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SONG OF THE ANGELS.

While shepherds wateh’d their flocks by
night, )
All seated on the ground,
The angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around.
Fear not, said he, (for mighty dread
Had seiz’l their troubled mind,)
Glad tidings of grent joy T bring
"To you and all mankind.

To.yon, in David’s town, this day
Is born of David’s line o

The Saviour who is Christ the Lord ;—
And thisshall be the sign ; -

The heavenly Babe you there shall find
To human view display’d, :

All meanly wrapt in swathing-bands,
And in o manger Inid.

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith
Appear’d o shining throng

Of angels, praising God, and thus
:\ddrcss’\} their joyful song:

All glory beto God on high,
And to the earth be peace;

Good-will.henceforth from Heav'n to men
Begin, and never cense, .

CHRISTMAS.

Brenreey hundred and cighty yoars ago
the first Christmas was celebrated beside
the manger of the stable in Bethichem
by a few shepherds who came and bow-
ed themselves before the infant-Saviour,
and . offering their humble gifts wor-
shipped in silent wonder; and now from
cvery clime and overy land, from the
frozen poles and the' burning desert,
goes up the sound of rejoicing and
thanksgiving on the anniversary of the
birth -of the Saviour' of the world.

 Biverywhero, throughout the length and

breadth of Christendom, hynins of pray-

. er and praise aseend; and everywhere

the sound of rejoicing and merriment is
heard, The time is “ hallowed and gra-
cious.” Hallowed, because dedicated to
a sincere thanksgiving, and gracious,
beeause then. the best sympathies of
our nature break from out tho crust
that has gathered over them during the
past year’s rough oxperiences, and show
an activity asif thoy had been refreshed
by pavtial or complete slamber.  Under
the genial influence of Christmas, men
thaw out who were to all appear-
once frozen forever; closely. buttoned
brecches pockets are unloosed, and ‘the
hand of charity inserted ; flinty heavts
ave softened and affection suffered to en-
ter where tho gates scemed barred to it
for ever.. Some how Christmas atmos-
phero seoms to be different from any
other ;- no matter in what part of the
world, whether in frozen Canada or the
burning tropics, the Christmas air seems
to waft breezes of love, and peace, and
unselfishness. ~ At no timo does self fall
to so low an ¢hb as.under the influence
of Chiristmas ; people think not so much
of themselves as of others ; the old folks.
are planning what presents they can
best delight the hearts of the youngsters
with, and the little folks ave busily en-
gaged counting their hoarded sealth and
puzzling their Hittle heads to know how |
two dollars and {en cents is fo'be made
to buy a eard-rack for mother  which
will cost one dollar and- a half, and a
smelling-bottle for anntie which awill
cost’ - dollar. and a quarter. Nearly
every body is planning some little pre-
sent for some relative or friend; poor
indeed is he who has nothing to give, or
no one to give to. This custom of male-
ing prosents  at Christmas time doubt-
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less has its origin in the presents of the
wise men of the Fast, and will probably
lnst as long as the world does, But there
are some who cannot make presents;
some to whom Cliristmas 'is not Cheist-
mas ab all; some whose dull routine of
heavy toil is not broken by the joyous
day ; some whose abject poverty malkes
the day no time of rgjoicing or mirth
for them. Ts it not our duty, if’ we are
blessed with a great or small portion of
this world's goods, to scek out those
who arein want and misery and; accord-
ing to our means, enable those who arve
100 poor to help themselves to enjoy in
some small degree this fostive season,
remembering the injunction of Mim
whose birth we celebrate, “The poor
ye have with youalways.” Depend upon
it, our own Christmas dinner will taste
sweeter for the consciousness that we
have enabled at least one fellow creature
to enjoy o meal he would otherwise have
gone “without; and our own pleasure
will be enhanced by the knowledge
that we havelet in a little light on some
dmrk spot, and caused joy to reign where
despair and sorrow held control.” While
we enjoyChristmas thoroughiyourselves,
let us be mindful of those whose suffer-
ings we can alleviate, and vemember
that e whose natal day it is came to
bring
¢ Peace on enrth, good-will toward men.”

THE ORPHANS;

OR,

THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.

———ta——

. He would have passed a pleasant life of it, in deepite of
¢ the devil and all his works,”’ had not " his path been cross-
ed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man
than ghost, goblin, or the whole race. of witches, and that
was—a womzan.— Washinglon Irving.

CHAPTER ITT.—Continued.
Mrs. Winpsor smiles.

“You have no other engagement, ?”

! None.,"

*Then:do me the favour to come and
count the wrinkles at my house. ', I am
very desirous of secing you before you
go to New York on 'a matter of busi-
nesa.,” T ‘

‘She makes a pause before the last
word, und looks at him as_if afraid of

- refusal. Longwarth, however, does not
- vefuse.

T spend my pleasantest evenings at

your house, Mrs. Windsor.
glad to go."” ‘

She draws 2 quick breath, as of relief,
and turns to depart.

# 1 shall expect you then.  Porhups,
though, you will let me take you with
me at once 7

“Not mow; L shall present wyself
about eight.  Will that do ?” ‘

“Certainly. Good evening, Mrs. Long-
worth., How is it you never come to
see me now ?”

“Many commercial gentlomen, and
much gravy weigh on her mind," sug-
gosts Longworth, “ us they must on all
suceessors of the immortal Alrs. Tod-
gors.”

