present. He was aware that certain rumours
were circulating detrimental to his character,
but in a couple of days at the most he would
bring forward such proof as would confound his
accusers. In the meantime, I could rely upon
his honour. He could not, however, live that
length of time without calling me his own, and
he prayed, therefore, that I would not prolong
his agony by refusing an immediate marriage.
A carriage would be provided at ten o’clock this
evening, and a minister would be in waiting at
Harden’s hotel to unite us at once. He did not
care for my fortune, as his own was immense;
it was only my sweet self he wanted. I am not
made of adamant, and I graciously nodded my
consent. He kissed my hand gallantly, swore I
had made him the happiest of men, and we re-
turned to the ball-room a betrothed couple.”

« Well, Lucy, if such is the case,” said Emily
gravely, “ I must consider it my duty to inform
your father of your condact.”

“ No you won't. Listen!” and she whispered
in her cousin's ear for a few minutes,

When she had concluded, Emily looked up
smiling, and, putting her arm around Lucy’s
waist, they descended to the dining-room whit-
her Molly, the coloured kitchen-maid, was sum-
moned to meet her young mistress immediately,

The conference, which was strictly confiden-
tial, lasted for half an hour, when Molly emerg-
ed with a broad smile on her countenance, and
holding tightly between her fat palms some-
thing very much like quarters.

The night get in dark and cold, and at pre-
cisely ten o’clock a close carriage drew up afew
paces from the avenue which led up to the snug
residence of Mr. Grammerton. Mr. Augustus
Mornington jumped out, and advaneing to the
gate, listened eagerly for the sound of footsteps.

# By heavens! if she were to disappoint me,”
he muttered, after half-an-hour had elapsed
without his hearing aught of the expected one,
«1 should be nicely fixed. She may have re-
vealed her intention to fly with me, and been
persuaded to give it up. But pshaw!she could’nt
have been so foolish, and she seems too truthful
to deceive me. I shall be a made man yet. The
governor will, no doubt, come down handsomely
when he finds that the irrevocable knot is tied,
She’s handsome as & picture, too, but that's onl
a secondary consideration. Money is the lever
that moves the world, somebody said, and he
spoks the truth. But hark! here she comes.
Now for a little bolduess, and all will be well”

And he gallantly advanced to meet the ap-
proaching fair one, who, deeply veiled, advanced
cautiously.

¢ Dear Lucy, you have made me the happiest
of men,” he whispered, helping her into the car-
riage.

She was a little bulkier in person, he thought,
than on the previous evening, but he easily ac-
counted for the difference by remembering that
then she was in the lightest of ball-room dresses.
The evening was chilly, too, and she, without
doubt, preferred not to take cold on her wedding
night. She trembled perceptibly when he geated
himself by her side, and gave utterance to a
sound very like a smothered laugh ; but, begging
her to be calm, and have no fears, he gave the
signal, and the horses dashed off.

In about ten minutes the carriage halted op-
posite the private door of Harden’s hotel. Mr.
Augustus helped out his future bride ; the door
was opened by some one inside, and they ascended
the staircase, the elated bridegroom whispering
words of comfort to his silent, trembling com-
panion. An officious waiter met them on the
landing, and ushered them into a small dimly-
lighted parlour. The expectant bride sank into
a seat, and Augustus, fancying she was faint,
ran to & side table, and poured out a glass of
water. '

“ Be quick, darling, the minister is waiting in
the next room,” he whispered, banding her the
liquid.

The darling, however, seemed in no particular
hurry, for, readjusting herself on her seat, she
drew her veil closer, and allowed him to wonder
at her apathy at such a moment with the utmost
indifference.

“ Come, dearest, do take off your things,” he jm-
patiently said, as the minister, whq, for a liberal
bribe, had consented to perform the ceremony,
entered the room, followed by the witnesses.

“ Golly! but yer in a drefful hurry to marry
me,” came in full rich tones from the lips of the
laughing Molly. .

Mr. Augustus Mortington started as though a
thunderbolt had fallen at his feet. The next
moment he sprang forward, and tore the cover-
ing from her face. The black, plump face met
his gaze. With an execration I had better not
repeat, he shoved her from him, dashed through
the door, upsetting the worthy minister, and
gained the street. The carriage was where he
had left it, and, jumping in, he disappeared.

It is perhaps needless to add that he has not
since attempted his laudable intention to entrap
an heiress, nor that Molly was liberally reward-
ed for the part she had taken in the affair.

Montreal, October, 1865. G.H. H,

Hints 10 Youne LADIES.——A great many es-
says have been written on the easiest mode of
bringing to an end that animal life of curs. One
is in favour of hanging, auother of drowning, and
a third thinksa buliet through the heart will pro-
duce the least suffering. But we have an easier
road to death than either, Although the object
may not be s0 soon accomplished, still it js as
effectual, for thousands have tried it. Wa will
give you the recipe. Take scveral strong cords
—fagten them round the waist astight aa you
can bear it, and let them remain a day or two.
Gradually tighten the cords, and persevere, until
your body has the appearance of an hour-glass.
Your health will gradually decline; you will feel
faint and languid ; you cannotendure work, and
will probably have the dyspepsia, liver complaint,
and be exceedingly troubled with yervousness.
No matter ; the work of death will be gradually
going on, and, before many months, consumption
will be seated, and you will die 80 easy a death,
that your parting breath willbe hardly percep-
tible, If, however, you .wxsh to commit suicide in -
a shorter time, wear thin shoes and muslin dress-
es in cold and damp weather. We have never
known this recipe tofail.

TaEae is no greater obstacle in the way of
success in life than trusting for something to
turn up, instead of going to work and turning
up something. :

It is not always the golden roof which keeps -
out care and sorrow, nor the humble cot which

refuges to shelter peace and happiness.
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“ TI]E oll boy seemed deuced strong in Liares

and Penates, said Jack, at the door; when
you're dune fuoling there, you can say so, and
we'll tote the grub duwn to the dug-out, aud
make tracks.”

% Let's," chimed in a chorus of young braves.

Construing this lingua franca to mean, th t if
we were ready they were, we ail rushed, pelln 1l
over and through a fence, flew precipitately down
to the shore, and found o square pig-trough,
helf-full of dirty water,

This wag o boat.

1t was the old problem of the fox aud the
bag of corn. The boat would only hold so
many. The fox must not be left alone with the
goose, nor the goose with the bag of corn.
Arithmetic was brought to bear, ecnding in a
solution. Jack to cruss, with Bonne mere and the
baskets. Jack to return, and furry Bon pére,and
the young braves. Young braves to return, and
ferry Cliaron. Charon to return, and feery young
ladies. Thus age neutralized youth, and abste-
tniousness appetite,

The last cargo landed, Charon ran on in front
of us, up a littlo hill, to another fence.

A fence is a hornble thing. Not to a man,
of course, who struts up to it, puts his hand on
the top rail, and vaults over with no qualms of
drapery. Buta woman sces in that top rail the
source of a thousand embarrassments. Possible
rips are init. Probable rents are in it. Likely
seratuhes are in it; certain blushes are init, It
i3 hard work to climb up to it on one side, and
abominable work to get down on the other.

QOur toprail we achieved with 2s muach grace
as toprails admit of , and sbasdoned oursclves to
Charon. That amiable old fellow, in his blue
breeches, now metempsychosed into a sumpter
horse, with powers of guidance, trotted on gaily,
with o basket slung a either arm.  Trotted on
until, abruptly, without warning, he plunged
into a thick wood on tho left. A wood, track-
lesg to the unaccustomed eye, but whese bran-
ches secemed to part, and make way for him, a3
bis steps crackled upwards. A wood, uwmbrag-
eous, dense, rocky, tricky and decepuive, whither
we fullowed gingerly. The balsams, the fir-trees,
and the maples, opened their arms in kiodly hos-
pitality, as we stumbled passed them, trying in
vain to keep up with our furlorn hope, whose
voice halloed us checrily from indefimte heights
above, and to whom we ever shouted, panting as
we went, fdrréte! Arréte! Arréter Ho heard,
halted, turned and launched ioto o harangue on
the subject of souliers de beuf.

“ Nothing like the Moccasin of Beef,” he said,
in effect ; “one is not altogether shod, otberwise.
A boot of morocco, kid, or gim robbets, oay be
well on urban sido walk, or macadamized high-
way. Tel’ ben je n'dis pas non. But when you
f£o a pleasuring, through monntain boscage, it
needs superb, commodious shoon, comme cett-z-
14, indicating modestly his own. “If the ladies
of Mounsiear bau informed themselves once of
the convenience of moccasins, they would with-
out doubt have shaped themselves a pair for
esample. Quiens! Je vd-t-y vous ramasser des
beloits 7"

To whom I, in polished accents of old France,

¢ Most simple vaunter of half dressed cowhide,
I know weil that thou seest little beyond thine
honest nose, and can’st scarce tell whether it is
pulled for thee, or then followest at random its
natural bent, But let me tell theo that these
samo beef moccasing are tha certain Shubboleth®
of thy unlettered caste, ar  thatI conceive it o
duty I owe my country,at them to turn up, most
decidedly, my own independent nose.  Although
conscious of ho charm which, for thee, the moc-
casin may bave, I decline cxchanging my Bal-
moral-boots with their fifty-two eyclet holes, for
those ancient, unsavory, and significant chaus-
sures of thine, Qut ramasse nous-en &'l {e-plait”

Thus by burst of oratory wasthe ascent inter-
rapted.  We were, indecd, for the most port, out
of breath, and by no means loth for an episodo of

® Query Insignia? Eo,*

repose.  To sink, recumbent, therefore, on o soft
ved of punk, anticipntory of blucburries in tins
was the work of a moment. But blue berries do
not grow inting. No doubt, if nature had chosen,
she might, according to such cconomy, have
ordered the development of that fruit, with the
addition while she was about it of a littlo white
sugar, and a silver spoon, but no doubt she didn't
do any thing of tho kind. I got, for my share,
one bush, roots and all, upon which were a great
many leaves, two green berries am! threo ripoe
ones. But, upon the whole, it was scarcely
remunerative to dally at the foot of the moun-
tain, with the summit still unattained, and the
day growing. And, assome oue pointedly remar-
ked, if we wero going up atall, we had better go;
so, accordingly we went.

The path was full of the most delightful uncer-
taintics. You wereliable, at any moment, to rasp
all the skinoff'yoursclf ; or to tumblo backwards,
off rocks and break your neck; or toge* your
eyes put out by brauches, which those in front
of you were forever letting go with a jerk; orto
have an avalanche come tearing down aud stone
you to death. As for baving all the plaits ripped
out of your dress, and losing the licels of your
boots, and getting your coat tails wrenched off,
and leaving your waterfall on every tree you
came to, and seeing your hat flying away into
gullies beyond reach ; these were circumstances
which habit duly tempered into trifles to bo
laughed at. Sometimes ths path was perpen-
dicular, to be wriggled up ; sometimes a cranway,
to be wedged into; sometimes a network of
roots and branches, to be tripped upon ; some-
times a mere question of breadth ; as given o
fingerlength of space, and a hundred and forty
pounds of compact flesh, to squeeze through it.

Through the wood, and through the wood, and
again through the wood, yet we never scemed to
gain on destiny. Rock, and wood, and caltross
overcome, still ahead were rock, and wood, and
caltrogs. We scrambled, leaped, and tore, one
woraent, hut to scramble, leap, and tear the next,
Here might be a rock, which, in tbe nature of
homan anatomy, secemed insurmountable; yet,
being surmounted, yonder stood another, half
as terrible, To bresk down, by forcs of muscle,
ono gummy tamarack from the impassible way,
was to display muscular strength on a thousand
more,

Our courage was fast being bruised and fayed
out of recognition, when o shout of triumph
reached us from an aspirant after fame, who had
outcrawled the unambitious, and now, from
highest height, ﬁmcmimed the victory his, A
possibility of chorus-shouting reanimated us.
Hopo rencwed vigour. To conceive was at last
to achicve. One by one wo emerged into day-
light, and the upper air, and sank, gasping, at
the foot of the cross that marks the loftiest sum-
wit of the mountain.

Past flagellation was forgottcn n present
reward.

The coveted copjunction of island, river,
streamlet, ficld, foreat, valley, and mountain,
wags, at last, ours. Around and beneath us
stretchied the very pleasantest picture that one
would wish to sce. Many another, perhaps
grander landscapes, made up of just such mate-
rials, but, as they there stood, they fell in with
our mood, and suited us, that summer afternoon.
If the sky bad beca bluer, the champaign
smoother, the mountains higher, tho rivers
broader, wo_might not have been so bappy as
we were. Scenery may be too ravishing, snd
thus presuppose too much for full enjoyment.
I cannot fancy myself altogether at my case in
the valley of Chamouni, or the roar of Niagars.
Valley and cataract scem to le7y no end of black
mail, payablo at daybreak, in rhymes, on cvery
Lionest traveller who chances their way, Niagara
would embarrass me. I cannot rhyme. But here
where no eye of poet ever rol'ed, I was quite at
bome and enjoyed myself. ¥ could have done
tho honours, if nced be, like a serene and tran-
quil bostess. But thero was no need. Each was
his own host, and partook of the scenery as
suited his nature,

Ono gazed dreamily acroas the wide sweep of
intervening country, towards the farthest and
dimmest mountain, that shadow and cloudlike,

blended with the sky, and seemed jtself n drean,
One looked downwards upon the little village
in tho valley, where in themidst of poplars stood
a slender steepled church, and beside it, o grave-
yard, with black crosses. One looked lungingly
at a bright and beautiful green island, past which
the strong river scemed to journey gently with
love-whisperings.  One turned to the west,
where was neither mountain norriver, but a long
stretch of square fields, barley, wheat, and corn,
that smiled cbeerfully in the sun like a picture
of home,

Qver hill, and stream, and ripening Gield, hung
such o | encrous wealth of shine, such a lavish
outpouring of sweot sumamer air, so fair a sky, so
light & wind, such an utter glory everywhere,
that we became ag if bidden to a feast of the
gods, to drink at will of their nectar divine,

The tap was excelient, It filled us with the
very spirit of gaiety, We all scemed to bubble
out simultancously into jollity. e fairly ran
over, We laughed, shouted, skipped, daunced
over the blueberries, leaped upon the rocks, and
executed & thousand caprices, from a mere wmad
impulse of exuberance. If this was not Olympus,
at least, hereabouts, was old Orcady; and Pan,
after all, was haunting the mountain,  There
were weird whisperings in the air, which were,
no doubt, the music of his reed, The woods and
the streamlets began to rouse, and stretch and
bestir themselves. Pan piped & merricr measure,
and dropping from the trees, hurrying from the
valleys, scampering tbhrough the groves, and
trailing up from rivers, came trooping forth a
whole bevy of nymphs, fairics, and satyrs, and
joined our revelry. How merrily we tripped it
in the full blaze of day! How the music sent
our feet flying to all manuer of wild rbythms!
How those bright creatures dazzled us with the
beauty of their motions.

My partoer was & handsome young faun, who
came bounding to me from a little cluster of
vigorous clms.  We floated together through an
old fashioned dance, which the world has for-
gotten these thousands of years. A maddening
dance, full of the most exquisite poetry, the sub-
tlest harmonics, the most witching mazes that
wrapped our senses in a dream of ecstacy, and
floated us out upon ether. Inreturn for teaching
mo thislost measure, I ventured some instructions
in our own more modern talse @ deux lemps, as
developed in Montreal drawiog-rooms. Ho looked
slightly bewildered as I took the positions, but
when I showed him Low the jerk was done, and
how the twisting round was done, and requested
bim to jerk and twist alternately, as fast as ho
could, his embarrassraent increased, and he
began hastily to whisper poems of the long ago,
when gods came down to woo the daughters of
men, and to dance, to dance, to dance, was Life's
gravest work, and the whole carth was gay.

As be spoke I saw a regular beauty of a dryad
descend from & young maple trec, and go sweep-
ing off to Bon pere, while a big satyr of a fellow
went chattering up to Bonne mére, and whirled
ber round in a jig-d-deur. Everywhere were
orcads skipping, fawns leaping, satyrs springing,
and, among them, our sober folk had gone mad.
We were artless children of nature, who had
mistaken our country and clime. Insiead of a
mere modern New World, we thought oursclves
back in the golden age of old romance. It was
tho sun, that afternoon, who, in the full glory of
his immortal youth, had pelted us so merrily
with gold, that our senses were fairly dazed.

He began, slowly, to move down the western
hills, and, as slowly, we came out of our enchant-
ment. It was hard to think of the beautiful
nymphs hiding back in treo and fountain. Hard
to part with my pleasant young faun, who had
no eye-glass, and wore no paper collar. Hard to
make our mountain descent. But bustle was re-
organized. Wo all looked at one another a
little bashiully, as if each wou'd like to know
what his neighbour thought of lum. We put a
hardy faco on matters, though, made o greatado
about picking up tho remains of our luncheon,
and strapping tho baskets on Oharon’s back.
Dear old Charon! Ho swore by simple frogs,
after all, and knew nothing of $ho Styx.

Tho trees podded, liko compnnions, as wo
raced, rolled, tumbled, tore, bumped, pitched,
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slid, and leaped dewnwards. When we reached
the bottom, the little-stream murmured gently,
and, away beyond the boat, we saw something
trailing, like the garments of a maiden. Our
enchantment was half upon us, until we were
fairly seated in the carriages, with the horses
heads pointing homewards.

Qur old Canadian and his wife stood in the
door-way to see us off. We turned away. The
hour of the angelus rang pleasantly through the
val]ley. And, on the mountain top, radiant in
the setting sun, the lonely silver cross shone out
like a loved and solitary hope.

EsriGre.

THE YOUNG CHEMIST.

LessoNn V1{— Continued.

HERE are other tests for silver and copper

besides those already described; but it is

not desirable at this time to notice a greater num-
ber.

It does not necessarily follow that one sub-
stance applied for the detection of another, can
also be applied for its separation. Occasionally
this may be the case; occagionally the reverse.
Of the two tests mentioned in this lesson—~-hydro-
sulphuric acid and ferro-cyanide of potassium
(prussiate of potash) the former is not only used
as an indicator, but also as a separator ; the latter
is only employed as a test.

