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CHAPTER LXI.

The unfortunate man was two or three times
on the point of fainting, for his hand was in such
a position with regard to some projecting portion
of the machine that it seemed to him he could
not even withdraw it from the spike without
moving the handle a little way back.

‘And that he could only do with his left hand,
which must be exerted in a position most unfa-
vourable for the end in view. He could not
ghift his right arm even a hair's breadth without
the most exquisite torture, and fresh alarms of
faintness.

What minutes of misery those were! Isit to
be wondered if he wished now over and over
again he had never undertaken such a job?

He had, even in that frightful state, to pause
just for an instant—just for one instant only—
to feel sure he could summon up strength enough
to turn back thathandle with hisleft hand, with-
out having to try ita second timo,

With a half-murmured prayer to God, he made
one desperate effort, fixed his teeth hard, got
back the handle, and then, with a steady but
exeruciating effort of will, raised his impaled
hand from the bed of torture, and then he drop-
ped, sick as death, on the machine, careless of
any injury he might do, overborne by the pain
and the shock.

This, then, was the last bit of devilry the Bro-
thers Coombe had provided.

The last! If it were the last, what more had
he to fear?

And that very thought gave new life and
energy. [t was the last, he had no doubt of that.

He took the trouble to penetrate the mystery
of that spike,

He turned back the machine, and he saw then
that at a certain period of its revolution the
gpike was withdrawn till it altogether disappear-
ed; so that he would have been relieved if he
had kept his hand still, and merely turned the
handle. He wished he had known that at the
time,
| He understood, too, that the handle of the ma-
| chine was not intended for ordinacy use, as the

i moving power wasconnected with the watcr-

T

Suddonly his pencil stops. Wt was that noise!

e L

wheel outside, but only for special purposes—to
try experiments, make repairs in it more easy,
and soon. And-he saw, too, a place for the in-
sertion of a key over the spot where the spike
lay concealed, so that, no doubt, during the day-
time that formidable weapon of offence was
kept from doing any mischief.

How painful that hand was! Helooked at it,
it was swelling fast!

There was water in the place. He steeped a
handkerchief in it, and bound his hand up.

And then it seemed to him that it must be ut-
terly impossible for him to sketch any more for
some time, perhaps many days! And worse
still—if his hand inflamed and grew worse, there
would be inquiry, suspicion, discovery !

In an almost passionately despairing mood,
putting both hands to the bandle, he set the
machine going—slowly, then faster, then very
fast, till he thought he could let the handle go,
and watch its method by the aid of the impetus
thus given.

How intently he studied it, with both elbows

| resting on a projection of wood-work ! but the

very knowledge that it would so soon come to
rest disturbed his powers of self-concentration,
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and by the time the machine stopped he felt he |
was only beginning to be able to think.

This experiment, two or three times repeated,
scemed to bring gradual enlightenment. But he
must go on without so many stops.

There was no help for it; his wounded swell-
ed right hand was the only hand he could use to
turn the handle, while kceping his head in a
position to command an uninterrupted view of
the workings of the machine: he must use that,
however hard the torture might be to bear.

He did use it—after wincing two or three
times—and kept the machine very slowly but
con:inuously moving till ‘e felt sure he saw its
principle, and that he might hope almost of
himself to invent anew the details, supposing he
failed to comprebend or remember them.

Pain was forgotten in the delight of that be-
‘lief. His face glowed ; his eye grew animated,
bright, joyous; his thoughts steady, concentrat-
ed, intense; his heart full of hope and-exulta-
tion.

He would not trust himself to leave so soon.
The lesson learned he must repeat over and over
again. He stopped the machine, shut his eyes,
reviewed the whole process mentally, then jotted
down a brief programme in pencil, then agiin set
the machine going, to compare his programme
with the facts.

One scrious omission in his notes became in-
stantly apparent, and was remedied.

Then he adopted the same method to review
in the same way euach particular part of the ma-
chine that could be at all separated in thought
from the rest, forming first his programme from
his own memory, then testingand perfecting it
by the visible facts.

Aud when he had thus gone through and ex-
hausted the whole machine—~by au intellectual,
as contrasted with what he had originally in-
tended, a copying artistic process—he again
strove to cast the whole of the results—that is
to say, principles, chief details, and minor de-
tails—into one new and more harmonious pro-
cess; just as he would have done had he been
the inventor of the machine, knowing it tho-
roughly, and engaged in expatiating on its struc-
ture to a mixed audience.

And then when all this was done, and he had
extinguished his light, taken down his clothes
and cords, removed his screws from the walls,
and placed the whole in a place of safe deposit
that he had lately discovered for himself, just

.outside the mill—when this was all done, and he

might have gone home in the morning, not only
as he did, full of setf-congratulation, but full of
contempt and determination to do no more 72—
what did he do?

‘We must answer that in another chapter,

CHAPTER LXIL.—FORTUNE CULMINATING OR ———,

AMr. George Faithful's first business after leav-
ing the machine-room was to resume with ex-
treme care his duties as watchman, and so to
manage them as to make Marks wuke up ata
certain period, and have ocular demonstration of
the zeal of his subordinate.

But when they met the next night, which was
understood to be the last of George Faithful's
noviciate, that worthy man proposed, in honour
of Marks’ long and tried dovotion on the one
hand, and on account of his own bhealth not be-
ing so good as usual, that they should do honour
to the occasion by a bit of supper, which he
(Faithful) had provided in the shape of a pigeon-
pastry, with usquebaugh unlimited afterwards.

It was curious how Marks, always hitherts a
most trustworthy man, yiclded now to the temp-
ter, when the sense of continuing responsibility
was being taken away. The upshot of the sup-
per was that, whiereas on other nights Marks
had only been comfortable and sleepy, and a
“ little gone,” he was now made dead drunk,

With a laugh over the body of his prostrate
victim, and a glance at his watch to see how
long this first step had been of accomplishment,
aird how many hours he might hope to have se-
cured for his job, Mr, Faithful remarked—

“Six hours good, if [ must extend the period
to the last possible moment that will be safe; but
I must try to finish earlier, say in four,”

He then went to the machine-room, but did
not stop even to look at it, he went straight to
that door which he had not yet seen opened—
the one leading through or past the end of the
kennel into a corridor which ended in Mr.
Richard Coombe's house, just under the room
with the Corinthian pillars where he had seen
Mr. and Mrs. Coombe, and piped to them and the
children.

Was there a key on Marks’ bunch to fit the
lock? He very much feared not. Ife feared Mr.
Coombe kept that entrance confined to himself.

He went through the whole bunch one by one,
and all failed.

Well, he was prepared.  Selecting a key that
seemed to be the right thing in size, for it went
in, and filled the space, he covered the key with
a silk handkerchief, and cut away with a file the
whole of the intermediate wards almost noise-
lessly. Then, inserting his skeleton he found it
go round. The bolt moved, the door itself at
once opened, there was a rush of'air, and a deep
growl from one of the sleeping dogs.

The sound was unmistakable. It came direct
from the kennel, not through any door. The
short corridor or passage therefore lay through
the kennel, probably through its centre ; for Mr,
Faithful had seen envugh of the kennel outside
to guess that the dogs were lodged one at cach
end of it.

Were they chained?

He drew back the ddor in alarm
thought, while he took time to think.

If the manager had not been romanciug in
much that Mr. Faithful had heard of his stories
about these dogs, they were not chaiued, but left
loose at night.

On the other hand, he (Faithful) knew from
his own experience that the manager had Jied
when he said they were set free to roam over the
mill, so he might hope the statement that the
dogs were loose might also be equally fulse.

But suppose, again, they were chained. Dare
he, knowing nothing of the length of their
chaius, venturs to crouss between them?

And if’ he could pass—it he could "ealm him-
self sufficiently to mark distances and guard his
dress, and 80 go between them unharmed, would
they not then, silent as they usually were, rouse
the whole neighborhood with their tremendous
bay?

Ah well, he had known it was no child’s play
he had in hand! Sir Moses had settled one pair
of dogs; if necessary, Mr. George Faithful must
at least silence another pair.

He had small but choice lumps of meat with
him, steeped in a drug of such stupefying power
that no creature of flesh and blood could resist
its immediate action. These lumps were care-
fully wrapped up in thin slices of meat not im-
preguated; and the calculation was that the
hungry dogs would gulp the lumps instantly
down, being so small, and so the work be done.

But how to get these lumps properly deliver-
ed into the dog's throats? He was afraid of
their bark or bay the moment they became aware
of a stranger, and before the influence of the
drug, or even of appetite itself for the food,
might affect or pac f, them.

He must now go on, or go back.
to be?

He opens the door ; again there is the wind,
the low growl, and the rattle of u few links of
chain.

They are chained, then!

He will venture. It is desperate, but he will
venture.

Already he has removed his boots; he ad-
vances, he throws one of the lumps just in front
of him, and pauses.

One of the dogs smells it, rises, gets to the end
of his chain, then tugs at it vainly.

Then the dogs cannot reach the centre.
far so good.

He now moves more boldly till he has passed
the short passage that gonnécts the machine-
room with the keunnel; he reaches the corner
where the kennel stretches away at right angles
on each side, and there his wvery heart seecms to
stop; there is such a tremendous, sudden leap,
and a heavy fall, and rattle of chain from the
other dog, but still no bark.

at the

Which is it

So

With trcmbling bands but determined soul the
adventurer throws the lump of meat to them,
but they continue to strain with terrific force at
the ends of their chains, and cvery now and then
there is a repetition of that fearful leap and hea-
vy fall,

Caan the chains hold such creatures long?

Instantly he addressed himself to the lock of
the door that he finds exactly opposite him.
And, just as bis sagacity bad divined, the key of
the one door was the key of the other; so his
impromptn skeleton key took him into the corri-
dor leading to Mr. Coombe’s house.

Closing that door aftter him, he leaned back
against it to give himself time to let the agita-
tion, that made his blood seethe and boil as if his
whole frame were but a cauldron, settle a little
while; and so standing, he listened for the
dogs,

They were quieter, he fancied, so he listened
on. Presently he re-opened the door, in a cer-
tuin confidence which he found justified; the
dogs had eaten the meat, and were muking
strange noises, and were in all probability put
beyond the power to fight.  This wus pleasant,
and espeeially cheering, in the view of the pro-
Lable necessity of a return by the same route,

He went on with new vigour—unew hope.
And, as often happens in such cases, the men
who kave had to maiutain for a long time, un-
der a fearful accumulation of difficulties and un-
expected disasters, the most arduous efforts, sud-
dealy find, when o certain poiut is reached, that
there is a great relaxation of relief, and that for-
tune itselt begios to take a pleasure in reversing
her former hostile policy.

Mr. Faithful had a bit of luck of this kind.
Not asingle obstacle nor cuuse of alarm inter-
posed between bhis leaving the kennel and his
reaching the aim and object of his desperate ad-
venture—the cabinet in Mr. Richard Coombe’s
room. There were doors in the way, it is true,
but not one of-them was locked. There were
passages to go through, but no signs of living
persous in them interrupted the ewsy effort to
theead their devions windings.

Yes, he stands before the cubinet, holding the
lantern which he had carried in darkness through
all titese dangerous routes, but which now he
ventures to open ufier a long pause, and after a
long period of strained attention tv listen.

No sound disturbs him. The houschold is
evidently fast asleep.

He looks at the key-hole of the cabinct, and he
feels assured at a glance that he cannot pick
that lock without the expenditure of more time
than he dares allow,

He must break it open!

He pauses an instant, thinking of the disad-
vantage that the violence would tell the story
the instant it is seen.

No matter. Fortune is now at her culminating
point for him. He must be bold; he must be
prompt; he must be fearless, If he can onlyac-
complish what he i3 now after—which will be
his last eflort—his fortune is secured.

If he fuils in this particular scheme, he still has
the elements of success in his hands, he believes,
and had better at once take to flight,

Yes, he will take no hced of consequences to
follow in the morning. The morning shall see
him far away !

He takes a short tool like a screw-driver from
his pocket, and easily forces open the cabinet,
though not without a sharp crack that makes
him uncomfortable, ard causes him to shut his
lantern, and stand back in the darkest part
of the room for a minute or two, intently listen-
ing for the sound of feet overhead,

All remained as silent and motionless as the
grave,

He opencd his lantern, opened the cabinct,
and there saw, as the first thing, a heap of
guineas, so wonderfully bright and glittering
that he saw they must have lately come fresh
from the Mint, and had not yet been used. '

Why does the sight of that gold paralyse the
adventurer?

He drops one hand on a chair, and puts the
other to his head, and stops thus for a few se-
conds, evidently suffering from some great in-
ternal ancuish, R



1867.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

At last he stands up, wipes the dews from his
brow and from his hands, and murmurs only—

« What folly! What weakness! Asifl fear-
ed myself now !”

Then there was a laugh, half bitter, half
cheery, and then—why, then, in another half
minute he had forgotten all about the gold, and
was hunting for the drawings of the machine,

He soon found them. How eagerly he pounc-
ed upon them! And yet how cautiously and
tenderly he then handled them, oue at a time!

The first he came to he seemed to understand
at a glance, and put down, saying—

«Tknow all about you. Don't want you.”

The next engaged him a little longer. He
took out his memoranda, and after some mo-
ments’ comparison, added sumething to his notes,
observing—

« Hardly necessary, I think, but it's as well
to crr on the safe side.”

But when he came to the third, bis eyes blazed
out so vividly upon it, as if they would of them-
selves give additional light for the study.

Bit he put it aside with a kind of loving,
fond look, while he examined the others, and
then it was not long before hie came back to that
one, with the feeling his work was done when
that was mastered. :

« Ah, yes,” he inly murmured, after a pro-
longed examination ; ¢ I was right, more wus
needed, and here is the more. They would
never have understood me ; I should never have
understood myself without this.”

Closing the cabinet and putting the drawing
down, he walked softly to the door in order to
listen outside. He came back in & minute look-
g content with the state of things, and began
to work.

Smiling a grim smile as he looked at his ban-
daged and swollen right hand, he said—

« [t must be done; I can't lose this, not at
any price ; least of all at the price of a little
more suffering of flesh and blood—a little more
trivial pain.”

He drew from his pocket tracing-paper and
pencil, fetched himself a chair, and began,
lauzhing, and then almost crying at his first
effort to trace the drawing with that most unar-
tistic-looking hand. But he did it, and did it
with wonderful coolness and presence of mind.,

No magic, thought he, like success.

He was succeeding ; and he felt he could bear
anything while that was the case.

Suddenly his pencil stops. What was that
noise ? )

He cannot tell. It was 80 strange—so indic-
tinctly heard.

" He must not pause!
a warning how brief his moments are.

Again he hears it! It—it must be the dogs
whining in anguish.

Cursed fate! They will waken Mr. Coombe !

Within five minutes more he can finish. The
most intricate—the most valuable portions, are
precisely those he has yet to do—the very heart
of the machine, as they are the very centre of
the drawing.

With heroic courage he goes on, after just one
hurried gliding to the door again to listen out-
side.

¢ Whew!
he cries.

It penctrates to George Faithful's marrow, for
he knows where else it must penetrate—into
Mr. Coombe’s ears, unless he is, indeed, a heavy
sleeper.

He has done. Joy! Joy!

Now he has only to escape, and fortune does,
indeed, for him culminate,

He restores the copied drawing, doubles lightly
the tracing, and puts it inside his shirt against
his breast, darkens hig lantern, and prepares to

What horrible howl was that?”

go. .

Ah! a heavy footstep descends the stairs.

The click of a fire-arm—pistol, gun, or blun-
derbuss—as being cocked, is also heard.

Away through the passages, where every step
ig a dread lest he should meet some one, away
into the corridor, away through the kennel
where the dogs are panting and groaning,.and
where they make a sort of expiring effort to
rush at him, away into the machine-room, where

Nay, that noisec may be .

he locks the door behind him, and feels he has
then just an instant for reflection.

Quick as lightning he now caught at an idea
that promised salvation, and, armed with it, he
re-opened the door leading to the kennel, and
began to speak loudly to the dogs.

¢ Poor fellows! What's the matter? Soh!
soh!” Then, in an altered voice full of agita-
ticn, yet loud enough to be heard by the now
swiftly advancing Mr. Richard Coombe, who
came on light and pistol in hand, he called out—

“ Good heavens! Will they never come from
the house! Therc must be thieves. I must
shout again, I dare not go between those dread-
ful dogs.” ‘

Then, putting his hand to his mouth, as for a
view-halloo, he shouted—¢ Mr. Coombe !”

“ Hollo 1" was the prompt reply.

% Qb, master ! master!” he suddenly and joy-
fully calls out, ¢ is that you ?”

“ Ay! What's the matter?” demanded Mr.
Coombe.

“ Why I have scen lights in your room, sir,
and I have been trying to find out what ails the
dogs—I fear they've been poisoned—and I have
been trying to venture between them, to come
and alarm you.”

“ Thieves! do you say? Not in the mill ?”

“ Qh, dear, no! everything here’s perfectly
quiet! I have taken care of that!”

“ It must be that gold that has got to be
known about.”

¢ I shouldn't wonder, sir,” responded Faithful.

“ Where’s Marks ?” demanded the master.

“ Asleep. It's my watch to-night.”

Stop you here, and keep guard, If they have
poisoned the dogs—and they are certainly ill—
they may try to escape this way ; if they haven't
yet gotout, I can manage to stop them in the
other direction.”

“ Shall I get one of the fire-arms ?”

“Do.”

Away went Mr, Goorge Faithful in one direc-
tion, and away went Mr. Coombe in another.

Two minutes later Mr. Coombe was standing
before his broken cabinet, looking with astonish+
ment on his apparently untouched gold, which
convinced him that the robbers had been inter-
rupted, and were still in the house.

But while he calls noisily for the servants to
get up with the warning of ¢ Thieves! thieves!”
and while he is keeping guard lest they break in
upon him and overpower him, a new thought
strikes him as he notices the strange silence of
the supposed tbieves at such a moment.

¢ I3 it—is it the machine they're after ?”

He runs to the cabinet, sees at a glance his
drawings have been disturbed ; he hunts wildly
for the particular one, which he cannot for the
moment find, fearing it is gone, but no, there
it is!

Ay ! but what ig the bit of paper tacked to it ?

The manufacturer cannot for the life of him
remember putting that bit of paper there, and
his misgivings (for a moment) of a terrible dis-
covery and loss cause him to delay bringing it
to the light.

When he does, this is what he reads :—

Sir Moses Major, Mr. George Faithful, and
plain Paul Arkdale, all present their most
respectful compliments to Mr, George Coombe,
and beg to thank him for his boundless hospita-
lity. Never, surely, before were such guests so
received, or sent away with hands so full! Sir
Moses has got an ugly bite on his thigh; Mr.
Faithful has been impaled, though, thank good-
ness, not through his body ; and Paul Arkdale
somehow so sympathises with his friends that he
really feels their hurts as if they were his own.

But never mind, my noble-dog fancier! my
patron of all sorts of devilries they call science!
The three gentlemen I for the nonce represent
are all merciful gentlemen, and all forgive most
heartily their kind, ferocfous, and most unin-
tentional of benefactors !

PAUL AREDALE :
who may be heard of any dag within the sound
of Bow bells.