For this rose-wreathed white house
facing the bay is a boarding house, and
Mrs. Longworth, widow, and a distam
cousin of the editor of the Phenix, the
Iady who keepsiit,

Mrs. Windsor does not know Mrs.
Todgers. She is not a lady addicled to
novel reading of any sort; but she
smiles graciously because the: remark iy
Longworth's, and slowly and gracefully
moving away, reenters her carriage, and
is driven off. : o

“What can she want of you now,
Larry ?" says Totty, as though it were
no unusual thing for Mrs. Windsor te
want Larry,  * ‘ ‘

“Do 'you know,” says Mrs. Long-
worth, with a short lnugh, “ what people
would suy if Mrs. Windsor were thirty
years younger? That she wanted to
marry Larry.” :

Mr. Longworth has resumed his
simoking and his chair. He glancesover
his shoulder at the speaker.

“That’s a  beastly remark, Mrs.
Longworth,” he says; “don't muke it
again.”

“There’s the dinner bell,” says Totty,
and she and her mamma vanish pre-
cipitately.

Mr. Longworth puls down his"legs
lazily, gels up, mounts'to his bedroom,
malkes some improvement iz his toilet
leisurely, for although the dinner bell
has rung, and the select cirele of board-
ers may be wailing, he is never in u
hurry. - - i

“Yes, what does she want?” he
thinks. -“It would be remarkable if 1
received two of Fortune's kisses in one

I shall be
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day. Moro remarkable still if" [ were
torced 1o decline both.”

ilo dosconds to dinner, which is a
lively moal. Mrs. Longworth, one of
thoso sometimes trying peoplo who have
seen better days, offors all tho com-
forts of a home throngh tho columns of
tho daily press, and has fifteen boardors
in all. " Thero are two or three ladics,
but these are oxceptions. Tho Sulic
law is onforced, and single gentlemon
are the Spartan rule.

Mr. AMiles O'Sullivan, sub-editor of
tho Phenix, sometimo graduate of May-

nooth, lineal descendant of the kings of

Korry, is ono of these. It isa prolong-
ed monl.  The gentlemen liko to sit and
erack nuts and joke together long. after
the ladies flit away., Now the twilight
steals into the room, the sea breezos
ariso cool and delicious, and the scent
of the honeysuckle nearer and sweeter
than all,

Faint and far away the singing of

rome suilor floats on the wind. A new
_ xpring moon shines in the sky, onc brit-
linnt star, dame d'honneur 10 the Queen
of Night, beside it.” In the parlours
aoross  the hall some one is playing
Thalberg’s “Last Rese;” when the
pianist stops you cun hear the wash of
the surf on the shore.

Longworth lies back in- his chair in
true aftor-dinuner wood, droamy and in-
dolent, dips his walnut in his wine,
listens Lo the other ‘men but does not
tallkk much.,  Prosently the laughter and
Jokes—veory. clderly jokes some of them
—grow tiresomo, and he rises and re-
turns to his formor place and position
on the pinzza, Tho boarders flit in and
out, and one or two of the Iadies are
good enough to sit beside him and rally
him on his thoughtfulness. But Long-
worth's modes are well known, and as
a rule respected, in this select boarding-
house.

“TLarry,” says Mrs. Totty Sheldon,
roming out’ in her muslin dress. and
pink roses, and looking cool and white
in the faint light, ‘“is it not time you
woro keeping your apppeintment 2"’

“Mr. Longworth an appointment,”
eries a vivacious young matron; ¢ that
accounts for hiy silont incivility,  With
a lady, I'll swear!"

“ With alady,” answars Totty ; “ only

a quarter of cight, Tarry, and she is
not 4 lady to be fkept waiting.”

Longworth rises, still with the dreamy
Jaziness of after dinner upon him, picks
up his hat, and strolls off without pay-
ing the slightest attention to the fuir
creatures around him, '

The volatile little matron, who s a
bride, and pretty, and used to attentions,
looks piqued.

“Qdd man, your cousin, Mrs. Shel-
don,” she says; “sometimes so silent
and glum, at others porfeetly charming
to listen or talk to. Ife is not your
consin 7'

“ His father and mine were cousing,”
Mrs, Sheldon answers.

“And ho and Totty came very near
being something nearer and dearer than
socond cousing,” interposses an older
matron; “only Totty threw him over
for Mr. Sheldon.”

“Did you really?” says the bride,
looking at her cariously. * Ie does not
seom like the sort of man one could
throw -over. Tlow had you. the cour-
age? . Such a handsome aund clever
fellow 1" .

“We wore only children,” says Totty,
in a low voico; but she looks away
from the quostioner outat the long slen-
der ling of light on-the sea. “ 1L was
only a litilo girl, and Liarry nothing but
a boy.” ~

“You wore alittle girl old enough
and big enough (o marry Willie Shel-
don——"

“Motiy I her mother calls sharply,
coming suddenly forward; “1If youare
going to Miss Harris's to-night ‘it is
time you wore dressing, instoad- of
standing chattoring nonsense here.”

Totty bites hev lips, but obeys. Twen-
ty-eight, and a- widow though she be,
she still feels compelled o mind her
mothoer.

Mrs. Longworth turns with
ascerbity to the young bride.

“ Plense don't “allude to this again,
Mrs. Beckwith,” she says. *Thore was
some boy ‘and girl folly between M.
Longworth aud my daughter years ago,
but it was only folly. - L don’t approve
of cousins marrying—even distant cous- -
Don't speak of it in his presenco, -
I beg.”