The separation of silver from copper, suppos-
ing these two metals dissolved in nitricacid, can
be easily effected by the application of the chemi-
cal knowledge imparted in this lesson. Mix to-
gether asolution of nitrate of silverand of nitrate
of copper. In the first place, they cannot be
separated by hydrosulphuric acid, inasmuch as
this gas, as well as its aqueous solution, throws
down both silver and copper ; neither can ferro-
cyanide of potassium be employed for the same
reason. Anotber agent must therefore be sought
for, and this agent has been already brought into
notice. On previous occasions it was shown
that chlorine, in almost any soluble or gaseous
state, will throw down silver from its solutions;
and common salt (chloride of sodium) furnishes
& very ready means of using chlorine. But will
common salt throw down copper; or will it exer-
cise any reaction unfavourable to the throwing
down of the silver? It will not; but it is as well
to try theexperiment. Add a portion of common
salt to a portion of thesolution of nitrate of cop-
per—no visible effect will result. Pour into the
mixed solutions of nitrate of silver and nitrate of
copper, therefore, a solution of common salt so
long as any precipitation takes place, and agitate

containing the solution until the white

deposit (chlorid ofsilver) coheres ; when coherent,
wash it with pure water, and separate the water
by decantation ; thesilver in the form of chloride
of silver will be obtained leaving the copper in
solytion behind. It has been assumed that the
mixeq solution of nitrate of silver and nitrate of
copper has been made by adding each of these
salfs to water. The young chemist can, however,
vary the experiment if he please, by commensing
the operation at an earlier stage, and preparing
his own solution of the two metals. For this
purpose take about the fourth of a wine-glassful
of aqua-fortis (nitric acid), and having diluted it
with an equal bulk of distilled water, put into it
the metals, silver and copper, to be dissolved,

. such &8 & small silver coin, say a five cent piece.
Silver coins in Canada are not made of pure silver
but of sitverand copper, but the copper isina very
small proportion. The nitric acid will dissolve
the two metals with evolution of reddish fumes.
Hence the operation should be performed in the
open air. The solution, if sufficient acid have
been employed, will contain the whole metals.
If it be merely desired to throw down the silver
by means of common salt, the presence of a little
extra acid is not detrimental, although it would
interfere with the action of many other tests.
Hence before the application of tests it is neces-
sary to evaporate the solution to dryness, which
will drive away the superfluous acid, and then
dissolve in water. This latter process is not re-
quired to separate the silver from the copper by

means of common salt, whi
agqueous solution without er preparation.
The young chemist will, no doubt, have re-
marked that the solution in acid of the silver
coin was tinged with blue, the blue tinge being
caused by the copper: this would not have been
the case if pure silver were concerned ; the solu-
tion in the latter case would be perfectly clear.
Now only one other metal, namely, nickel, is
capaple of imparting a tint of similar colour.
The solution of mixed nitrates which has been,
operated on being now deprived of its silver in
the form of chloride, the copper may at once be
separated by a very easy method ; butit isnotin-
tended at present to diverge from the consider-

may be added in

ation of a certain group of insoluble chlorides, of
which silver is at the head. J.W.F,
ZATNA AWAKE.

TRAVELLING in Sicily not far from Catania,
and it being announced fo us that lava was
issuing from Mount Ztna, we started with two
guides to see the spectacle. Fortunately the
spot where the liquid rolled out was on the verge
of a piece of level ground, so that though the
quantity which came pouring out was very great,
its progress appeared to be slow; but in & few
hours it had spread so far, that, finding there
was no appearance of a relaxation of the activity
of the mountain, the people who lived on its
sides in a line with the direction which the lava
was taking, were seized with the wildest terror.
This we found to increase as we ascended the
mountain, and was heightened by the statements
of the charcoal-burners and others who were
employed in the higher regions, and who had
been compelled to fly before the burning torrent.
It was a dreadful sight. Tbe whole of that side
of the mountain where the lava was descending
seemed to be on fire; tremendous explosions
shook the ground, and in the villagés we passed
through the people were all out of doors; some
erying and praying to the Virgin and saints of
various denominations for help in their affliction,
others blaspheming as if the vocabulary of oaths
among them were inexhanstible. To this uproar
was added the sharp clang of bells ringing from
the numerous churches and convents, under the
absurd impression that this noise would check
the progress of the eruption. Processions headed
by priests in their vestments, carrying images of
saints, on their way up the mountain, were fre-
quently seen. Yetthe lava continued to descend
in obedience to that law which causes all fluids
to seek a level ; for neither the saintly images nor
adjurations checked its progress. Still we were
told of some remarkable instances of the course
of a stream of lava having been changed by a
few trees. In one instance, some trees at the
entrance of a narrow gully prevented the lava
from entering, and thus saved a'large amount of
property which would otherwise bave been en-
tirely at its mercy. It was not owing to the
trees being planted closely together, but is sup-
posed to be due to the repelling force of the
vapour which issued from them ; where, however,
trees stood in such & position that the molten
lignid could reach them, it made short work of
them; it shrivelled the leaves, bit deeper and
deeper into the trunk, which its weight finally
overthrew, and what was once & flourishing
orchard of olive-trees could only be distingnished
by charred trunks.

Frequently during our ascent we met people
coming down with loads on their heads; others
not only carrying loads themselves, but bring-
ing down laden mules. As we ascended, the
grandeur of the spectacle increased; but to get
afull and comprehensive view of the eruption,
one ought to have been above it, or in a balloon.
the number of channels into which it was divided
rendering it impossible for a person on the side
of the mountain to seee more than & portion of
the streams. According to those whose judgment
can be best relied on, the volume of lava vomited
forth during the first six days was at the rate of
eighteen thousand cubic feet per minute, and its
advance near the mouths at the rate of as many
feet in the same fime. The further from the
orifice, the less the velocity; but of course this

depended principally on the slope of the ground.
In some places it moved downwards with alarm-
ing rapidity; in others its progress was barely
perceptible. The width of the principal current
varied at one time from three hundred to fiva
hundred yards, and its depth was estimated at
fifteen yards. This enormous torrent of liquid
fire plunged down a precipice fifty feet in
depth in the form of a cataract, until it entirely
filled the basin into which it fell, and gradually
raised it to a level with the side of the moun-
tain, the surplus portion, which continued to
flow over it, running away down the bed of &
river. Fortunately lava solidifies with so much
rapidity on contact with the atmosphere, that
the further it proceeds from the place whence it
is erupted, the slower its progress becomes,
until motion finally ceases altogether, and the
fresh matter which comes forth finds it a barrier.

The most magnificent spectacle of all, however,
during this eruption, was when the fiery torrent
reached a forest composed chiefly of some hun-
dred thousand oak, pine, and chestnut trees.
Gradually, the lava ceased to flow, and the
general opinion was that the eruption was at
an end, and there was no further cause of
fear, wilen, all of a sudden, it burst forth
with greater violence than ever: but from an
opening on the western slope of the mountain;
and speedily spread over a district which had
till that time escaped with trifling damage,
presenting the appearance of a lake of fire.
‘Loug after this second eruption was at an end,
and the surface had hardened, an opening here
and there enabled one to see that the mass
below it was still in a molten condition, and in
‘some places the surface might be seen rising
and falling like the sea when there is a gentle
swell, This was probably caused by the gases
generated below being unable to find a vent.

But though the serious eruption was at an
end, the mountain was far from quiet; a pro-
longed rumbling sound was followed by an ex-
plosion, which threw large quantities of stones
and gshes in the air, mingled with dense masses
of vapour, which, on being liberated, expanded
into enormous volumes, and floated awayinto the
atmosphere. The din and uproar could hardly
have been equalled if the Cyclops of old had
been still hard at work there with thousands of
Nasmyth's steam hammers. The extent of the
atmosphere is such that we can hardly admit
that it can be affected by any quantity of gas
that can be poured into it from any source; yet
it does not seem improbable that the incalculable
quantity of poisonous gases which bave issued
from the mountain since it commenced active
operations must have been sufficient to affect
injuriously the health of the inhabitants over a
large district. )

anecdote current respecting & Germanwho
ascended the mountain and looked into the in-
terlor through one of the openings, will assist in
conveying the impression it produces on those
who follow his example. He was seen ascending
the mountain alone, and, after an absence of
several hours, returned ; yet not a word would
he utter in reply to the questions addressed to
him. The next day he was found drowned on
the edge of the sea. According to the statement
of a friend of his, he had long meditated suicide,
and it i3 supposed that he had ascended the
mountain with the intention of throwing himself
into the molten lava, after the fashion of the
well-remembered man of old, whose suicide was
discovered by the mountain throwing out his
sandal, but that the German’s mind was so over-
powered by the horrors of the scene he witness-
ed, that he could not carry out his intention, and
descended to find & grave in a cooler and more
tranquil fluid. .

The effect produced by the decomposition of
water during a volcanic eraption may be gathered
from an oocurrence which took place about
twenty-five years ago. A large number of per-
song had assembled to watch the descent of a
current of 1ava, when, all of a sudden, tho end of
it wag seen to swell into a huge dome. A terrific
explosion instantly ensued, which scattered an
jmmense quantity of burning vapour and red-
hot stones in every direction. Nearly seventy
persons were killed, and every object in the
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ncighbourbood Ievelled with tho ground. The
cause was attributed to ono of tho residents hav-
g omitted to lot the water run out of bhis tank.
Ever sinco that time, ono of tho first things a
wan does after ho has decided on abandoning
his hovse, is to empty his reservoirs of water,

Wa gbservo from the newspapers that Atanis
still fearfully and dangerously awake,

FALSE HAIR: WHERE IT COMES
TROM.

Frox Tai LoNDOX Revirw,

\VE are told thatwhen tho gentleman on horse-

back the other day paraded ap and down
Rotten-row, with o lady's chignon on the ton of
his riding-stick, all tho fair, as he passed them,
involuntarily placed their bands at the back of
their heads to sco ® theirs was missing.  No cir-
cumstance could afford a ketter illustration of the
universal vso of fulso hair among womankind
than this, Of old a woman must have arrived
at & certain ago before her pride would permit
her to don the regulation ¢ front” which at once
placed herin thecategory of old women. Now Hebe
hersclf is perfectly indifferent whether wo kaow
or not thatsho is indebted to other heads for her
flowinglocks. Tlo consequence is, that the trade
in homan hair has of late assumed very largo
proportions, and its value has increased at a pro-
digions rate. Whero docs it all come from? a
spectator naturally asks, as he surveys thoe har-
vest of locks hanging in tho windows of tho fash-
ionable hairdressers, or disposed in every concei-
vablo form on tho heads of waxen dummies.
And little docs the spectator think of the Dlue-
beard's cupboard he is asking admittanco to, in
putting this query. As a matter of course, all
products required for the artiticial decoration of
the person find their way principally to Paris, and
we aocordingly find that city is the emporium of
the trado in human hair. One hundred tons
weight of this precious ornament is, we are infor-
med, annually taken there, whence it is distribu-
ted in a raw and manufactured state over the
whole of Europe. If we could watch in secret
the rape of each lock, we should be able to give
2 series of pictures of human agony such aslife
but rarely presents, for we may be sure that asa
rule a young woman would almost as soon lose
her life a8 that glorious appendage, on which o
much of her beauty depends. The collectors of
bair on the Continent are generally pedlars, or
persons moving about the country on some other
business to which they add the the trade of hoir-
purchasing. Itis asingnlar fact that heretofore,
the agentsemployed in the collection of this pre-
cious materinl have generally been ostensibly
employed insome other occupation. Arkwright,
it will be remembered, did a little business in this
line when travelling abont the country collecting
tho spun yarn from the cottagers; and a fow
years sineo the most extensive purchasers of hair
abroad were a company of Dutch farmers, who
supplemented their own business in this maneer.
Perliaps tho trade woul@ be considered too infa-
mous to be openly practised, hence this convenient
mask. In one department of France, however,
thero appears to bave been no falso shamo on
the part of the women with respect to parting
with their hair, and this for a very obvious
reason. Tho peasant girls of Brittany cover
tbe head with a picturcsque white cap, which
wholly hides the hair, hence from this quarter
the sale of tho articlo has been for a long time
openly carricd on. Mr. Francis Trollope, in his
“Summer in Brittany,” published a fow years
since, deccribes a most amusing scene at a fair
in Collenée, where, ne says, he saw several hair
dealers shearing the peasant girls like so many
sheep. A crowd of fair Brittonnese surrounded
cach operator, and, as fast as shearcd, ho threw
the long hair, tied up in & wisp, in n basket beside
bim.  Whilst he was operating on ouc, the other
girls stood waiting for theic turn with their caps
in their hands, The fashion which cnforces the
wearing of these closo caps of coarse rendered
these damsels callons to the loss of their hair, for
which they geacrally get but a few sous, ora
bright-coloured cotton handkerchief. We have
nodoubt that even the simple Reittonese have by

this timo become awako to tho increased valuo of
tho articlo thoy have to secll, and that silk has
taken tho placo of cotton in tho exchango.
Spain and tho north of Italy also furnish consi-
derable contributions to tho collectors of theso jet-
black locks. The main crops of the golden hair
now 80 much prized come from Germany, and the
yellow hair feom Holland, Tho splendid tresses
tho devotee dedicates to God somehow get back
into tho world again, sudaroe oflered up at the
shrino of vanity. This hair is known in the
trado a3 church bair. In visiting a wholesale
warchouso and manufactory lately we wero
shr.wn some of these vestal tresses fresh from an
English convent. Vanity of vanities—its next
appearanco in all probability will be on the head
of gomo fust maiden of Belgravin, deftly woven
with her own in order to enslavo some ecligible
clder son.

TLe chiffonniers who go about in Paris, morn-
ing and evening, picking out prizes from the gut-
ter, bavo not overlooked human hair By their
agency tho combings of thoe fair Parisicone are
returncd once moreto thehuman head; no doubt
there is a dust-heap odour the hair merchant
knows well. But there is still apother kind of
bair about which thero is a deep mystery, A
grim smilo passes over the features of the hair
merchant as he tells you that the long “leech”
of baie (for that is tho trado name for tho small
parcels in which they aro done up for sale, after
being prepared and cleansed) is knownas chyrch-
yard hair! As he drawsattention, with a certain
subdued manner, to tho squarcd cnd of the
“Jeech,” you perceive that they have not been
cut, but pulled out of the head with the bulb
adherent ; sometimes this class of hair comes to
markot with pieces of the scalj -skin at the end.
How this hair i3 obtained is & mystery which tho
trade does not care to fathom. When we so
often hear of the desecration of churchyards, and
the shovelling away of the old bones and de-
cayod coffins, wo may perhaps make a shrewd
guess at tho source from which this hair comes.
I must be reraembered that baic is almost inde-
structible, The beautiful wig of auburn hair now
in tho British Museum, had lain in tho towb of a
Theban mummy for upwards of two thousand
years before it found its way to the national col-
lection, yet that hair is as fresh as though it had
just come from the hands of the bair-dresser, and
the curl i3 so strong in it that it cannot
bo taken out cven by the applieation of
heat. Churchyard hair is bronght into the
market by homo as well as forcign collectors,
and we cannot help susnecting that the grave-
digger is no mecan oRmber of that craft. The
English woman wery warsly sells ner Laip—shc
must be reduced to the lam eandition of poverty
beforo she would consent ¢o this sacrifice. But
there is a class who are compelled to do so.
Thero can bo little doubt that the majority of
the long English tresses come from the heads of
criminals. It i3 o cruel and o brutal thing to do
—tho ostensible reason i3 cleantiness—but an
enforced cleankiness, bought at the expense of the
last remnant of self-respect left to the women,
and a cleankaness the more rigorously looked to
because its results form the perquisite of the war-
ders. Ifit is necessary that the charming locks
of our fair should be supplemented from tbis
sourco, they should at least be informed that
they are never obtained without oaths, prayers
and blasphemous imprecations upon the despoil-
ers, which the drawing-room belles little dream
of, as those purchascd tresses dance pendulous
upon their cheek in the hemted saloon.

Fever, also, places hig contributions in the
hands of the bair merchent, and there is & sad
saspicion that the mysterious woman that hovers
about the houss of the dead to performits last
offices docs not, when an opportunity offers, al-
low it to escape, There are still other sources
from which human hair is obtained, of a yet more
repulsive nature ; but wo havo said enough to
show thatwhen a lady buys false locks sholittle
knows the curious and mysterious tale cach in-
dividual hair possibly could tell her.

The orator who “ carried away bis aundienco”
i3 carnestly and bumanely requested to bring it
back, by persons who had frieads present.

TWILIGHT.

Tug night-flowers open; days are short;
Tho red is pallug in tho west;
Even tho wayward flickoring bat
Is onco ageiu at rest.
Dotween the nettod apple-boughs
. Shino out onco moro tho wolcomo-stars;
I dream in twilight of a slavo
Glaring tirough prison bars.

No sound but when tho beetles fall
Through darkeniog leafago of tho clm;
Tho blackncss gathers o'er my oyes,
And would my sond o’crwhelm,

But that a patlor in tho cast,

That still continuous spreads,

Tells mo that mellow darks like these
Will blossom into morning rods.

HORRIBLE MISTAKE.

T was in the autumn of 185~ thatan old priest
finished bis courso in a lovely village nestled
in the bosom of tho Pyrenees. I had visited the
placo reg.iarly for many summers, and had
known him well, better, indeed, than almost any
one in the place, for he shanued society, aud
dreaded making new acquaintances, which cach
year had to bo broken off.  Having come to C.
originally for health, he bad for many years
taken up his abode there, and did daty as resi-
dent Curé—a good simple old man, not * pass-
ing rieh, but living comfortably on forty pounds
a year, with a little garden and meadow on a
slope of a mouatain so steep that the mowing of
his hay was to me an anpusl miracle. An old
deaf lousckeeper and a couplo of immense
Pyrencan dogs were his sole companions. Many
a cigar had I smoked at the good old man's fire-
side ; many a long talk bad I had with him;
and many & timo bad I been shamed out of my
Protestant intolerance by tho simplicity and
charity of the old Curé. And now he wasgone,
and I was truly grieved. I followed the remains
of my poor old friend to the grave, and then re-
turned to fry to consele poor inconsolable old
Julie, who met every attempt in that .ivection
with the reply, “Jo n'entends pas, en je’'nai pasbe-
soin d'cotendre puisque M. le Curé est mort.”
The young Abbé who had performed the funeral,
at last persuaded Julie to give him her masters
keys, and allow bim to look over his papers and
see if there were any of importance, and he in-
vited me, a3 au older friend, to join bim in the
examination. There were not many to go
through; one or two requests—a provision for
Julie—a few letters, and several papers, bearing
date many, many years before, relating to his-
tories imparted to him in the confessional. The
young priest glanced at these at fitst as if he
feared to commitsacrilege by doing so ; buy they
all began with the words, “ Since every person
connected with these events is dead, I consider
that this history is no longer under the seal of
the confessional.”