« Ring the alarm bell!” shouts the maddened
manufacturer, understanding too well what had
happened.
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And Paul Arkdale, as he fled along, heard
that tremendous bell clanging as it for a fire,
and met people leaving their houses and cottages,
and he hid till they passed, then again swept
along, ever and anon shouting to hiwnself, with
boyish delight at the uses to which he had been
able to put his talent for mimicry and acting—
« Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!”

CHAPTER LXIII.——AN IMPUDENT SPECULATOR.

Sir Richard is decidedly in an ill temper.
Twice this morning he has been told by custom-
ers of distinction that his British made silks are
decidedly inferior in quality, as well as dearer in
price, than they can get elsewhere.

The aristocratic beauties who have thus
offended him are in a patriotic mood, for reasons
of state suggested by their husbands, and patri-
otism suggests ¢ Buy the silks made by your own
countrymen!”

Very well; the ladies in question are quite
willing, but, of course, patriotism demands that
they should encourage articles of the best manu-
facture, and they tell the knight to his face that
his are not of that stamp.

He bows, and smiles, and apologiscs, but
dares not deny. No, he knows well enough the
secret—it is those Coombe Brothers, with their
confounded machine, that is carrying all before
it, and ruining the general trade of those who
have no such machine. ‘

% Qh, that there were but a man bold enough
to ferret out their secret!” groaus Sir Richard,
as hbe returns from seeing the two dissatisfied
ladies to their chair, ’

When he returned he found the shop in a
commotion, through the odd conduct of &’stran-
ger—a man apgarently about fifty years of age,
very staid and respectable in his aspect and
dress, but very noisy, and troublesome to the
shopmen.

First he demanded to seec one article, then
another, and scarcely were they brought then he
threw them contemptuously aside, and demand-

ed better,

By some unfortunate coincidence, the articles
he asked for were only to be brought forth at
the expense of time and trouble. If he had
known where a good deal of the articles least
in demand had been stowed awayand forgotten,
he could not have kept the shopmen in a greater
flutter—running up and down stairs, and quite
unable to please this fastidious gentleman, who
seemed to grow aungry at the trouble they gave
him, and then broke out now and then in a short
laugh, as if of contempt for the arrangement of
the business.

The mercer grew nettled, but thinking the
geutleman was likely to be a good customer,
remained silent, till the British silks were again
produced, and dismissed with even more superb
contempt. A .

« Why don’t you get a machine like that of
the Coombe Brothers!” he demanded.

« That is not so easy, sir, allow me to observe,”
said the angry mercer, still struggling to keep
quiet.

¢ Pooh, pooh, nongense! It's very easy ™.

T really think, sir, you are the most sensible
man [ ever met with in all my life, or the most
impudent, and I incline to think the latter.”

«Do you! Who are you?”

« Who am 1? Who am I?” Sir Richard’s
indignation now absolutely overpowered all
prudential thoughts, and he became as red as a
turkey-cock.

“« Who am 1? Who are you, sir, that dare
thus to come into a réspectable tm'desman’s
shop, bully his people, waste their time, and
insult their master—Sir Richard Constable,
knight and alderman of London ?”

«Really! Are you all that, and yet can’t get
hold of tbis paltry machine. But come, what
will you give me, if I show you the machine ?”

« You do not seriously mean you can do that ?”

«] gwear to you I have here in my pocket a
drawing, with full descriptiong of all that is
novel in the machine that is now making the
fortune of Coowmbe Brothers.”

The mercer looked hard at the gentleman: in
violet, began to fancy there was method in all
this madness, and asked his name,
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“ George Faithful.”

“ Will you walk this way ?” asked the mer-
cer, wondering greatly over 8o odd an introduc-
tion, and thinking to himself—

«Aht! I know what it means; he wants to
frighten me at the outset as to his knowledge of
the value, if he really has got the secret., Yes,
a swingeing price, 1 suppose, is the explanation.”

The mercer went into the inner room with Mr.
Faithful, who, however, did not leave the shop
till he had given one unfortunate shopman a
commission to find him something that would
require him a full hour’s search and unpiling of
innumerable dusty bales.

% Well now, Mr, Faithful, if there is anything
in what you say, I am ready to hear more about
it.” N

Mr. Faithful drew a paper from his pocket,
opened it out, and laid it on the mercer’s table,
covering it, however, with his hand, as he said-

# Are you familiar with the part of your own
machines where the improvement of Coombe
Brothers comes in ?”

# Yes, I think 80,” said the mercer.

« Then, pray study that!” said Mr. Faithful,
and he sat down opposite the mercer, with both
his elbows on the table, supporting his head,
and thus he stared impudently at the mercer.

¢ By the——, it's done!” ejaculated the mer-
cer, after a pause of full ten minutes. * And
what price do you demand for this

No price at all; don’t want to sell. If you
are patisfied that the thing can be done, that's
enough. Good day, Sir Richard.”

« Mr, Faitbful! Mr. Faithful!
do not run away thus,
hospitality.”

“ What! in this migerable place!”

# Well, then, at Blackheath, Will you go and
spend a night there with me ?

¢« Don’t think I can, really ?”

¢ Pray do,”

# Well, if I do, T won't be taken an advantage
of, Sir Richard, mind that !”

¢ Then, my dear sir, Mr.—Mr. Faithful, may I
expect you before eight this evening at Black-
heath ?”

The gentleman in violet waved his hand, asif
in assent, as he bustled to the counter where the
goods he had wished to see were displayed.

He flew into a violent passion at not finding a
particular colour he wanted, and Sir Richard,
hearing his complaints, came and apologised for
the trouble his men were giving him.

“You've a rascally set here, sir,” said he. “A
rascally set, 'pon my soul. Itwasn’tso always.
Where's that civil-spoken, intelligent young fel-
low, Peter—Paul, Yes; Paul What's-his-name.
‘What have you done with him, eh?”

“I'm sorry to say, sir,” answered ‘the mercer,
«jt's owing to that young man’s indolence and
carelessness that you have had such difficulty to
get served to-day. Youhave, strangely ecnough,
asked for everything which must come from de-
partments in his charge.”

“ Ah, ah! strange, strange!” murmured the
gentleman in violet, and without taking any
notice of a fresh supply of silk-pocket handker-
chiefs a 'prentice had just brought from the
store-room for his inspection, he gave Sir Richard
a ghort nod, and bustled out of the shop,

“ Impudent, but interesting, confound him !’
exclaimed the mercer, as he looked afler him,
and pondered how he should best manage him
in the impending interview,

I pray you
Let me offer you my

CHAPTER XLVI,—THE GUEST ARRIVES AT BLACK-
HEATH.

Sir Richard Constable sat in the drawing-
room at Blackheath making wry faces at Maria's
little French songs, ard trying to look uncon-
cerned and unexpectant, as he glanced at the
timepiece, .

It was past the hour appointed by the gentle-
man in violet for his arrival, and the gentleman
in violet bad not arrived.

Sir Ricbard bad told Christina and Maria to
use all their fascinations to soften the irritable
temper of Mr. George Faithful ; and Maria, only
too glad to be allowed to put on a gay dress
again, attired in Christina’s new rose-coloured
brocade, and with powdered bhair, stood with

her guitar in hands, chattering and singing, and
sometimes in her feverish spirits performing a
little dance, always stopping quickly and glanc-
ing in pretty fright and apology to Sir Richard,
would laugh, and say—

“ Come, come, mistress, you are not in the
Rotunda, remember.”

Christina smiled at her sometimes, but with
effort—sometimes even with tears, jealously hid-
den by her careful little hand. She was lying
on the old sofa, that had great black lion’s paws
for its feet. She was pale and languid. The
little diary was burnt; and every evidence of
her love for Paul, to the little rose she had picked
and kept as a remembrance of his visit to the
garden that Sunday night, was destroyed. Paul
was Maria’s now, and she must think of him no
more ; she must only try to make Maria worthy
of bim,

So Christina lay on the sofa with one little
hand on Sir Richard's and one before her eyes,
as if the bright light hurt her. And something
did burt her; but it was not the light. It was
the thought that, even now, when she had tried
her best tojturn every dear remembrance of Paul
out of her heart as she had turned them out of
the drawer of her Bible-stand, she never closed
her eyes a minute but Paul's face was before
them—never let her thoughts out of her control
but they flew to Paul, as caged birds, set free,
to their native wood.

“The fellow must have something in him,”
remarked Sir Richard. ¢ In spite of the indif-
ference he chose to assume this morning, I'll
warrant he has gone through some hairbreadtu
escapes, if he has really achieved what he pre-
tends. If he really entered the place himself,
depend upon it there have been moments when
his life was not worth two farthings.”

Christina started. She had been thinking of
Paul's mysterious journey and its probable dan-
gers, and for the instant it seemed as if Sir
Richard alluded to him.

She soon, however, remembered their impor-
tant guest, Mr. Faithful, and, smiling, said—

#You must make him tell us some of his ad-
ventures, papa, if Maria succeeds in putting kim
in a good humour.”

“ They must be worth hearing, Teena,” said
Sir Richard, “judging from the stories that get
abroad about the way in which the Brothers
Coombe treat interlopers. I told you about
that Sir Moses Major. A most daring fellow !
Made drawings while the manager turned his
back an instant. Was found out; dogs set on
him. Killed ’em both ; made his escape splen-
didly. By George! I should like to see that
man,”

“] hear a horse coming,” said Maria. ¢ Hark!
Yes, and there’s the bell.”

“Ringing as if he'd pull the house down,”
muttered Sir Richard. ¢ Just like him—a crusty
old fool. I quite expect he will bully me in my
own house as he did in my own shop.”

« Nay, sir,” said Maria, merrily. I have
brought mauny a worse bear thau this can be to
my feet with nothing more than a pretty song.
Do leave me to tame him. See, I will sit on
this cushion behind Christina’s sofa, and as
soon ag ever he begins to growl will I,begin to
sing.”

“Go away with thee, silly child!” answered
Sir Richard, laughing, half admiringly, half
contemptuously—“as if good business were
ever done to the mad tunes of a giddy jade like
thee. You cannot live for half an hour ata
spell without conspiracy or trickery of some
sort.”

Maria threw down the cushion bebind Chris-
tin's sofa, and, crouching on it, and peeping over
the high back, waited for the entrance of the ad-
venturous Mr. Faithful.

¢ A noise with the servants, of course,” mut-
tered Sir Richard. * Laughing, too ; I suppose
he’s come in some ridiculous dress.”

] hope Summers would not be so rude as to
laugh,” said Christina; and then she forgot ail
about the expected guest as a footstep on the
stairs made her face flush, and her heart beat
quicker.

Summers threw the door open—Sir Richard
rose,

Summers stood still and grinned, The guest
seemed suddenly bashful and loth to enter.

Maria stified a laugh, and pinched Christina’s
shoulder, while keeping her head behind the
back ‘of the sofa. Sir Richard ¢ hemmed” and
waited.

‘“Please, sir,” stammered Summers, his hand
before his mouth and his face very red, “ this
gentleman wishes to be announced as Mr.
George Faithful, alias Sir Moses Major, alias—"

“ Alias,” said a well-known voice, as a well-
known face and form entered—* alias your un-
worthy ’prentice Paul.”

. Sir Richard held back as Paul bowed before
im,

¢ Come, come, sir ! what trick is this ?” Then,
holding out his hand he said, “ I am glad to see
you, Paul! but why thus use the name of the
guest I am expecting ?”

At that instant, his eye lighting on Paul's
violet suit, he seized him by the shoulder
and gazed at him from his head to his feet, and
back from his feet to his head, for some time.
This done, he sank down in his arm-chair.

“YOU ROGUE!" said he, folding his arms
afmldp::ontemplating Paul. ¢ You are Mr. Faith-

u

“And Sir Moses,” added Paul, a little re-
proachfully.

“ Teena,” said Sir Richard, “am I dreaming ?
What is it this fellow says? That my good-for-
nothing ’prentice is a hero ?”

Christina, at the instant that Sir Richard’s
moist eyes turned towards her, had seen the
whole truth. She rose up and answered him
with a wild little cry of joyful pride and triumph.
She forgot Maria; forgot her own rank and
Paul's low estate ; forgot everything but Paul,
standing there flushed with triumph and happi-
ness.

“Yes, yes,” she cried, falling on her knees by
Sir Richard, with a burst of bappy tears and
happy, childish laughter. ¢ A hero,and I knew
it; Ifeltit! I saw the promise of great things
in his eyes when he went away, and I have
?:’i;ited and waited. Oh, I knew it—I felt
it!

For a few minutes the three were all in all to
each other. Sir Richard, as he laid his arm
round Paul, who had knelt to take Christina’s
band, felt that he had a warmer regard for his
tiresome ‘prentice than he had till this moment
been aware of. Paul himself, with his master's
arm round him, and his hand held against Chris-
tina’s throbbing heart, thought his reward so
much greater than his deserts that he bent his
head in joyful shame. All his adventures grew
small in comparison with the happiness of this
moment.

They forgot every one in the world but their
three selves, till a delicious, low, soft voice,
singing quite near, made all start. Paul rose
withan agitated face, and gazed round in amaze-
ment; Christina, for the first time in her life,
repented of an act of charity. If Maria, she
thought bitterly, had not been here now, he
might have forgotten her; or, at least, they two
would have had him to themselves just this one
night. She rose and said, in a sharper tone than
Maria had ever heard from his lips—

‘ Maria, I'should have thought you might have
come forward more quickly to welcome so dear
a friend.”

Maria came forward, blushing and curtseying
charmingly.

¢ Mistress Preston !” stammered Paul, Iooking
beseechingly to Christina for explanation.

“My daughter's—Ohristina’s—guest, Paul,"
said Sir Richard, watching them all narrowly;
“under what circumstances you shall hear
shortly. But come, Paul, you are the hero of
this evening, and no story shall be told before
yours. After that I think I shall surprise you
almost as much as-you have surprised me.
Come, are we first of all tobe introduced to Sir
Moses Major 7"

‘“No, sir,” answered Paul, trying to col-
lect his senses, which bad once more been
confused by Maria’s brilliant eyes. “I must
first of all introduce you to an elderly gentleman
in search of bealth, who took cheap lodgings for
the winter in Coombe Valley.”
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Christina lny on her sofa, Marin sat facing
psul, Sir Richard leaned back in his clair en-
priogly, and Paul told his story,

0f the loncly and amiuble flageolet player of
Cvombe Valley Lie made quite a pretty pastoral,
Sir Richard laughed till the tears ran down his
4ce, a0d Maria mixed her silvery laughter with
Y5, Christina only smiled fuintly when Paul's
ge sought her face, but at his dangers, when
te telated them, she wopt moure than Paul ever
laew or guessed.  And when the knight made
i sbow the Wound an Lis haad, shie had neacly
funted at thesight.  Astu Paul, he saw Maria's
iwog wet lashes and tremulous fan, and his cLeck
teroed with pleasuro,

Sir Richard, as Paul came to the most critical
wiots of his story, would now and thea lay his
und on the young man's shoulder and say, with
s emotion which mado Paul the happiest fel-
ww in all London—

“Teena, this is Paul, remember,—this is all
wr own good-for-nothing nc'er-do-well of a
Pau] Arkdale t”

And Paul, glancing timidly towards ber,
sould sce Teena avdding aud swmiling, and try-
iog tv look like a proud and happy sister.

But all storics must come to an end, and
Paul’s, though it lasted till two in the morning—
#r Sir Richard would hear everything minately,
ud many things twice or thice times over—
Paul's came fo an cnd at last.

The mercbant then sent Maria to bed, and
sher she.had gone—and she went reluctantly
wough—he walked gently up and dvwn the
wom, with his cyes fixed on the carpet, fur sume
minutes.

He was wondering whether it would or would
st give Paual pain tuknow who Christiuu ceally
sa3. If he luved ber—aund the merchaut would
sarcely have. believed any one who told him to
the contracy—might it nut agaia destroy all lus
courage, and plunge him into despair, to hear
s was as far removed from him as ever ?

Sir Ruchard, io his gratitude for what Paul
bsd done, and in his reluctance to cause lum
ain, was strongly tempted to give his furmer
jrentice some slight hint of Chiristina’s sccret,
Bat he was angry with himsclf for the thought
1s he remembered Low -Paul's cheek had flushied
u Mana's laugh, or Maria’s frightened littly

xream. .
. “Paul,” said hc, stopping suddenly, “did you
eer bave any notion that vur friend Damel
§Sterne, was other than he scemed ?”

Paul laughed.

“How can you ask, sir, when my brother
Hemphrey and I have been together and cum-
pred notes?”

“To be sure. And now, Paul, I wonder if by
a0y chance you bhappen to know who thus young
lady 1577

Paul smiled, but looked a little perplexed as
be answered, glancing at her reverentially—

“My mastet's daughter, sir, or her spiat, for
she is somewhat fullea away since I helped carry
ber chair, not so very long ago.”

« Nuy, Paul, this 1s avt your master's duugh-
w k-]

% And this dear old house,” said Paul, with o
smile, “and the shop on London Bridge, arc
these no longer yours 7” .

“Paul, your master speaks the truth—thus is
eot his child.”

“Which megns, Paul,” said Christina, rising
ad putting her atm about the mercers neck,
that she has bad no right to all—to any of the
kind and tenderly care 2nd goodness she hasall
ber life received from your dear master, and
tat but for him she might hinve been—bave
becn—=like one whom you will prescotly know
bus been sacrificed for b:r sake.”

When Paul hid heaod the mercer’s strange
sory to the end, and Lad taken leave of both
kis kind fricnds and cetired to sleep (for. the
frst timo at the gresat bouse at Blackheath) he
was as gilent and subdued, as if he bad just re-
ported a failure, instead of a most brilliant suc-
s,

He pushed asido the hicavy window curtains,
12d sat Jooking out into the night and the snow-
wrered garden, and asking himsclf why it was
be bad an bour orso ago becn almost giddy

with happiness, and now could look back at
the delicivus evening with ¢ygs so wondrously
sober.

His pleasurce. his triumph had been greater
than o had cver imagined when, as the roman-
tic flageolet-player, ke had found time in the
dells snd Janes of Cuombe Valley to picture this
evening to himself.

Why had it been so much more delicious than
he had ever dreamed it would be?

Even as he asked himself the question Paul
seemed to Lear that sweet cry of delight and
pride thathad made his beurt leap, and made bim
say to himself—

“All that I have paid for this secms little
indeed}?

He had teen in » kind of exquisite dream the
whole evening. What Lad so suddenly awah-
cened him ?

What and whom but Lord Langton’s sister
taking the place of Lis nuster's daughter ?

CHAPTER LXV.~~CHRISTINA'S INTERPIBTER,

* Good murning, Paul.”

Paul started. Ho was entering the breakfust-
room and looking on the fluor when Christina’s
grecting met his ear.

She was sitting alonc at the window watching
the snow falling.

The lung tablo was laid with fragile old china,
and substantial dishes of cold meat aud pasties,
for Sir Richard's motto was, * No breahfast, no
man.”

A log fire threw a ruddy lLight over the room,
and u.einto the marky winter norning.

Paul went to the fire and satin his master’s
chbair, s..oking an old black dug who had been
inSir Richard’s service as long as Paul himself
How strango it seemed to bo sriting in this roum,
at the .door of which he sooften stood glanaing
timidly in, when he bad been seat with a mes-
sage from London Bridge!

He looked about, blinking Lis eyes in the firc-
light, and fecling as if he should wake and find
lumself in his own attic on the bridge, or the
lodgings at Coombe Valley,

“Paul,” said Christina, # I am glad you are
duwa before the others, as I—as there is some-
thing I wish to say to you.”