The eldor matron laughs softly and
significantly to herself. ‘

5010
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“ Does not apvrove of cousins marry-
" she thinks. “And it wasonly boy
and girl folly, was it? How our view
changes as we grow older! At least, it
was folly that has cost Mr. Lurry dear”

The younger matron looks puzaled.

“ Something queer here!” she thinks.
# 1 wonder Mr. Longworth likes to
stay.” Bul she only bows, and says,
¢ Oh, certrinly not,” and, as the charm
of the stoop hus departed with My,
Longworth, goes in,

Meantime, - Mr. Longworth pursues
his way in his usual leisurely manner
through various streets, until he comes
to an iron railing and two tall, hand-
some iron gates. The place inclosed
looles like o pavk in this pale light. It
iz extensive, and full of large trees.

e enters and goes up a gravel walk,
broad and well-kept trees meeting over-
head and making the darkness  black-
ness.  From this arcade he emerges in-
to an open space, the grass close-clipped,
and dotted with little beds of flowers.

A dark, large house looms up, with
lights shining from iis windows, and a
glass: areh over the ‘hall doors. Iie
glances at -two windows to the right.
Through these the lamplight shines, red
and comfortable, through lace curtains,
and seems to welcome him even before
he enters. A large, oldfashioned brass
knocker is on -the door: he lifts this
and knocks loudly.

CHAPTER 1V.

(TUE STORY OF THE STONE HOUSE.
Wuie Mr. Tongworth knocks and
waits in the starlight to be admitted, a
word may be said of this house and the
lady who owns it.

1t has a name and a history, and is
perhaps the only house in Baymouth
that has either. Itis called the Stone
House.” Many years back there came
over from England a man named Wil-
liam Windsor, a sturdy and thrifty yeo-
man, tolerably well 1o do at home, and

resolute to muke a fortune in the colon-

N
N

, ies. - He chose New England, got a
* grant of land, built a log cabin, shot In-

dians, tilled the soil, and 1zd a2 husy life
of it.. ‘Time passed; the revolution be-
gan, and ‘this Englishman -shouldered
his musket and took the side of the col-

* onies against the king. The war ended,

and though Master William Windsor
lefy a leg and one arm on the field of
glory, he returned. well satisfied, for au-
other grant of land had been awarded
him, and all about his dwelling for
many and many a mile was his, Think-
ing it not well for mun, (o be alone, even
pirt of a man as he now was, he took
unto himself a wife of the daughters of
the Jand-—a blooming Puritan maiden
fiar away too patriotic to refuse n one-
legged hero—rveared a funily, and in his
old age saw the Stone llouse erected in
all its strongth and stateliness by his
eldest son. Then he died and was ga-
thered to his futhers, and. yeurs went on
and Baymouth grew and prospered, and
the Windsors with it, and they were the
wealthiest and oldest family in all the
town. Mills and Manufactories arose in
their land, noble timber was cut down,
and the Windsors need be farmers no
more, but sit at home at easo and lel
their income flow in like a golden river.
Nobody knew exactly how rich tho last
Hcnry Windsor was when he became

master, butenormously, everybody said.

He married a youny lady of Boston, one
of the fairvest of all its fair daughters,
proud and uplifted as a young . queen,
and brought her home to the Stone
House.

Two children were borne, only two.
Mrs. Windsor believed she was born to be
a mother of sons,and was intensely dis-
appointed to find the younger of these
two only a girl. Girls being one of the
cvils of this life that cannot be cured
and must be endured, the lady of the
Stone House aceepted her fate, but bit-
terly and under protest to the end, To
lier son she gave love loyally and libor-
ally, uand lavishly, without stint or
measure ; to her daughter, almost in-
difference.  They grew up; the son
went to Harvard, the daughter 'to a

fashionable - boarding-school in  New
York. Both had done credit to their

nameo and their fumily, both were hand-
some; the son was clever, and though
brains are a superfluity in the only son
of a rich man. it still pleased. his mo-
ther that he had. them, George was
ningteen, Mary seventoen, when the
first blow fell, i : )

1t fell in the person of an extremely
handsome young man, .who arrived in
Baymouth one day, and sought an inter-

i i
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view with Mr. Windsor. He was a
Trenchman, his name M. Hippolyte Lun-
detle, his profession teacher of modern
langunges at Madame Campion's fashion-
able sentinary, his errand—to sk Henry
Windsor, 1isq., for the hand of his only
and richiy dowered daughter,

To way thut Henry Windsor was
siricken dumb by this matehless auda-
city would do no sort of justice to hixs
feelings, He sut and glared at the young
man, who, tall and slender, with hand-
some olive face and Dblack, melancholy
eyes, stootd and awaited his answer
What the answer was exuetly can never
be told. ¢ Qur army in Flanders ” never
swore havder than Mr. Henry Windsor
knew how 10 do when exigency requir-

ed. Monsieur Lundelle must have found

it unpleasant, for he'left the paternal
mansion leaden white with passion and
wounded pride,

Mr. Windsor sat down, red-hot with
fury, and poenned a letter to the precept-
ress of the seminary, which must have
shocked that clegant lady to the last de-
gree. - Ho told hier; among several other
unpleasant truths, to keop his daugliter
under lock and key for the next three
days, at the expiration of which period
he would arrive to take her home. '