I casily persuaded him to bestow them upon
me, the more casily as they cvidently savoured
too much of the # shop” to be valuable posses-
sions to himself. On retarning to my hotel I
exomined these papers; they proved to be chiefly
memoranda, uninteresting to one to whom the
persons were unknown; but there was one story
longer than the rest, which I thought worth pre-
serving, and now offer to my readers. It wasin
a woman's hand, and wag headed by a few words
in the good Curé’s writing, to the effect that the
emotion of his penitent Madame de M. rendered
herspoken narration so unintelligible, that he had
been compelled before giving her absolution, to
beg her to state ber caso in writing, pledging
hig pricstly honour, at the same time, that allsho
might write should be considered cqually “under
the scal.” That seal is now removed. Hero is
tho record of o sad little tragedy, which took
plage years ago in this coruer of the globe, un-
suspected by all the world eave the p.iest and
tho two or three persons immediately conserned.
May they all have got heppily through their al
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Jowanco of purgatory by this tine, tnd bo nuw
sleeping in profoundest rest!

You have bidden mo write my history, my
Father, before I die, and I accept tho penance,
but it is tho bitterest you could havo inflicted.
You have scen how my tonguoe fuiled, and my
lips refused to speak, when I strovo to tell you
by word of mouth the history of tho last fow
wecks of my life. Tho last,do I say? Ay in-
deed the last, for I know well that 1 shall never
leavo this bed till I seck rest in ono narrower

. and darker. Oh, that my soul might sleep thero
with my body! Obh, that eternal forgetfulness
might be mine, instead of cternal memory and
wakefulnesst  But if even now I never closo my
cyes without the sceno of my crimo and my
agony being present with me—if T never sleep
but to dream of it—how fuar worse will it be
when the faintness leaves mo which i3 now my
only velief? Ol it is terriblo to think of exist-
ing for years, perhaps for centuries, with my brain
and heart on fire with pain as they are wow, and
that without the body which at length gives mo
rest by refusing to suffer more. Yet if I dio
without his forgiveness—my Father, I daro not
faco the future. I will strive to collect my
thoughts, and relato all that you wonld koow.

I was born in Switzerland, in a little village
on the shores of tho lake of Geneva, My fatber
was a doctor, and as he possessed & little pro-
perty of his own, we were rather better off than
our ncighbours, and I was sent for my education
to ono of the best conventsin the neighbourhood.
Ilere I passed my time peacefully for several
years, and on leaving it at fifteen I lcarnt that
my parents had promised me in marriago to o
young lawyer, the son of an old friend of my
fathers, Isaw him for the first time the next
day. Ho was tall and bandsome, and at fifteen
a girls heart is easily won. Wo loved cach
other almost from the first moment of our meet-
ing, and it was agreed that our betrothal should
1ako place as soon as the few months had ex-
pired that were wanting to complete the year of
mourning for his mother. According to the
rules of etiquette, we should not have been al-
lowed to be alone together till after that cere-
mony; but my parents were not strict, and I
used to wander for hours with André by the
shores of the lake, listening to the songs of the
birds, and to the sounds of tho sweetest voice,
save one, I have ever heard. One afternoon to-
wards the end of May, we wero strolling thereas
wsual. The heat was unusually great for the
timo of the year, and wo had been sitting close
to the waters edge, listening to its soft cool
murmir, and watching its tiny waves ripplingin
tho sun. Ah, how happy we were! Wo wan-
dered slowly on, saying a word now and then,
until we came to a large old tree, at the foot of
which & man was lying apparently asleep. We
had passed him, when something in his attitude
attracted André's attention, and he turned back
and tonobed his shoulder. No movement an-
swered. I stood a few paces off, trembling I
knew not why. André bent down for 2 moment
and looked at his face; then he turned to me.
¢« Marie,” ho said,” #1 fear he has had a sun-
stroko; he has fainted. e ought to bave medi-
cal advice at once. I can easily carry him to
your father’s.  Go on and prepare them—it may
savo his life” A cold chill scemed to come over
me and my happiness, but I obeyed in silence.
Of course, living where we did, I have seen per-
sons suffering from sun<stroko before. I knew
what a dangerous thing it was; and witha heart
full of compassion I hastened home, and before
André could arrive with his burden, my mother
ard I had made cur only sparc room ready to
receise the sufferer. My Father, surcly 1 may
hurry over what followed. That was not my
crime, and 1 do not think that to dwell upon it
nced be o part of my penance. The young stran-
ger was 8 Frenchwan; and for many and many
& week I helped my mother to nurse him. His
illness was long acd dangerous, but he bad
youth on his side, and a strong constitution. My
father at longth pronounced him convalescent.
Alast I helped as well as I could to amuse his
slow recovery ; and beforo he was well, before—
I must do him tho justico-to say—ho pad heard
of my engagement to Andeé—ho had asked mo

in marriage from my father! Poor old father, ho
was dazzled, and so was my mother, by tho
stranger’s proposals. Perhaps so was I, too, for I
did not mako the strong resistance that might
have turncd thew from their purposq ; but it is
not tho custom in Switzerland for o girl to dis-
pute her father’s will in the question of marriage.
Enough. Beforo tho day camo that was to have
witnessed my betrothal to André, I was marricd
to Monsicur de )., heir presumptivo to ono of the
noblest titles and finest estates in France, Me
explained his prospects to my father with the
wtmost frankness. He was heir to his cousin, the
Duc de B, who with his wifo was alrcady passed
middle lifo and was childless. I beliove the
idca of what my son would succeed to was even
then the prominent ono in my mind, as it cer-
tainly was in my father’s; who cxulted in the
thought that a grandson of his should be born
to such greatness. We were married ; and lived
—well not unhappily—for about a year, whenmy
husband, who bad never quite recovered the
effects of tho sun-stroke, wasattacked by o fever,
which in o few bours was fatal, and, oh, I shame
to say it! his loss was hardly cnough to cloud
my supreme joy and pride in the birth of my
baby-boy. My freasure! my own darlingl I
think you would forgive your wretched mother
cven now if you could know the immense ten-
derness and devotion that filled my heart to over-
flowing every time that I looked at you, or held
you to my breast in.those first days of your life.
I was so proud too—so proud of my baby, and
so proud of bis prospects, for they were very
brilliant, His cousin was uow upwards of fifty,
and bad the reputation of baving amassed great
wealth during his long possession of the B. es-
tates, and though he considered my husband’s
marriage & mdsalliance, and never took any notice
of me, yet as my boy grew up he sent for him to
Parig, and nndertaking the charge of bis educa-
tion, publicly proclaimed bim hisbeir. I let him
go, may darling, and never once murmured at all
those long yesrs during whish I scarcely saw
him. Was it not for his good that he should be
separated from me? The Duchesso de B. had
died, and it wasnatural that tho Ducshould wish
for the socicty of his heir. I had moved mean-
while to this ncighbourbood. Theso springs had
been recommended for my health, and the jour-
ney bither from Switzerland was ‘oo long to be
undertaken every year. At length tho timo came
when my boy was twenty ; and his cousin placed
him in the Freech army. He wrote to mo that
he was coming to pay me a visit—coming to
show himself to mo for the first time in his uni-
form. I shall never forget tho day when he
arrived. I had expected him all the afternoon;
and at last when night began to fall, I fancied
ho would not come till the next day, and was
sitting wondering what could bave delayed him,
when the ring came at the anteroom bell which
announced my boy’s artival. Iflew to the door,
and stopped, trembling, when I saw the tall
strong form standing on the threshold. Could
that be my boy whom I had rocked on my knces
as it secemed but yesterday? A sccond decided it.

« My mother!” he said, and almost lifted me in
his arms.

« My soni' And in & moment the time sinco
we parted was all nothing. How noble he look-
ed in his blue upiform, with his bright brown
cyes and black curly bair. And yet when 1
came to watch him quictly, thero wa3 something
in his look which troubled me. Xe was much
handsomer than be had been when he left me,
but his expression then had been all sparkling
ginduess and merriment, while now there was a
look of gricf about the linesof his mouth when in
repose that mademe fecl a vague uncasiness lest
he should have some sorrow which I did not
know.

After supper, we were sitting over the fire,
chatting drcamily of one thing and another,
when my boy roused himself suddenly, and said,
& Of course, you have heard the news, mother?”

© What news 7* I asked. « You forget what an
out-of-the~way place this is—-the last that news,
comes to.”

He paused an insta.  and then said with an
effort, ¢ Oply that tho Duc de B. is going to be
married”

Heavens! how the blood seemed to rush from
my heart, leaving mo pale and sick. The news
I heard scemed ruin to my boy! Could it bo
truc? Was it, indeed, for this that I had de-
prived myself of tho very light of my eyes for so
many years? [ tried to spenk calmlg, but the
words camo slowly, and my voico was thick.

t To be married, and at his age—impossible !

# Too true, however, my mother,” said Henri,
% e will ba a yourg bridegroom of just seven-
ty-two. Monday week is fixed for tho murriage.
I'shall go up in time to drink my fair cousin's
bealth at the wedding.”

Tho bitterncss of my disappointment ~ould
no longer be repressed.

“0Oh, my boy, my boy! how crucl! how ter-
rible for youl Why did Tever send you away
to that hateful Paris, to beseparated from me fur
so long, and ruined at last7”

“ Ay, why, indeed, mother? ho answered
lightly, and yet with a sort of carnestness in hig
voice. “It wasa grand mistake, but it is too
iato to think of that now. Don’t you want to
know something about the bride? How happy
she must be to-night, eh, mother?” and there was
something like a sneer wpon his face,

“What do I care abous her?’ I amswered,
gloomily, “well; who is she??

“ Mademoisetle Caroline de D., aged seventeen,
six weeks ago. Bah!” ho added, rising and
walking up and down the room, * it’s a Lad busi-
ness. These marringes do convenance are hate-
ful things—a blot upon France. Well, my news
is told now, and we won't talk of it any more.
Why, I camo down here on purpose to forget it
and enjoy myself? «

Then he stooped and kissed me, and no moro
was said ; but it was a heary, heavy heart that
I carricd to my bed that night.

My boy stayed with me till Sunday wecek, and
then returned to Paris, unaccountably, as it
scemed to me, to attend his cousin’s wedding,
and I was left alone to cherish all the bitter
fecling excited by the news he had brought.
The marriago duly took place. I read the nc-
count of itin tho paper—the description of the
bride’s beauty, and the list of her splendid pre-
sents; and about & year and a half later, [ read
in the same paper tho birth of her son,—the boy
was to snatch the inheritance from mine. My
Father, I belicve the devil entered into my
heart that day, and instead of driving him out, I
welcomed bim, and nourished my impotent
anger against the authors of my grief, until it
beeame o consuming fire. Ah, bow rapidly and
bow fatally it has consumed all my happiness.

In the morbid state of my mind at that time,
I used to read greedily all news of the de B.
family that I couldfind in the papers—the rejo’c-
ings at tho birth of the heir—the feastings at the
family place; and then I heard no more of them
for some time, except that the old Duc had had a
paralytic stroke,and was now a cripple, although
still in perfect possession of his mental facultics.
At length, sbout thrce years after tho birth
of the baby—oh, wmy Father, little more
than 2 month ago—I received a letter which
threw me into an indescribable turmoil of mind.
It was from the Duc do B; a few short and cold
lines, saying that his infant son, having shown
signs of delicate health, had been recommended
mountain sir by the physicians, and he thiereforo
trespassed upon oy well.known kindness so far
as to request that I would receive the little boy
at C. and take charge of him for—an indefinite
period. The letter concluded by saying that as
the Duc felt confident that I should not refuse to
do him this favour, he should not think it neces-
sary to await my reply, but should send the child
by the first opportunity, and as would be no
doubt most agreeable to me, he would entrust
the selection of an attendant to my care, and the
child would be left at my house quite alone.
The next day he arrived—a fine, rosy, healtby
boy. Bah! they could not deceive me by the
shallow pretence of ill-health. I felt at once
that tho father must want to be rid of the child,
or he would never bave sent it to me—to mewho
hated it. Heaven help me! T belioved, fool
that I was! that it was-his love for my son, tho
heir ho hnd educated and cared for for so mapy
years, that had poisoned Lis affection for his own
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child le—] swear hefore God, and to you, my
Father, that I had no thought of killing that in-
nocent baby, It i3 true that the caro of that
child becamo to me daily a more hateful burden
from the constant reminder it brought of what
wag, and what might have been,  Itis true that,
a3 day passed on, and no letter or message camo
frum Paris, I becamo more and moro convinced
tt my feelings wero shared by its father; but
still, when tho baby lips toucked mine, and the
baby arms clung around me, I rclented a.d even
felt  sort of compassionate tenderness for being
to helpless and 5o tender thus consigued to the
care of its bitterest enemy. Ouno day I took the
boy out upon the mountains, chiefly because I
was myself so restiess and uncasy that the con-
finement of tho houso was intolerable. A thun.
der cloud lovered in tho distance, but thoe sky
over-head was clear and blue, and the torrent
sparkled brightly in tho sunshine. The street
was crowded with joyous groups, and many
peals of gay laughter rang in my car. Littlo
Bernard was excited and bappy, and bis merry
shouts oppressed and irritated me, We ram-
bled on until wo came to ono of the
waterfulls, of which, as you know, there are so
many in this neighbourhood. It was a lonely
spot, and very beautiful. A rock covered with
griss . firng stretchied over tho toreent, and

below the water rushed, throwing up clonds of
spray in which a rainbow shone. I sat down on
thisrock fo rest, holding Bernard by the hand.
Durk thoughts were brooding in my heart. My
Father, at times 1 think thal insamty was so
near me then that I was hardly responsiblo for
my actions. Presently the boy grew restless,
und attracted by the rainbow, he tried to pull
me to the edge of the rock. I resisted for some
time, but at length 1 grew ticed of bolding bim
back, and rose. Wo walked to the very brink
ot the preeipice.  Sume fluwers grew just below
the ruck un which we stood : before I'saw what
he was going to do, Bernara stooped to gather
them, throwing himsclf forward over the rock,
with his little weight on my hand. Father, I
think the pangs of death cannot be worse than
thuse I feel in writing of that moment. The
thought Qashed like hglteing wto my mind,
suppose Bernard were w full? An accideat to
him at that moment would make wy boy's pros-
pects all brightness! The horrible suggestion
camg to me, I know not wheace, to let the child
go- An irresistible impulse swept o'er my soul,
and secmed to hold me powerless ia its grasp; a
dinmness came over my sight, and sometling
stemed to relas and then stiffen the muscles of
my hand. The boy was stull leaning over the
precipice; one moment more—3 slip of the httle
feet—one little cry, and all was over! 1o was
dashed on to the rucks below ) For an instant
I was scarcely scusible; the next all the gudt
and horror of my crime rushed over me. As far
a3 I cap recall the seesations of that awful mo-
ment, wheg § felt was not so much regret as a
wild longing to fullow Bernard. I wasin the
act of thiowing myself over where ho had dis-
apprared, when a strung arm grasped mine. 1
turned, and saw my son—-is face hvid, bis
mouth vorking with passion. 1 struggled to
tree mysclf. 1 tried to break from hum, and rush
Luck to the torreat; but lus strength was too
great, he beld me fast untid he bad dragged me
out of the reacli of danger on the nearest foot-
rath.  Then, when I had ceased to resist him,
be threw me off with & movement of horror, and
as I recled from him, I heard bis voice—#:s voice

83,

“ Unpatural wiman; hear what you have
done, You bave murdered my child ¥’

Without knowing what I did, hardly under-
standing the words, I threw myself on the ground
before bim, and tried to ching to lus knees, but
be spurned me with his foot.

¢ Listen,” he said, ¢ for by leaven you shall
never hear my voice again. | loved Caroline de
D, loved her so that when she was forced to
marry that fuol de B, I could not loso her. I
was constantly in my cousin's housc—Nher child
was mine. o discovered it a month ago, and
threatened to divorco his wife, but had ho done
80, I, the seducer, washis acir.  He consented to
forgive ber ou condition that he shoutd never

seo tho child again, and demanded whero I
would have itsent; and I thought, God forgive
me, that my mother and its grandmother would
treat it tenderly, and care for it as her own,
1 followed you here to-day to sco my child,
Wicked woman, [ demand its life at your hands1
I thought to sce my mother, and 1 find a
mml'dcmssl May heaven forgive you—I never
il ——

I remember no more uatil I found myself here
in bed, and oh, but for the future, would God
that T had never come to myself again.

(What follows is in the Curd’s bandwriting.)

I had just finished reading the above mclan.
choly history when o messenger swmmoned me
to the deatli-bed of this unhappy lady. I has-
tened at once to her house, and meeting the
doctor descending the stairs, I drow him aside,
and asked after his patient,

“ You are not too late,” he replied, “but
shie will not last through tho night; sho is
smking fast, and the pulso has almost stopped
at the wrist. It is a case of collapse, and I
wulss I hardly understand it for the symp-
toms have not warranted such an end. She
is still young; only forty-one, she tells me.
She must have gono through a great deal to
havo so exhausted nature. Sho must have
suffered. Ah, well, I will not detain you,
Fathe: ; there is no time to be lost.”

I had just administered the last rites of the
Church. and Madame do M. lay baek in her
bed fainting, when s knock camo at the door
of the room. 1 went to open it, for it vus
not fitting that she should bo disturbed in her
last moments. On the threshold stood i, young
officer in blue regimentals. I knew him in-
stautly, of course, though {I bad ncver seen
him before, and admitted him in silence. Ho
entered without a word, and walked to the bed.
Roused by the movement, Madame de M. turncd
her head and saw him. With a loud ery she
lifted herself up, and with a great effort threw
herself towards him. Ho reccived her in his
arms, and bent his head down over her,

“ Mother, I am como to forgive you,” he
whispered solemnly. ¢ I have also sinued.”

We never knew whether sho heard those
words. When her son laid her gently back on
the pillow she was dead.

FATHER DOMENIC'S SERMON.