Paul lovked with a dreamy, puzzled air, as
Chiristina 3at dowan in the chair facing bim, with
a litile quaint China pot of tea in her handa.

“Paul, I scarcely kaow how to begin. Pro-
mise me, €I should chance to offend you, you
will forgive me.”

«I prumuse,” answered Paal, with a smile.

Chroistina’s suft bruwn cyes, shy aad perples-
cd, apparently, at her boldness, looked into the
fire a minute, and then bright and tearful, look-
cd straight 1ato Paul's, while a little hand was
Leld out to him.

“Paul, you may think I have not been as
kind—I mean that I have not, in old times, done
as much for you with my father, as I might
have done; but—but—"

“ Madam,” cricd Paul, bending over the little
hand with an agitauun hc scarcely understoud,
#] withdraw my promisc ; I cannot forgive that
accusation.”

%1 was going to say, Paul, I bare always felt
for you in your unhappiness—-"

¢ Which bas been my owu making, I kaow."

¢ Asmuch as I should have felt for & brother,”
continued Christina, her baod, which Paul sull
held, trembling, * and I think the timehas come
when I may show you this by doing you a ser-
vice, if you will let me. Macia bas been very
fricndly with me, Paul, and I know your sccret.
Al I sec you are offended after all, and now I
know not how to teil you what I wish.”

 Teena, let me tell Paul for you,” said a feesh,
laughing voice, and the next instant Maria knelt
down betvrecn them, laying one hand qu Paul's
koce and the other on Christina’s, ¢ Paal, 1
kunow our Tcena botter than you do,” said Maria.
] have the key of her heart, and I could ghow
you all that is in itat any tme I pleased, and 1

.asure you, sir, you would give something to

know. See, Teenn, bow ansious ke looks.
Sball I tell him some lines of the littlo diary 7
Lete see, bow ran they? ¢ Monday'—=—the
something: ¢ Went to an auction. Saw many

handsome gentlemen, but nuae worthy of fusten-
ing his shoe.'”

% Maria 1" exclaimed Christina.

“Be still, you shan't sur,” cricd Maria, look-
ing at Paul's flished, half-angry, and intently-
listening face. **Sunday—" hum—m—m—:
tHo was al charch, and church was heaven.'”

p “ Maria 1” again and mure angrily said Chris-
ina.

¢ Tuesday’—is it not, Teena 2—the hum—m—:
‘e is gone. I oaghtto furget him, but Tknow
[ can never gay, at my prayers, Gud bless papa,
without all.my soul crying, Aud oh! may Go
bless—' Nay, Tecaa, surcly I may finish!
Sce, Paul looks quitec mad with suspensc!
Map—a

Christina tricd to rise, but Maria held her still
with both arms,

“tMny God bless——' Ah! gently Teens,
you arc burting me. But, Paul, [ will tell yoo
the name, I caa see you would sulike to know.
*May God bless my dear——' What! Tears,
Teenal ¢ My dear, hopelessly loved——'?

Maria turned from Clristina to Paul’s glow-
ing, half-averted face, and her eyes sparkled
with enjugment, as she added—

“¢ My idear, hopelessly-loved—Lord Cecil
Bridgeminster ' ”

Paul laughed almost boisterously. Christioa,
in her sudden relief, threw her arms round Maria,
and bid her face on her shoulder; then drew
back with a fecling of intense dislike andgbitter-
ness, which Maria found it convenient not to
perecive.  Taking her band effectionately in one
of hiers, and Pauis s the other, ghe said—

¢ And now, Paul, since I know ber heart so
well, as I have just proved to you, and since I
can read in her eyes all that she wishes to ex-
press to you, let me interpret what they say, and
she shall correct me if I am wrong. In the first
place, Paul, she regrets a little you having stoop-
cd to luve ono so infinitely beneath you in every
respect—is it not so, dear Teena? Well, you
nced not look * Yes® soemphatically. Bat then,
Paul, if I am iaterpreting rightly, these kind
eyes say that, since you have given your love to
onc 80 unworthy, they willeven watch over that
unworthy one for your sakv, and that their gen-
tle mistress will try and cure thathappy but un-
worthy woman of her many feults, and make her
morc gentle and good; in fact, more like her
own sweet selfi  There, Paul, is the interpreta-
tion of what our Teena's cyes were saying to
sou when I came in, is it not, Tcena?"”

& Maria¥ sa.d Chriatins, ising, “I certainly
wished to tell Paul that £ will.ag—2oxious—
to be to you as a sister, if you will let me try
and make some amends for all that you have lost
for my sake. But cxcuse me ifIsay I think I
could have told that without your assistance;
and let me add, Maria, that not even from 2 sis-
ter would I bear such treatment as yours of this .
worning.”

Maria raised her eycbrows with a pretty pre~
tene: of fright, then laughed.

“Forgive me, my lady, but when I think
how theee little words would scare away that
queenliness you choose to assume in chiding
sour povr, disccputable. dependant—when I
think that theee little words——"

%\Which you will ncver daro to speak, Maria
said Christina, turniog her head as she went to
the door; “you love yourself too well to speak
them.”

¢ Well, perbaps I do,” murmured Maris, look-
ing after her, thoughu’ully, with her finger on
her dimpled chin, ** perhaps I do.” :

She weant and knelt down again by’ Paul's
chair. ’ ..

** Paul,” said she, softly, ¢ how kiad and good
she is!? . -

1 conld ncver bave bélieved it ‘muttered
Paal, staring into the fire. I thought-he was
ficrce as a tiger, and a fop into the bargsin.”

¢ Who, Paul?” "~ ,

¢ Lord Cecil.” e .

« Ah, yes ; .and so ha i Heigho, pdor Teena!
Who would have thought of her loving ‘Suchs
onc, and you always near her, Paul?  Ob, what
ghould I have done, Panl, if she had loveti you?
You would certainly have Joved ber to, would .
younot? Answer mé} Paul—answér me.r’

pp X
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Paul drew his chair away, saying irritably—

« Nonsense child! How can I answer such
questions? You might as well ask me what I
would do if they made me King of England.”

“ Ah, you are too good for a king, judging
from all I have seen of kings, Paul; but you
speak harshly. Has poor Maria offended you ?”

. “No, no; how absurd you are,” said Paul,
trying to avoid the beautiful eyes filled with
tears.

“ But you are unkind—and how shall I bear
that? I see, Paul, 'you are like all the world.
I pleased you for a time when you needed me
and bad no other friends; but my brave soldier
has been out and won himself great honours and

praise ; and what now is the poor girl he loved

when he was obscure, unhappy, and alone in the
world, but for her ?”

A few moments later, Maria knocked at Chris-
tina’s door, then entered without waiting for per-
mission.

“ Come, Teena, Sir Richard is waiting for his
breakfast. Silly child! he will see you have
been crying, and Paul will see, too. Nay, Tecna,
don’t look reproachfully at me because I am
happy. I am happy, and at your expense, I
know.” And Maria caught her in her arms and
kissed her, laughing wildly.

“Don't be angry, Teena, let me laugh while I
can; some day, perhaps, it will be your turn to
Iaugh and mine to weep, I seem to feel it will.
But Paul loves me now—he has told me so
again—he loves me, and I must be happy, how-
ever cruel you think me, Teena; I must laugh
and rejoice while I can.”

“ While I can,” repeated Maria, standing be-
fore the glass, as Christina broke from her and
left the room with a proud quiet step. ¢ While
Ican. What did he say? Unless I ever deceiv-
ed him.” .

She put her two hands to her brows and look-
ed at herself till her face grew almost haggard.

¢ He should love me truly, did he say, unless
I ever deccived him? I have deceived him
about Teena; but the baby is proud, she will
keep that secret. But the other—will that be
kept from him much longer ?”

She clasped her hands and seemed to shrink
into a trembling little child. “ O Paul, Paul,
when the day comes that you know of that I”

Then she laughed—and the colour came back
into her face, and she ran back along the pas-
sage towards the breakfast-room with 'a step
that seemed to repeat the words she had said to
Christina— Let me laugh and rejoice while I
can.”

CHAPTER LXVI.—MARIA'S NEW MOVE.

In the busy brain of the spy there were strange
emotions at work during the night following the
return of Paul, and the recital of his adventares.

His story wonderfully interested her, not
merely because it was hig, but for its own sake
—it seemed so picturesque, so full of moving
incident, so rich in lif¢’s most adventurous
moods; and while it wag all this, it was, at the
same time, so full of promise for his future.

Ah, that future! Could she shut her eyes to
the extreme probability that if Paul only knew
of Christina’s diary and its confessions, that he
would soon forget her (Maria), and determine
resolutely to win Christina from the mercer and
from her aristocratic brother, by rapidly elevat-
ing himself in social position, as he thencefor-
ward so easily might,

Then came, more terrible still the thought of
the narrative to Paul of all her infamous beha-
viour as a spy in connection with Lord Langton.

She could not go to bed for thinking of these
things, She felt as though she must do some-
thing—strike some bold stroke—that should
reverse her disgraceful past, and give her also a
future,

If she lost Paul now, she felt sure, in her own
secret heart, she should lose him for ever. He
would be surrounded with new influences, would
be growing ambitious, would think more than
ever of the respectability of his future wife.

What could she do ?

A thousand schemes were started and re-
nounced. Hour after hour she wandered about
her room in her nightgown, or sat down before

ber glass to look at herself, as if she felt the
origin of all her hopes lay there in that beauti-
ful face, and that she must seek inspiration from
it.

Suddenly the little delicate fist came down
with a bang on her dressing-table; and then
she laughed at her own action, as she said :—

¢ That'git! I'll doit! I will! I can—it must
succeed. Difficult, no doubt ; and very danger-
ous. But that's the best of it. If they sce I can
incur danger for a cause, and that I do it no
longer from base motives, they must respect mé,
even if they blame me. Ah, yes, respect! Could
I only win Paul's respect, I would not fear
beating this poor, timid, aristocratic pale face,
even now, on her own ground, and carrying off
the object of her secret worship before her eyes.
I'lldoit! I willl”

She went hurriedly to fetch pen, ink, and
paper, and sat down to write Paul a letter.

Again and again she tore up the paper after
writing a few words, finding herself very hard to
Dlease; but, at last, she got to the following
result :—

DEAr PauL,—By this time I suppose you will
have heard the particulars of my shameful story.
I cannot now make any more excuses for it. I
feel too much emotion even to venture to think
of it. I must shut it out to feel I am in the per-
fect possession of my senses. But, dear Paul,
that 1 am not yet altogether insensible to what
is noble, grand, devoted, let me show you by
showing what I mean to do.

You shall never, never see me again, unless I
wipe out my past by inscribing on the page
Something better, something more worthy of you.
Yes, my friend, I feel kindled by your example
to work, to struggle, to achieve some good, to
repress base desires, and so to meet you again,
and say to you—oh! with what delicious tears
in my eyes—* Paul, dear Paul, am I not now a
little less unworthy ?”

What I am going to do I dare not tell to you,
or to any one. It is full of risk, but also full of
uoble incentive. I will succeed—or dic !

Dear Paul, ever, ever most dear, farewcll! If
you do never see me again, you will understand
I have failed, and there's an end,

But if I sncceced—ab, I dare not dwell on
that!

Neither dare I, wicked as I have been, invoke
blessings on your head.

Noj but I ask, Paul, your most earnest
prayers for me. I shall nced them all, Fare-
well !

Excuse the many blots on my paper. Though
I now need a hero's soul, I am, with you, but a
woman—young, weak, and miserable—and the
tears would fall,

I kissed them off. If your lips ever touch the
spots, I do belicve 1 shall know it—shall fecl
through me the thrill of a love such as women
rarely feel, and as, I suppose, only poor, half
abandoned wretches like me venture to ex-
press like this.

I cannot help it; I may be wrong, ButI do
own it. Paul, dear, dear Paul, [ do love you.

Abandon me now, if you like.

MAR1A.

The next morning there was a great outery
in the mercer's establishment. Mistress Preston
had gone away secretly, in the night!

The mercer's white face showed, at breakfast,
what he thought and felt about this news.
Christina felt stunned, and quite unable to com-
fort him. But Paul, who had received his letter,
and pondered over it a good deal, felt certain
she could mean no such act of treachery as
they feared, and was sadly distressed at the diffi-
culty he experienced in giving them the same
conviction.

Must he show the letter ? He could not bear
to do so. Even a3 regafls Maria hersclf, he felt
it was not right to expoge such a confidential
communication. But, in truth, Paul had &
deeper objection. He did #ot like Christina to
see it. Why? He could not tell. He only
knew that the letter itself seemed quite a differ-
ent kind of letter when he looked at it through
Christina’s eyes,

But then the suspense—the constant wearing

anxiety they would both be left in, if he did not
show it, decided him. With a flush of colour
in his cheek, that looked more like shame than
the lover's natural modesty, he drew forth
Maria's epistle, handed it to the mercer.

He, when he had done, hapded it—a little
maliciously, Paul thought—to his daughter, as
if glad to destroy, once for all, Paul's every
chance in that quarter.

Christina read it through with great quiet and
courage, and then, with a smile began to speak
to Paul about it, when suddenly he saw a
deadly change come over her face, and she was
about to fall,

Paul sprang to her—caught her; but she
roused herself—pushed him proudly, and almost
resentfully, from her; then, while checking her
tears, again smiled ; and lo! she had conquered.

Yes, she was calm! Paul should see no more ;
he already had seen too much.

And now she spoke to the mercer, expressing
her entire conviction that Maria meant no harm
to them or to Lord Langton; and from that
moment Paul was only permitted to see in Chris-
tina the friend of Maria—so far as friendship
was at all conceivable between two such differ-
ing natures.

When Paul left them, the mercer drew Chris-
tina to him, kissed her, and taking her tenderly
on his knee, said—

* My own brave girl | Never before did I feel
50 proud of thee!”

And then the brave girl gave way, and there
was indeed, a sad hour between the two.

While the mercer and Christina were wonder-
ing what it was that Maria was about to do,
their thoughts were turned in another channel
by the receipt of of a letter from Lord Langton.

The instant the mercer saw it he changed
colonr, and said to Christina—

“ The die is cast. Before you open that fatal
letter I predict it is to say he has gone, and is at
his rash—his evil—his bloody work I

With “trembling fingers Christina undid the
red ‘silken string with which it was fastened—
arelic of the olden time, that men like Lord
Langton occasionally made use of—and then
read aloud these lines :—

Dear Sin Ricaarp, — After enjoying your
bospitality, I am about to make you so, I fear,
you will think—an ill return,

You have knowan meas Daniel Sterne, travel-
ling merchant, a cosmopolitan—an Englishman,
but resident generally abroad, therefore a man
of no politics, caring nothing for Jacobites or
Hanoverians—caring only to scll, at a fair pro-
fit, the goods he had brought.

Know me now as Lord Langton, the enemy
of your king and government, both of whieh |
hope some day or other to help to overthrow.

Have I shocked you with my base ingrati-
tude ? I trust not.

Permit me to explain. Circumstances that I
need not now refer to had given me some reason
to hope you still retained your once loyal feel-
ingsto your true sovereign. If so, you would
have been of incstimable benefit to' our cause.
I was prepared—I confess it—to have made
great sacrifices—not in my own name, but in
the name of one far greater than I—could [ have
won you over. But I failed, and [ only now
wish you farewell! and, while thanking you for
your personal kindness, cannot but condemn
you for your disloyal behaviour, .

You know now why I have at times drawn
you into conversation on political matters, even
while I seemed to care nothing about them.

Sir Richard, my last word is—Long live King
James |

I know how you will reply to that, but, bap-
pily, I shall not hear the detested rejoinder.

Again, thanks and farewell.

LaxeroN.

“ My dear, noble brother!” was Christina's
tearful ejaculations,

‘ Noble, indeed. Yes, there is no mistaking
the purport of this. He takes fresh risks for
bimself by this letter, in order that I, by pro-
ducing it in case of need, may clear myself,
Will it clear me? I cannot say., Governments
are wonderfully suspicious, and are themselvep
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wodecp in the Jore of the tricksters not to be
wady cnongh to suggest that this letter has
teen written, not in good fuith, but to obtain o
recinl advantage. However, we'll hope the
it But what of the misguided man himself?
fleaven hielp him 1 I foresee n terrible end.”

* 70 becontinued,

The Sntmilay Beader,

WEEK ENDING JANUARY 26, 1867.

A NEW TEMPERANCE SCHIME.

WEDIEN has earned for itself an unenviable

reputation for the large quantities of ardent
spirits consumed by its inhabitants, as compared
sith other countrics of Europe ; and, in fact, the
imbibitives powers of the chief of the Scan-
dinavian States would almost pe incredible,
were 10t the fact authenticated by oflicial re-
turns, the correctness of which can searcely be
wlled in question. The countrymen of Gusta-
ws Adolphus and Charles the Twelfth are
swdoubtedly a drouthy race, among Whom the
rmperance cause i3 making but slow progress.
4 curious work has lately appeared at Stock-
klm on the subject, which has commauded
wisiderable attention in Germany, as well as
tbe authior’s own country, from the singnlarity
o the views heholds forth, Dr. Gustay Brandt
Lud, it sceme, been employed for many years,
swwciated with others, in inculcating on the
peoplo of the Swedish capital the wisdom of
rforming their habits in the matter of.strong
dnnks , but as he says bimself sadly, with indif-
krent success, and be was often on the point-of-
griag up his efforts in despair. Suddenly, bow-.
e, & new light broke upon him, and ho made
e discuvery that the small advance.mide by
te temperance movement in. Europe and Ame-
nu is less owing to the uateachable stybborn-
w55 of the masses than to the tistaken course of
those who have been their teachers, but above
allof the fiscal regulations.which govern the
lquor traflic throughout the wdrld, or the
grater portion of it. His theory is,. {hat the
source of the evil is mainly to Do traced. to the
plicy by which all governments, national or
morcipal, extract & revenue from the sale of jn-
tucating liquids, thus sanctioning. and ‘stimu-

wr-curse of the nations. He denounces more
specially the custom.of granting, licenses to,
tarerns and other placesof publicenterminmenf&
s being at once smmoral and mischievous ; an

be compares 1t to that which prevails in some
countries of granting the gsame favourto gam--
ving-houses and brotbels. ~ The privilege to sell
iquor helps to countenance drankenness, just
15 much as the others legalise robbesy and
icentiousness ; aud:he congends that in all the
nsults are similar, namely, the increase of. the
vice so sanctioned. ‘Bis plan is to.discontinne
tke system of licenses‘altogether, angd to’ leave

any other business ; and the consequence would
te the disappearance of gin-palaces, gilded
waloons, aud uther baunts.of inebniety which the
tisting monopoly setves to crect, enrich, and
Yeep up. The low unlicensed . grogshops could
tlsy no lonfser exist, ~ OF cuurse, as it is withall
Fojectors, the Doctor js ‘sanguine that his
webemo would, in thic ¢nd, be attended with vast
success. Fle had certainly given the question
nuch attention and study, showing an. intimate
sequaintadct with theexcise and license; laws
of England hod the Uniled States, and even
dlluding tv the Dunkin Act of this country.