Mr. Windsor went. Madame Cam-
pion, unspeakably distressed, dismissed
M. Mippolyte Landelle, and turned the
key upon Miss Mary Windsor, Bat it
is a very old truism that Love laughs at
locksmiths,  When Mr. Windsor arrived
-on the spot he found his daughter flown,
and the traditional note loft. behind to
say that life without dear Hippolyte
would not be worth the living, that they
had been married the day before, and
would sail in an hour by the Havro
steamer,

Me, Windsor returned. home. How
bitler the blow .to these two haughty
and imperions people no human being
-ever knew.  The father was wounded
both in his pride aad his love, for lie had
been fond of hisown “ litlle maid.” The
-mother. smarted . in her pride alone.
Bvery trace of that lost daunghtor was

-obliterated. Xor name was ernsed from

the great family Bible, her portrait in
-0il, her photograph, books, drawings
burned.  She was not Lo be as a dangh-
ter dead, but as a daughter who had
2over existed.

Threo years later Mr, Windsor died,
und handsome George was master of the
Stono Mouse. e was o fair-haired
young giant, who might well have been
the darling of any mother's heart— blue-
eyed, stalwart, sunny-faced as a young
Norse god, he was fur more than
the darling of this mother. Ile was
her idol, the life of her life. . All the
love of her soul she gave him, and
George, in careless young man fashion,
was fond of his stately and handsome
mother. ,

One nighi—oh, dark and tewible
night, never to be forgotten—aschooner
drifted on some sunken rocks near the
entranco of the harbour., Lt was win-
ter—a night with the gale howling, and
the cold deadly. The two or three poor
fellows clinging to the frozen rigging
must be taken off at once or perish, A
boat wus manned, and George Windsor,
brave, generous, and full of adventure,
made one of the volunteer erow. It was
desperate work to launch the boat—
dosperate work to keep her afloat in
that howling winter tempest. All at
once @ fiercer- blast than the others.
struck her broadside, and she went over.:

In a moment they had righted her
again in-spite of the storm, and . the
freezing crew clambered in. Al bub
George Windsor!  He could not swim ;
his mother had always kept her darling,
away from that treacherous bay, and in
the darkness he went down like a stone. .
His last cry—* save mé¢, boys, I'm sink-
ing,” rung in the cars of his mother—
for they told her—until they were dead
to every sound of earth. ‘

Some time that night, while sh o sat
rostlessly waiting for him, the clergy-
man of the church she usually attended
came slowly and sadly into her presence.-
How he told her he hardly knew. She
stood and heard him in stony sileunce,
hor eyes fixed and blind, tarned from
him mechanically, made a siep to the
door, and foll like n stone. She was a.
strong woman, and had never fainted in
all hor life before, but for hours she lay,
now like the dead. Perhapsdeath would
have heen the greater mercy; but life
came back and they went away and left
her alone with her-awiul despair. i

Three days- aftor they found. him
washed ashore somo 'miles lower down,
.and in two more a long, sad procession.
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went out from the Stone Honse—a house
from which many dead men had gone.
They laid in the earth the last of all the
Windsors, and & monument that was a
marvel of Deauty, and sculpture, and
cost, was erected over him. Then the
Stone House was shul up, and for six
long years Mrs. Windsor saw it no more.

A stern and resoluto woman this Mrs.
Windsor—a proud and bitterly rebell-
ious one. Once in her hearing that
woll-meaning clerygman had said—

1t is ono of the mysterious dispen-
sations of Providence. She made a god
of bher son, and a jealous God has taken
him.”

From that moment, in her fiorce vin-
dictiveness, she arrayed herself against
the awful Arbiter of life and death, and
never until the day of her own death
crossed the threshold of a church again,

George Windsor had been dead some
fifteen years when Laurence Longworth
first came to Baymouth, bought out the
Pheniz, going rapidly to the dogs in the
hands of its then proprictor, and estab-
lished himself as a permanent fixture in
the town.. Mrs. Windsor had long been
back and resumed her old life, how un-
speakably lonely.and desolate a life no
one knew.  She would have died in her
relentless pride sooner than let any liv-
ing soul sce that broken and bleeding
heart of hers. There are some things
that not even time can help—this was
one. But ontwardly there was little
change.. She even went into society mora
than of old, and apened her house more
frequently to herv fiiends. . And it was
at one of these reunions—a dinner party
given by a magnate of the town—that
she and Lougworth first met.  As she

~sat in the drawing-room after dinner,
listlessly allowing herself (o be enter-
tained, she overheard the words of two
men behind her.

“So that's the man of the Pheniz.

"H'm! good head and frontal develop-
ment. Looks.as if he might know how.
Dooesn’t he look like some one T've seen
before ?”

‘“ He looks like poor George Windsor.
You remember young Windsor, don’t
you—drowned some dozen years ago?
The mother, fine-looking, stern-looking
lady in black velvet, here this evening.
He resembles George sufficiently tobe a
long lost brother.” ‘

The men moved away, and Mrs,
Windsor, with a feeling as if & knife had
pierced hor, looks {or tho first tima in-
tontly a4 the tall, fair-haired yonng man
leaning lightly against the chimney-
piece, and carnestly convorsing with a
little group of men. Iler face paled,
her eyes dilated, hor lips parted, her
bresth came quick. e was liko Goorge:
—s0 like that tho mother’s heart thrill-
od and trembled within her. 1t was one
of those accidental resemblances that
startle all at times, and yot sho could
hardly have defined whero it lay.  The
shades of hair, eyes, and skin were the
same. The figure of this young man was
tall and strong as George’s had been;
even a subtle trick of smilo and glance
that her boy had had this strunger pos-
sossed.