T'S a long time yer bonour sinece I were a waiter
in the ould hotel on Domenick street, Dublia.
Many o good story I heard there, but the best of
all was when the bishops uscd to mect,every one
used to tell his story in turn all round the
table, and maybe I wasn't in and out of the
room pretty often, what with the hot water, and
the lemons, aud the nutmegs, and the crathur
itself, now and again; and if a good story was
being tould I managed to stay till the end of it.
Well then ouve of them I mind just now (it's yer
honour's face puts me in mind of it), the story
had come round to Bishop Browne,—they called
bim the dove of Elphin,—and his reverenes just
took the last taste of his tumbler in which most
of them jined him, and began: * It was about the
beginning of partbridge shooting, for I was just
taking o look at me new Bigby, when Father
Domenic was announced; in he walked, a tall,
stout man, but I did'nt fancy his looks, fur his
head was asg bald as the palm of me hand—but
ho had hair enough on his chin to furnish out
a ridgimint of regular ccclesiastics, Well he
wanted to preach for his orders, friar’s grey, or
bronze or blue, I can’t remimber (the dove of
Elphin had no love for the friars, yer honour).
Well I gave him lave at on’st, for I'd rather sec
the parthridges than bim. So the next Sunday
ho preached, and it wasn’t & bad sermon he gave
ug, but there was one woman in the church who
was mightily affested. Every time she raised
her cyes to the preacher’s faco she burst into
tears and rocked herself to aud fro, wringing her
hands wildly. After the sermon Father Domenic
sent for her round to the vestry; round she
came, but the mowcnt she set oyes on him out
camo the wirra! wirra! and tho wringiog of the

hands and tho rocking of the body. ¢My good

woman,’ gaid tho Father, condescendingly, ¢ tell
us now in thoe presenco of your Bishop, what
part of me sermon thus affects you,! ¢ Och wirra,
wirra) it wasn't thé garmint at all, at all, but
when 1 looked at yer faco I could'nt hold the
crying, yer riverence minded me so much of me
beautiul puckawn (thats a billy goat, yer
b honour), that the dogs kilt on me n year ago
last Michaclmas.'” An that's the story tho dovo
of Elphin tould, and I miud it when I'sce a faco
like yer honour's.

ToroxTo. Froxtexac, U, E.

IIOW MARRIAGES ARE MADE.

T used to be believed that merriages wete mado
in heaven, but, tho delightful principle which
too often imputed tho results of our own folly,
or the intrigue of wmatch-making maminas, to
Pro-idence, i, in our practical age, the adopted
creed of but a very limited number of disciples.
Thoe old theory bas however, much inits favour,
It is very convenient, and it i3 very romantic,
and what more could bo required of a theory
which professes to deal with the hearts of young
ladies? .

Let us give, in & few words, an outline of one
of the most ordinary cases of #fulling in love"—
charmingly expressive phrase! not ¢ walking into
Yove,” noryet “going intolove,” but simply ¢ fall-
ing’—and scc how far a uajon for life will bo
likely to prove productivo of real happiness.
Let us suppose the hero to rejoice in the cupho-
nious and not very uncomwon name of Brown;
for Love, like Justice, is colour blind, and, in tho
cloquent words of Curran, ¥ cares not what col-
our an Indian or African sun may have burnt on
his face,” or what name be may haveinherited from
the Author of bis being. Let Brown be fuvited
on a visit for a few weeks by dis uncle, or his
mother’s cousin, or anybody at all, to the
country residence of the aforesaid anybody. Let
it 0 happen that a certain Miss Greene bad been
invited to the same housc exactly one month
previously ; but that as ber mamwa was at the
time suffering from nouralgia, the fllial love of
Miss Greene has compelled her to postpone her
visit for a few weeks, It so chances, then, that
on Brown's arrival at the country-house, in ad-
dition to the ipevitable— * Mr. Brown, my
daughter’~—there is added the further introduc-
tion— Mr. Brown, Miss Greene” Brows sces a
pretty little hat bow to him and a pretty little
skirt wrioklo in a curtsy before him, and Browa
feels so pleasant! Now, it happens-—as it often
does at a country-house—that there areonly two
saddle-horses ; and as it would not be polite on
the part of “my daughter” to monopolize one of
them, Miss Greeno and Mr. Brown find themselves
riding out togetber. We have supposed the
lady to be good-looking, and Brown not in re-
spect worse than the ordinary run of Browns in
general. They soon attract cach other, and
finally fall in love. Brown and Greeneboth agrea
that their parents ought at once to give con-
sent to the Browny-Greene allisnce.  And if you
ask either why they fell in love with tho other,
they do not know. There is no accounting fur
these things, but they feel they never can love
anybody cise. Marriages are made in beaven!
Now let us call to mind that in all this the.o has
been no consideration whatever by either party
of the circumstances or character of the other;
and it does not at all follow that because Miss
Greeno looked well in a riding-habit, and chat-
tered pleasantly when cantering down thatshady
lane, that, therefore. sho will be the most suitable
person in the world to give the Commissioners a
little more trouble in calculating the number of
Browns in the country at the next ceasus, In
other words, they have both fallen in love with-
out in the least stopping to consider their fitnese
formarriage. And after all, the whole of this re-
mantic affair results from old Mrs. Greene having
neuralgia, and so preventing her daughters visit
preceding Brov. a's, and from the old gentleman
not being able to afford more than two saddle-
horses. An old woman's face-ache and an old
gentleman's income havo both combined mostro-
wantically to carry out the purposes of heaven!
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OF TOHE WORLD—NQT WORLDLY.

Soxs spirit of the air sho scemed,
When first hor form I saw—
Someo falry snch as bards bave dreamed
And painters steiven to draw.
8ho stood amid tho tonder sheon
Of gorgeous flowers and branches groen.
With golden sunshine poured between,
And halfin awe,
My poor heart recognized its queen
By passion’s law.

But, ah! when later, unreproved,
I clasped tho darling to ray breast,
Aund heard hor sweet lps Hsp ¢ beloved,”
‘The whilo her hand my cheek caressed,
Sho was no spirit thon, I know,
But my own love, 8o falr and truo.
Nearer my heart her form I drow,
And closer prossed.,
Others may sprites and fays pursuo—
Dear woman's bost!

I was of simple birth and state,
For shio was uno of high degroe.
Sho left the wealthy and tho great
‘T'o sharo my modcst 1ot with mo!
And now our days with bliss are rifo.
Sho Is tho sunshinv of my life;
Tho noblest friend and truest wito
On carth issho!
Far from all worldly caro and strife,
How blest are wo!

HALF A MILLION OF MONEY

WRITTEN BY TRYE AUTHOR OF ** BARBARA'SRISTORY,"”
FOR “ ALL THE YEAR ROUND," EDITED BY
CHARLES DICKENS.

Continucd from page 108.
He was talking to Lady Castletowers, and she
could scrutinise lus featvres at her leisure.

“1 do not think I shall make any such con-
cession to your narrativo powers,” she said.
* The more closely I look at him, the more con-
vinced I am that wo bave not only mot, but
spoken—and not very long since cither. Why,
1 recognise the very inflections of his voice.”

# Nay, madam, I claim to be a Swiss,” Saxon
was saying. “I was bora in Switzerland, and
50 were my father and grandfather before mo.”

“But Trefulden is not a Swiss name,” said
Lady Castletowers.

# No, Trefalden is a Cornish name.
of Coraish descent.”

The colour flew to Olimpia Colonna's face at
the discovery conveyed to her by theso fow
words,

#1 knew it was no accidental resemblance,”
she said, with a troubled look. # I remember all
about him now, and ho remembers me. Iknew he
did—I saw it in his faco.?

¢ Then you really have met before 2"

 Yes, in Switzerland, a fow weeks ago. I-1
was 80 unobservant a3 to mistake him for an
ordinary peasant, and I—that is to say, wo—
offended him cruelly. My father has forgotten
all about it; but I shall tendor him a formal apo-
logy by-and-by. I hope he will forgive me.”

“ Forgive you !” echoed the Earl, in & low,
passionato tone.

But Miss Colonna did not seem to hear him.

Later in the ovening, when the little party
was disporsed about tho drawing room, she tarn-
cd to Saxon, who was inspecting somo engrav-
ings on a side-table, and said :

¢ If it were not that oblivion aud pardon are
thought to go hand in hand, I should ask to bo
remembered by Mr, Trefalden. As itis, I can
only hopo that ho has forgotten me.”

Saxon bowed profoundly.

¢ I should bo much concerned for my memory,
madam,” he replied, * if that wero possible.”

Sho looked 2t him inquiring?; .

“ Iy that o sarcasm,” said she, % or & compli-
ment 7!

# 1 did not mean it for ¢ither.”

“ What is it, then ¥ 4

“ A gimplg statement ‘of o simple fact, Made

Wo are

with the most eventful day of mylife, and ifI had
tricd over so hard to forget that I bad onco bad
tho honour of meoting her, it would not havo been
possible for mo to do so. On that day, I first
learned tho change in my fortuncs.”

Miss Colouna smiled, and put out her haud.

“ Then Iinsist on boing forgiven,” sho said. ¢ I
wiit not consent to bo tho onedisagreeablo opisodo
in so bright a story."

“ But I can't forgive you twico over,” replicd
Saxon, bashfully, scarcely during to touch the
tips of hier delicate fingers.

“ Which means, that you had dono so already ?
Thank you. Now wo must be friends; and yiu
shall como and talk to my father, who is deeply
iutorested in your freo and beautiful country.
Would that our own beloved Italy wero half so
happy 1”

With this sbe took Saxow's arm, and they
crossed over ta whero her futher and Major Vau-
ghan were sitting in carnest conversation,

In tho meanwhile, Lord Castletowers was
wishing himself in Saxon's place, and thinking
how gladly bo would have given tho best hunter
in his stables to boe so wronged, and so solicited,
by Olimnpia Colonpa.

CUAPTER XXVI. TUE OCTAGON TURRET.

Giulio Colonon was never so immersed in
political labours as during these eight weeks
that ho and his daughter had been staying at
Castlctowers. e sat all day, and sometimes
more than half the night, at his desk, answering
letters, drawing up declarations and addresses,
and writing fiery pamphlets in Italian, French,
and English. Olimpis h:lped him for many
hours cach day, often rising at dawn to correct
his proofs, and decipher hissecre. correspondence,
Every now and then, o special messenger would
como down from London by the mid.day express ;
or a batch of telegraphic despatches arrived, full
of secret information in cypher, or so worded to
be unintelligible to all save the receiver,, And
sometimes Lord Castletowers, after a hasty sum-
mons to the octagon turret, wounld order out his
black mare, and, laden with messages, gallop
over to tho station as furiously as if the very
lives of his gucsts depended on his speed.

Tkoun Lady Castlctowers would look after him
with a littlo deprecating smile; and, turaing to
tho morning visitor who might happen to besit-
ting with her at the time, would say something
about her poor, dear friend, Signor Crlonna, and
those foolish intrigues in which he st 11 persisted
in taking so much interest; or would, perhaps,
lot fall & word of half-implied regret that ber
“son, the Earl, whose English politics wero so
thoroughly unexceptionable, should yet suffir
himself to bo attracted by the romance of thig s
called ¢ Italian cause.”

but the intrigues went on nevertheless ; and
her ladyship, who was quito satisfied if Signor
Qolonna showed himself at the dinncr-table, and
Olimpia spent her eveningsin the drawing-room,
littlo dreamed that that room in the octagon tur-
ret was the focus of a fast-coming revolution,
Fearful things—things that would havo frozen
the blaest vlood in her ladyship’s veins—were
being dono daily under her very roof. Strategi-
cal operations wero mapped out, and military
proclamations translated, by the hand of her own
son. Subscriptions to the cause poured in by
every post. Revolutionary commissionsin embryo,
revolutionary regimeuts were countersigned by
Colonna, and despatched in her ladysbip's own
post-bag, under cover to all kinds of mysterious
Smiths and Browns in different quarters of
London ; and as for musket-money, it was a
marvel that the very cheques which accumulated
in her house did not explode, and reduce the
place to ashes.

A great storm was really brewing, and the
lcaven of resistance was at work among the
masses of Southern Italy. An insarrcction had
already broken out at Palermo ; but it had hith-
erto attracted no very seriousnoticein London or
Paris. Honourable members attended to it but
slightly, as a mero formidablo riot, or a salntary
warning to sovereigns who misgoverned their
ubjocts and neglected tho advico of their
meighbonrs, But Ginlic Colonna, in Hislittle

moijsello Colonnn i3 associated in iny memory

zoom at (astlofowers, knew' well enongh how

to interpret the first faint mutlerings of that
distant thunder. Ho know whera it would break
out noxt, and where <ho first shaft of tho light.
ning would fall. His own pen was thoconductor
~~hig own breath the wind by which tho storm-
clouds were driven,

Yot Colonna was nosoldier. A braver man
nover lived ; but tho sword was not his weapon.
A student in his youth, a delicato man at his
prime, bo was born for the cabinet, and not the
camp. Bodics need braiug as much, and some-
times more, than thoy need hands; and Golonua
wag the brain of his party. He was never more
usef4! to his friends, ho was never moro
formidablo to his ocuemics, than whon beading
over his desk, pale and slcopless, and never
woary.

Tho Barl of Oastlotowers had described his
fricnd rightly when ho spoko of him as a man of
antiquo virtue. His virtues w2ro precisely of tho
antiquo typo—so precisely that bis detractors
ranked some of them but little abovo vices. In
his creed, asin the creed of tho Roman citizen
during tho great days of tho Republic, tho love
of country hield the highest place. Italy was his
god. To servo her, ho thaukfully aecopted pri-
vation, contumely, personal danger, banishment,
and oppression, To servo her, he stooped to
beg, to dissimulate, to mask hatred with smiles,
and contempt with courtesy. To say that he
was ready at any moment to lay down his own
life for Italian liberty was to gay nothing. He
was ready to sacrifice his Janghter, like Jephtha ;
or his deavest fricnds; or &is good veputs ; if
innocent blood were tho indispensable condition
of success. These were indeed antiquo virtues—-
virtues that had nothing in common wih the
spirit of Christian chivelry. His worst. nemies
could not deny that Giulio Colonna was a hero,
and a patriot. Bis bitterest slanderers never
binted o doubt of his sincerity. But it wus a
significant fact thathisblindest worshippers, ready
as they wero to compare him with every hero
that mado the glory of classic Greoce and Romo,
never dreamed of linking his name with that of
Bruco or Bayard, Washingtonor La Rochejaque-
lein. He was, in very truth, more Pagan than
Christian,

Giulio Colonna was a great map, & noble
man, an heroic man, after his kind; a man of
vast intellectual powers, of untiring steadfustness,
of inexhsustible energy and devotion ; but a man
wholly dominated by a single idea, and unable
to recognise any but his own arbitrary standard
of right and wrong.

On the morning after Saxon’s arrival at Castle-
towers, the three young men wentout with their
guns and dogs, and the Colonnas were busy
together in their quict study in the octagon tarret.
It was a very small room-—s mere closet—with
one deep mullioned window, overlooking aformal

oo of garden. A few prints on the walls, a
few books on the shelves. a burcau, a table heaped
with letters and papers, three or four chairs,
and a davenport in the recess of the window,
wero all the forniture it contained, At the
davenport sat Qlimpia, copying a long list of me-
moranda, while her father was busy with bis
morning’s correspondence at the larger table.
Ho had received a budget of some forty lctters by
that post, and was going through them rapidly
and methodically, cndorsing some for future
reference, sclecting others for immediate reply,
and Singing tho rest into & waste-paper basket
beside his chair. Whea the last ‘was disposed of,
his daughter lifted up her head, and said :

¢ What newsto day, padre mio ?"

The Italian sighed wearily.

“ None,” he replied. ¢ None of any value. A
few lines from Bertaldi; but he bas nothing new
to tell. Things remain about the same in Sicily.
Qaribaldi wants money. Nothing <an be done
without money— nothing worth doing.”

¢ Better to attompt nothing, than make a
useless demonstration,” said Olimpia, quickly.

“ Ay—far better.”

¢ I3 that all from Italy ?”

“ ALY

¢« And from London? I thought I saw Lord
Barmouth's handwriting.? ‘

& Yes—ho scrids a cheque for twelve pounds
and hers are three or four others, and o sub-
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scription from Dirmingham~—not twenty-fivo
pounds in allt” .

Olimpia rose, and laid her hand lovingly upon
her father’s shoulder.

« Do not bo discouraged, padro mio,” she said.
«Tho wovement is as yet scarcely begun, and
our friends have not realised the importance of
the crisis. Tho English, wo must remember, are
not roused to enthusiasm by a fow words. When
wo have proved to them that our people are in
carnest, thoy will help us with hearts and hands”

« And in the meanwhile, our volunteers aro
to bo staughteread like sheep, for want of proper
weapons 1" replicd Colonua, bitterly. ¢ No,
Olimpia, it isnow that we need funds—now,
when tho struggle is scarcely begun, and the
work lies all beforo us.  There cau bo no real
discipline without arms, food, and clothing ; aad
without discipline, all tho valour in the world is
of no avail. What can weaponless men do to
prove themselves in earnest 77

# Die)” said she, with kindling check and cye.

 Yes—riwe can all do that ; but wo prefer to
do it with somcthing better than a pike or a
scythe in our hands.” . .

Saying this, he pushed back bis chair, and
began walking gloomily upand dowa the narrow
space between tho window and tho door. IHe
came presently to o sudden halt, looked full into
hisdaaghter's cyes, and said :

« We want twenty-sixe thousand pounds, at
the very least, before ten more days bave passed
over our heads?

« So much as that ? Alas! it is impossible.”

«Y am not surc that it i3 impossible,” said
Colonns, still looking at her.

« No? what do you mean?’

« Sit down, roy child—here, by oy side—and
1 will tell you?

Sho sat down, and he took ber hand between
both of his own. Perhaps ber heart throbbed
for a moment in some vaguo apprchension of
what might next bo gaid ; but neither her face
nor her hand betrayed cmotion. .

« There is & young man in this bouse,” said
the Italian, ¢ to whom such a sumas twenty-five
thousand pounds would bo of less importance
than a handful of bajocchi to one of our volun-
teers.”

« Mr. Trefalden?’

« pfe. Trefalden. Ho is worth four or five
millions.”

tt Yes—I remember. We were talking of it at
brealfast, a fow weeks ago”

« We were; and I promised myself at tho time
that I would move hcaven and earth to galn him
over to thoe cause.”

« It will not be difficalt.”

« Iy the ordinary degree, not at all ; but we
must do more than that.” .

« 1t is hopeless to dream that hie will give us
twenty-five thousand pounds,” said Miss Colonns,
hastily. .

« [ mean him to give us a million.”

« A moidhon ! Are you mad?? .

« [ mean him to give usa million~two millions
~three millions—all he possesse, if less than
all will not suffice to sct our Ualy free t Listen,
Obmpin mis—wo bave been told the strange
story of this young wan's hfe. We know how
pure, and pastoral, and unworldly it bas been
We find lum sumple and enthusiastic a3 a child—
his beart open to every generousimpression—his
soul susceptible to cvery seasc of beauty. To
such a nature all ngh things are possible—rwith
such a nature, all that we desire may be done.
Y look npon this youth as the destined liberator
~—a3 the destined sacrificel”

Olimpia sighed, nnd shook her head,

« If he were Italiap,”she said, ¢ It wonld be
casy—and justifiable.”