He cuntends, in short, that by opening the
Yiquor trade to all who choose to embark in it,
it would cease to be a source of profit ; and that
if men continued to drink, they would have to
drink at homeé, thus subjecting them to'a domes-
tie surveillanice, the best of all preventives of
acss, ‘To support his argument, too, hie proyes
that the most sober coaptries are those in Which
vineg and” brandies are to be fodnd in every

hung the use of what he justfy calls the mas--

the retailing of liquot open o competitors, like.

farni-house and cottage, such as parts of France,
Italy and Spain, and where thoir sale is gener-
ally unrestrained by license laws.

Dr. Brandt would, besides, invoke the aid of
legislation to secure his object, e would, to
somo cxtent, deprive confirmed incbrintes of
their civil rights. e would enable their fami-
ties and relations, by the agency of a court of
justice, to divest them of the wmanagement of
their property, of tho right to exercise the clec-
tive franchise, and would subject them to several
disabilitics of o like chamcter, He thinks the
disgrace g0 inflicted wowld he felt when alt
other menus or arguments might fail.

We do not suppase that the admirers of the
Maine liquor law will agree in opinion with the
Swedish physicinn; but the subject is one of
such paramount importance that we swbmit Dr.
Brandt's speculntions in the matter to the friends
of the good cause here, for what they are worth,

THE STATE OF EUROQPE.

R. Justice Keogh, at a late public meeting

in Dublin, declared thut it is cvident to
all thinking men that Europe was on the ove of
nmighty chianges, but that it was difficult to say
whether they were to be accomplished by vio-
lence or by peaceful action. Judge Keogh is
uot alone in this belief, nor is it an opiuton of
the day only. Nearly half & century ago Napo-
leon Bonaparte, when 8 prisoner at St. Helenn,
uttercd a similar prediction, though with fewer
facts to justify the conclusien than have since
comé to Jight. Among many speculations on
future events, Napoleou foretold that in less
than fifty, yenrs from the day on which he spoke
Europe.would be either Republican or Cossack.
The limit of his prophectic announcement has
expired, and Europe is nerthier the one nor the
other, Yet wo must not assume that the great
Corsican was speaking idly, or that lus usually.
clear vision was clguded, when he thus ex-
pressed himself. Few men bave ever been more

gagacious in such vaticinations tban be bax been, | P

and he may have miscalculated the period, and
pot the occufrences which he forcsaw. An-
cient seers, aware of the danger of being too
precise in that respect, always bad recourse to
mystic numbers or sigas in the measurement of
time, DBat to return to our subject: whether
Europe is destined in the end to be Republican
or-Qossack, it is plain it is about to bo some-
thipg different, from what it now is; and -that
before'long, too. Our present object i3 to take
& passing glanceat the indications of the coming
‘metamorphosis.

Whatever fortune may be in store for tho con-
tincnal nations, wa bope and believe that Eng-
land.will still continue ¢ the fast-anchored isle”
_that she has for ages been, amid the revolutions
and misfortunes which ‘have overtaken so many
of. her neighbours, Tho Reform:question, and
the condition of Ireland; are the only grave dif-
ficulties against which ‘'she bag now to contend,
.and she will gvercome them; us she has, greater
Jdifficulties in past daysz Catholicemancipation,
-Negro slavery, the Reform -agitation, of 1832,
and’ the Gorn Lisw Ledgue of 1846, .presented
more dangcrous symptoms-than are at present
visible.; yet a.. these gnestions were happily
setiled, leaving matters to go on in their accus-
towed course, as if no such disturbing.clements
bad ever existed. For our part, we felt per-
.suadcd that when the Derby ministry. took oflice,
they did so with the full conviction that the
question of Parliamentary Reform, could not be
.evaded, but would have to be desit with in some
shape or other, and wo can scarcely.credit the
reports t0 a.contrary effect that are now circu-
lated. The elective franchiso must, it ig evident,
be extended in accordanca with the popular will ,
and Lord Derby and: Mr. Disrueli-will probably
soon have only the choico Wft to them of resign-
ing power, or of following she example of the
Duke of Wellington and Sif Rohert, Peel, by
adopting the policy of their opponeats, over-
bidding tht.\.mli and couceding moro_than the

Liberals would bave ventured upon. Ons would

imagine, indeed, that an appeal to the people,

s

without promissing & Reform Bill of & compte-

hengive character, would offer o forlorn hope to
the Gonservatives in the preseut state of pyblic
opinion ; still such an expedient might not prove
50 unsuccessful ns it may at fiest appear to be.
The mass of tho men who swell the ranks of
Reform gatherings have no votes, and theselfish-
ness of tho actual possessors of the clective
franchise might induce them to desire the exclu-
sion of others from their privileges. The counties
and the small boroughs might, under clever
munag-.went, return an anti-Reform majority to
ther House of Commons, and thus put ofl the
evil day for onc sesgion at all events. But it
wonld be only for & day; for the just demands
of the people must at last be granted.  Of the
Fenian question we shall only say, that the
reeent accounts relieve ane from the dread that
the Governuent would Le forced to massacro
an undizciplined and ungrmed multitude, which
was the chief danger of an insurrection, had
such been attempted.  So brave & people as the
Irish could not be put down without a fearful
slaughter, which might be deplored, but coutd
not be prevented, if hostilities had once com-
nienced ; and the condition’of their finances and
the description of arms seized by the authorities,
prove what an insanc affuir the whole Fenian
movement has been, An organization which
contemplated the destruction of the greatest
cmpire in the world, lacked the means of feed-
ing and clothing the destitute wives and
children of a few “maztyrs” to the cause con-
fined in an English jail; and the Fenian pri-
soners in Canada were left to the charity or
generosity of the community which they at-
tempted to injure!

On the European continent, Prussia continues
to uttract the attention of the world; but the
réal results of hier success in the war of last
summer begin to be better understood and
appreciated than they were at the time. That
the  advantages she won. werc as important
a3 they were unexpected, is uadoubtedly true,
but it is equally trae that she is yet far
from filling the« position of the leading
ower of Rurope, She has still to consolidate
the acquisitions shie has madd , and on the event
of war with suother power of the first class,
France, for Instance, or aven; Austria, when she
was recovering from the efigcts of her recent
disasters-—in such a confingency Prussia might
find herself greatly overmatched, especially with
50_inany neighbours who regard her with jea-
lousy, fear and dislike, Her twenty-five wil-
lions of subjects and tributaries do mnot, we
repeat, constitute Prussia the arbiter of tho con-
tinent, as she was declired to be some months
‘back,” Singly, sbé i3 not u match for cither
_France or Russia, 88 Tégards ber military re-
sources in men ,or otherwise. In short, the
King of Prussia’has not quite attaiucd the
digaity.of primus infer pares among the Euro.
pean sovereigns; and will not do so until he has
added Southern Gérmany to his dominivns—not
.0 ‘easy task fo accomplish.’

1o fact, Fravce and.Russia are the dictators
of the continent; and.it is an ominous circum-
glance, that . both.‘coutemplate o large iucrease
of theic'aleeqdy great sunics—Russia intending
o augiient he forces to more than a milliou
and a balf~France to cight hundred thousand
men. We cohceive, that on {bié part of Napo-
leon, this step is morc political than military,
When be ré-established the empire, he found
opposed to him the Republicans and Socialists
of Paris and the large cities; the Orleanists; and
the adherents of the clder Bourbons. Thess
embraced a majority of the tradesmen, the
mechanics, and the old familics -of Fratce.
Most of the eminent literary wmen, such 88
Guizot, Thicrs, Lawartine, and Victor Hugo,
wero also doctrinaries or.republicans ; though,
strange lo bay, all these ywriters, with the ex-
ception of Guizot, have been perhaps more ine
strumental in tbe, restrregtion of the empire, by
their Jaudation of the. fifst Napoleon, than the

most enthusiastic Imperialists have, been, 1t
was 8o, too, with the Republicar “leravger.

Louis Napolcon derived his_sapport from, the
army aud the great body of the rural, populs-
tion, by whom Napoleon the Great Was Fegarded
a3 & god. Instead of placing political power
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i the hands of the latter, and guveriing
through them, whilo relying at the same tine
on the bayunets of the others, hie gave the coune
try a sham constitution, which bas turnid wut &
failure, as he might have expected, when dual
ing with & peoplo so intelligent and prowd as
the French., We suspect, then, that the ang-
nmentation of the army 13 intended o rally
round fumself and his dy nasty & class on whose
attachment hie can always rely, for, to the
French soldser, lus uncles memory s o sucred
thing, Victor Hugo contends that ¢ the man
of destiny ” was impervious to mortal attack,
but, like the Titans of old, was vanquished by
heaven, The French soldier believes this, and
something more,

We arv inclined to the belief, however, that
the clder Napoleon wag right, when he saw in
Russia the power most menacing to Eurupe,
The events of the Crimean war have deceived

o

N

OLD LETTERS.

AT the old writing table, covered with baize,

In the drawer down below, there meets my gaze

A packet of lctters, dust stained and worn;

They wero therc yecars ago, before Charlio was born.
And Charlie, my son, has his hair streaked with grer;
And & daughter fifteen, whom we ca'* nretty May;
No marvel thelctters look ycllow anc old,

And tear at a touch in the long creas’d fold.

How faint and how faded the writing appears,

AsT gaze through the mist of some two-score yoars,

There's Ella, my darling, how sweetly sho wrote,

I remember so well, *twas a litfle pink note;

No trace of tho pure tint remains in its huo,

'Tis soiled and discoloured, and brown-stained alf
through;

There's & mist on my glasses, X cannot sce well,

Aud the line, too, is blurred where she wroto her

“aarowell.’”

et 08 o lier ugantic strengils, and if o great
, General were tu arise in Russia, & man at once
A statesting and a suldivr, the seventy muilions
of subjects, of whom the Caar is supremie lord
and master, would be a terrible justrument in
such hauds, for, unlike the case in the Eastern
, campaigns of Russia, an European war might be
ynde o feed 1tself.  The incrensing decrepitude
yob Tuthey is npparently reviving the Muscovite
appetite fur the rich provinces of that empire;
and lier statesiuen are, judging frun thele lan-
guage, resuming their traditional policy in that
direction ; aud the probability is that her am.
bition will be geatified.  England will not again
engage in a contest with Russia to save what
cannot be saved, the expiring power of the Sul-
tan,  France might make the attempt, supported
by Italy and Austria, but they would soon dis-
yeover that without the fleets and money of
Britain, the attempt would be an arduous onc,

i

//‘/.'// !

).

I have marricd, and twice since that little pink
note,
In her innocent girlhood, sweet Ells wrota;
She faded away fu the fragrant epring time,
«und thoe bells had to toll when I thonghit thoy would
chime.
{ 1 havo almost forgotten how XNa Jooked now,
With the smile on her lip, and the thought on her
brow;
For memory grows, oh so weary and weak!
But stil) X remember her soft dimpled cheek;
And I scem to stand in my yGuth’s bright morn,
As 1 read the wee note, 80 soiled and torn.

Lying ust near it, I next sco the end

Of a letter, *twas written by Tom, my friend;

And bold and broad are the strong, dark lines,

Ho writes from his home in tho land of vines;

Thero aro health and strength incach daring thought,
And laughter and fan with each word gnwrought;,

(Jan. 24

But we are perhaps speculating respecting o
crisis which may not occur; and shall discon.
tinue our remarks for the present, with the .
teativn of cesuming tho subject,

et
Lir7eg faalts, no less than great crimes, can
Lide the light of heave frum the soul. Just
breathe upun the glasses of a telescope, and the
dew of your breath will ahut out all the stass,

Hyrocmisy~Many who would not for the
world utter n faisehood, are yet eternally
scheming to produce false imp.essions on the
minds of others rospecting facts, characters,
«wnd opinions.

Grice AxDp Jov.—Q@ricef knits two hearts in
closcr bonds than joy cver can, and common

sufferings are far stronger than common joys. ,

And spoech secms there on the time-worn page,
All shrivelled and stained by the touch of age.

Then the letters grew fuw and far botween.

He had dear friends on his way, X ween;

And X have loved others perchanco as well,
Yet round the worn paper there hangs a spell.
I scem now to walk on Jife's pathway back,
For miles and miles into boyhood's track,
And he stands before me, though poor in gold,
Rich in affections manifold.

Old lotters, dearly I love yo all?

The large bold type, and the writing amall:

I replace with care each faded thipw,

And bind thom again with the red tapo string;

X closo tho drawer, and I turn the key,

Yo are dear old relics of youth to me;

Lio there all modern notes beneath, .
Old letters made sacred by loveand desths - - -
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EDINBURGH:

UE capital of Scotland occupics a pictur-
T esque situation on a cluster of eminences at
¢ distance of & mile and a balf south from the
Frith of Forth, which is here about six miles in
breadth. Edinburgh was originally a fortified
town, confined within narrow limits, and repos-
ing under the shelter of the Castle at its western
atremity ; but about the middle of the
tghteenth century the city began to extend
itself, and now veaches almost to the shores of
the Frith having formed a connection with Leith,
the ancient port.

Being'altogether built of durable sandstone,
the general aspect of ‘the houses ia that of great
slidity. The architecture is usually chaste,
and the masonty of the first order. Awnongthe
lading objects of interest are the Castle in
shich are shewn the ancient regalis of Scot-
land; the Parliament House, used by the
Scottish Parliament previous to the union with
Eogland, and now a hall connected with the
law courts ; the Palace and Abbey of Holyrood ;
tbe National Gallery of Art; the Royal Insti-
tation containing the apartments of the Royal
Society, and the Museum of the Society of
Scottish Antiquaries. The Abbey of Holyrood
vas founded by David 1stin the 13th century.
In connection with Holyrood there also sprung
3 a royal palace which became a favourite
thode of the Scottish sovereigns., It was not
bowever until the era of the murder of James
Istat Perth in 1436-1437 that Edinburgh be-
tame the recognized capital of the.Kingdom.
Neither Perth nor Scone being able to offer
wcarity to royalty against the desizns of the
wbility, Edinburgh and its castle were thence-
forward selected as the only plac~i of safety
for the royal household, the parliawent, the
znt, and the various central government

ces,

In virtue of ancient charters and modern acts
of parliament, Edinburgh is & royal burzh,
vith extended maunicipal bounds, governed by a
wn council composed o1 <1 members, who with

- Edinburgh.

two exceptions are appointed by popular election,
It sonds two members to the imperial parliamnent,
The po, ‘1ation in 1861 was 167,857,

The country around Edinburgh is a happy
blending of hill and plain. Closely adjoining
on the south-east, rise Arthur's Seat and Salis-
bury Crags; w« the distance of four miles to the
svuth-west is the range of the Pentland Hills;
and within a mile on the north-west is the richly
wooded Corstorphine Hill. The rest of the
neighbourhood consists of fine fertile fields, well
caltivated and ornamented with gardens and
villas. -

Tax Ginarsx Huxrers. By Captain Mayne Reid,
author of ¢ The Ocean Waif, &c., &c. Bos-
ton : Ticknor & Fields. Montreal: R.
Worthington.

Books of adventure by flood and field are gen-
erally read withavidity ; anad the “ Giraffe Hunt-
ers,” from the_prolific pen of Mayne Reid, will
probably prove no exception to the rule. The
lacene of the story is in South Africa, and the
principal characters will be easily recognized
by“the large class of readers who are familiar
with the author’s previous works. The Consul

structed by hie government to procure a young
male and female Giraffe, to be forwarded to
Europe, and five hundred pounds bhad been of-
fered for the pair, safely delivered at Cape Town
or Port Natal. With the double view of plea-
sure and profit, the young Giraffe Hunters enter
upon the series of adventures detailed in this
volume. They suffer many hardships and' en-
counter serious perils in the wilds of South
Africa, but eventually succeed in their attempt,
and claim the five huadred pounds from the
Dutch- Consul, We were sorry to learn fro:.
late English papers, that Captain Reid had oe-
come involved in pecuniary difficulties, owing, it
vas stated, to the non-receipt of large sums due
him on account of his works. We sincercly
trust, on the principle that the labourer is
worthy of his hire, that the Oaptain's difficulties

are only of & temporary nature,

for the Netherlands, we are told, had been in- |

Casaprsx Sosxery.—District of Gaspé. By
Thomas Pye, Illustrated with Tinted Li-
thographs from Photograpks by the author,
Montreal + R, Worthington.

So litile is generally known of the District of
Gaspé, that it is not surprising that it should be
one of theleast appreciated portions of our coun-
try. It contains, nevertheless, elements of future
wealth which, eminently deserve the attention
of capitalists, and which will, when developed.
render it one of the most valuable divisions of
Lower Canada. The series of views contained
in the work before us will do much to familiarize
the public with the grand and beautiful scenery
which abounds in this distant region, and the
author, himself a resident of C 1pé Basin, has,
in the descriptions which accompany them, af-
forded much valuable information as to the
industry and undeveloped wealth of the district.
The lithog .aphs, by Messrs. Roberts and Rein-
bold, are exceedingly well executed ;.and the
work, which is printed by Mr. Jobn Lovell, is
alike creditable to all concerued in its produc-
tion, We shall be glad to leara that it has met
with an extensive sale,

We have reccived the first number of the
“ Students’ Monthly,” a magazine conducted by
members of the Uuiversity of Bishop's College
Lennoxrsille, C.E. Sevcral of the articles are
excec ngly well written, and the contents of
the number are of a character which should
secure for the magazine a circulation outside of
the members and friends of the University, One
object proposed by -the conductors, is-to supply
an organ through which the views of the Church
of England in the Dioceses of Quebec and Mon-
treal may be heard, Communications from
members of the Chucch ace invited; but as the
conductors desire to know no party names, such
as “ High” or #Low,’—articles of a comtro-
versial nature will be excluded—fair evidence,
by-the-bye, that the views of the,conductors, are
quite sufficiently “High.” For the rest, each
anumber of the magazine will contain one or

more chapters of a story, and in addition, Liter-
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ary Papers, Original Poetry, Reviews of Books’
Correspondence, Questions, &c. The enterprise
deserves to be successful, and we trust it will
prove so.

BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT.

From the Publisher’s advanced sheets. Right of
translation reserved.

Continued from page 317.
CHAPTER XLIU,—A GHOSTLY VISITOR.