It troubled her at first. Gradually,
as they met oftener, it comforted her,
and at last, after years of acquaintance-
ship, Laurence’ Lougworth took the
place 'in her childless widowed heart
that, she would once have thought it
sacrilege to fill. People began to observe
her marked partiality for the young ed-
itor, and to smile and.opine that his
fortune was made, = Miles O'Sullivan
one day, not long before this night upon
which Dongworth stands waiting for ad-
mittance before the Stone House, put
the general opinion into werds,

“ Upon me conscience, Darry, 'tis bol-
ter to be born lueky than rich.  Hoere's
the widow Windsor, long life to her,
veady to lave you overything she's
worth in the world if ye only behave
yourself, and « mighty pretty penny it
must be.”

“ T wouldn't take it,” veplied Tong-
worth, cooly.

“Ye wouldn's, wouldn't ye? And
why, if' it's plaising to ye ?”

“ Mrs. Windsor has ‘her natural heivs
—her  daughter and her daughter's
children!”

“Mighty unnatural ones, if all I hear
be true.  Sure, the daughter ran away
with a Frinchman, and has bheen dis-
owned this many a day!”

“That is nothing to me. I would-not
accept Mrs. Windsor's nioney  while:
they are alive to claim it,”

Ob, then, by this and that, I wish A

widow woman, or any other woman,

would offer me a fortune. It's twice—
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yos, {aith, maybe three timos—I'd he
thinking Lefore I threw it back in her
face.”

“You would do precisely as T would
do. -Oh, you couldn't take it. DBut
doesn't it strike you thal this is an
uncommonly choeky premature discus-
sion? It is never woll to refuse before
one is asked.”

What Mr. Longworth thinks about
his chances himself no one knows.  Si-
lence is this gontleman’s forte. But so
matters stand thig sultry May night,
uron which he stands and knocks at

Mrs. Windsor's door, little dreaming of

the errand she is going to employ him
on.

CHAPTLER V.
A POINT OF LHONOUR.

A MIDDLE-AGED woman servant admits

Laurence, and he entors n fong low, very
spicious hall, softly carpeted, hung with
rich pictures, and adorned’ on -ecither
side by astern Romansoldier in bronze,
lowning on his sword, Fourdoors flank
this wide hall; the first of thesc to the
right the woman opens, and says—

“Mr. Longworth, ma'am,” and de-
parts,

The room, on the threshold of which
he stands for a moment and gazes; as at

a picture, is one that is very familiar,

and that never fails to give his artistic
eye pleasure. It is Mra. Windsor's sit-
ting-room; hoere none but intimate
friends (and she has very fow) find her.
It is @ square apartment, carpeted in
pale, cool ‘colours, gray and blue, cur-
tained in white luce, soft chairs and
. sofus, also biue and gray, o full-length
mirror at cach end; two inlaid tables,
whercon repose some lavge albums and
Books of Beauty, but not another vol-
umo of any sort; water-colour sketches
and line engruvings on. the walls, both
perfoct  of their kind ; a fow heads in
Parian from the antigue, pretty and ex-
pensive trifles everywhere, - :

Lwo or three slender glasses of cut
flowers perfume the air, tho light falls
soft: and shaded, wealth and™ refined
taste spealk to you in overy detail, and
meet yon again in the figure of the
lady, who rises to greot hor guest. Ior
heavy silk falls about hor in” those soft,
large, noiscless foldy that women love,

some point lace at the throat is caught
with one great, gleaming diumond. Ier
haiv, profuse still, but silvery white, is
combed back over a roll; and adds to the
severe immobility of that pale, change-
legs fance. No, not changeless, for it
lightens and softens a8 she gives him
her hand.

~ “You are punctuality itself, Mr.
Lanrence,” sho says. 1t is precisely
cight.”

Sho resumes her chair, folds hor
white hands, upon which many jewels
twinkle, in her lap.  There are womon
50 womanly, or so restless, that they can
never sit contentedly quite idle—some
picee of flimsy feminine handicraft must
ever be between their fingors, Mus,
Windsor is not one of these; she cun
sit for hours with those white hands
folded, her eyos half closed, without the
necessity of either needlowork or book
occurring o hor.

TLongworth hag a chair in- this room
guered for the past two years to his use,
a very comfortable and caressing chair
indeed, and into its open arms -he con-..
signs himself now, leans his blonde head
against the azure back with a feeling he
has often had before—that this room is
a very comforting and restful place, and
Mrs. Windsor one of the most thorough-
ly satisfuctory women he has ever met,
Aag she sils before him in.her lustrous
silks and jewels, her sorene, high-bred
face, and trainante voico, she has all the
“stilly tranquil” manner. of a roal
grand dame. At sixty, she is & woman
to command admiration, and Longworth
admires hor; but it is surely a deepor
and stronger feeling that looks out of
her eyes upon him. . If she over gave
her lost idol grentor love, then indeed
she must have loved beyond the love of
mothers, ;

They talk for a time after the desult-
ory fashion of friends. ~She tells him of
her winter in Washington, and of the
celebrities, foreign, political; literary,-
and musical, she hag met there. But her
usual animation is wanting; it is not to
tallk of those things she has asked him
to come ‘here. She is raroly at a loss,
but she scoms to besomowhat so. to-
night, and it is Mr. Longworth himselt
who as'the clock sirilces nine broaks the
ica. . . .