« Justifiable!® cchoed herfather,with an angry

stare. * In our holy cause, all means arc justi-
zble. How oficn must I repeat that

« It i3 a point, padre mio, 0a which we can
never think quite alike,” sho replicd, geatly.
¢ Let it pass.”

He dropped her hand; rose abraptly; and
walked restlessly to and fro, multering fo_him-
self. She also rose, and stood, wsaitisg till he
should speak agnin. Then be drew bis hend
across bis brow, and seid, barshly :

¢ Tho burden of this work must rest chiefly on
you, Olimpia.”

“7 will do what I can,” sho replicd.

“ Do you know what you hinve to do?”

I think go. I havo douo it often before.”

Colonna shook his head.

¢ No,” he said, * that i3 not enough. You must
mnkc} him love you—you must mako him marry
you,!

& Father 1

Tt is the only certain way to achieveour pur-
pose. He i3 young and impressionable—you
havo beauty, fasciuation, cloquence, and that
nameless sway over the will and sympathy of
others which bas already wonhundreds of' ardent
spirits to the cause. In a week he will be at
your feet.”

¢ You ask me to sell myself!” exclaimed Olim-
pin, with a magnificent scorn upon her lip that
would have hecome an offended goddess,

¢ For Italy.”

She clasped her bands together, in awild, pas-
sionate way ; and went over to the window.

# For Italy,” repeated Colonna, solemnly. “ For
the cause to which I bave consecrated you, my
only child, since the moment when you were first
laid, smiling, in my arms. For the cause in
which my owa youth and manhood have been
spent.  For the cause in which I should not he-
sitate to go to the stako to-morrow, or to shed
your heart's blood with my own hiand.”

“ [ had rather give my heart's blood than do
this thing,” said Olympia, with averted face.

« Tho martyr may not choose from what palm
his branch shall be scvercd,” replied her father,
sternly.

She made no answer. For some moments they
were both silent. Then Co:onna spoke again.

“#With meney now at car command,” he said,
& succe.s would be certamn.  Without it nothieg
but failure awaits us. Twenty-five thousand
pounds, judiciously spent, would equip six thou-
sand men; and with six thousand at his back,
Garibaldi would enter Naples in the courss of a
few days. But what does he say himsel{?—that
whatever is done, must be done in the name of
Sardinia ? In the pame of Sardinis, that gives
ncither & soldier nor a scudo to the struggle
In the name of Sardinia, whose king dares
not countenance our effart, but who is resdy
to reap the fruits of our victories! No, no, Olim-
pia mia—it is not twenty-five thousand pounds
that wo need. It is a wmlhiqp. With a wmillion, we
should free not only the Sicalics, but the Romag-
ns, and reconstruct the great republic. ith o
million, we roay reject the patronage of Victor
Emmanuel, and the whole monarchical partyI”?

“ With but one million 77 said Miss Colonns,
doubtfully.

«With butonc—ortwo, iftwo be nceded, and we
bave two ot command. Whatisone manswealth,
or ono woman's hand, in companson with results
such as these? What 1s any private interest,
when valued agaiast the honour and freedom of
e great country 2°

Again Olimpia was silent.

“And then,” he pursued, cagerly, “ with & Ro-
man scnate at the Capitol, and a Dictator at the
head of the Romanlegions, weshall do that which
Franceand Sardinia together failed to do. We
shall cxpel the Austrian from the soi, and buy
back Venectia with our blood I

Olimpia turned at last. Mer faco was very
pale, and the burnished gold of tier bair crowaed
hier in the sunlight, like a glory.

“Enougl,” she said, calmly. ¢ This young
man's wealth shall be bought for Italy, if aught
that I can give will purchase it”

Colonna took her in his arms, kissing her
brow ¢ There speaks the trae Colonna,® he sawd.
“Iad my daughter even given her heart tosome
other, T should have expected this concession—
sy, thongh he had been the best and bravest of
our Italian chivalry ; but a3 it ig ber duty aod
her love may yet go together.”

« Nay—we will put lovs out of the question,”
she said, coldly.

¢ Heaven grant that T may live (o seo thatday
when, through thy deed, oy Olimpis, ourbeloved
country shall be freo—freo from the shores of the
Adriatic to 1ho waters of Tarento P

¢ Amen,” replicd Qlimpis, ang left the roow.

CHAPTER XXVi. THE LAST NEET OF TOE BEASON.

TWhen Mr, Trefulden arrived at Castletowers
at ten ¢'cluck on Thursday morning, he wussgome.
what dismayed to find the court-yard crowded
with carringes, the terrace full of ludies, and tho
open, lawn-like space in front of the house all
alive with scarlet conts, heroes, grooms, and
hounds. Having walked across from the station
by the field-paths, he camne upon he noisy scene
all at ouce, aud learned from half o docen
vuices togethier, that it was the last meet of the
season.

Fully expecting to find his appointment for-
gotten, and Saxon among the riders, he passed
on to the house, where the first person ho et
was Miss Colouna, en amazone, with her riding-
\l:'hip in her hand, and a drooping feather in her

at.

# Ah, Mr. Trefalden,” she gaid, ¢ we have just
been talking of you. You will find none but
encmics here”

“1 trust that I am not to include Mademoiselle
Colonna among that number.?

& Of course not,” she replicd, with a smile that
had sume little muckery in it. “Is not Mr. Tre-
falden enrolled among the friends of Italy ? By
the way, you have nut yet seen yourself in our
printed report for March. I have placed your nawme
atthe hiead of & coluwn.”

The lawyer bowed, and professed himsedf iufi-
nitely flattered.

“May I ask,” said be, ® why I am so unfortu-
pate as t9 have provoked all this enmity to which
you refer 7

“ Because your presence deprives us of the
pleasure of your cousirs s.cioty,and provents him
from putling on a sculet coat, and distinguish-
ing himself as a mighty hunter before the
ladies.”

“When he would infallibly have broken his
neck,” said Mr. Trefalden, dryly.

¢ By-the-by, why did you not tell me he was
your cousin, that day we met at Reichepau?”
asked Miss Colonna, with provoking directness.

¢ 1 really caunot tell—unless I supposed the
fact could bave no kind of interest for you®

¢ Or were you afraid I should want to enlist
him also ? But bere is my steed”

“ May I assist you to mount, Mademoisclo
Colonna 27

“ Many thaoks,” she said, as, having taken her
tiny foot with the revercoco of a devotee, Mr.
Trefalden lifted her dexterously to the saddile,
and arranged the folds of her habit. “I had
really no idea, Mr. Trefelden, that you, o doctor
learned in the law, were also an accomplished
cavalier.”

“\Why not, sigoora 7

“Ipdeed, I can hardly say; but I should as
soon have thought of cxacting escort-duty from
the Archbishop of Canterbury, Do you hont ¢

¢ bave hunted ; but not for several years, I
have no time for cruclty, as a fine art.?

“ A subtledistinction, I presume, between busi-
ness and pleasure,” she said, Jaughingly. “1 beg
you to understand, however, Mr. Trefalden, that
I o not hunt atall. 1 only vide to cover, and
sce the ho' .ds throw off. T love to hear their
¢gallant  .iding'—but I am slways sorry for
the fox.”

#1 fear Lord Castletowers will not cudorse
that amiable seatiment,” replied the lawyer, as
the Earl came running down tho broad stono
steps, followed by some five or six other geatlemen.
Sceing Mademoiselle Colonua already in tho
saddle, he bit his lip, and said with unconcealed
disappointment :

“Has Vaughan again anticipated me in my
office??

The proud bleod rose to Olimpia’s check.

# To assist a lady whesohorsewaitsat the door,
i3, I belive, the offico of whatevergentleman may
bo at hand, Lord Castletowers” sho replied,
hanghtily. ©Mr. Teefalden was so obligingasto
Liclp roc to raount this moming?

Tho Earl tarned in somo confusion, and shook
hands with his lawyer.

“1 beg your pardon, Trefalden,” ho said,
tiastily  #1 had not observed you.  Won't you
tako a un twith us? Ah, no—I forgot. Yoa
arc bere to-day on business; but wo shall meot
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at dinner. You will find your cousin in tho din-
ing-room.”

And with this bo sprang upon his black mare,
reincd up besido Mademoisello Colonns, an
began speaking in o low carnest tono that was
audible to her alone. But tho lady answered
him briefly, bade Mr. Trefulden a courteous
good morniog, and rodoe swiftly out of tho court-
yard, followed by the red-coats as by a guard of
honour.

Mr. Trefulden looked after them, and smiled
thoughtfully.

# Poor Castletowers ! said he to himself, # She
hiag po beart for anything but Italy.?

And then bo went into tho house, where he
found the breakfast over, the dining-room desert-
ed, and everybody out upon the terrace. It wasa
largo assembly, consisting chicfly of ladies, and
the general interest was at that moment centred
in the hunting party, then gaily winding its way
dowvn the green slope, and through the chequered
shade of the oaks.

When the last gleam of scarlet had disappeared,
Mr. Trefalden went up to Saxon, who was stand-
iug somewhat dolefully apart from the rest, laid
s hand upon his shoulder, and said :

# Why so dul. 2nd mute, young sinner? s it
so hard a fate to "ty in-doors and read through
u bagful of mus.y parchments, when others
are breaking their tecks over five-barred gates?”

Saxun turned wit's his frank smile, and grasped
bis cousin's hand

« It did seem hard a minute ago,” replied he;
“but now that you are come, I don’t carc apy
longer. Castletowers said we were to go into
the library.”

« Then we will go at once, and get our busi-
ness over. 1 hope your breins are in good order
fur work this morning, Saxon.”

But Saxon laughed, and shook his head doubt-
fully.

¢ Youmust be my brains in matters of this
kind, cousin William,” said he. I understand
nothing about monsy, except how to spead it.”

“ Then, my dear fellow, you kuow more than
I gave you credit for,” replied Mr. Trefalden.
‘ Money is a very pleasant and desirablo thing,
but there are three great difficulties connected
with it~—how to getit, how to keepit,and how to
spend it—and I am not atall sure that to do the
Iastin the best way is not the hardest task of the
threc. My business with you to-day, however, con-
ceras tho second of those propositions. I want to
show you how to keep your money , for Ifear there
aro only too many who enjoy teaching you the
way tospend it

They bad now reached tho librery, a longlow
room, pauelled &and furnished with dark osk, and
looking out upon the same quict garden that was
commanded by the window of Signor Colonna's
httle study. Tho books, upon the shelves wero
mostly antique folios and quartos in heavy bind-
ings of brown and mottled calf, and consisted of
archzeological and theological works, county his-
tories, chronologies, sermons, dictionaries, peera-
ges, and patlinmentary records, Here and there a
little row of British essayists, or a few modern
tooks in cover of bright cloth, hroke the ponderous
monotony; but the Castlctowers collection, being
chiefly made up of thoss warks which itis said
no gentleman's library should be without, was
bat o dall afair, and sattracted fow readers. A
stag’s skull and antlers presided spectrally above
the door, and an ¢laborats gencalogical treo of
the Castictowers family, cumbrously framed in
old black oak, bung, over the mantelpicce liko a
hatchment,

“ Well, cousin Willinm,” said Saxon, with an
anticipative yawn, ¢ whero 1s tho bag of parch-
ments 7

Bat Mr. Trefalden 1aid oaly bis pocket-book
and = small casc-mapon tho table before him.

4 The bag ho replied, ¢ was bat a figuro of
speech—a legal fiction. I bave no parchments
whatever to inflict upon you—nothing but'a few
cnlnmas of figares, & letter or two, and o map of
Western Asia” ’ ’

Saxon opened his cyes.

 What in the world bave I to do with Wesl-
em Asia 7 gaid he. .

“ That isjost what I am nere to tell you®

CHAPTER XXV1If. TAE NEW OVERLAND ROUTE.

¢ In the first pliice, Saxon,”snid Mr. Trefalden,
“ I have dono for yoc vwhat f supposo you would
nover have thought of doing for yoursclf; I havo
hiad your account made up at Drummonds. I
conl"css that the result has somewhat surprised
me/

“ Wby go?” -

“ Well, not because you have spent a great
deal of money in a very short time, for I autici-
pated that; but becauso so many of your cheques
appear to have gone mto the pockets of your
fricuds. Here, for justance, is tho name of Sir
Charles Burgoyne—aname which recurs no fewer
than fourtecn times within the space of fivo weceks.
The first entry is for five bundred and twenty-
fivepounds ; date, the twenty-first of March,”

¢ That was for tho mare and cab,” said Saxon,
quickly. ¢ It was his own favourite mare, and
he let me have her. 1Ie had been offered five
hundred and fifty, only a day or two befors.”

Mr. Trefalden smiled dubiously, and glanced
back at 2 memorandum entered in his note book
a few weeks before, when sitting behind that
morning paper, in a window of the Ercctheum
club-house. He contented himself, however,
with writiug the words “mare and cab™ against
the sum, and then went on.

 Second cheque—six hundred and ten pounds;
date, the twenty-ninth of March.”

“3y two -riding-horses, and their equipments,”
cxplained Saxon.

“ Humph! and were thess also Sir Charies
Burgoyne's favourifes 77

“ No not at all. He was kind enoogh to buy
them for me, from & fricnd who was redocing bis
establishment.?

Mr. Trefalden checked off the six bundred and
ten pounds, as before.

¢ Third cheque—two thousand pounds; date
the thirty-frst of March.

« Obh, thaf's nothing,” said Saxon.  That’s
not spent—it's only borrowed.”

« By Sir vharles Burgoyne 7

“ Yes?

& And the next, for two thousand five bundred,
dated April the third??

#J—I rather think that's borrowed also,”
replicd Saxon.

¢ Then come various smaller cheques—four
hundred, two hundred, and fifteen, fifty-seven,
onc hundred and five, and 5o forth ; apd by-and-
by another heavy sum—one thousand and fifty
pounds. Do you remember what that was for

“Yes, to be sure; that was the thousand
guineas for the mail phaton snd pair; and even
Castletowers said it was not dear

Mr. Trefalden tarned to awother page of bis | pe

note-book.

“T¢ seems to me,” observed he, #that Lord
Castlctowers is the only young man of your
acquaintance whose fricndship has not been
testified in some kind of peguniary transaction.
Here, now, is tho Honourable Edward Brandon.
Has he also becn generously depopulating his
stables in your favour 7

Saxon laughed, and shook his head.

#1 shoutd think not, indeed \” said he. *Poor
Brandon has nothing toscll. He hires a horse
now and then, when he bas a sovercign to spare
—and that is scldom cnough.”

“Which, being translated, means, I presame,
that the two thousand and odd poundspaid over
at different times to Mr. Brandon are simply
loans 7

“ Just so.”

% And Guy Greville, Esquire—who is he ??

“Q0no of our Erccthecum men; but thats a
ere trifle.?

“You call two hundred and Gfty pounds a
mero  trifle?  Howard Patrick Fitz Hugh,
Esquirc—four hondred pounds. Is hic another
member of your clab??

“Yes, 2 very pleasant fellow, an Irishman”

“Both loaos, of course?’

Saxon nodded.

“ Thea eozm;I a number o{mgnisodlancons
cheques, evidently payments {o csmea-—one,
1 see, of nearly o thousand, to Hant and Roskell.

How much of that went for €3 prips donna’

bracelet, you young fogue 7

L

T haven't the Jeast idea.  Gillingwater takes
care of tho billg»

“Thero is another littlo item that must not
bo forgotten,” gaid the lawyer; “namely, that
trifle of fifty-nine thousand pounds to Mr, Law-
renco Greatorex?

“Which is not spent but deposited,” said
Saxon, sagely.

“EBxactly so, and which might have been
deposited to equal advantago in the crater of
Vesuvius. But enough of dotails,. Havo you
any notion of what the sum total amounts to 7"

“ None whatever?

“What do you say to seventy-cight thousand
six hundred and twelve pounds 2?

“Iam afraid I have no original remarks to
offer upon the fact,” replicd Saxor, with un-
abated cheerfulness. “What is your opinion,
cousin William

My opinion is, that a young man who con-
trives to get*through fourtcen thousand pounds
of universal capital per week, would find the
air of Haaweli highly conduaive 1o his general
health.?

“ But, cousin, do you think I have done wrong
in spending 50 much??

“1 think you heve done foolishly, and ob-
tained no kind of equivalent for your moncy.
I also think you have been unsorupulously
plundered by your acquaintances; but after
all, you have gained some litlle egpericnce of
life, and you cuan afford to pay forit. To tell
you the truth, I foresaw sometbing of this kind
for you; and, baving introduced you to Lord
Castletowers, T purposely kept myself and my
advice in the background for & few wecks, and
let you take your first plunge into the world in
whatever way you pleased. I had no wish,
Saxon, to play Mentor to your Telemachus.”

“1 should have been very grateful to you,
though,” said Saxon.

“WeH, Iam just going to begin, so you can
be grateful by-and-by,” replied Mr. Trefalden,
with his pleasant smide. “T am bere to-day
for the purpose of inoculating you with financial
wisdom, and pointing out to youn how sbsolutely
necessary it i3 that your fortune should be in-
vestod to advantage®

“You told me that before.

“Ycs; but now I am about to prove it
Eight weeks ago, young map, you, were worth
four million seven hundred and seventy-six thou-
sand pounds. Since that time, you have dis-
cmbarrassed yourself of a good deal of the odd
morey ; but, putting that aside, we wil), for the
sako of convenience, reckon yourfortune in round
numbers at four millions and a half”

% Certainly. At four millions ard 2 half” re-
ated Saxon, wearily.

“Well, bave yon cver asked yourself how
long your four milliozs and a half are likely to
last, if you simply go on as you have begun?”

“No—but they would last out my life, of
course”

“They would last you just six years, nine
weeks, and three days®

Saxon was specchless

“You can now judge for yoursclf,? said Mr.
Trefalden,  whether your money ought, or
ought not, to be placed at interest, and whether
I am making wmysel? ncedlessly obnoxious to
you to-day, when you might have been gallop-
ing after thefox. What you require, Saxon, is
a fixed income.”

# Yes—1 wo that?

¢ And, as " told yon long since, your property,
if well invetted, will bring you & princely re-
venue. At five per cent, it will produce two
hundred and fifty thousand pounds a year; and
at seven and & half per cent, three hundred and
seveoty-fivo thousand—more than a thousand
pounds a day. I belicve, Saxon, that I bave
found aan investment for you at seven 2nd a half
per cent, for o5 much of your fortune as you
way be inclined to put into it.”