Gurney Brackenridge, fleeing from the con-
sequences of the deed he had done, made the best

of his way to London, and lay in hiding there in’

a low water-side tavern on the Surrey side of
the river. He bad not intended, in the first in-
stance, to tay there more than a few days, but
1o get out of the country altogether as soon as Le
should see an opportunity of doing 5o in safety,
But when the fourth morning afier his arrival
in London, be read in one of the daily papers a
long extract from a Monkshire journal describ-
ing the finding of Jerry’s body in the shut.up
house—found the afternoon following the lad’s
death, in consequence of a statement made by
Griggs the cobbler, who had heard that Mrs.
Winch was making anxious inquiries after her
missing son ; and when he read the account of
the inquest, and how it had resulted in the issue
of a warrant for the apprehension of himself, he
began to see that his scheme for getting out of
the country, at least for some time to come, was
not so cntirely free from danger as he had at first
imagined it would be. A minute and accurate
description of his personal appearange would
have already been sent to every large seaport in
the kingdom ; and to go down to the docks in
search of & vessel either at London or Liverpool,
would be like putting his head into the lion’s
den. It was true that he had disguised himself
in some measure, having shaved off his whiskers,
and had his hair cut close, and altered the style
of his dress; but he had all an ignorant man’s
belief in the infallibility of the police, and he felt
that his disguise would stand him in poor stead
under the keen eyes of a detective in whose me-
mory a certain paragraph of the Hue and Cry
was busily fermenting,

Noj he had better lie quictly by for a few
weeks, till something fresher and more import-
ant should have engaged the attention of the
blue-coated gentry ; and then take an opportunity
of dropping down the river by some night-sail-
ing steamer, bound he hardly cared whither, Ho
was not without funds, having brought away
with him, in addition to what money of his own
he had by him at the time, & hundred and twenty
pounds belonging to Mrs. Winch, which had been
intrusted to his hands on the preceding day, for
the purpose of being deposited by him in the
county bank at Eastringham ; and he knew from
the evidence as given in the newspaper, that a
charge of abseonding with this money had been
brought against him by the indignant widow,
and that he was ¢ wanted 7 by Justice to answer
tfor a double crime.  Sometimes he thought that
bad it not been for that cursed money, which he
had put into his pocket on the impulse of the
moment when comiug away, he would have gone
back, and have given himself up, and have borne
the brunt of whatever charge might have been
brought against him. That Jerry Winch' owed
his death to him, he could not disprove ; but no
one but himgelf knew the real reason why the
chloroform had been administered ; and it would
not be difficult to trump up some plausible story
to account for having made usc of it, which, if
credited by a jury, would soften Jerry’s prema-
ture death from a crime into a mere error of
judgment; and, at the worst they could but re-
cord a verdict of manslaughter against him,
which a few monthe’ imprisonment would expiate
in full, )

It may, however, be doubted, whether, in any
case, Brackenridge would have had the courage
to take a course so apparently straightforward,
because, even then, he would have had to piece
together some story that would bear cross-ox-

amination, to account for Jerry’s death; and he
felt himself deficient both in the audacity and
invention requisite for such a course; but, now
that he had taken the hundred and twenty
pounds as his own, such a step was utterly out
of the question: should he be captured, no-
lthing less than a prosecution for felony awaited
him,

So Gurney Brackenridge lay in hiding at the
dirty little water-side public known as the Three
Fishes, situated in the heart of a frowsy and dis-
reputable neighbourhood. They were not in the
habit of letting out beds at the Three Fishes,
their profits being arrived at by a much readier
process ; but the landlord was onc of those men
who cared little how he turned a penny, so long
a3 he did turn it; and when the chemist, way-
worn, dusty, and utterly fagged out, put the
question to him five minutes before closing-time
one night, whether he could be accommodated
till morning, he had promptly answered in the
affirmative, and had at once turned his sister and
two children out of their warm bed in order to
accommodate this white-faced stranger. And
there Brackenridge had stayed. His bedroom
accommodation was of the poorest; his meals
were served up in a style very different from
what he had been accustomed to at home ; and
he was waited on by a saucy, slatternly girl,
whose ears be felt a longing to box twenty times
a day; besides which, both house and neigh-
bourhood were thoroughly detestable ; but then
—no onc ever asked him any questions ; no one
ever seemed to suspect his reasons for lingering
there, one day after another ; every atom of that
scething mass of humanity by which he was
surrounded was too intent on its own bitter
struggle for the needful daily crust, or too ab-
sorbed in the enjoyment of its own fierce plea-
sures, to heed him in any way; and he almost
felt that he was safe, “ Expecting some rela-
tion from the East Indies, are you?” said the
landlord one day, in reply to some mumbled ex-
planation from Brackenridge of his long stay at
the Three Fishes. ¢ That's all right enough, I
daresay, but you may as well understand Bob
Jarvis once for all. So long as a man pays his
way like a man, ahd ain’t stuck up, I axes no
questions. Whether a cove’s on the square, or
whether he's under a cloud, don't matter a
penn’orth to me.”

Brackenridgebegan to find his life intolerably
dull. He sent out for a newspaper every morn-
ing, which he contrived to make last him til} his
one-o'clock dinner was brought up; but when
that was over, he had no resource left but to
smoke and sleepaway the long dreary afternoons,
which seemed as If they would never come to an
end. He never ventured out of doors while the
faintest glimmer of daylight lingered in the sky ;
but as soon as night had fairly set in, and the
Three Fishes, waking up from the semi-lethargy
of its daylight existence, lighted all its lamps,
indoors, and out, and began to grow jovial, not
to say uproarious, after its own fashion, which
was tar from being a pleasant one, then would
the forlorn chiemist steal out at the back-door,
aud tramp the frowsy strects for hours, He
rarely ventured more than a mile away from
the Zhree Fishes, but found bis way back
to it again and again in the course of each even-
ing's peregrination, or rather to some point from
which its lamps could be seen ; for no sooner had
he left it behind him, than he became possessed
by an uneasy sense of the insccurity of its exist-
enee, a dread of fire or of some otle: unforescen
calamity overtaking it while he was away, which
dragged him back times without number against
his better sense, as it were, that he might satisfy
Limgelf with his own eyes that the crazy old
building was still intact.  Ile was not without
a reason for this anxiety. Belind a loose picce
of'skirting-board at the back of his bed lay hid-
denaway the canvas-bag containing the hundred
and twenty sovereigns which he had brought with
him from the country; to have walked abomnt
such a neighbourhood with such a sum of money
on his person, would have been sheer madness ;
and that was the only place of security he could
think of. o

The last thing every night before turning in,
he crept down the short street, of which tho

Three Fishes formed the corner house abutting
on the main thoroughfare, to look at the river.
Not that much of it could be seen on a dark
night by looking through the gateway at the
bottom of the street, and 8o across the little dis-
used grain-wharf; nothing, in fact, but a great
patch of blackness with a fringe of fire-flies on
the opposite shore ; but such as it was, Le loved
to gaze on it, no one less able than himself to
explain the reason why ; and when the tide ran
high, and the wind was at all rough, he could
hear the melancholy plish-plash of the water
against the stone lip of the wharf, and it was a
sound that drove him back to his room with a
chilled heart, and dim forebodings of coming ill :
but none the less would he go down to the wharf
on the following night, and strain his eyes into
the darkness, and listen, as though he were cx-
pecting the coming of some grim boatman, with
whom he had an appoiutment that must not be
broken.

Yes, Gurney Brackenridge began to find the
life he was leading intolerably dull. No wonder,
then, that he began to look to his old friend, the
brandy bottle, for solace and gompanionship.
Under the wing of this trusty friend, he could
forget half his troubles, or afford to view them
with as much equanimity as though they were
the property of some one else ; so, little by little
the alluring habit grew upon him, and day by
day Lis power of resistance grew weaker. The
landlord of the Three Fishes made no difficulty
about procuring as much French brandy as his
lodger asked for, so long as his privilége of a
bundred per cent. profit was not objected to.

One cvening, while rambling about, Bracken-
ridge got wet through, and took a severe cold;
and after that time he lay in bed almost day and
night, drinking more than ever, and rarely going
outside the house, except now and then to steal
down the street, and gaze through the barsfor a
minute or two at the river, and then ercep . back
with & shiver to his cheerless room: He slept so
much in the daytime now that he could no
tonger rest soundly at night, and his pillow was
often haunted by frightful dreams, from which
he would wake up inan agony so intense as
made him dread the thought ofever going to sleep
again. As each morning came round, he told
himself that it should be the last of his stay at
the Three Fishes; that on the following day he
would go down to the docks and secure a berth
on board the first ship he could find that was
about to sail at once for a foreign port, no matter
whither. Surely sufficient time had now elapsed
for his little affair to be buried under the pres-
sure of other and more immediate interests, and
such a step as he contemplated could no longer
be attended with much danger. Yes, he would
go and look for a ship next morning without
fail, and get out of this cursed country as quickly
as possible, But when next morning came,
bringing with it a nasty headaclbe, and « feeling
of languor and utter distaste for exertion of any
kind, the soul of his resolution had vanished;
and after refreshing himself in some measure
with a volley or two of curses, invoked on his
own head for his own laziness aud lack of pur-
pose, he would make another appointment with
himself for the following merning, which would
be broken in turn. .

“1 call him the Bottle Conjuror,” siid the
landlord to his wife one right, in allusion to their

lodger. * lHe has an almighty swallow, and o
nistake. And so quiet as he i3 over italll No

noise, no blether. I like a fellow that can take his
tipple without rowing.”

Waking up one night from an ugly dream,
Brackenridge started up in bed, and gazed fear-
fully round, as though half expecting to sec some
of the horrid shapes with which his sleep had
been crowded.  With a sigh of relief, he recog-
niscd where he was ; and scrambling out of bed,
he lighted another candle in addition to the one
that was already burning, and mended his fire,
and put ona few articles of dress, and drew his
chair up to the blaze,and poured himself out a
tumbler of brandy, and sat down to make him-
sclf as comfortable as possible ill wmorning. His
daylight slumbers were rarely troubled withbad
dreams ; and after this last experience, he deter-
mined within himself that be would turn day
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0 night in future, and go to bed no n.ure dur-
fag thedark bours. He heard a distant clock
grike, uud looking at his watch, be found that
gwas two hours past iduight. How quict
seeything was?  All the world but himself
xemed to be asleep. e would have liked just
sow t0 go down and have a peep at the black
rrer; but it would never do to disturb the
sousehiold ait such an untimely hour, Suddenly
e started, and gazed over his shoulder with
srsining eyes.  Was there not somebody outside
pricg the cusement?  But next moment he
Liaghed aloud to think what a timorous foo)
ewas. 1 ought to kuow by this time,” ht
scttered, ¢ that iU only that blustering old
%oreas in want of a night's lodging some-
sbere. I shall be frightened at wy own shadow
2xt”

With that he took a long pullat the tumbler
obrandy ; aud then with his slippered feet rest-
2z on the fender, and half crouching over the
£e, be fell to brooding darkly over his just life,
=ore especially over that string of strange crents
abich bad ended by landing bim, a skulking
33ef, at the hostelry of the Three Fishes.—3lore
tesady, or he should go mad !—A long pull and
aswrong pull.—\Why, lie was better nlready, and
ecld atford to snap his fingers at Black Care,
+xd at the troop of demous that dog his lieels
1ad dance witl red-hot feet on the braips of
yor sinners. 3 lixic of lifo truly, to work soch
1swuden chiange in the misemable wreteh of a
¥= minutes ago! Taere were cakes and ale
= store Yyet, cven for such as Lie; and the
swld was o derilish pleasant place to hive in.

Anotber hour striking by the distant clock.
s0ne—two—1ttree, The Miller of Dec so jolly
w23 be, he cared for nobody, no, not he”

& Come in.” He had beasd no noise of foot-
szpson the stairs, but there was certainly a
1aock at bis room-door.

s Jerry Winch!™ He almost screamed the
w3 ; be started op frombis chais, and pressed
&3 fagers to his bumning creballs for & moment,
uif 10 shat oat the dread apparition which kis
&eased imagination bad conjured up, Bat it
=13 still these when hiclooked again; sohe took
¢ half-cmpticd bottle in his hand, and draioed
2éraught that would have scorched the vitals of
ey onelesscasc-hardencd than Limself. ¢ That's
kter,® bemattered. 8 1 don't care a damn now
fcall thie ghosts in the world® There was a
¥ild glare of defiaace in Lis Woodshot cyes,
=4 his hands shook like those of a1nan stricken
53h palsy a5 be waved his amm for the phantom
Jenter.

® Carse you, why dox’t you come int® he ex-
thined, # Don’tstand there, stasing atme with
Base dead mzn's cyes.  Shut thedoor afteryou,
13 take that ehxir,  No neaver, il yoa pleate,
welse ['must dsaw back: ghosts ain't pleasant
cxzpanions at close grariers.  Yoalook awfully
old,—You alwaxs e cold now, and I shall i
'$¢ same when I'm like yYoul—DrJove! though,
1gar, that's scrious ; especially for a fellow like
ze, it never could stand cold. And, I say,
Je7y, wy back, why doyou have your jaw tied
apia that whitc cloth? Tt ain't nice; there’s »
ccrchyand flarour aboat it that Ieantstomach.
¥hatdoyoussr? s the castom of the coun-
&7 where yuu 21¢ now for jaws to be tied upin
&1 fadion, Then ivs a castom that ought to
Zeabolished. Ughlit makes mo fecl as if my
&5 were full of worms, to ook at vou~—\While
a are bere, JersT, 1 may as well el you that
w2t happeacd t0 you at mr hoase was quite
=cdental—it wxsn'tintended, on my soul; and
1%pevou bear o malice—You doa't?7 That's
Tad-tiatl's good of you.~—I daresay, now, that
szbstantial fedlo™ 8 like jyou havre oconerit
2wsgh to fancy that they know = heap of
g73: but I'd wager my twocars thatyoa can’t
e wherel slmxdl beand xhat I ehall be doing
trelve hours from this time.—\What doyonsay?
{341 bs down by Deptford Creek? Thats a
5,asvhow; Ishall bamothing of the sort. Bat
=wer mind, Ty yOUDg Tomancer ; g0 ahead, and
e what 1 shall be doing down br Depifurd
Gk to-mortow afiernoon  You shake your
§ad ; you won't answer.  1thooght thatwosld
%3 poser for you. Cowme, mow, Il put my
%estion another way. Howshalll godown to

Deptford  Creck  to-morrow  afternvun 7—By
water, do you say 2 You are a Jinr, Jetry. But
never mind; tell me what will happen whea J
get down to the Creck?  There will be acrowd
of people, and two men will hook & body frown
ameong the inud and piles, and noboedy there will
know whose itis—is that what [ understand you
to say ? Very interesting, certainly ; unly 1dou't
quite sce in what way it concerns me. I must
bare anothier nip of brandy to take the taste of
your last remark out of my mouth., A drowned
body ! Paugh ! et's tnlk of something else.—You
must be going, do you say 7 With all my heart,
for it is rather Iate, you know, Next time you
pay 1me a visit, cume at a more seasonable hour
—by daylight, if possible. And I say, Jerry, do
leave off wearing that white cloth ronnd your
face ; and there's & cold fishy look about your
cyes that I don't lil ¢ ; and there's & bluish tinge
about your complevion that I don’t remember to
bav» noticed befure. Do, my dear fellow, pay a
luue more attention to your appearauce.~You
want me t0 go with you, do you say? Muwch
obliged, but Id rather stay where ] am.—There's
something outside you want to shew me ? What,
in the ficud’s name, can there be outside worth
iy going to look at, at this time of the night?
OUh, you won't stir, won't you, unless I'll goa bit
of the way with you? You're an iafernal old
uuisance, Jerry, to say so; and I shan't fret if
I don’t sec your ugly phiz again for a blue
raoon. I suppose I must do asyou want :me, or
I shall never get rid of you , so start st once.”

Haring fortified himself with another pall at
his Jong-necked favourite, Brackearidge was
ready, without further preparation, to accompany
his glostly visitor. He rose, pushed back his
chair, and with bis cyes intently fixed on the
figure which his disordered brain had conjurcd
up, he crossed the floor, and opening the door,
massed into the corridor omtside, which was
lighted at its forther cnd by a window that
opeaced direct on to the roof of the next honse.
Tovwards this window, through which a white
stream of moenlight was naw falling, the chem-
ist advanced, still following that somciling in-
visible to all cres but kis own.

¢ Not there, Jersy—not there, maal® he said
in 2o excited whisper.  © That window opeas
on to the lcada, and your way lics down the
staircase.  What's that you say ? You arc going
19 take a walk on the leads, and I must go with
you? Well, go abead, my hearty ; G. B. is not
the man to shirk anyihing ke bas promised. It
wouald hare been more manoerly of you, though,
Jerry, to kiave left the window opeu behind yoa,
instead of flitting through in that gucer fashiop,
and leaving me to bungle over it as T best
can. Ecod! thozgh, but it blows cool ont
hepe®

By this time Brackenridge was standing oa
the leads of the Bouse next to the TRree Fiskes,
in the little street lexding down to the river. The
he s+ ia this street were of one uniforta beight,
ard were boilt after an antiqeated style, with
d rmer windows in the roof, in frout of which
was a flatIcaded space, and oatside thatabroad
mised jamapet.  Oatotlis pamapet Brackenridge
now stepped without besitalion, following his
phanton gmide. A single falsesicp wonld have
precipizated bim into the street below ; hat there
was this 10 be remarked, that the state in which
Brackentidge then was in so far resembled som-
nambalizm that he was apparently caabled to
dispense with the use of his cyes as & ssfeguand
for his feet.  He seened to see nothing save the
gliding phantom Uefore him; helooked neitber
10 the tight hand nor to tre Ieft; he saw noth-
ing of the vast patorama of houre-tops streich-
ing out iaterminably oa thece sides of Bim; he
saw nothing of the datk river in front of him,
towands which bis steps were tending; but with
eves that aever winked, or broke away for &
single iastant from tycirintens> stare at vacancy,
and with unfaltering feet, he weat onward tokbis
doom.
¢ A regular wild-goose chase this, and nomis-
take,” he mutteed. ¥ Jerry, Jary, you imp of
Satan, where are you leading me to? Not wp
there, Yoo nincomypoopl Well, if we must, we
must; but we can't get much farther, atany rate,

for the viver's just below.” ‘While the chaist

was speaking, he came to the cad of the parapet
along which hie had beer walking, and closs
before i rose the higher roof of the disused
grauary, which was built on to the last housc of
tho street, nnd rin flush up to the river, with a
penthouse, and a erane, for convenience in Lioist-
ing grain iuto and out of the barges which
occasionally moored alongside. Behind the
stack of chimneys belonging to the last bouse,
a smnll iron ladder gave . ¢.ess to the rvof of
the granary, which had probuably been put there
as o means of eScape in case of fire, and up this
ladder Brackenridge now mounted.

¢ Not anothes step will 1 follow you, Jerry,
my buck,” said the chemist in a positive tone as
he stepped on to the roof;  end it's mwy belief
that I'm a coufounded ass for haviug come s¢
far. Now, shew me what you have got to shew
me, and let me go back to my room, for it's axw-
fully cold here. O no, of course you dou't feel
it; rou've got no—— Jerry, Jerry! don't!
don't " screamed the wretched 1man, starting
from the 5pot on which he had been standing,
his white drawn face all distorted with terror,
while a light foa:n began to gather on bis lips,
With the suddenness of a flash of lightning, tb~
air-drawn phantom which ke hiad beea followir,
had changed its semblance., It was no longer
the likeness of Jersy in the flosh that he saw be-
fore bim, but the likencss of Jerry out of the
flesh. It was ncitber more or less than a skele-
ton clothed in the habiliments Jerry had been
wont to weas—the home-span suit, the conical
hat, the bob-nailed shocs, were all these; there
was oven 2 peculiar little sclf-conceited pose of
the head common to Jerry whea the poor sim-
pleton was more thaa usually well pleased with
imeelf; and, more terrible than all clse, there,
200, were Mogaddo and Pipants, writhing and
coiling round the fleshless arms and neck of ther
master, as Brackenridge had often seea them do
when alive.