“You made

some allusion to businoss
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this afternoon,” he says. “Is it any"
thing in which I can be of service?
Anything about the mills !

“ Nothing about the mills. Thompson
is a very competent man of business,
and sees to that. Lmurence, whon I was
in Washington, I made my will.”

She says it abruptly. Longworth, ly-
ing casily, looping and umlooping his
watch chain, lifts his eyebrow.

“Abhways a wise precaution,” he an-
swers, “ but in your case quite prema-
ture. Still it is well to have these things
settied and done with.”

““ And, Laurence, T have made you my
heir,”

It hascome. In spite of hermarked
partiality for him, which he under-
stands and which touches him, in spite
of O'Sullivan’s words, he has hardly
ever glanced at this possibility. e is
a man absorbed in his work which suits
him thoroughly; he has no special am-
bition for sudden and great wealth, Yet
sudden and great wealth is offered him
here. - He sita quite still, and thereis'a
brief silence, her face shightly agitated,
his slhowing no shadow of change. At
last! '

“T am sorry to hear this,” are his
first words. ““ It cannot bo! I am decp-
ly grateful, but it cannot be.”

“Why not?” ‘

“ Dear ' madam, do you need to ask?
You bave a daughter—-—"

“I'have no daughter,” she interrupts,
her voice low and cold. “I have had
none for twenty-one years. [ have
double none now, for she is dead.”

“#Ts she dead ? I regret to hear that.”

“I do not,” says Mrs, Windsor, icily.

“ But she has left children—you men-
tioned the fact to me once yoursclf. She
bas left daughters, and your danghter's
daughters are your heirs, not 177

“The daughters of the Frenchman,
Landelle, will never inherit & penny of
mine.”

“ My dear Mrs. Windsor, pardon me
~—they onght, they must. They are the

»-1ast of yourline; your blood is theirs,
Do not visit the sin of their father, if
sin it was, upon them. In any case I
ghall not usurp their right.”

“ You absolutely refuse !”

#T absolutely refuse. It is quite im-

_possible for me {o take this inheritance
-of your grandaughters.”

“You are magnanimons,” she says,
with a brief’ and very bittor laugh.
“ You are one of the world’s wonders—
a man who can refuse a fortune.”

“ [ don't think Istand ulone,” ha says,
cooly. “Think better-of muankind, my-
dear madam, I fancy 1 know some
men who would decline to rob two or-
phan givls of their birthright, T4 must
be theirs, dear lady, not mine."

“ 1t shall never be theirs,” she retorts,
cold, repressed passion in her tone;
“ they were nothing, less than nothing
to me before. If you persist in thavart-
ing mo for their sakes you will make me
absolutely hate them.”

“1 must porsist, and you will not
hate them. Do you not see I shall be
utterly unworthy - of the regard wwith
which you honour me i 1 do this?. In
your heart you would despise me, and
your contempt would be as nothing to-
the contempt I should feel for myself.
1t is best for a man to stand well with.
himself.. ‘I should .be simply robbing
your granddaunghters if I accepted their-
rightful-inheritance—be. nothing bettor
than any othor thief. Ifeel all your
great gooduness, believe me—feel it so-
deeply that I have no words to thank
you; butif, indeed "—his voice grows
low and tendor—* you give me some of
that affection you once gave your son,
let me use it to plead for your grand-
childven. Send for them,. bring them
here, if their father will resign them,
and- my word for it love will follow, and
the right will be done.”

“Their father is dead,” she says.
dreavily. :

“ And- they stand in the world quite
alone. - Then truly it is time they were:
here. This is their home, you aro their
mother. . Forget the past; let doath.
blot it out. Send for these young ladies,.
and let them ‘be the comfort and bless--
ing of yourlater life.”

She, sits, her guiet hands folded,.
stung, deoply stung, in her alfection for-
this man, and in her pride. lle seeg the-
diamonds darling rays of fire on her
fingers and at her throat, sees the hard,
cold look that sternly sets hor face.

“This is your final and absolute de-
cision ?” she asks, in a'low voice. “You
will not think twice—you will not.

change your mind ?"
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“ T will not change my mind. It is
simply impossible.”

“Not evon,” she says, looking at him
fixedly, © If L vefuse once and for all to
have these French girls heré, and leave
the fortune you despise to the town ?”

“Not even then,  Nothing ean alter
in the slightest degree the decision |
Jhave just expressed.”

“You arc indeed u man of iron
aonld,’” she says, with that slight, bittee
smile. ¢ Well, 1 will not press the mat-
ter.” Only one point more. Supposc at
my death the will T have just made is
found intnet—what then ?”

“Then it will become my duly tlo
search ont yonr granddanghters, and
wransfer it to them withont an hour's
Joss of time.”

“Very well”  She takes from the
pocket of her dress a letler, removes
the envelope, and passes it to him.
“ Read that,” she says, briefly.