“ A thousand pounds & day—~seven and a half
per cent® stammered Saxon; “but isn't that
usury, cousin Willism ¥ X

«QUsury P repeated Mr. Trefalden, with an
zmused smile. ¢ Why, my dear fcllow, no mau
of business ever calculates on making less than
seven or eight per cent of bis capitall®
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‘“But then ho is a man of business, and his
skill and cxpericnce make part of his capital;
80 ho ought to gain more wan a rich idler who
only invests his wealth for an income,” replied
Suxen with # flach of practical guod senso that
showed how easily he could master cven the
science of money, if ho chooso to think about it.

Mr. Trefulden was positively stertled. Mo
bad go accustomed bimself of lato to think of
his young kinsman as & mero cluld in worldly
affairs, that he bad, perhiape, insensibly fullen
into the error of under-estimating his abilitics,

“Thero is some truth in what you obscrve,
Saxon,” said he; * but it is a truth that does
sut atlect the present question. It would take
w0 loug, and lead us too fur from the subject in
hand, to go ivto it philosophically ; but you may
rely on my experience when I tell you that, as a
pavate individual, you have every right to
uceept seven and a half per cent, if you can ob-
tain it with safety. My aim is to ensure you a
liberul income; and if I have been somewhat
tardy about it, you must blume my over-anxiety,
and not my waunt of zeal.”

# Dear cousin William, I have never dreamed
of nluming cither!” exclaimed Saxon, wammly.

“1 have throughout been keenly scnsible of
the responsibility that devolves upon mo in this
matter,” continued AMr, Trefalden. “And 1
confess that, up to the vresent time, I have been
cautious to timidity.”

“1 am sure of it~—suro of it,” said Saxop,
with outstrotched hand, “and am so heartily
grateful, that I know not in what words to put
all Ishould like to say.”

“I am very glad you place such confidence in
mce,” replied tho lawyer, returning the young
man’s cordial grasp; but tho voice and the hand
were both cold and unimpulsive,

With this he turncd to bis papers, placed them
ready for reference, and opened out the map
upon the table. Then he paused, asif collecting
his thoughts upou the subject on which he was
next about to speak. Prompt man of business
as he was, one might almost have thought that
Mr Trefalden was reluctant to approach the
viry topic which he had come all the way from
Lundan to discuss. At length ho began.

“ Like most cautious persons, Saxon, I am no
friend to specul tion; but I do not, like thoso
who arc over-cautious, confound speculation with
enterprise. In England our great public works
arc almost javariably originated and conducted
by private bodies; and herein lies the chicf
spring of our national prosperity. Enterprise
has made us what e are—mero speculation
would have ruined us. What I have to propose
to you, Saxon, is an enterpriss of extraordinary
importance, a gigantic caterprise, &S regards 1ts
result, and one of comparatively trifling magns-
tude, as regards its cost.  But you must give me

all your attention.”

“Indeed, I am doing so.” ’

“Y need not ask if you know the ordinary
line of routo from England to India, by way of
the Mediterrancan and the Red Sea 7°

“The Ovesland Route? Certainly—upon the
w™Ap.”

“And you know the track of our merchant
vessels to India and Chins, round the Cape of
Good Hope 7

“ Undoubtedly.”

“Then oblige me by glancing at this map,
and following the hine which [ have marked upon
itin red ink. It beging, you sce, at Dover, and
proceeds by Calais and Marscilles to Alexandria,
where—"

“But I sec two red lines crossing the Medi-
terrancan,” interropted Saxon.

“We will follew thisone first. At Alexan-
dria it joins the milway, is carried across the
Isthmus to Sucz, thence traverses the Red Seato
Aden, and proceeds by tho Arabian Sea to Bom-
bay. This route 1 the prescriptive property of
tho Peninsular and Orental Steam-packet Com-
pany Following i. one may travel from London
to Bombay in twenty-four days; and we have
hitherto been acenstomed 1o regard  the acoom-
pli unent of this fact as ono of the triumphs of
waodern civilization.”

» And so it is1” exclaimed Sazon.

“ Ay, but it costs over a hundred pounds”
replied Mr. Trefulden; ¢“and tho traveller who
cannot afford so Jargo a fare must go round by
the Cape, and solose cither ninety-four days ina
steamer, or four months in a sailing vessel. Now
look at my other red line, and sco where it de-
parts from tho first.”

“It passes through the Stiaits of Messina,
tonches at Cyprus instead of at Malta, and
goes dircet to Sidon, instead of to Alexandria,®
said Saxon, now buth surprised and intercsted.

“Precisely so; and from Sidon takes an
almost dircct course to Palmyra, whence it fol-
lows the valley of the Euphrates, and comnes out
upon the Persian Gulf at the poin* where the
united waters of the Euplrates and Tigris cmpty
themselves into the sea, one hundred and thir'y
miles below Korna.”

““ And then it goes straight down the Persian
Gulf, and over to Bombay,” said Saxon.

Mr. Trefulden looked up with his finger on
the map.

“If," said he, ¢ this line from Sidon to the
sea represented a fine railway, in conncsion
with a firat-clasg stcam-packet service at either
extremity, which route to India do you thisk
you would prefer??

This, of course. No man in his senses could
do otherwisc. The distance, to begin with,
must be much less.”™

‘ About twelvo or fourteen hundred miles?”

“And then there would be far more of the
journey performed by land—and through whata
land! Palmyra—tho plains of Babylon—DBas-
sora~—by Jove! One would make tho jour-
ney to India for the mere sake of visiting places
so famou in the history of the ancient world 1

“I coness thatI regard this project from a
less archxological point of view,” replied Mr.
Trefalden. «Now bear the practical side of 1t;
and understand that I am giving you only
approsimate facts—fucts in the rough, before
they havo been squared and smoothed by sur-
veyors and accountants. Wo calcalate that this
line of railway will cxtend over about seven
bundred and fifty, or eight bundred miles; that
is to say, it will exceed the lino now laid down
between Calais and Toulon, by not more than «
bundred and fifty or two hundred miles. It
will unquestionably draw to aself the whole
merchant traffic of India, China, Persia, and
Ceylon. It will be the nearest ronte to Aus-
trahia, and it will bring Bombay within twwelveor
fourteen days of London.?

It takes onc’s breath away 1" said Saxon.

Mr. Trefalden smued a smilo of quict tnumph.

“ But this is not all,” said he. “Wo havo
reason to believe that at Hit, where thero are
mineral springs, wo shall find coal; and as it
les very nearly balf way between Sidon and the
Gulf, wo shall be cnabled to supply our steam-
service at both shores, and our whole line of rail-
way from ono ceatral source.”

* Those must be tho bituminous fountains
mentioned by Herodotus,” said Saxon, quickly;
“tho fountains of Is that supplicd asphalte for
cementing tho walls of Babylon!®

“1f possible, Saxon, oblige me by confining
your attention to the nineteenth century,” cxpos-
tulated the lawyer. ¢ Try to think of Babylon
as a nilway station, and of Palmym as a place
where the guard sllows twenty minutes for re-
freshments. Yes—I koew that would appal you.
Now, perhaps, you will give me your opinion of
the New Overland Route?

My opinion1® repeated Saxon. “You might
as well ask my opinion of the geology of
Uranus!”

“ That is the very consideration which deters
me from recomruending it as an investment.?

“Oh, you nced not let it do that,” laughed
Sazon. “I am as ignorant of ono business
matter as another. I told you just now that you
wmust bo my brans, whenever money camo in
question.”

“ Bat what makes it still more difficult ig, that
in this easo 1 may not lct you bencfit by any
other person’s bming® replicd Mr. Trefalden.
¢ Thero are many interests to ba combated in the
promotion of such a schemo as this; and it is of
importanco that wo keep it, for tho present, pro-

foundly sceret.  Whether you interest yourself in

it or not, I must bind you over, Saxon, to breatho
no word of this mattér to any living ear”

Saxon gave tho promiso unbesitatingly; but
did not understand why it ghould be necessary.

“ Because wo must not rouse opposition heforo
our eystem is matured,” explained Mr. Trefalden.

“ But if the new routo i3 so great an improve-
ment,” urged Saxon, “who would opposo it?"

% Al thoso persons who are interested in tho
old one,” replied s cousin, smiling. ¥ Tho Penin-
sular and Oricutal Steam-packet Company—the
sharcholders and dircctors of the Suez Raitway
~—the furty thousand English who colunisv
Alexandria.”

“ And would all those persons be ruined 7

* Every refurmation ruins somebody,” observed
Mr. Trefalden, philosophically.

“ Yes, but the reformer is bound to balanco
present evil against futuro good. Would this
future good outweigh the present evil?7”

“Unquestionably.”

“In what way?”

Nr. Trefalden was momentarily puzzled. e
had contemplated this subject from all sides
except the one now presented to him. The
benevolent point of view had never occurred to
bira.

“Wel),” ho suggested, “it will give emnploy-
ment to thousands——"

“But it will throw thousands out of cmploy-
ment.”

% — it will promote commerce, extend the
boundaries of civilisation, improve Arabia—"

“ wouldn’t help to ruin forty thousand Eng-
lish for tho sake of improving Arabia,” inter-
rupted Saxon, hastily.

 —and bring the shores of England and Hin-
dostan so near, that, were another matiny to
break out, we could 1and our troops at Bombay
within twelve days after receiving the intelli-
geance. The value of that possibility alone is
incalculable.”

“ That is true; but——?

“And of our absolute success,” continned Mr.
Trefalden, *thero can be no kind of doubt.
have been almost unwilling, Saxon, to embark
Fou in an enterpriso tho advantages of which,
however obvious to pra tical men, an. not open
to immediato test; but it is my duty to tell you
that T havo never known so brilliant an opening
for the employment of capital.?

“But——

#Seven and o half per cent is merely the rate
of interest offercd by the Company while the works
are iu progress; but when once the route is com-
pleted, the returns will bo enormous. Your seven
and a half per cent, my dear fellow, will become
twenty-five—perhaps fifty ”

“1 don't want tweaty-five, or 6fty,” rephed
Saxon. “I have more moncy now than I know
what to do with.?

“I am sure you will always make good use
?f gvhatcrcr wealth you possess,” gaid Mr. Tre-
elden.

¢ And it would break my heart to injure all
those who live by tho present system. Why, for
instance, should I desire to rin tho Peninsular
and Oricnia} Steam-packet Company 7

“Wo hope to do no such thing,” said Mr. Tre-
falden. We shall propose a coalition, and pro-
bably employ the very same vessels?

“ And then the English colony at Alexandrial”

“Sidon will become what Alexandria is now—
or rather, will become a far more important place
than Alexandria has ever been sinco the days of
her ancicat prosperity.  Just as wo now require
banks, warehouses, quays, and churches at Alex-
andria, wo shall then require them at Sidon. The
Alexandrian colonists are wealthy and enterpris-
ing: they will simply removo to the new port,
and in ten years' time will bo richer thap if they
had remained where they were”

“ Do you really think s0?%

¢ do not think it; I know it. And the Suez
Railway Company will fare no worse than the
rest. Wo shall in sll probability tako their whole

of officinls into our service, and incorporatc
tho sharcholders' interests with oar own. But thic
fact is, Saxon, you know too little of hife to In
able to judge a question of this kind; and 1 s
youdo not tako kindly to the idea, so we w.li
§8Y 00 moro about it.”
{To be continued.)
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COLONEL AND MRS. CHUTINEY:

—

Continued from page 103. ]

« Mary, Mary ! bow wildly you talk 1" said her
gentlo cousia.

«Noy” coutinued Miss Holden, I would prefer
trying on cloaks nt Marshall and Sunelgroves;
or, Loo, dear, sclling tarts at a pastrycook’s in a
garrison town. That would be joliyl” .

Mary was the orphan daughter of a captain in
a marching regiment, which may account for
some of her ecceutric tastes.

“ Ah1 Mary—za good busband. and & comfort-
able bome!”

# But show me them! You have botl, yet there
was a brighter smile ie your eyes, and a happier
repose on your lips, in the old days when we
turned our frocks, sponged our silks, washed our
ribbons, darned our stockings, and mended our
gloves together.”

“«Don't talk of it cxclaimed Mrs. Chutney.
«] geem somchow to have lost my courage. I
cannot please my husband—and then, you know,
1 had po fortune—at least nothing to speak of.
I am the creature of his bounty. AndI amalways
afraid of bis findirg out my mistakes; for I bave
growh, oh! go stupid.”

«My dear,” cried Mary, *you are o goose, No
money! Hadn't&e plenty? Did you not give him
yourself~your tender tiue heart? I know you
love him. Don’t you care for bis comforts with
o watchfulness no money could purchase or
reward? MMoney is all very necessary, but there
aro things to which money is dross. 1 say, Loo,
do not be so down-hearted. Just show thocolonel
your value; contradict bis whims, disregard his
storms in a teacup; don't give him o kiss when
be asks for one

“But he never does ask for one” said Mrs.
Chutney, dejectedly.

4 Gracious” exclaimed Miss Holdep, with
strong cmphasis, “Ireally thought better of him!
But hash! I hear a ring. It may be the colonel.
There, I have pulled the tablecloth crooked, and
wind you stand up to himlike a woman—nothing
secures peace like an armed neatrality.”

“Well, P11 try,” returned her cousin, a3 Calonel
Chutney cntered.

“Phew " ho exclaimed, ©it's terribly bot. Loo,
;w;gt some brandy and soda-water, iced, mind
iced!

Mrs. Chutncy rang the bell and gave directions
to tho page while the colonel continued address-
ing Mary: «I see you have been out; too lazy,
1 suppose to go up stairs® (pointing to their
bonnets, which lay upon & sofa); “1 must say?
(with an irritable laugh), “I do not approvo of
amelgamations—drawing-rooms and dressing-
rooms are better kept apart.®

“Well, I do not agree with you,” said Mary,
carelessly; “by mingling two good things you
increase the sum total of excellence.”

“God bless my sonll® exclaimed the colonel;
“Loo, look at that table-cover!”

# Form square, repel cavalry,” said Mary in an
emphatic whisper to her cousin.

“What is the matter?” asked Mrs Chutaey,
quietly.

1t is crooked—it is infernally crooked. If
there ia one thing more than another which shovws
a total jndimireptoe to appearance, a culpable
negligence of do.y on the part of the mistress of
a bonse, it is & crw ked table-cover.”

“ You had better put it straight, love,” said the
wife, quictly.

“ What do you mean 7" cried the exasperated
colonel,

Mrs. Chatacy laid down her work, and lalf
rose. Mary threw herself on her knees and beld
her down by ber dress.  Making an imagioary
search on the floor, she exclaimed, ® You have
dropped your thimble® Hero the page entered
with the desired soda-water.

¢ Please, 'm, cook says the fishmonger has not
sent the ico”

“1 knew it T cxpected itP cjaculated the
colonel, walking up and down the room; ¢ whee
was feo prodacible in this house in proper time
—or anyihing else fit for s genticman P

“If 1 had known,” began Alrs. Chulney, ¢
Jogetically gon Ars, Cbulney, apo-

« No explanations,” whispered Mary ; ¢ charge
bomo.”

“ Go for somo ico instantly,” continued Mrs.
Chutney to the page. * Do not excite yourself,
my dear, it witl bo here directly.”

“ \Why do you not have an ice-bouse in tho
garden, colonel ?” said Mary, ¢ and then you
wonld cool yourself there sometimes.”

The colunel stopped short 1 the act of wiping
Lis bLrow, and stood transfixed. Miss Holden
laughed, and adroitly changed the subject. “Do
you know, colonel, 1 lke your new morning suit
tmmensely 7 Turn round. Why, Louise, how
could you say it was unbecoming?”

+ Did she say s0?” asked the colonel anxiously.
tt You ought to have told me, Loo. What is your
objection ?”

The coloael surveyed himself in the glass,
feeling an uncomfortable sort of uncertainty some
mischief was brewing. What if his much-cndur-
ing Louisa was going to be rebellious, to object
to systematic aunpibilation, and develop ideas,
wants, and wishes of ber own! Ho must scem
amiable, to avert such a calamity.

« I have been detained rather longer than 1
expected, Mary," he began, blandly, by an in-
teresting visit.  You were the topic of a very
flattering conversation.” -

« Dear me,” said Miss Holden, ¢ an ambassador
to ask the the bonour of an alliance ¥

& Better still, the contracting party himself, 1
suspeet.”?

¢ You arc not in carnest!” exclaimed Mrs.
Chutney.

«Its o fact, thongh,” said the colonel. ¢ 1
was leaving the club, when Capizin Peako camo
up to mo; and, after a litle talk about the East,
and our mutual acquaintances there, he, in a
very manly and straightforward way, stated that
be bad met you at Mrs, Monitors: that the
esteem in which you were held, the regard shown
for you on all sides, had made an impression on
him, which——By-tbe-by, what's for luncheon ?
for Peako gaid he would bo hiero at ono thirty,
and,” looking at his watch, “he is due now.”

Mary, who had listened in silent astonishment,
now broke in: «But, Colonel Chbutney, the man
must be madl I never saw him but three times,
when bo bad tea with Mrs, Moritor, and then he
starcd 80, and sccmed so nervous, that he made
mo pervous too. BHow could you let him come
here 77

# You nervoust that's a good joke!® repeated
Colonel Chutney; “and as for Peako, ho was
one of the courageous fellows in tho Indian Nary.
1 spoke to owe or two men in the club about him
after bie left me, and heard tho highest character
of him. WWhy, he was noticed in dispatches for o
daring rescuo of s merchant craft from some
piratical Chinese junks in *fifty-three?

“ Poob I” returned Mary. ¢ There is no great
beroism in facing a legion of Chinese. I fancy I
could put on army of them to flight myself.”

¢ QOb, Mary I” interrupted Mrs, Chutneyin o tone
of remounstrance, when the door was throwen open,
and the pago announced ¢ Csptain Peako;”
whereupon cntered & broad-shouldered, good-
looking man, probably forty years of age, with
small whiskers ond thick drooping  black
moastacke. His complexion and clothes wero
deep brown, os if sunburnt gencrally all over;
hig hauds (he wore no gloves, though a brilkant
diamond ring sparkled on cach little finger) par-
took of the general tint; he had . broaed honest
face, with grave dark eyes, 8 quantity of dark
hair, and a sajlor-like look.