Almost before Brackenridge had time to note
this hor-ible transformation, the phaatom swifdy
altered it3 position, and placed itself between
him znd the !adder.  With another scream,
even more shrill than the first one, the baunted
wretch fell back. # O Jeay, 1ad, kave mercy,
have mercr ! he cried. #*What have I doae,
1o be tormented thus? 1 will confess cvery-
thing; 1 will go back, and give myself up;
only leave me—leave 1ae, or Ishall gomad

Trembling in cvery limb, the chemist retreated
step by step along the flat roof of the granary,
and step by step the phantom followed him ap,
leesing at him -horridly from under its coaieal
bat ; while the glittering eyes of Mogaddo and
Pipaata £xed full on his tyes, scemed o pierce
his brain like spikes of flame.  Ielmd cither for-
gotten how close be was to the river, br was
licedless of his dangeria the greatdread that lay
upon him. Nearerznd nearer to the fatal spot,
slowly pursued by the remorseless foe which his
owa fancy had coj.red up,

¢ IJave mercy, have merer ™ he wailed with
clasped Lands, bt still retreating © Letme keep
my senses; let me have time 10—

Not another word on carth. A sudden fall
backwand from the roof of the granary; a wild
shrick, bome far throzgh the night-aic ; a beary
splash in the swift-flowing river; and Gummey
HBrackenridge was no longer among the living.
That wild o1y aad that keary splash wencheand
bir the crew of the Thamnes police-boat ca duty
70 great distance awar, Ther were griddy on
the spot, and rowed about it for neandyan hoar;
bat nothiny more was s¢en or heand. 04 tbe
afternoon of the sxme day—for it was eatly
mosaing whea all this took place—alittle croxd
was assemlled dewn Dpteford way, watching
two men drag a drowned body from amoeag the
piles and mod, where it had been 1eft by the re-
cediag tide. !

CHATTIR XLIV.—T. . &

Poxr preadre congé. Yes, we have atlengih
teacked thatpeint of our narmative at wuich no-
thing is Ieft for the Storg:teller to do, saveto.tie
up the knots of = few scauiered threads, and bid
1nis readery & kindly farewell, - L

Lady Speacelanghneter raltied from theeflects
of the rough treatmeat she ¥ dived at tbe bands
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of Duplessis and his accomplice, and the subse-
quent hour of awful suspense, when Death in one
of his most terrible aspects stared her in the face.
Her nervous system had been overtaxed, too, by
the mental excitement of the few preceding
weeks, culminating in her confession in the vault;
and now that he whom she had too credulously
believed to be dead, had made his appearance
once more on the scene, and had indeed saved
Ler life at the risk of his own, it seemed to the
lone miserable woman that there was nothing
left worth living for, and that the sooner she
wag done with the world and its vanities, the
better for every one. 'I'he one great scheme of
her life was irretrievably wrecked, and all her
earthly hopes were drowned with it.

For the four days following the night of her
rescue she lay in b:d, and *refused to see
any one but the woman who took her her
meals ; interdicting doth Gaston and Martha
Winch from entering her room; but on the
morning of the fifth day she sent for John and
her son.

“I have sent for you, Sir Arthur Spence-
laugh,” she said, turning on the young man a
worn, wan face, ¢ to ask your forgiveness for the
great wrong I have done you ; and to claim your
kind offices for Gaston when I shall be no more.

“ You will betieve me when I say that my son
was utterly ignorant of his mother's crime. What
1 did was done to benefit him, but he knew no-
thing of the base means by which my ends were
to be accomplished. For myself, I think that dur-
ing the little remaining time that is left me here,
it would be a comfort to me to know that you
had forgiven me. That you are brave, I have
had ample proof, and brave natures are always
generous.”

John had flushed at hearing himself thus ac-
knowledged as Sir Arthur Spencelaugh ; but the
feeling which bad evoked the rush of colour
quickly died away, and both his eyes and voice
were full of grave tenderness as he answered
Lady Spencelaugh,

“ For whatever wrong or jnjury your Lady-
ship may at any time have done e, he said, 1
pray you to accept my full and euntire forgive-
ness. Let such wrong be as utterly forgotten
between us as though it had never existed. You
were my father's wife, Lady Spencelaugh, and
that fact renders you sacred in my eyes; and in
time to come, I trust that you will allow me to
regard you with somewhat of the respect and
devotion due from a son to a mother : from this
day, try to rcmernber that you have two children,
~—And as for Gaston here,” he added, turning
towards the sullen young man standing on the
opposite side of the bed, “ I admit that it must
seem very hard for him to be dispossessed by a
stranger of what he had been brought up to look
as his own. But [ hope that after a little time,
he will learn to look upon that stranger as a
brother ; and, in any case, he will find that I am
not disposed to act ungenerously by him.”

Gaston pretended not to see the proffered
hand. * But the proofs,” he said in an aggriev-
ed voice, addressing his mother. « My, Green-
hough told me no longer ago than Yesterday
afternoon, that the proofs of the identity of this
—this gentleman, with the persons he states him-
self to be, were by no means clear at present, It
seems to me that we are getting on a little too
fast just now,”

“ This gentleman is Arthur Spencelaugh, your
father's eldest son,” said her Ladyship solemnly
to Gaston. % Whatever further proofs Mr,
Greenhough may think proper to ask for, cannot
alter that fact. I committed a great crime,

Gaston, to benefit you, as I thought ; but I now

charge you earnestly mot to perpetuate that
crime by striving to ignore facts which must ultj.
mately be acknowledged by the world. I tell
you again, thig is Sir Arthur Spencelaugh, and
your brother.”

* Your son is right, Lady Speacelaugh,” said
John. “In his Position, he has noright to accept
anything on bearsay. I will meet him to-mor-
row, together with Mr, Greenhough, and will lay
before them such proofs that [ really am the per-
son I claim myself to be, a3 cannot, I think, be
met by any reasonable doubt.”

Accordingly the three met together next morn-

ing, when John entered into a detailed account
of the result of his visit to America, which ac-
count, as far as it now concerns us, may be com-
pressed into & few sentences. John's first efforts
had been directed to finding Ike Yarnold, the
old squatter, to whose charge he had been com-
mitted by Kreefe; and in this attempt he hag
happily succeeded. The old man recogunised
Johu before the latter spoke to him ; and when he
was made to understand the service that was
required at his hands, and satisfied that no harm
should happen to himself, he at once agreed to go
Lefore the mayor of the nearest town, and there
have his deposition as to the identity of John
taken in proper form. The only son of Yarnold
now living at home also deposed before the same
functionary to the identity of John with the
youth who had lived under hisfather’s roof for so
many years., Before leaving, the old squatter
presented John with two or three faded notes
written by Kreefe, and all referring more or less
to ¢ the boy,” which notes had been treasured up
by Ike, as the only post-letters he had ever re-
ceived in his life.  Encouraged by this first
success, John's next effort was directed to finding
out the particular Mullingville to which, if the
information given bim by an old inhabitant of
Willsburgh might be relied upon, the Kreefes had
removed on their departure from the latter place.
Mullinsyille, in the state of Massachusetts, proved
to be the town of which he was in quest. Here
he had little difficulty in picking up ample parti-
culars respecting the Kreefes. The little property
possessed by Barbara at her death had been be-
queathed by her to one of the charitable institu-
tions of the town. Her furniture had been sold
by auction ; and the broker who had purchased
the greater portion of it, hearing that an English-
man was making inquiries respecting Kreefe and
his wife, brought John a lot of papers which he
had found in the secret drawer of an old bureau
bought by him at the sale, and which had doubt-
less escaped the notice of Barbara when she
made a holocaust of ber husband’s letters. Some
of the documents thus strangely recovered
proved to be of no small value to John. Among
them were several receipts given by Yarnold to
Kreefe for sums paid him for the maintenance of
the boy intrusted to his care. Besides these,
there were two or three letters from Martha
Winch to ber brother, in which the same subject
was guardedly alluded to, in connection with
several references to a certain ¢ Lady S.” The
broker made no difficulty about parting with
these documents for a small consideration, nor
of further annexing to them a written statement,
duly witnessed, stating by what means they had
come iuto his possession. Armed thus with a
double set of proofs, John at once made his way
to England.

“ We liave by no means a bad case, in a legal
point of view,” said Mr. Greenlough to Lady
Spencelaugh, when he went to vigit her at the
close of his interview with John, ¢ We have
possession in our favour, and that goes a long
way. The armour of this Mr. Johu English is
by no means armour of proof; there are several
flaws in it, and if your Ladyship”

¢ No, no, Mr. Greenhough I” said Lady Spence-
laugh vehemently. « [ tellyou this young gentle-
man is the man he professes to he, and youare as
well aware of it ag I am. Knowing what you
do, would you drag this wretched businessinto a
court of law, and call up me to give evidence on
oath! How could Gaston ever hold ap his head
among honourable men again. You have been a
faithful friend, Mr. Greenhough, and I thank you
from my heart; but this must not be, no, never
~—never|"”

And thus it fell out at last that Sir Arthur
Spencelaugh stepped into his title and estates ag
quictly and easily as though no one had ever
dreamed of disputing his claim to those posses-
sions. The few people who knew the real truth
of the matter, found it to their interest to keep
a close tongue thereon; and the world, ever
ready to welcome a story with a spice of ro-
mance in it, was not difficult to satisfy. The
eldest son of the late Sir Philip Spencelaugh had
been abducted n childhood, and Sir Philip and
hig wife had been led to believe him dead ; but
the naughty people who had taken Lim away

ever so many years ago, having confessed their
crime, he had come back, to be welcomed with
open arms by Lady Spencelaugh, and to be grace-
fully bowed into the seat of honour by the chi-
valrous Gaston, who had at once ceded his new
found hononrs to the long-lost heir. Thus the
rumour ran: and to rumours, three-fourthg of
mankind are ever ready to pin their faith, facts
being such awkward things to get at. So the world
of polite society, figuratively speaking, opened
its atms to welcome the long-lost Sir Arthur,
and would doubtless have welcomed him to its
heart also, but that such an incumbrance forms
no part of its anatomy,

Lady Spencelaugh lingered on for several
weeks, growing weaker from day to day, fading
out of life like a lamp that dies slowly but sure-
ly, for lack of oil. Frederica was with her almost
constantly; and the bond betweén these two
women, 80 soon to be severed by the hand of
Death, had more strength and vitality in it dur-
ing these few latter days than it had had during
all the years that went before. Gaston, restless
and moody, lounged in and out of his mother's
room a dozen times a day. He was the last
person in the house to apprehend the loss that
was coming upon him ; he never thought other-
wise than that afew weeks would see his mother's
health as completely re-established as he ever
remembered it to have been, for his mother had
been a semi-invalid as long as he could recollect ;
till Frederica broke the truth to him only two
days before the end.

Sir Arthur, too, was a frequent and a welcome
visitor in that liztle room, All that had happen-
ed between himselfand Lady Spencelaugh in past
days seemed as completely forgotten as though it
bad never been; aud the dying woman's eyes
lighted up with truc pleasure whenever he enter-
ed her room, .

“ What love and tender regard might have
been mine through all those weary years!” ghe
said on almost the last morning of her life.
 But I threw them willfully away to grasp at a
bauble, which turned to ashes in my hand the
moment I thought it was my own.”

Gaston had no reason to complain of any want
of generosity on the part of Sir Arthpr. The
weight of debt that had hung like a millstone
round his neck, wasat once cleared off ; a liberal
allowance was settled on him; and, at his own
request, & commission was procured for him in a
regiment, which, shortly afterwards, was ordered
abroad. With all his faults and follies, there wag
some sterling stuffin the young man. He has seen
good service already, has lost his arm, and won
a caplaincy. Last time he was down in Monk-
shire, he was lionised to his heart’s content ; and
bad he been matrimonially inclined, he might
have had the pick of half the eligible girls in the
county. He and Sir Arthur are on the best of
terms ; and it was only the other week, in the
smoking-room of a certain house where both of
us happened to be visiting, and towards the
small-hours of the morning, that Captain Spence-
laugh, in a moment of contidence, spoke his mind
to the present chronicler as follows : ¢ Tell you
what, my boy, it was a deuced good thing for
this child that the title and estates went from
him in the way they did. I should bave made
ducks and drakes of the property, as sure aseggs
are eggs, and have done no credit to an old
name. But look at me now. Having to fight
my way up has done me all the good in the
world. I’'ve made myself known in a small
way ; I've as much tin as I want, and more;
I'm liked by a heap of fellows; and I've got
the best brother in the world. Yes, Arthur
is a brother to be proud of, and I am proud of

him.”

Belair was not burned down. The fire did not
extend beyond the wing where it originated, and
which had been at once picturesque and uncom-
fortable. A new wing, more suited to the requires
ments of modern living, and more in accord,
architecturally, with the rest of the mansioun,
rose before long on the spot made vacant by the
fire.

A week or two after Lady Spencelaugh’s
death, Mrs. Winch, having disposed of her busi-
ness by secret treaty, departed suddenly from
Normanford, and was no more geen by the in-
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ubitants of that little town, It was supposed
st she had cmigratedto New Zealand, whero it
ns known that she had =latives living ; and in
4 Jack of positive information, we may accept
s supposition as correct.

0f June Garrod, what can I say, except that
g master of Belair never ceased to remember
ww much he owed to her indefatigable exertions
a bis behalf In a worldly poiut of view, he
wald do nothing for cither her or Abel, simply
keause they were in want of nothing. The
ftaation beld by Abel suited his tastes exactly,
1nd was quite up to the height of his abilitics ;
wtile his income, small though it was, was more
249 sufficient to meet the incxpensive tastes of
fize and himself. Of worldly store or increase,
#y stood in no need ; bu. Sir Arthur aud Fred-
gica could givo them what they valued infiuitely
Yigher—trus friendship, and that was given
vitbout grudging : none of the ordinary con-
wational barriers of society were allowed to
wach, howerer, remotely, tho bond of genuine
geadship exisiting between the inmates of Be-
wir and the humble dwellers in tho luutie
pation-house of Kingsthorpe.

0f Antoine the faithful, authentic tidings bave
wae to hand quite recently,  Sir Arthur, while
s London a few months ago, recognised the ex-
tdet in the street, without being seen himself,
1:d had the curfosity to follow him for hnlf a
=ile, till be tracked him intoa small café near
Leicester Square, of which place Antoine and
s brother proved, on inquiry, to be joiut-pro-
#etors. Bebind the couater,and flanked by two
bege jars of chocolate and sweetmeats, aad
tSalgent in the lustre of black satin and cheap
gwellery, sat Clotilde, the imj.crious, less bloom-
=z, and morc vicious-looking than of old.
Mieving, as he did, that Autoine had never
ten =aything more than a willing instrumeatin
A2 bands of his crafty master, and glad to find
#at he had now takea to such an bonest mode
dgetting aliving, Sir Arthur was well pleased
%leave him in peace, and go unobserved on his
”y.
gut one more duty remains to e done before
& green curtain comes down, and that is, o
¥iaz my heroand heroine togetherfor the last
¢ in front of the stage, that, hand in hand,
ey may make their bow tothe audience. That
8er two—Arthur and Frederica~would in-
mitzbly come together, that nothing but death
wa!d them part, might be predicated without
#ar of contradiction troro what had goae before.
3atit is t00 latein the duy forme to report avy
o the little lore passages between them, or set
&wn any of their foolish-wise specches or
wader confessions one to the other; neither can
Tzzdestake to farnish any detailed account of
e wedding which followed in due coarse; in-
deed, I am so wofully ignorant in these matters,
2atl could not even tell you what the bridesmaids
wue on the bappy occasion.  We may, how-
rer, take oae dast peep at them on the threshold
of their new life, before bidding them a friendly
Zewell

1t is a pleasant autumn evening, the cvening
of the day of theic retarn from their wedding-
wer. Sir Artbor and Froderica have dined
iy together without company ; and now,
xstas the sun is beginniog to dip behind the
g*at Belair woods, and all the western front of
teold Hall glows, and wioks, and basksin the
toden light, as thoogh it ‘were alive, they come
seoping through the open windows of the din-
tx-toom on to the sbaven lawn outside; and
Hacking bere =nd there & flower as they go,
Tixd slowly down till they come 10 & moss-grown
wicket, and 50 pass out into the park, the great
maches of which are checkered with light or
tade as the trees stand opea or close. A few
Javes scattered here and there ou the yellow
fotway, that fades into a thread in the dim dis-
uace, speak of the year’s fruition and the fulfl.
watot many hopes; and as the new lord of
3laic and bis wife pace slowly under the over-
sxhing trees, the ever-busy squirrel peess dowa
tthem with curious eyes from the uppecboughs ;
£xa bracken and coppice the timid hare aad the
37 sabbit peep outat them wonderiogly; all the

songsters of tho grove take note of them;

W gandy on the terrace screams &

T DG Eoee s LXK K MR N S

£

Py P8 AV et snd P Yo 4% NA T U A A LT T W

o oo

— —

shrill good-night cro heshuts up his fun, and goes
within door: while the inquisitive deer follow
them watchfully from afar,

Frederica's arm is within that of her husband,
and she looks up fondly into his face as gho
speaks. ¢ I am glad we are home again, dear,)”
sic says. ¢ With all its attractions, I was
beginning to weary of the continent—begin-
ning o loug to be back inmy own sweet Boglish
nest.

“In which I hope thatyou and I together will
pass many, wmany happy years,” answers Sir
Arthur, and with that hLe stoops and kisses bis
bride, believing himself unscen. Buta onc-cyed
blackbird of misanthropical babits, who bappens
to be taking the air on the branch of an oak close
by, isa witness of the sweet transaction, and
resolves to consalt his Brother Rook in the morn-
ing concerning this curious custom of the un-
feathiered bipeds,

“ You remewber that day at Naples,” says
Frederica, * when we sat in the balcony outside
our Liotel, and discussed our plans for the future
~—what alterations we were to make hicre and
there, what improvemeats of various kinds wo
wem 10 try to effect, the goud wo were tostrive
tod. in mauy ways , and the general rule that
was ¢o regulate our lifc and conduct, as far as
suc’ things canbe regulated fur a future of which
weknow so little, do yourcmember the evening
1 speak of 2

i Perfectly,” answers Sic Arthur. © I seemed
to know you better from that bhour than I had
ever knowa you before.”

¢ Aod all those resolves, hopes, and iwishes
still bold good in buth our minds,” resumes Fre-
derica, & but I sumctimes fear that the corrusion
whicli wealth and ease so often bring with thewmn
will not be withuut its cfect upon us, that vur
#£ood intentions will lose their edge, and slowly
rust into intfficicacy , that all our finc resolutivns
and philanthropical schemes, baving no vital
principle of nccessity at the back of thew, will
never bear fruit, but wither vnc by one, aud dic
of inanition; and that as you and I grow in
years, we shall gradually fade into a cuuple of
good-naturcd noncatities, living for oursclves
alone, not actively sclfish, so long. as our owa
little cumfurts are nol interfered with, charita-
ble to a certain cxtent, but cbaritable without
trouble, and coming at last to a statc of mind
that will lvoh tack upun all the schemes, hopes,
and resolutions of which we aro brimful just
now, as upon the wild day-dreams of two children,
who lovked out at the world, aud all its belong-
ings, through the resc-colourcd spectacles of
youth and love. Docs thedread of suchafuture
never haunt you 7

& Never,” rephes Sic Arthur decisively, ¢ 1
cannot conceive of myself as coming to sach a
pass, and with you by my sidc, 1 shall feel
doubly armed agzinstat.  Gentecl sloth bas been
the ruia of mauny & promising life. Letus uy
to wmake our lives healthily actve; let us never
be witliout sume object to strise fur, something
to look forward to, and if our cnds have not
beeu ignoble ones, somuck the bettes for us when
the cvening shall come—But see, tuere is the
spire of tbe litde church shewing above the
trees® .