Longworth obeys. It is. written in
adelieate feminine teacery, and is brief
-enough— ' o

w Loﬁdon, Aprily 17th, 18—,

“ Mavame Our GraNpxorner,—Two
‘months ago our father died, and his latest
wish was that we would write this let-
ter and go to you. All-the letters we
have sent have been unanswered, cven
‘that written by our mother on her death-
bed, beseeching you to take pity on her
childven. - Under these circumstances
we would not force ourselves upon you
had we any other home, but our auntin
Rouen isalso dead. You are our sole ve-
maining parent’; yours is the only home,
the only protection, we can. claim on
earth, We come to you therefore. We
will'sail from Liverpool f{or New York
-early in May, and-if you will have the
voodness 1o send some one to meet us
there we will be deeply grateful. We
desire to knuw and to love you, madame,
and with the most affectionale senti-
ments we -are, your granddanghters,
#Marix AND REINE LANDELLE."
Longworth finishes the letfer and
looks up with a half smile.: l
“Did you ever read anything more
-cooly audacious ?"" she domands, In sup-
pressed anger. :
“ It is a “cool production, “certainly;
its author I judge to be an ominently
:sell-possessed and resolute young lady.

Still sheis quite right.  She obeys the
dying wishos of her parents, and comes,
as sho says, o her rightinl home.”

“1 deny hor right. Iler parenis bad
no shadow of claim npon me, and nei-
ther have the Demoiselles Landelle.”

“1ave you answered this letter?”
asks Tongwarth, looking at it cariously.

# Certuinly not.” :

“Then they may even now be on their
way here,”

“They are not only on their way, but
their steamer is due in New York the
day after to-morrow. They cabled at
starting, like a pair of princesses.”

“ILad 1 aceepted your offer,” he says,
still hall’ smiling, “how would you
have acted in this complication ?”

“ There would have heen no compli-
cation, Ilad you accepted my offer, as
you would have done were you a wise
man, 1 would not have shown you this
letter. 1 would have gone to New York,
met them, then taken a return passage
for them in the next ship, and sent
them back where they came from.”

“ Madam, you wounld not have been
50 cruel”

- * Do you call it cruel 7 This beggar,
Landelle, carried oft my daughter, asilly
fool of seventeen, for her fortune; hop-
ing, no doubt, that, like stage parents,
the flinty father and mother would re-
lent. e robbed me ot my danghter—
why should I receive his ? I 'might not
have sent them back penniless; I might
have seltled a life annuity upon each, and
am ready to do so stiflif you will do as
I desire. Think it over, Laurence—it
is no bagatelle of a few thousands you
are rejecting—and I will send them
back. I do not want them here.
have only to say the word.” e

“f would be a brute and a scoundrel
if I said it. Do not let us speak of the
inheritance agrin. : Let us consider that
question for ever at rest. - Your grand-
daughters must come, and they must be
mei in' New York as they say. 1 won-

der, by the by, what steamer they cross

in ?n
“The Iesperia.”
“The Hesperia !
Hariott's ship,
together.” R ;
““Probably,” says Mrs. Windsor.
She does not like Miss Haviott—they
are of difterent orders of women, and

They will have crossed

You

.

Why, that is Miss
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porhaps without knowing it she is jeal-
ous of Longworth’s regard.

“Thon our discussion ends here,” she
says, calmly, after ashort silence. “You
refuse my offer, and these young wo-
men are to come.  Mr. Longworth, will
you be the one to meet them ? 1 would
not trouble you, but that you teli me
you are going to New York."

“It will be no trouble; it will be &
great pleasure.  Yes, I will meet them
and bring them home.”

And then silence falls, and in that si-
lence the clock on the mantlepiece
strikes ten. Longwerth rises.

* As I start by the first train I will
get to bed betimes. Good night, my
dear Mrs, Windsor, and for two or three
days good bye."

“Good bye,” she saya, and rises and
looks full in his eyes. “You have dis-
appointed me more bitterly to-night,
Laurence, than 1 cver thought mortal
man could do again.”

. % But you do not care for me the less,
I know,” he answers.  “ Your regard is
somothing 1 bold very precious; I can-
not aftord to lose it. How truly I re
turn it, how profeund -i» my gratitude
to-night, it wounld be useless for me to
iry to tell. From my heart I thank

ou.

Ho holds both her hands in his close,
warm grasp. He is the least demonstra-
tive of men. To most people he is cold,
gilent, self-centred; but this widowed
mother’s regard for him has always
geemed to his eyes a sacred and pathe-
tic thing,

He is out once more in the starlight,
windless and warm.

Twoof Fortune's kisses in one day—
well, yes, it is rather odd. To decline

* these kisses scems to have no particular
heroism—nothing more thanany man of
priociple might do.” He would like well
enough to be a rich man, but not at the
cost of sclfrespect.

“1 may as well write to Chapman,

, /100, he thinks, “ and make an end of'it,

-~ My uncle took me up twenty years ago,
and let me go adrift on the world after.
My own fault, I know, but it is rather
late in the day’' to whistle me back.
Now he has taken up young Dexter, and
when the whim seizes him is ready to
throw him {o the:dogs and reinstate me.
How. long would 1 hold his favour, 1

wonder, and if L wore sent into outer
darkness a second time, who would be
heir-apparent number three?  So [ am
Lo meet grandmammu’s granddaughtorst
Humph! Mrs. Windsor's granddangh-
ters onght to be pretty !”

e reaches home, lets himself in, and
goes up to hisroom at once. They are
singing and playing cards in the par-
lour, but he feels in no mood for music
or enrds, He turns up the gug, sits
down, and dashes off his Jetter on the
spot. :

“ Bavsourn, Mass., May 20, 18—.