During luncheon the captain’s performances
were preciscly those of a man painfully in love.
He did not say much, and scemed afraid to look
up when he did spcnﬁ. Chntacy rallied him so
boisterously, that even Mary IHolden blushed,
and Mrs. Cbutney broko in with timid remon-
steances,  After luncheon the two gentlemen
retired to the bow-window, and, cntangling
themselves in the gorgeous window-curtains,
Leld o whispered conversation. Nothing was
overheard but an auxious question from Peske,
which scemed to ask “if thero was any other
fellow in the way?™” What this meant could no}
bo guessed: or at this moment. the door was
opencd vioicntly, to admit, Mis3 Barhara Boushield.
““ Steady! Mind what you aré nbout” sho éx-

claimed.  “Don't scratch the walls or break tho
banisters;” and she slowly backed into the room,
followed by a cab-driver and tho page carrying
a davenport. They sect it down, and n short,
sharp, and decisive conflict ensued, ending in the
discomfituro of “cabby,” and his grumblieg de-
parture. Then, and oot till then, did Migs Barbara
lower her umbrella from s threatening position,
and standing at case, addressed Nrs. Chutuey.
«There, Louisa, I have brought you a present;
so don't say you got nothing from me towards
your furnishing. It's a useful concern, not the
sort of frippery that iz generally made up for
women. There —there's a desk to write at;
Lere are drawers tokeep your account-books and
pap-1s in ; bere are accounts paid ; here unpaid—
hope you'll have very few there. I believe thaore
are some secret drawers, too, but you'll not care
about them. MNarried women should bavo no
seerets.” While Aunt Barbara spoke, Colomel
and Mrg, Chutney examined the davenport with
exclamations of delight. Captain Peake looked
on with quiet attention; meanwhile the page
entered, unperceived by all save the last-named
personage, and delivered a letter to Miss Holden,
wbich she Jooked at with much attention and
curiosity, but still without opening it.

My dear aunt,” exclaimead the colonel, Y am
touched; by Jovel I am o good deal affected
by your kindness and generosity in msaking my
wife so very bandsome a present. I know shé
shareg my sentiments.” Shakes hands with Miss
Boustield,

“1 am sure, Aunt Barbora, I am greatly
obliged,” chorused Mrs. Chutney; “and I shall
try and keep it very nice and tidy.”

«“Y hopo 80,” said the colonel, more empha-
tically than hopefully. And, glasses in hand, ho
proceeded to point out the beauties nd usefulness
of their acquisition to bis wife.

¢ 1t looks more like a man’s affuir, colonel,
doesn't it 2" said Mary, carclessly.

“«YWhat do you mean?” asked Aunt Barbars,
fiercely.

¢ Why, the sort of solid heavy thing that seems
tG suit 2 man's chambers.”

“I am not offering it to you," said Aunt Bar-
bars, striking her umbrella on tho floor. ¢ What
business have you with opinions? Wait till you
arc in o position to uphold them.”

#As an intelligent being——" began Miss
Mary. “Don't make faces at we, Loo,” ghie con-
tinued, in reply to some signals froro her cousin.
# As an intelligent being, I cannot belp forming
opinions; and, being blessed with the faculty of
speech, 1 can’t resist uttering them. A benefi-
cent Providence mayin timelend them weight in
the shape of a rich husband, and then, aunty
dear, they will be better wosth our attention,”

Chuckles of delight from Captain Peske.

#1 tell you what® returned Miss Boasfield
with sppressed anger, “you will come t0 no
such good cnd You sre too conceited and
shallow, but I washed my bands of you. You
value neither opinions nor appearsnces.”

TWhile these sentences were exchanged, Mary
opened and glanced at her letter, which seemed
of no common interest; for she chanmged colour,
put it back into its envelope, and thrust it into
the folds of ber dress.

 And concesl your letters when you get them,
a very suspicious circamstance,” comtinued the
aunt, malicionsly.

# have a right to my own letterg, free from
your interference,” replied Mary, with somo
gerious displeasure.

The moment poor Mary got home and found
herself alone, sho hastily drew forthherietter, and
read as follows:

¢ Dear little Coz.  Youbave somuchcourage
and judgment, that I am detenpined to confide
difficalt task to your mapagement. 1 darexot
write to Loniss, tho tiger would infsllibly bone
my cpistle, and then the d—— 1o pay, with the
usual scarcity of combustibles, 80 I want you to
read this to her, and 800w, mind, for I am ia an
awful fix. Aboutsix weekssgo I had an awfal

"ran of bad luck—s0 bad and 80 long, there was

1o rcasonable probability of its Iasting; but
being in immediate want of funds, and Louisa
very sclfishly refusing 40 apply to Chutney, I
was imprudent enongh to put Samperton’s namo
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to & bill, fully intending, on my honour, to chalk
up before it became due.

# Ah!" groaned Mary half aloud, * he has
forged Sir Frederic Samperton’s name; what
shall wo do—what shall wo do!”

¢ ¢Luck has, howerver, been inexorable,’ con-
tinued tho elegant letter, ‘and I could as soon
pay tho national debt as the fifty pounds I drew
for. ] have reason to believo that S8amperton
has the bill. Now Loo must find me the money;
T'll repay her, on my word! Lot her tell Chutney
she bas a milliner's bill, or something, to pay.
Then ghe must see Samperton and give him the
moncy—women can do theso things so welll
Above all, do not let proceedings be undertaken
against me, which would be utter ruin. I swear,
if you both help me now, I'll reform; if not, I'll
cut my throat, and you'll all be disgraced by a
coroner’s inquest. Your affectionate cousin,

« ¢ Tox BOUSFIELD.

¢ ¢P.8.—Look sharp! No time to bo lost!
Write to Y. 2., Post-office, Radcliffe-highway.
 No time to be lost,” thought Mary, sinking
down on the sofa in bewildered despair, and
striving to think, ¢ What ghall I do? Torment
my poor dear Loo? No!l sho shall not know a
word of it. Sho has stood by me many a time
—many o weary hour she has comforted me—
and I am the stroagest, too. Where, whero shall
I turn? Aunt Barbara i3 out of the question.
Perhaps Sir Frederic Samperton would give him
time. But who will ask him? I might go myself
and entreat him. Why should I fear? Sir Fre-
deric_bas somo humanity about him. Fifty
pounds! what a deal of money! Ob, what an
odious, selfish, weak creaturo s ¢ gay young man
ig'—*a good fellow, as his companions call
him.”
1N FIVE CHAPTERS.

Tho day but one after the events last recorded,
Sir Frederic Samperton, M.P, had prepared him-
self for bis morniog ride, and was seated at his
new davenport, making one or two entries in his
note-book, and issuing dircctions to a smooth
valet who stood respectfully beside him.

Sir Frederic’s chambers were not only luxori-
ously furnished, but in cxccllent taste. The
pictures wero few ; busts and statuettes aboun-
ded, and if some of the latter would have appear.
ed unsuitable in a lady’s boudoir, their classical
grace redecmed them from being too suggestive.
There were books, and looking-glasses, and a few
pieces of rare china. On the whole, a slightly
feminine tono pervaded the apartment, which
yet contrasted strongly with the owner's appear-

CRAPTER 1V.

ance.

Sir Frederic Samperton was a tall, large man,
eminently English and aristocratic, with small
hands and feet.  No moustaches, but long tawny
whiskers, and keen grey eyes. He wasa heal-
thy, well-tempered man, with large credit as a
« good fellow.” Ho never offended any one;
never was known to havo lost anything by
feelings displayed in any particular direction.
e was preuliarly alive to beauty in every form,
and s little enger in the pursuit of & new whim.
As a public man, he adopted a business aspect
and common-senso tone ; which, like most of his
sdaptations, answered very well.

“ This is 8 much more convenient davenport
than the first they sent me—thero was no room
in it for anything,” he said. “ This ono looks
better too. Don't you think so, Bowles7?

¢ Muach better, Sir Frederic.”

“ Let mo koow jf tho horses are at the door.”
Tho valet left thoroom, and Samperton continued
to open and cXamine various drawers with a
thougbtfal air.  It's very odd,” ho murmured at
last, ¢ can’t find that promissory note. Where
the deuce can § have put it 7 pulling his whis-
kers meditatively, ¢ What an infernal young
scamp to let me in for fifty pounds, and I haven't
roct bim three times.  Forgery too! Men ought
not to ask thesc unknown fellows to meet “gen-
tlemen, because they sing a good song, or——2"

The valet re-entered holding o salver onwhich
1oy a note. ¥ Lady walting for an daswer, sir®

“ Lady,” said Sir Frederic, startled. #Yorog?

“ Well, gir, 8 youngish Iady. Black dress,
fhick veil, speaks nervous-like.”

" She may go,” said Sir Trederic. 1 will
send an answer—or, stopl I may as well sce
what she says.” And, opening the note, heread:

+ ¢ Though I have not the honour of knowing
you, I venture to ask for a few minutes of your
valuable time, I am a conuexion of Colonel
Chutaey, and trust you will receive mo for bis
sake. ¥

# What has old Chutney been up fo?” asked
tho baronet of himself. ¢ Show the lady in.”

The servant left the room, and returncd, usher-
ing in Mary Holden. As she threw back her
veil, and her eyes met those of the barouet, she
started a3 if inclined to run away, and then ex-
claimed only half aloud : ¢ Sir Frederic Sam-
perton ? I am so surprised. Sosorry {”

¢« Sorry?* said Sir Frederic, insinuatingly,
“ for the fulfilment of my most ardent bopes.”

¢ Because,” returned Mary, strong in ler pur-
pose, and recovering berself, ¢ I spoke to you
hecdlessly and giddily tho othier day ; and, now
that I como to you with an anxious heart, you
will not perhaps treat me with’—she paused,
blushed, and hesitated—* with the gravity
which: n

¢ What the deuco is she at?” thought Sam-
perton, while he interrupted her with much defe-
rence of manner. ¢ Whatever you do me the
honour of communicating, will reccive my serious
and respectful attention.”

“ Thank you, thank youl” said Mary, much
relieved, ber bright frank smile lighting up eye
and brow; “you put me at my case” The
baronet, suppressing all signs of admiration,
banded her a chalr, and taking onc himself,
waited for her to speak.

“ I hardly know how to begin,” said Mary ;
“ but Mrs. Chutney is my first cousin;” Sir
Frederic bowed ; # and more—a very dear fiiend.”
An cmbarrassed pause. ¢ Mrs, Chutaey's ‘name
was Bousfield. Observe, Bousfield.”

‘ AbY” said Sir Frederic.

“ I see,” continued Mary; ¢ yes—tho—the
wretched boy who forged your name to that
terrible bill is my cousip, Louisa’s only brother.”

 No, reallyl What an unpleasant relative!
But I presumo Chutney will pay up. I will
direct my lawyer to communicate with the colo-
nel before proceedings uro commenced.”

4 Proceedlngsl” repeated Mary, half rising in
an agony of cagerness. ¢ Ob, Sir Frederic!
Colonc) Chutney must know nothing hat,ver
about it. Promise mo this, on your honour.”

“ Really, ” replied Samperton, smiling, ¢ 1
should be sorry to disoblige you, but—"

# 1 do not ask you to %gso the money,” said
Mery, eagerly. ¢ 1 only ask for time, and it shall
bo repaid.”

“ Y must say that scems extremely proble-
matical. What security have I ? You will ex-
cuse this basiness-like question. What sccurity
can your cousin offer 7°

Mary anxiously exclaimed, #Mine! It may
take a long time to payit. I bhave been calcu-
lating. I could manago to pay you fifteen pounds
8 year, aod,” banging her head rather sadly,
“ that would take moro than three years”

. “ And your worthless cousin would get off
scot free,” said Sir Frederic, gazing at her with
admiration.

“Qht I think ho would help me. At any
rate, it would bo better than to let his sister
suffer. She bas borne somuch; and now, when
gho is just beginning tolearn how to manage the
colonel, it would bo sad to have her thrown
back; she does so want to make her husband
love her?

¢ What o remarkable woman!® observed the
baronet. -

% Yes,” returned Mary, withsincerity. « Itelt
her she s very foolish ; for the more you want a
man to do anything, the more he won't do it»

¢« T sce you are a keen observer.”

« Qh! Sir Frederic, this may be play to you,
it will bo death to me. Promiso mo a years
time, at any rate,” putting forward her hand im-
ploringly.

Samperton clasped it in both of his, exclaiming,
“ T can refose you nothing. Iet us trouble our-
sclves no moreabout this worthiess young scamp.
We'll kavo & littlo dinner at Richmond together,

talk tho matter over, and take a stroll in the

-

park afterwards! Richmond park lovks lovely
these May evenings. It does, I assure you I

Mary disengaged ber haud, and went on with.
out deigning to notice Sir Frederic's invitation :
tSurely you are chivalrous enough to yicld time
for paying this money, to suve & timid womun
gom blushing before ber husband for her next of

int”

She had scarcely uttered the words, when Sir
Frederic’s servant entered hastily.

‘ Colo.iel Chutney and Captain Peake coming
up, sir I” e said.

“ By Jove, how awkward! My dear girl, you
had better go into the inner rocm ; they will not
stay long, and you can escape after they arce
gone.”

Mary turned very pale. “ No, no,” she said ;
“Ihad best be brave. Concealment looks like
guilt.” She involuntarily drew back as Chutney
and his friend came in.

“ Brought o friend of mine to ask your par-
linmentary intercst, Sir Frederic,” began the
colouel. fe suddenly stopped short ag if choked,
and exclaimed :  Blessmy soul | Mary Holden ?
Why, what briogs you Lere, Mary ”

“ Urgent private affairs,” returned Mary, trying
to assume a tone of badinage, while she colou-
red to the roots of her hair.  And now I have
to thank you, Sir Frederie, for your courtesy ton
total stranger, and shall intrude no longer.” She
tried to pass Colunel Chutuey a3 she spoke, but
he stopped her.

‘ Come, come,” he said, steraly, ¢ I havea
right to demand an esplanation of Four presence
here. Yam not going to allow my wife's nearest
female relative to peril her fair fame without
knowing the reason why”?

“8Sirl” returned Mary, indignant, frightened,
yet striving gallantly for self-possession. « Has
your friend, Sir Frederic Samperton, fallen solow
in your estimation that a lady cnnnot seck a
business interview with him without suspicion 77

“Don't talk nonsense to me,” retorted the
colonel, now in onc of bis passions. # I'll bave
the whole truth out. I'll lock you up. I'll hand
you over to your aunt.”

“ Pray, Colonel Chutney, exercise a little self
control.” said Samperton, mildly ; “ but, above
all, a8 this young lady justly observes, do not
asperso my character.”

Peake also suggested that the affair was, he
felt sure, perfectly explicable.

“1 do not belicve a word of it shouted
Chutncy, now_scarlet with rago. Turning to
Mary, ho added : # And you—1 think you ought
to be ashamed of yourself”

“Ido mot carc what you think” returned
Mary; ¢ I know I have nothing to be ashamed
of. I shall not break my heart if no one belioves
me.” And she burstinto tears.

“ I believo you, Miss Holden,” said Captain
Peake, soothingly, coming to herside ; he would
have said more i ho bad kuown what to say,
but he didn’t.

¢ Lot mo go away,” wept Mary. ¢ I will ex-
plain nothing.»

« Yes, I'l\ take you away, and sce you safo
home,” cried the colonel, seizing her. '« Peake,
you wmust tell your story about your seamen
and their prize money to Samperton Fourself. As
for you, Sir Frederic, I'll see you to-morrow.?

Colonel Chutney then departed, vindictively
leading out the culprit.

Waoar sexv? The latest fashion which is re-
ported to be gaining ground is the adoption by
Iadics of stockings of two different colours—tlo
ono leg of pink, for instance, and tho other of
blue. It is a Parisian freak, aud apparently so
senscless that it is not likely to find favour with
our fair countrywomen.

A ProyisE—~A promise should be given with
caution, and kept with care. A promise should
be made with tho beart, and remembered by the
head. A promise is the offspring of tho inten-
tion, and should be nurtured by recollection. A
promise and its performance should, liko a true
balance, always present o mutoal adjustment.
A promiso delayed is justico deferred. A pro-
miso neglected is zn antruth told. A promise
attended to is a debt settled.
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HE ancient game of chess was a great

favourite with the Celts in former times.
The amusements, as indeed everything else con-
nected with this ancient race, which once in-
habited all those couatries, have been almost
completely hidden from modern notice. Mr. Tom
Taylot'’s beautiful translation of the Breton Lays
cannot fail to excite an interest in everything
relating to the Celts. We purpose to collect
some of the statements that we have met with at
various times, and in different quarters, about
Celtic chess.

. There was a prince of Hy Many, a territory
Situated in the modern county of Galway, who
was purnamed ¢ the chess player,” no doubt
from his being skilled in the game. In the same
Principality the officer who kept the chess-boards
Wags the same that had charge of the gold and
8ilver—in fact the treasurer.

In an old will of one of the kings of Ireland,
Cathaeir, he is reported as leaving to one of his
8ons, ¢ a man intelligent in chess-playing,” who
8Seems, by the way, to have been good for nothing
else, only his chess-board and chess-furniture;.
Which, it may be presumed, was an antique and
elegant way of telling him to live by his wits,
and thank God that he had them.

There is an old historic tale which gives us the

ollowing passage, quoted in the Introduction to
the Book of Rights, one of the Celtic Society’s
Publieations, in which fithcheal, or chess, is thus
entjoned :— .

. ““What is thy name? gaid@ Eochaidh. ¢It
13 not llustrious, said the other, ¢ Midir of Brigh
Leith ¢ Whatbrought thee hither? said Eochaidh.
To play fith¢heal (chess) with thee, replied he.
Art thou good at fithcheal ? sad Eoehaidh. ¢ Let
U8 have proof of it, said Midir. ¢ The Queen,’ said

Ochaidh, ¢is aslesp, and the house in which the
fithcheal is, belongs to her. ¢There is here, said
Midir, ¢a ‘no-worse fitecheal? This was true
Indeed : it wasa board of silverand pure gold, and
€very angle was illuminated with precious stones,
ax3(1_there was & man-bag of woven brass wire.

idir then arranges the fithcheal. ¢ Play,’ said

idir, ¢J will not, except for a wager,' said Eoc-
Jaidh, ¢ What wager shall we stake ¥’ said Midir.

[ care not what,’ said Eochaidh. ‘I shall have
for thee,’ said Midir, * fifty dark grey steeds, if

0u winnest the game.’”

. Inthe Book of %.ights itself the game is several

e mentioned. Chess-boards were a common
Present from the kings of their chiefs, and if they
Were like Midir's, of gold and silver, they formed
A valuable part of the stipend paid by the king to

chiefs. Many such entries as the following
Occur in the Book of Rights :—
Entitled is the king of Ui Briuin of fame
five steeds and tive mantels,
Ten swords, ten crooked drinking horns
len bondmen, ten chessboards.
The same king, the king of Connaught, who gave
® above present, gave also to another lord two,
nd to another ten, chess-boards,
Anmongst the directions for a banquet at Tara,
¢ following must be noted :— .