Frederica pressed closer toher husband's arm,
and they walked on in silence. They had de-
dizated this the first evening of theirreturn to 2
visit to the little church where lay the remains
of him they both bad loved so well. Ths old
sexton was there ready with the keys.  In re-
verent sdence, they went io. Fredenca’s cheek
was wet with tears when they came out ten
minttes later. The antuma mists were riting,
and the trees looked dim and ghostlike as they
took their way back through the park, ncither
wholly sorrowfal nor wholly glad. So let us
lexvo thom.

TEE XXD.

Soxx idea of the magaitude of the Paris
Exhibition bailding may be formed from the frct
that tae onter gallery is neatly & mile ia cir-
camference, wore thaa 100 fX. in width, azd 80
ft. in height,

BIRDS OF PREY.

THE TWO MACAIRES,

Baok the Second.
CHAPTER 1.—4 QOLDEN TRMPLE,
Continued from page 319,

In the very midst of the Belgian iron country
under tho shadow of tall sheltering ridges
of pinc-clad mountain-land, nestles the fashion-
abla little watering-place called Fordtdechdne.
Two or three haudsome hotels; a bright white
new pile of building, with vast windosws of shin-
ing plate-glass, and a stately quadrangular
courtyard , a tiny street, whichlovksasifa frag-
mentof Euglish Brighton had been dropped in this
Belgian valley, a stunted scmi-classic temple,
which is at oncea post-officc and a shrine where-
at invalids perform their worship of Hygeia by
the consumption of unspeakably disagreeable
mincral-waters ; a few tall white villas scattered
bere and there upon theslopes of pine-clad hills ;
and a very uncomfortable railiway-station——con-
stitute tbe chief features of Fordtdechdne., But
right and left of that little cluster of shops and
botels there stretch deep sombre avenues of oak,
that look like sheltered ways to Paradise—aud
the decp blue of the August sky, and the pure
breath of the warm soft air, and the tender green
of the young pinc-woods that clothe the sandy
hills,and the dclicious tranquillity that pervades
the sleepy litile town and bathes the hot landscape
in a languorous mist, are cbarms that render
Fordtdechine 2 pleasant oasis amid the lurid
woods and mountatas of the iron country.

Qaly at stated intervals the quiet of this sleepy
hollow is broken by the rolling of wheels, the
jingliog of bells, the cracking of whips, the ejacu-
lativns of drivers and supplicauons of touters ;
only when the railread carrics away departing
visitors, or brings fresh oncs, is there any  thing
like riot or confusion in the little town ander the
pinc-clad hills—and eventhen riot and confusion
arc of a very mild order, and create but s tran-
sicat discord amongst the harmonics of nature.

Aud yet, despite the Arcadian tranquillity of
the landseape, the drowsy quiet of the pinc-
groves, the deep and solema shade of those dark
aveaucs, where one might fondly hope to find
some Druidess lingering beacath the shelter of
the oaks, there is cxcitemesnt of no common order
to be found 1a the miniature tratening-place of
Forétdechéne , and the reflective and observant
traveller, on a modern sentimental jouracy, has
only to cnter the stately white building with the
glittering plate-glass windowsia order to behold
the master-passion of the human breast unveiled
for his pleasure and cdification.

The iguorant traveller, impelled by cariosity,
finds vo bar to his entrance. The doors are as
widc open as if the maasion.were an botel; and
set it is not an botel, thongh a placard which
he passcs iaforms the trarelier thathic may have
ices and sorde!s, if be will , nor is the bright fresh-
looking building a theatrs, for anotherplacardin-
forms the visitor that there aro dramatic perform-
ances to be witnessed every <vening on oze
side of the quadrangle, which is amcre subsidia-
ry attachment to the vest white mansion. The
travcller, passing on his way unhindered, save
by a man ic livery, who deprives him of his cane,
ascends a splendid staircase and traverses a
handsome antechamber, from which a pair of
plate-glass doors open into a spacious saloon,
where, in the warm August sunlight, & circle of
men and romcnb:.rc gatbered round & great

n table, ing.
gr'.i‘tbe ignox&afx traveller, unaccustomed to the
smusements of a Contimental watering-place,
may pethaps feel a little sense of surp-ise—a
something almost akin to shame—as be cnntem-
plates that sileat crowd; whose occupation
seems 5o much the more strange to him because
of their silence.  There is no lively bustle, none
of that animation which generslly attends every
kind of amusement, none of the clamour- of the
betting-ring or the exchange. The gamblers at
Forgtdechbéne are tergibly in esrnest: and the
ignoran? visitor unconsciously adapts himeelf to
the solema hush ofthe placeand steps softly as
he approaches the table round which they are
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clustered—as many sitting as can find room

round the green cloth covered board ; while behind
the sitters there are people standing two or three
rows deep, the hindermost watching the table
over the shoulders of their neighbours. A placard
upon the wall informs visitors that only constant
players are permitted toremain seated at that
sacred table. Perhaps a third of the players aud a
third of the lookers-on are women., And if there
are lips more tightly contracted than other lips,
and eyes with a harder, greedier light in them
than other eyes, those lips and those cyes belong
to the women. The ungloved feminine hands
have a claw-like aspect as they scrape the glitter-
ing pieces of silver over the green cloth; the
feminine throats look weird and scraggy as they
crane themselves over masculine shoulders ; the
feminine eyes have something demoniac in their
steely glare as they keep watch upon the rapid
progress of the game,

Half-a-dozen moderato fortunes seem to belost
and won while the traveller looks on from the
background, unnoticed and unscen ; for if those
plate-glass doors swung suddenly open tg ad-
mit the seven angels of the Apocalypse, carry-
ing the seven golden vials filled with the wrath
of God, it is doubtful whether the splendour of
their awful glory, or the trumpet-notes that
heralded their coming, would have power to
arouse the players from their profound abstrac-
tion.

Hulf-a-dozen comfortable little patrimonies
seem to have changed hands while the traveller
has been looking on; and yet he has ouly
watched the table for about ten winufes; and
this splendid salon is but an outer chawmber,
where one may stake as shabby a sum as two
francs, if one is shabby enough to wish to do so,

“and where playing for balf-an-hour or so on a

pleasant summer morning one could scarcely
lose more than fifty or sixty pounds. Another
pair of plate-glass doors open into an inner cham-
ber, where the silence is still more profound,
and where around a large table sit one row of
players; while ouly here and theré a little group
of outsiders stand behind their chairs.  There is
more gilding on the walls and ceiling of this
chamber ; the frescoes are more delicate; the
crystal chandeliers arc adorned with rich clus-
ters of sparkling drops, that twinkle like dia-
monds in the sun. This is the temple of gold;
and in this splendid chamber one may hazard
no smaller stake than half a napoleon. There
are women here; butnot so many women as in
the outer saloon; and ‘the women here are
younger and prettierand more carefully dressed
than those who stake only silver.

The prettiest and the youngest woman in this
golden chamber on one particular Augast after-
noon, nine years after the death of Tom Halli-
day, was a girl who stood behind the chair of a
military-looking Englishman, an old man whose
handsome face was a little disfigured by those
traces which late hours and dissipated habits are
supposed to leave behind thein.

The girl held a card in one hand and a pin in
the other, and was occupied in some mysterious
process, by which she kept note of the English-
man’s play. She was very young, with a deli-
cate face, in whose softer lines there was a refin-
ed likeness to the features of the man whose play
she watched. But while his eyes were hard and
cold and gray, hers were of that dense black in
which there seems sach an unfathomable and
mysterious depth. As she was the handsomest,
so she was also the worst-dressed woman in the
room. Her flimsy silk mantle had faded from
black to rusty brown ; the straw-hat which shad-
ed her face was sunburnt; the ribbons had lost
their brightness; but there was au air of attempt-
ed fashion in the puffings and trimming of her
alpaca skirt; and there was evidence of a strug-
gle with poverty in the tight-fitting lavender
gloves, whoge streaky lines bore witness to the
imperfection of the cleaner’s art. Elegant Pari-
sians and the select of Brussells glanced at the
military Englishman and his handsome daugh-
ter with some slight touch of supercilious sur-
prise—one has no right to find shabbily-dressed
young women in the golden temple—and it is
scareely necessary to state that it was from her
own countrywomen the young person in alpaca

received the most chilling glances. But those
Parthian arrows shot from feminine eyes had lit-
tle power to wound their object just now. The
girl looked up from her perforated card very
seldom; and when she raised her eyes, it wag
always to look in one direction—towards the
great glass doors opening from the outer
saloon. Loungers came and went; the doors
swung open and closed aguin as noiseless-
ly as it is possible for well-regulated doors to
open and shut ; footsteps sounded on the polish-
ed floors ; and sometimes, when the young per-
son in alpaca lifted ler eyes, a passing shadow
of disappointment darkened her face. A
modern Laurence Sterne, or a new Scatimental
Journey, might have derived some interest from
the study of the girl's countenance ; but the re-
flective and observant traveller is not to be en-
countered very often in this age of excursionists
and Maria and her goat may roam the highwuys
and byways for a long time before she will find
any dreamy loiterer with & mind attuncd to sym-
pathy.

The shabbily-dressed girl was looking for,
some one. She watclied her father’s play care-
fully—she marked her card with unfailing pre-
cision ; but she performed these duties with a
wechanical air; and it was only when she lifted
her eyes to the great shining plate-glass doors
which opened into this dangerous Paradise, that
any ray of feeling animated her countenance.
She was looking for some one, and the persou
watched for was so long coming.  Ab, how dif-
ficult for the acithmetician to number the crush-
ing disappointments, the bitter agonies that one
woman can eudure in a single balf-hour! This
gitl was 50 young—so youug; and already she
had learnt to sufier.

The man played with the concentrated atten-
tion and the impassible countenance of an expe-
rienced gamester, rarely lifting hls eyes from the
green cloth, never looking back at the girl who
stood behind him. He was winning to-day, and
he nceepted his good fortune as quictly as he had
often accepted evil fortune at the same table. e
scemed to be playing on some system of his own ;
und neighbouriug players looked at him with
cuvious eyes, as they saw the pile of gold grow
larger under his thin nervous hauds.  Ignorant
gamesters, who stood aloof after having lost two
or threec napoleons, contempluated the lucky
Englishman and wondered about him, while
sowe touch of pity leavened the envy excited by
bis wonderful fortune, He looked 'ike a decayed
gentleman—a man who had been a military
dandy in the days that were gone, and who had
all the old pretensions still, without the power
to support them—a Brummel languishing at
Caen; a Nash wasting slowly at Bath,

At last the girl’s face brightencd suddenly as
she glanced upwards; and it would have been
very easy for the observant traveller—if any
such person had existed—to construe aright that
bright change in her couutenance. The some-
one she had been watching for had arrived.

Tle doors swung open to admit a man of
about five-and-twenty, whose durkly-handsome
face and carcless costume had something of
that air which was once wont to be associated
with the person and the poetry of George Gor-
don Lord Byron. The new-comer was Just one
of those men whom very young women are apt
t> admire, and whom woildly-minded people are
prone to distrust. There was a perfume of
Bohemianism, a flavour of the Quartier Latin,
about the loosely-tied cravat, the wide trousers,
and black-velvet morning-coat, with which the
young man outraged the opinions of respectable
visitors at Forétdechéne. There was a sewi-
poetic vagabondism in the half-indilferent, half-
contemptuous expression of his face, with its
fierce moustache, and strongly-marked eye-
brows overshadowing sleepy gray cyes—eyes
that were half hidden by their long dark lashes;
as still pools of blue water lic sometimes hidden
amongst the rushes that flourish round them.

He was handsome, and he knew that he was
handsome ; but he affected to despise the heauty
of his proud dark face, as he affeeted to despise
all the brightest and most beautiful things upon
earth; and yet there was a vagabondish kind
of foppery in his costume that contrasted sharply

with the gentlemanly dandyism of the shabby
gamester sitting at the table. There was a dis-
tance of nearly half a century between the style
of the Regency dundy and the Quartier-Latin
lion.

The girl watched the new-comer with sad
earnest eyes as he walked slowly towards the
table, and a faint blush kindled in her cheeks as

-he came neurer to the spot where she stood. He

went by her presently, carrying an atmosphore
of stale tobacco with him as he went; and he
gave her a friendly nod as he passed, and a
** Good-morning, Diana ;" but that was all. The
faint blush faded and left her very pale: but
she resumed her weary task with the card and
the pin; and it she had endured any disappoint-
ment within those few moments, if seemed to be a
kind of disappointment that she was accustomed
to suffer.

The young man walked round the table till he

“canmte to the only vacant chair, in which he seat-

cd himself, and afier watching the game for a
few minutes, began to play. From the mowment
inwhich he dropped into that vacant seat to
the momentin which he rose to leave the tuble,
three hours afterwards, he never lifted his eyes
frow the green cloth, or seemed to be conscious of
any thing that was going on around or about
him,  The girl watched him furtively for some
little time afier he had taken his place at the
table ; but the stony mask of the professed gun-
bler is a profitless objeet for a woman’s earnest
scrutiny.

She sighed presently, and laid her hand
heavily on the chair behind which she was
standing. The action aroused the man who sat
in it, and he turned and looked at her for the
£irst time,

“ You are tired, Diana ?”

“ Yes, papa, [ am very tired ”

% Give me your card, then, and go away,” the
gamester answered peevishly ; « girls are always
tired.”

She gave him the mysteriously-perforated
card, aud left her post behind his chair; and
then, after roaming about the great saloon with
a weary listless air, and wandering from one
open window to another to look into the sunny
quadrangle, where well-dressed people were sit-
ting at little tables eating ices or drinking
lemonade, she went away altogether, and roamed
into another chamber where some children were
dancing to the sound of a feeble violin. She sat
upon a velvet-covered bench, and watched the
children’s lesson for some minutes, and then
rose and wandered to another open window
that overlooked the same quadrangle, where the
well-dressed people were enjoying themselves.in
the hot August sunshine.

“ How extravagantly cvery body dresses!”
she thought, “ and what a shabby poverty-
stricken creature one feels amongst them! And
yet if I ask papa to give me a couple of napo-
leons out of the money he won to-day, he will
ouly look at me from head to foot, and tell me
that I have a gown and a cloak and a bonnet,
and ask me what more I can waat, in the name
of all that is unreasonable ? And I see girls here
whose fathers are so fond of them and so proud
of them—ugly girls, decked out in silks and
muslins and ribbons that have cost a small for-
tune, clumsy awkward girls, who look at me as*®
if I were some new kind of wild animal.”

The saloons at Forétdechéne were rich in
monster sheets of looking-glass; and in wan-
dering discontentedly about the room, Diana
Paget saw herself reflected many times in all
her shabbiness. It was only very lut{zly she had
discovered that she had some pretension to good
looks; for her father, who could not or would
not educate her decently or clothe her credit-
ably, took a very high tone of morality in his
paternal teaching, and in the fear that she might
one day grow vain of her beauty, had taken
care to impress upon her at an early age that
she was the very incarnation of all that is lean
and sallow and awkward.

CHAPTER II,—THE EASY DESCENT.

Amougst the many imprudences of which
Horatio Paget—once a captain in a crack
cavalry regiment, always a captain in his inter-
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ourse with the world—had been guilty during l -lcnc’c He ll,ricd to live in an llon?st genlll;;-
e course of & long carcer, there was nonc fur | mmnly way, by borrowing money of his friends,
shich hie so bitlcrly%epro:lclwd himself as for o or rlisc-.)um,ing an accommodation-Lill ebtained
certain fooligh marringe \\'hiclh llne had madd late (!;ro&n bson;q in{:o.flcnt acquaintance \\'hod\\'ma delu-
mlife. It was when he bad thrown away the | ded by his brillinnt appearance and specious
ust chanee thatin indulgent destiny had given ;ongl.llc‘ iullo @ bdxm in the xm(;lsicnt u;uum of
vm, that the ruined fop of the Regency, the | his diflicultics. 1fo spent his days in hanging
m’m‘xmc member ot t)fe Beefsteak L'Qluiz,’ the | about the hiadls and waiting-rooms of clubs—of
aaa who in his carliest youth had worn a sitver | some of which he had once been o member, he
L nd Satoons oF Gedrstna. of Devonaiio. Nyl Keikingion Goreand Noting. 1.
gilded saloons of Georging cvonshir fuir, Kensington I3 s
fand himself laid on o bed of sickuess in ding)z Meaving hl_tl.c. notes fur men who were not at
l,oud(l:)n lodgm;,;s, and ncarc; dll:.llllll, t.lu‘!u '!(I:' had llllomc, or \;n‘u;xg a llm.h hote u.x‘ oue ;’:]osxlr:c(\l\hlqc
wee been in the course of his briel military | the man to whoin he was writing his
areer; 50 nearly glidic g from life's s\viﬂ-ﬂow:n?; br(&'\lll fn an ndjucining chamber. ‘]_.’coplo.\\ l:lu
drer into eternity’s trackless occan, that the (had once been Captain Paget's fast friends
sarmest thrill of gratitude which cver stirred 'scclucgl 1o lave simultancously decided upon
;1: slow ]m;srs c(l)f lAisd c"vld lhm:lt (;luit‘:llm:lmt ilts i spcr::l&ug, l?l(::.r .c.;;?lc::cg ?’gt 82 lligg:s, n'.;h;t sz;g-
ting as he clasped the han 1at ha C peare C unpecunto ap . -
tira b:f;'k from thc!unknown region whose icy ; vants of bis fricuds were afilicted with a strange
: illed i pith : uir, | uneertrinty as to their masters’ morements.
i‘::!:l.mlclx:dn: bllll'l;r‘tlxtil(;lll;’a;;llhnr:"ax?:‘ lefcrt-lua I At \\'lmtg\ir hall-door Horatio Paget presented
s‘.ra;xgc:] terror \\-Iu:nt lthc blm;}: x}x,ig!n‘lcdmpsusud- himself, it sg;:.n:%d cqually doubllf:lll l‘)‘;:h%lhr%:: utlc
&uly down upon them, and the ¢ Gray Boat- | proprictor ¢ mansion wou i) 0
::3:1':” voice slt;uuds holluw and mysterious in |, dinver that day, or whether he would be at
I darkness, annoancing that the ocean is near. , home any time next duy, or the day after that,
The hand that held the ruined  spendthrift Lorat lhc'cnd of the weck, or indeed whether he
ba:;l‘i] when the curr?m; s“]'(-ptl sodsmft_l‘f'loccnu- :\"on:d.:.;\cr {:l(:me !w"t,lecngm::n ng::l?m.c: :}xc
zanl wus o woman's tender hand ; and heaven | Captain, culling in the cvening , in the
.a!_vr ll;umé's .“:l::u !n:uicnrt \m(tl(:h-l"ulness,d\vh.nt ?‘in:]?l?gc :f\?'g::l;g:;l;!&tzg;:&t&s:&i {n:t:ﬁll;}
areful administration of medicines and un- | dwe aw -
searying preparation of broths aed jellies and ing-room’ door, and heard the clooping of corks
sgo3 and gruels, what untiting aud devoted | and the pleasant 3iug\in% ofb gh]\ss and ?ih’i:rbin
davery, had been necessary to save the faded | the inneanost recesses of & butler’s pantey ; but
::L«‘,y(\'lw looked out ul{m the world once ; still the answer was—not at homc,blmxd n;:;
more, 3 ghastly shadow of his former sclf, a likely to be home. All the respectable worl
;tnnhcsstimrdcn for any one who helpless mi:;ht was o l‘;c ;)ut lxcn;:]cfuxiui, fo]r Ilom‘uo Paget. But
c¢hoose to support him. now aund theu at the clubs Lie et some young

“ Dou't t!xl::gxk me,” said the doctor, when his | man, who had no wife at l|9mc to keep watch
fecble 1;:116.(1:( \\'ltx'im(]lwn'd l:;m;-is(ll:ixln);; ]‘lrulc:tm upondhis I;ur?lt. ;.x;(llox‘g ‘(;J'llll gxl‘t(l)::’sllj‘y; :1:22?11 g::-
tops of his itude, unabashed by the con- | pound note ill bestowed, an .
siousness 1b:xgtns‘uch gr’ntcful protestations were | sion on the full.cn spc_n’dxhriﬂ, and belicved, or
e sole coin with which the medical nan would | pretended to belicve, bis story of temporary -
Y paid for his services, © }lumk that young bam}lssmcnt;lx}nd then the Capitain dined éuml;l)-
om0 Boem fo et 3o Wouldu't b hare 1 | Stese, Lefcester Siunees nd took  haibortle
3 not been for her you w 2
ulk about gratitude. And ifever you get such | of chablis with his oyslc’xs, and \\'anncd'hin_lsclf
wother attack of inflammation on the lungs, 1 with chambertin that was brought to him in a
s0a had better pray for such anothor nurse, | dusty cobweb-shrouded bottle reposing in a
dough I don't think you're likely to find one.” [ wicker-basket. i i .