Wine is to be dealt out to them at Tara

util their epirits are increased ; (sic)

Varicgated §rinking horns with their peaks,

Sets (of chessmen) with their chessboards.
inA chessman made of horn, elegantly carved
9‘;.0 the form of & king sitting in a chair of
¢ te, was found some time ago in a bog in the
county of Meath. This is, We believe, the
I:xly known relic of the ancient game of chess in

land, C.8

¢
L3

FlLLr_xe_cp.—England began the present cen-
v;‘,"y.wmx four acres of Jand for every person
b ithin her borders. When the century was half|

ough, there wer® but two acres per inhabitant;

Dow we are upon a descending scale of
Tactions between two acres and one acre to each
g‘f’sOnz The estimate of the population of En-
ac‘:nﬂ in the middle of the gear 1865 gives 1-78
lifee to each person. In Scotland the tide of
a Tises more slowly, and there are still six
©Tes to every head of population.

1. A certain number, consisting of two digits,
is multiplied by four, and thus becomes. greater
by 3 than the number formed by transposing the
digits. What is the number? :

2. A boy having a bag of marbles, found that
when he counted them by either 2, 4 or 5ata
time there remained 1. Required the least num-
ber he could have in the bag.

3. A boy having asked the age of his father,
received from him the following reply—12 years
agol was 4 times your age, butif we live 6
years longer, 1 shall only be twice your age.
What were their respective ages at the time the
question was put ? -

RIDDLES.

1. Why is a stereoscope like matrimony ?

2. How do young ladies like gentlemen to
come to their doors ?

3. Why is it supposed that thereis more water
in the Pacific than in the Atlantic ?

PUZZLE.

A gentleman, dining out a fow days since, on
entering the dining-room saw a likeness, and on
asking the host whose picture it was, received
this reply :—

“ Brothers and sisters have I none
But that man’s father, was my father’s son,”’

Whose likeness was it?
CHARADES.

1. Tam & word of 7 letters—my 1, 7, 5, 6, 3,
is a Court-house official; my 2, 7, 1,4, 5, 1,1is
the name of an ocean; my 5, 1, 6, is distantly
related to the last, and very agréeable in sum-
mer; my 4, 2, 7, is used in shipbuilding ; my 1,
2,7, 4,18 a vehicle; my 7, 2, 4,is an animal;
my 1, 3, 2,4, 6, has frequent connection with
earthenware; and my whole is the -name of a
prominent Lower Canadian.

I am a word of 9 letters—my 8, 2, 4, is'what
one half of us are, or, have been ; my 8, 7, 8,4 is
generally a valuable possession ; my 9, 6,6, is a
Spanish nobleman ; my 3, 7, 8, 1, is expressive of
repose ; my 6, 5, 9, is & form of recognition ; my
3,2, 6,17, 8, i3 & useful artificial work; my 1, 5,
7, 6, i8 expressive of pain, and my whole is an
intimate friend of the preceding.

ANAGRAMS.

The following are four lines of poetry ;~it will
only require & little perseverance on the part of
our readers to transpose the letters so as to form
the proper words :

Urhtt si a lahvynee nippeircl—a thlig *
Ehows amseb lwli erve diewg het nilgiwl hirgt.
A xfdie asrt—a oletpsss.nercalt uns

In het dimsn veenab—genbualehnac nad eno. -

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, &c,, No. 6.

PUZILES.

1. 16 lads, 15 received 3}d. each, and one 7}d.

2. 94 turkeys, 1 sheep, 3 cows.

3. 5% 4 5 = 61.

CONUNDRUMS.

1. A dripping pan. 2. Because he is influenced
by the spirits. 3. Wat Tyler, Will Rufus, (What
tiler will roof us).

TRARSPOBITIONS.

1. Possess. 2. Saturday Reader. 3. Oshawa.
4, Waterfall. :

. CHARADE,

Host-age (hostage).

RIDDLE.

‘Wood.

The following answers have been received.

Puzzles—AlL E. H. A, 8. E. J,, St. Johns;
H.H.V.,Student; Nos.1s0d 2, H. J.M,,0.R.K.;
No. 1, J. McD. P. Alto. '

Cunundrums.—All, H. H. V., J.K.; Ellen G.;
No. 1, E. H. A.; George, B. C. J. ; (several have
answered “wet”) No 2, C. R..K, Student;
Allice M. No.3,D. 8. H, L.; William P,

Charades.—H. H. V. ; George T. Lola; Ellen:

G.
Riddles.~Fanny D. ; Lola; H. H. V. ; Alto.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

————

How Suvear 13 Maoz Wmre.—The way ip
which sugar is made white, it is said, was found
out in a curious way. A hen that had gone
through a clay mud-puddle, went with her muddy
feet into a sugar-house. She left her tracks on
& pile of sugar. It was observed by some one
that wherever the tracks were the sugar whitened.
This led to some experiments. The result was
that wet clay came to be used in refining sugar.
It is used in this way :—The sugar is put into
earthen jars, shaped as you see the sugar loaves
are. Thelarge endsare upwards, Thesmallerends
have a hole in them. The jar is filled with sugar,
the clay put over the top and kept wet. The
moisture goes down through the sugarand drops
from the hole in"the small end of the jar.. This.
makes the sugar perfectly white. Co

PaviupsesTs.—The scarcity of writing mate-
rials led, in the Middle Ages, to an attempt of
economizing them, which was attended with
very mischievous results to literature. Manus-
cripts containing the most valuable productions
of antiquity were effaced, that the parchment on
which they were written might be used for sothe
worthless legend, or some fancifal disquisition
equally valueless. Various efforts have been
made to revive the more ancient writing, in the
hope of recovering some lost work of classic an-
tiquity. A very effective means of attaining this
object has lately been diseovered by accident.
An old engraving having been photographed; s
line which had been written with a pen was per
ceived in the copy, though nothing of the kind
hmd been observed in the engraving. An exami-
nation, however, showed that it had been there,
but was erased, under the supposition, very pro-
bably, that it lessened the value of theengmving.
This discovery of another curious result of pho-
tography immediately suggested its use as a
means of reviving the effaced writing of palimp-
gests, and it is even hoped that what is thus re-
covered may be transferred directly to steel or
stone.

Coca Leaves.—These, which are the leaves of
different varieties of the Erythroxylon Coca, a
South American shrub, have a very rematkable
effect on the system, rendering the person who

chews them capable, with the use of little or no

food, of enduring great fatigue.for a very consi-
derable time. Von Tschudi emplayed an Indian
for five daysatsome very fatigning work : during
the whole of that time he took no food, and rested
only two hours in the night, but chewed an
ounce of coca leaves every two or three hours.
At the end of the five days he was able, withoat
any inconvenience, to perform a. comsiderable
journey, taking no sustenance but whit he de-
rived from chewing coca. Dr. Scherzer men-
tions an Indian who travelled a distance of 243
miles and back, resting only one day between
the journeys, and having to cross a mountain
13,000 feet high, using, during the whole time,

only a little maize, but chewing abundance of .

coca, These leaves are consumed in large quan-
tities in South America, but have not yet come

into use in Europe. They afford another eurious -

instance of the instinctive choice of substanced

containing theine, or some analogous nitrogenous .

compound; for it has been found that the. coca
contains a base which has been termed cocaine,.
and which resembles theine, caffeine, &c.—Scien-
tific Review. .

A manufactarer of photographic chemicals at

Paris has invented a new kind of writing-ink,

Which is described as a mixture of the colouring~
matter of dye-woods with some of the-preducts

of his factory, possessing the advantage overother -
"kinds of ink in not being liable to deposit a sedi~

or-to become thick or mouldy, while it

flows frecly, and dries rapidly.
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Nauxo.—Correct in each case.  Your letter did
not come to band in timoe to acknowledge under
the proper headings. Communicationsintended
for insertion should reach us not later than the
Saturday preceding the day of publication, as
we go to press early in the week.

H. A. M.—Wo stated lJast week that it is our
intention to commence shortly a sccond serial
tale. H. A. M. must bear in mind that we have
to please a great variety of tastes, and that pro-
bably the articles he refers to are to s next
door neighbour, amongst the most interesting in
the paper. It is our aim to make the contents
of the READER as varied ag possible.

8. E. F,, St. Jouns.—We arc always pleased
to receive communications respecting our Pas-
time column,

Fanxy D.—Thanks! we have met with the
question before, but it will probably be new to
many of our readers. You should have sent the
golution,

WiLtiau.—You should have stated the rate of
interest allowed by the Bauk, and whether you
wish the simple or compound interest calculated.
If you have not drawn any interest for six years,
you are entitled to interest upon tho interest, or
cormpound interest. To calculate the latter it
will bo necessary for you to state whether the
Bank compounds the interest it allows half
yearly or yearly, We shall be happy to submit
the question when we are enabled to state it
properly.

E. H. A, Queeec —~We do not understand
your questions respecting the two proverbs.
Please state to what the figures refer.

€. D, ToronTo.—First attempts are generally
consigned to the waste-basket, but as yours is
a perfect curiosity in its weay, wo have determined
to give our readers the benefit of it; we canuot,
however, promise as much for the second, nor
the twenty-sceond for that matter, as poetry
does not appear to be exactly your forte.

WILLIAM'S LAMENT.

« Oh William, my dear, youlook 20 sad,
Cannot I help tO mako you glad?
Tell to your darling litilo wife,
Whet it 18 that makes this petty stnfe.

« Mary, my love, it iz hard to tell,
Do you thiuk I look at all unwail;
Forf you knew what s n my heart,
Oh wifo, I think, that it will part.”

Wiilie, 5 vt befure confided to me,

Unless you tell me I will dee.”

Such {s woman'’s cnrloslty)
«Think, oh thiok of my destiny *

[0 Mx.r{. my brain is going mad,

1 foel as :¥ I were aomctﬁlng bad.”
« Willjo, tell it nowtome, X m

So that I may comfort you day »

« Well, Mary, keep very silent then,
And I wiil'tell you inrecords ten;
All this day I shall fcel in dirt, |
1 havo not got aclean, clcan shirt.”

ToroxTO, QCT. 9tb, 1865. C.D.

Now C. D,, your claim to immortality is un.
impenchable, and we strongly advise you to rest
upon your 0ars.

F. B—~Wec cannot insert the charades you
sent, for obvious reasons. The gentleman referred
to is far too modest to permit it. Tlhe other
matter will probably appear.

GeonGe B.—Either of our booksellers will be
happy to order the work from Eangland; you
would receive it in about one month from the
date the order was despatched.

W. J.—The reported discovery of coal mear
Qucbec is not Likely to upset the theory of geol-
ogists. Tho celebrated Bowmanrvillo mne days’
wonder should warn us against receiving state-
teents which are made by interested parties too
imphcitly. Wo bave moro faith in_the scicnce
of geology than in the would-be coal discovery,
although 1u tlus instance we would willingiy see
Sir Watliam Logan and others at fault.

Eriex V.—We dechine « Voices by the Way-
side,” as not exactly suited for our columns.
Our fair correspondent cvidently possesses
literary talent which she skould eultivate.

X Your contubutions aro welcomo ; twe shall
make usa of somo of the anagrams sherfly,

Joszen L., Hamton.—The manuscript is
received, but has not yet been perused, We will

repurt when we have decided upon ats aceeptance
or rejection.

Erostratcs.—We decline to insert the# Lines
to Mary,” simply on account of tbe religious
aspect you bavo given them, It is not our
business to preach Roman Catholicism, nor is it
our province to war against it. We donot wish
to offend the religious sensibilities of any of our
readers. The lines are well written, and we
shall be glad to hear from you on other subjects
upon the terms you suggest.

R. C., Miss13quor.—The manuseript isto hand,
and will receive attention in its turn.

TUR FOROB OF CIRCUMSTANCES.—AS above,

Arpna.—Tho association is cminently deser-
ving of support.

Wirttiax S.—The company is incorporated,
but there i3 no appearance of its commencing
active operations.

Epixa.—In English, the I is aspirated in
Hotel, consequently I wns brought from a
Hotel” is correct. In French, from which lan-
gunge the word is derived, the H is silent.

HUUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

A SopsTiruTe For Casay.—Beat up the whole
of a fresh egg in a basin, and then pour boiling
tea over it gradually, to prevent its curdling ; it
is difficult from the taste to distinguish it from
rich cream.

BrowN Breap Popping.—Take half & pound
of stale brown bread grated, the same quantity
of currants and shred suct, and a little nutmeg
and sugar; ndd four eggs, a spoouful of brandy,
and two spoonsful of cream; boil in & basin or
cloth full three hours.

Cotoen Strors.—Take Iceland moss tyo oun-
ces, four poppy heads, four tablespoonsful of bar-
ley, put it threc pints of water; boil it down to
two, and strain it.  Add one pound of sugar,
Dose, & tablespoonful whenover the cough is
troublesome. Another:—boil down thorough-
wort to a thick syrup, and sweeten with molas-
ses. This cures when other remedies fail.

Vorarns Lisnmeyr.—This is a valuable prepa-
ration, to be rubbed on the skin as an external
stimulantin sore throsts, rheumatism, spasms,
and kindred pains, After rubbing it well in,
which should bo continued for twenty minutes to
balf an hour, flannel should bo wrapped around
the afiticted part., Volatile liniment is made by
mizing equal quantities of spirits of hartshorn
end sweet oil ; by adding to this mixturo a tea-
spoon or two full of laudannm, the preparation
will be much improved in itsefficacy in relioving
pain.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

——

Why cannot two slender persons ever become
great fricnds?—Because they will always be
slight acquaintances.

An old lady wants to know, if the compass
has a ncedle of thirty-two points, how long it
would take & woman with such a needle to make
a shirt?

A Frenchman wishing to speak of the cream
of the English poets, forgot the word, and said
«do butter of de poets.” A wag said that be had
fairly churned up the English language.

A barrister who was remarkable for coming
into court with dirty hands, observed, ¢ that he
hod been turning over Coke—#1I should have
thought you bad been turning over coals,” re-
marked a wag.

A Paris correspondent tells the fullowing
story .—A newly-made doctor practising in the
environs of Paris was called in by o small shop-
Leeper to seo her cbild suffering from o sudden
illncss. He gave a prescription, went away, aud
called again two days after. The woman met
him on tho threshold wringidg her hands, and
with her fase bathed in tears. “Howisthe child??
~%Dead,? was tho sgonised answer. “Deadf
what with 2 "—* Tho measles,” gasped tho weep-

ing mother, ¢Measlesi” thundered the doctor;

¢ yretched womnn, you havo killed your child.

If suw hnd only LI e Gt it was the mvasles,
I could have prescribed for it direetly.?

Do 1t At Twic — Madme. Thiery, who, like
Congreve's Do .3 “doestofat incline,” was play-
ing ono evening at the Palais Royal, with Gil
Perez, in a piece inwhich the latter, who is small
of stature, and by no means physically strong,
had to carry her off tho sgage. iy efforts were
tremendous, $he perspiration streamed down his
face, his veins secmed hursting, but still the vo-
luminous fuir one #stoed liko a tower.” It was a
first night, the audicnce bogan to titter, tho si-
tuation was most critical, and Percz had nerved
himself to a fresh assault, when a shrill, boyish
voice came from the gallery, ¢ Don't give inl If
you can't do it all at ouce, do it in two journeys.”

« I wonper how they make lucifer matches!”
said a young married lady to ber husband, “rith
whom she was always quarclling.—* The process
i3 very simple,” said tho busband. ] oncemade
one."—* How did you mauvage it7"—* By leading
you to the altar.”

“Wnar ought to be the cleanest of all trees 7
asked Jones, as he was sauntering along the
Margate pier with the chvice of his own heart.
“Why, the beech (beach), to bo sure, dear, be-
cause it i3 washed by an ocean of water twice
every day.?

NarotkoN AND THE CoUyTRY GirL.—During
the stay of tho Emperor and Empress at Biarritz,
the rustic population frequently had open-air dan-
ecs, at which the Ioperial coaple were at times
present. Atoncofthese balls Eugeniesase acoun-
try girl standing sadly apart while the other girls
were merrily dancing. ¢ \WWhy are you not dan-
cing ?” the Empress asked her. ¢ With whom
should Idaunce ?” said the girl, pitiably ; % theman
whom I love is in Mexico. Shall I venture to
havo a dance with others whilo Jean, perhaps, is
lying wounded in tho hospital?” This sincere
language moved the Empress.  She told it to tho
Emperor, and tho latter at orce walked up to the
girl, and said to her—* My child, you must dance;
and as your Jean is fighting for mo in Mexico, 1
will dance for him here with his Marictte. One
service demands the other.”

GREEY, in our class in college, was a very cool
man; he could play the most impudent tricks
possible before the professor's coye, and riever
wince. Oncday the professor of mathematics had
a theudolite bruught iato the room, and gave a
long descriptivn of its machinery and uge. When
ko Lad finished, cach member of the class had.ap
opportunity of examinipg it more minutely,
When it came to Green’s turn, helooked casually
at it, and then commenced examining its three
legs very minutely.  This, of course, put the pro-
fessor on the gui vive, who cleared his throat,and
said—¢Well, Mr. Green, any questions to ask??
Green took another look at its legs, and coolly
remarked—% Why, they are not mabogany are
they?” The ecffcct was irresistible, acting in to-
tally different ways on the professor and his
pupils.

THERE'S ¥ANY A CBANGR 18 A WINTER DAv.—
The late professor Duncan, of St. Andrew’s, was,
prior to his appointment to bis chair, rector of an
academy in Forfarshire. Hewas particularly re-
served in his intercourse with the fair sex; but, in
prospect of obtaining a professorship, ho veatured
to make proposals toa lady. They wero walking
together, and the important question was put

without preliminary sentiment or note of warning.
Of course the lady replicd by a gentle “Nol”
Tho subject was immediately dropped; but the
parties soon met again. “Do you remember,” at
length said the lady, “a question you put to me
when welast met?7” The professor said that ho re-
membered. ¢ And do you remember my answer,
Mr. Duncan?—*Oh, yes,” said the professor,
“ Well, Mt Duncan,” proceeded the lady, *I have
been led, on consideration, to change my mind.”
“ And so0 bave L” dryly responded the professor,
He maintained bis bachelorship to tho close.—
Scottish Character, by the Rev. 0. Rogerg.

War LapiBs wiAR WaTer Faris.

¢t A guestion 'tis why Woren wear a fall;

“Tho truth it i to pride they're given all,

“And pride, the proverb ssys, must have a
fall.