And with this exordium, the rougb-nnd-ready |  But in these latter days such glimpses of san-
srgeon took his departure, lcaving Horatio | shinc very rarcly illumined the dull stream of
Pagcet alone with the woman who had saved his ;h‘:l gapu\m’fhhfc. !l':u}u;\s and dlnsappomlmcm,
£ iad become the rule of his existence—success
the rare exception.  Crossing the river now on
his way westward, be was wont to loiter a little
on Waterloo Bridge, and to look drcamily down
at the water, wondering whether the time was
near at band when, under cover of the evening
dusk, hewould pay Lis last halfpenny to the
tolkeeper, and never again know the need of
any carthly coin.

¢ ] saw a fellow in the Morgue one day,—a
poor wretch who had drowned himself a week
or two before. Great God, how horrible he
looked ! If there was any certainty they would
find onc immediately, and bury one decently,
there'd be no particular horror in that kind of
death. But to be found like fhat, and to lie in
some riversido dead-house down by Wapping,
with & ghastly placard rotting on the rotting
door, and nothing but 0oze and slime and rot-
tenocess round about onc—ivaiting to be iden-
tiicd! And who knows, after all, whether a
dead man doesn’t feel that sort of thing 77
It was after such musings as these had begua
to be very common with Horatio Yaget that he
caught the chill which resulted in & very dan-
gerousillness of many weeks.  Tho late autumn
was wet and cold and dreary; but Captain
Paget, although remarkably clever after a cor-
tain fashion, had never been a lover of intellec-
teal pursyits, and imprisonment in s, Kepp's
shabby parlour was odious to him. When be
bad read every page of the borrowed newspaper,
and pished and pstawed over the leaders, and
ned aloud at the nnnouncement of some
wealthy marriage made by one of his quondam
friends, or thuckled at the record of another
quondam fricad's insolvency—when he had
poked the fire savagely half a dozen Gmes in an
hour, cursing the pinched grate and the bad

She was only his landlady’s daughter; and
S landiady was no prosperous householder in
¥ayfair, thriving on the cxtravagance of weal-
3¢ backelors, but an honest widow, living in
a1 obsenre little street leading out of the Old
Eent Road, and letting a meagrely-furnished
Eitle parlour and a still more meagrely-furnished
fule bedroom to any single gentleman wirom
sverse of fortune might lead into such a loea-
Bi5. Captain Paget had sunk very low in the
wezld when Le took possession of that wretched
prdonr and ldid himself down 1o rest on-the
sidow’s flock-bed. ’

There is apt to be a dreary interval in the life
of such & man—a blank “dismal interregnum,
sbich divides the day in which he spends his
kst shilling from the hour in which he begins to
wey deliberately upon the purses of other
people. It was in that bopeless interval that
Horatio Paget established himsclfin the widow's
slour. But though be slept in the Old Kent
Roed, he had not yet brooght himself to endure
aistence on the Surcey side of the water. He
exrged from bis lodging cvery moraing to
basten westward, respleadent in clean linen and
aquisitely-fitting  gloves, an  upquestionable
orercoat, and varnished boots.

The wardrobe has its Indian summer; and
e glory of a first-rate trilor’s coat is like the
slendour of a tropical sun—it is glorious to
te last, and sinks in a moment. Captain
T.pet's wardrobe tvas in  its Indian sommer in
these days; bat when be felt how fatally near the
Bad-Street pavement was to the soles of his
¥, ho could not refcain from a fond admimtion
o the boots that were so beaatifol in decay.

He walked the West-end for many weary
kars cvery day during this period of bis deca-

conls during every repetition of the operation—
when ho had smoked lus last eigar, and varmsh.
ed hLis favourite buots, and looked out of the
window, and _contemplated lumself gloomily in
the wretched Jittle glass over the narrow
chimneypicce, — Captain  Paget's intellectual
resources were exbausted, and an angry impa-
tienco took possession of bun. Then, in definnce
of tho pelting rmun or the lowaring sky, he flung
his slippers into the furthest corner—aud the
furthest corner of Mrs, Kepp's parlous was not
very remote from the Captun's arm.chair—he
drew on the stoutest of lis varmshed boots—and
there were nune of them very stout now—but-
tuned his perfect overcoat, adjusted lus hat be-
fure the looking-glass, and sallied forth, umbrelia
in hand, to mitke his way westward, \Vestward
alwags, through storm and shower, back to the
haunts of his youth, went the wanderer and
outcast, to sce the red glow of cacery fires
reflected on the plate-glass windows of his
favourite clubs; to sce the lamps in spacious
reading-rooms lit early in the autumn dusk, and
to watch the soft light glimmering on the rich
bindings of the books, aud losing itself in the
sumbre depths of crunsun draperies. To this
poor worldly creature the agony of buuishment
from those palaces of Pall Mall or St. James's
Street was as bitter as the pan of a fallen angel.
It wae the dullest, deadest ume of the year, and
there were not many loungers in those Sumip-
tuous reading-rooms, where the shaded inmps
shed thieir subdued Yight on the chaste splendour
of the sanctuary, so Caplain Paget could haunt
the scene of his departed youth without much
fear of recoguition: but Ins wanderings 1 the
West grew more hupeless and purposeless every
day. e began to understand how it was that
pevple were never at home when he assailed
their dours with his fashionable knock. He could
no lunger endure the humiliztion of such
repulses, for he began to understand that the
servants knew his creand as well as their-mas-
ters, and had their answers ready, let bim pre-
sent himself befure them when be wonld: so he
besieged the doors of St. James's and Mayfur,
Kensington Gore and Notung Hill no longer.
He kaew that the bubble of his poor foolish life
had burst, and that there was nothmng left for
him but to dic.
To be continued,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Doroxite 07 magacsian limestone, calciaed at
alow heat and powdered, aud thea made iuto a
paste, forms under water a stouc of extriordi-
nary hardncss.

Rexovive Stains Frox Paint sy Carorororx
—Chloroform is said to remove staius from
paint, varnish, and cil. Every onc knows that
care is requisite in the use of chloroform. As
little as possiblo should be used, and the work
should not be doné in a close place, but where
the vapour will be rapidly carried off. Another
fluid rccommended for the same purposo is a
mixture of six parts of strong alcohol, three
parts of tiquor ammonia, and 2 quarter part of
benzole.

Preservatiox oF BrrrER 1N Fraxcs—Ono
part of sugar, onc part of nitre, aad two parts
of salt, reduced to & very fine powder, constitute
a good mixtare for the preservation of butter.
Sixty grammes, or rather more than 2 oz. of
this mixture, is safficient for a kilogramme, or
about 2§ 1b. of fresh butter, which, thas pre-
pared, remains very good a forthight after-
wards; its taste is soft and agrecable. There
is also another modo of preserving, viz., the
butter is meclted and purificd with houey, GO
grammes of whichare used for cach kilogramme,
the two substances being mixed with tare. An
ageeeable flavour is obtained,-and it will remain
good a long time.

Ax old gentleman who -has dabbled all his
life in statistics, sags he ncver heard of but one
woman who insared her 1ifc. He accounts for
this by the singular fact of onc.of the.questions
being, © What is your age?®
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

E. 8. K.—The collection of oriental tales
known as the Arabian Nights' Entertainments,
was first made known to Europe by Antony
Galland, a French orientalist, about the year
1704. They were supposed by many to be the
production of the translutor himseclf rather than
the collection of an unknown Arabian author, as
stated by Galland in his dedication, and emin-
ent oriental scholars did not hesitate to de-
nounce them as forgerics. The work, however,
was highly estecmed by the public, and sooun
filled Europe with its fame, much to the surprise
of the critics, Galland’s French edition was speed-
ily translated into all the languages of Europe,
and edition followed edition with great rapidity.
When, and by whom the work was written is
not known, but all doubt as to the authenticity
of the ¢ Thousand and One Nights” has been
long dispelled ; as scveral MS. copies have
been found, and no less than four editions of the
Arabic text have been published,

ExquirER.—On the first syllable undoubtedly.

C. L., Quebec.—Our correspondent, whose
note has been overlooked, is respectfully thanked
for her good wishes, We fear we could not
make room for the papers mentioned.

WyvanT.—~We are sorry to be again compelied
to ask for your Post Office address. Please for-
ward it, and we will return the MS. imme-
diately,

HEgraLD. — Richard the First assumed the
motto : ¢ Liew et mon Droit,” intimating the
that the Kings of England hold their ¢
from God alone.

Rorawnp, Ouvir & Co.—
question in our next,

Creias.—Please acce
to hear from you again,

rehy
mpire

Will reply to your
ptour thanks—we hope

EDITH.—Tllc‘conscnt of the Sovercign is ne-
cessary to legalise the marriage of all members
of the Royal Faniily,

ALICE B.—We arc compelled Lo admit that
our correspondent’s strictures are well foundoed ;
but after the present number in which “ Brought
to Light” is concluded, we shall he able to give
more space to shorter tales and miscellaneous
articles, as well as to resume our occasional
pages of music. .

FyL—We are always happy to e
rary aspirants, but we fear « Fniy
to write stories, has mistake

neourage lite-
" in attempting
u his vocation,

A Busscrizer.—Douglas Jerrold was
Sheerness, England, about the year 1805

Mixor.—A woman bLecomes of age
one years; the Sovereign
eighteen years is the limit a
ity,

ScnooL-Boy.—The treaty of péace concluded
at Cambrai ip 1529, hetween Franeis 1st, of
France, and Charleg V, Emperor of Germany,
was called “The lagjes peace,” (La pair de
dam'es) b.C(‘:uuse It was chiefly negotinted by
Louise of Savoy, and Margaret of Austria,

A. R. T.—Yes, with much pleasure.

born at

at twenty-
alone excepted, and
ssigued to Lier minor-

PASTIMES,

We shall be glad to receive from any of our friends
who take an interest in the columu orugnal contribu-
tions of 1’uzzles, Charades. Problems. &c Solutions
should in each case accompany questions forwarded,

GEOGRAPHICAL REBUS.

1. A town in Belgium.
2. A river in Prussia.
3. A cape of Portugal.
4. A country in Europe. X
5. A range of mountains in America.
6. An island in tho Baltic sea.
7. A country in Asia.
8. A l‘_urkisﬁ seaport,
9. A riverin Spain.
The initials read downward will name the estab-
lisher of British supremacy in Indig,

i Bericus.
SEASONABLE ANAGRAMS,
1. Now sell cooks.
2. Slave bill. Jane.
8. No! sad buff Sam.
4. Joe nips me.

(Jam. 36
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RIDDLE. SOLUTION OF I’ROBLEI.;IK: :L(l){ .
. When was B the first letter in the alphabet ? WiITE. K to Q Kt 5 or (@)
) : 0 1R toK RS, 9K
CHARADES. 2 Kt to Qb (ch.) KtoB
1. My 12, 4, 9, 10, 2, is a river in France. 3 BtoQ RS ch.) Anything.
My 8,6, 14, is a poem. 4 R or It mates.
My 11, 13, 5, 8, is what young ladics onght to do. KtoQb.
My 1,7, 4. 10,is a valley. s K to B 4.
My whole is a general favourito. Povrik, 8B toQ R'3 (oh.) Anything.
2. My 8,

2, 4, Canada produces.

My 10,2, 9,7, is an annual product, .
My 5, 6,3, 6, 1,9, 3, was a Kreneh divine.
My whole is a living poet.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1. A metal. 6. A game at cards.
2. A poem. 6. An illusion.
8. Alaw term. 7. An aflirmative,
4. A relative.

The initials will name a be
countries on both sides of tt
the iﬂnate, backwards,
birth,

CEPHAS,

nevolent person to whom
10 Atlantic are indebted !
will show the county of his

PROBLEM.

An insurance com{mny took a policy at 1} per cent.,
and reinvested two-fitths of it in’ another company at
14 per cent.  The premium received excecded the

mium Pui(l by $31.85. What was the amount of
policy ?

pro-
the
CEPHAS,

ANSWERS TO RIDDLES, &c.
No. 71.
Riddles.—1. A toast. 2. A pillow,
cause she i always a-musing.
Charades~1. Concord.
3. The Cotter’s Saturday Night,
Square Words—R A R B
AvVvow
ROVE
EWER
Double Acrostic.—Sir Colin Campbell—Sir
Henry Havelock—1. Stork. 2. Tonic. 3. Re-

3. Be-

3. Scapegrace.

lievo. 4. Cashel. 5. Olive. 6. Lov. 7. In-
fanta, 8. Norwich. 9. Clay. 10. Armour,
11. Moon. 12. Palace. 13. Birch. 14. Em-
peror. 15. Li. 16, Lyons.
ANSWERS RECEIVED.
Riddles—Don, Folio, Argus, Gouty, Ellen B.

Charades.—CGam
Gouty, T. P., May.

Square Words.—Gounty, Argus, Ellen B, T, P.
Camp.

Double Acrostic.—A rgus,

b, . H. V. Don, Geo. 11,

H. H. V., Gouty,
Camp,
Received too late to be acknowledged in lust
week’s.

“ Bericus,”

who, with onc exception,
answers all,

CIILSS,

TO CORRESPONDENTS,

R. L. A. BRANTFORD, C. W.—The P

having a second solution commencing with I3 to Kt 4

(ch.); the iden, however, iy a good one, and is well
worth elaborating into a perfect position.

M. J. ToroNTO.—The game presents some points of
interest; wo will make room for it shortly,
X. L. Kinasron, C. W.—Welcomo! (uito correct.

PROBLEM No. 52,
By G. M.

///”;é ///// //v/// m—
Z %/j/,% /%%/%%% /%z
e B

roblem if faulty,
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D
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A
2
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WHITE,
White to play and mate in three moves.

4 R or Kt mates.

The following game occurred i
Messrs, Steinitz and Bird,
RUY ROPEZ KNIGHT'S GAMEI yeim’tz»)
WHITE, (Mr. Bird.) BLACK, (M7

een
n the match betw!

4.
3.
2KttoK B3 2.1“&‘{;’ A
3Bto QK5 3 ) ou .
4 Castlos. 4 Lt s
5 Rto K sq. 5 Kptn.kesn
8 B takes Kt. 6Q K 6.
7 Pto (}Ba g}:fgxlﬂ(“)
8 Ktto 3.
9 Ktto K6, 9B toklgs P.
10 P to Q 5. 10 b takop "o (5.)
11 Kt takos P. 11 Kt te s,
12 Ktto K B4 (c.) 12 3:01{2.
13 Ktto K B3. 13 ‘o K Kt 3.
14 Kt to Kk R&. 1P g
15 Kt to @ 4. 15 18 to 0 3
16 Ktto K B 4. 16 Q1O SO R
17PtoQ B4 17 Castles o= 0
18 Ktto Q5. 18 KR 105
1V QtoQ Kt3 19 l\,t“t)"x Kt 4 (d)
20 QBtoB4 P QRS
21 PtoQ B5. 21 Qto 4o
22 Btakes Kt, and wins. his game jsali
(@). Black keeps a Pawn plus, but hi
> d. iso.
ex( ())-soVery interosting situation, ngw aris no 8t
(c). Well played on” White’s part. and the g81
). This oversight loses a picce
once, )
——————-—.———/
CAL-
WITTY AND WHIMSI
fool.
. T
Proverp.—No fool like & g"osebers':; __yresh-
TuE SaNiTARY REronMer’s PARADI )
water. .ot t08 pect
MEDICAL.—Annuitants are suFch‘i‘t com lnlﬂf:
liar malady known as the 10"g_~nk'11g another®
New Meriton or Impiping —Drinkl
health, NTEES:

2]
NimAL PNt
a (ree. .
wa)s I»H-u
serv?

A TeMprinG SUBJECT FOR {& b
A dog trying to imitate the bar "
How To arr Rip oF WET;[T:.M.‘M
your cigar-case and its contents
of your frieuds,—Punch.

)

e

. wpel ey
Nakep Sugxny.—An Awericst | 1 aket

1 as U

. . . advertised ot
“we notice wine newly ‘“IHflcunll“"“‘l.‘dw.
sherey, [t will probably he re¢ Lo theil' 3

. . e onls
those invalids who have no ¢t id #
o L1 osald
manchs. « Jenuy, >

A (L — N “v(’»

AN AWARENING Pm.mcn.hj“-] s pulpib ¢ tiluiﬁ'

Scotch minister, stooping hm: o N Yes, W by
ye got a preen (a pin) about ye il

Jeeping
ter"—* Then stick it into that sleeP!e 50X
your ~ide, Jenny.” cobbler in %Drlll‘

Manou ow l:mmnnmg«'r.—A“Sm_gﬁy perforss
thus announced his calling :— 8, by ;demt,l "
ed here upon old boots and shocﬁ, inding W
the feet, making good the lel’,:dillg the €07
broken, healing the wu.umlet{; m‘[',udy with
stitution, and supporting the l
soles, Advice gratis.” d o man & sn}u a

In order to get an enemy, ‘le]nl upon himﬂ:rcc
sum of money for a day. Ca R L gel
week for it. Wait two mUl(:u. He wd;yo“
months jusist upon his paying ther ak ©
angry, denounce you, and ever 2
in abusive terms.

CoNJUuGAL CONFIDENCE.— we m
that we are married, you kno\ev, n
no secrcts. So do, like vg}{l‘é“’ld’ it in
bottle of hair-dye ; you wi mted
ing-case.” ) rpet®

g’l‘he Irishmen of the last cenmﬁvgfric abs?
all the more preposterous of %‘30‘;108 s of RUISC
dities. Seeing the beautiful tnss after di
dip her hands into & ﬁngcr-zmss an
Colonel St. Leger sex.zcd the g ano’l or
contents. “You will have the good-0*" 0.
night, Sallenger,” laughed her feet after
duke, “for her grace washes he
per.”

spe:

oW

deal, n 0

« Charles, pav
Ny uS ot