“ Dear Cnapman,—Quite impossible
for me to go south this year. Could not
think of stealing down in Frank Dexter’s
absence und supplanting him. Would it
not rather look like the work of a sneak ¥
Sorry to hear the governor is breaking.
Should like to sec him immensely, and
shake hands if 1 could. - But 1 cannot
as things are. Have not the slightest
ill feeling towards him; L considor his
letting me start ont to fight "ato single-
hunded ag the very best thing he ever
did me. As to crecping in bohind Dex-
ter's back and trying to curry favour, I
could not do it, yon know.  The Phenix
keeps me in bread, and beefsteaks, und
bouks—just at present T aslk ro more.
Waiting tor: dead men’s shoes would
never agreo with my constitulion.
Dexter’s a likely young fellow hesides,
and, as his mother has worked so hard
for a fortune, I think he ought to have
it. My unele has no right to bring him
up & prince and turn-him out a pauper,
So I cannot go; Chapman; but, all the
same, 1 am obliged to you, and remain
as ever, &c.,

- “Lavrence Loneworri,

“P.S.—Let me know if there is any
danger.. 1 should not liko tho dear old
uncle to go without one.good bye.  He
was awfully good to me in the old ](:l)nys..

L “L. L2

CHAPTER VL
GRANDMAMMA'S ORANDDAUGHTERS,
Mg. Tonxowontn is up betimes . next
morning, and on ‘his way to. tho
office. . Ho has a fow letters to answer,
and instructions to give to hig chief
staff officer, O'Sullivan. These do not
occupy him long; as eight strikes hois
standing on the pinzza of the white
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house, looking out over the broad bay,
ith its multitudinous waves flashing in
‘the sunshine, and listening to the shrill
chattering  of the little brown spar-
rows in the trees.

Suddenly a harsh, discordant voice
breaks the sylvan-silence croiiing his
name.”

“Tarry ! laorey ! Tarey 1" shrieks
this hoarse voice. “ Kiss me, lamnry!
You've a fool, Layry ! You're a fool!
-Oh, demmit t”

“Ab! you're there, wre you?" says
Longworth, glancing at an upper win-
low, where the author of these remarks
sits in the sun.

“You're u fool, Lmrry ! A fbol, a fool !
Oh, demmit! Sacre blien ! donner und
blitzen! You'rve a fool! You'ven fool IV

Longworth’s vespense to this torrent
-of bad langunge is o grim. e turny,
looks up, wad nods familiarly.

“ Good morning, Polly. - You're in a
heavenly temper this morning as usual,
I'see. I shall huve to go and see about
your breakfast, or you will curse up hill
and down dale for the rest of the day.”

For the speaker is a parrot in o large
gilded ~ cnge—a hird whose looks - are
handsomer than her conversation. - She
is the pupil and property of Frank Dex-
ter.  She is still sereaming when Larry
-disuppoars. ‘

ALr. Longworth reaches New York by
anightfalf, and spends the evening atone
of the theatres, ITe attends to tho busi-
ness that has brought him next day,
ascertaing that the Hosperia will not
reach her pier until cleven lo-morrow,
wisits a few friends, and dines with sun-
bry congenial souls at a literary club to
which he belongs.

Next day, at eleven sliarp, he is down
-on the pior waiting for the Hesperinand
grandmamma's granddanghters.  Pune-
tual as he is, the Hesporia is still more
Junctual, She is there before him, and
her passongers are harrying in  wild
haste hither and thither. Tiongworth
-bourds her, glances about for any young
Aladies likely to answer the idea e has
in his mind of the Demoiselles Lundelle.
Ile has not thought much about those

_.young ladies. -What he has thought hag
_ not been exuetly flaltoring, Kven with
right on their side, that “round robin”
-of" theirs ‘has a stupendously checky
—wsound,  Their feoling; he opines, cannot

be any too delicate or sensitive in thus
forcing themselves, uninvited and un-
welcome, upon their grandmother. e
sces many young girvls, dark and dash-
ing, fair and stylish, but none that quite
answer that private idea of the ladies
Trmndelle. Presently he sees the captain,
aud males straight for him.

1 am in search for two young ladies
due in this vessel," he says.  #They areo
French—their names Tindelle.”

“ My fittle ladies,” ecries the cap-
tain, with animation. “They were afraid
no one wis comiag lo meeb them, after
all.  Are you relative, sic ?”

“ No. Where are they ?”

“Inmy cabin,  This way, sir. Al
right, madame; I'll be back in a second.
They are going to their grandmother.
You are {rom her, 1 suppose ?”

Liongworth nods.  The captain of the
Hesperin throws open the cabin door,
Longworth takes of his hat, and stands
in the presenco of the French grand-
daughters,

My little ladies,” exclaims the eap- -

tain, cheerily, “ here ho'is at lasl, sent by
grandmamma, and come to feteh you;
and as L am tremeudously busy, I will
say good bye at once!”

He shakes hands with both and de-
parts. ’

Longworth is alone with the orphan

girls, whose case he pleaded at his own
cost. e thinks that one is without 6x-
ception the most beantiful girl he has
ever seen. Anything quite so faultlessly
perfeet 1s the taller of thie two he does
not remember ever to have met. Mo
turns to her as she looks the older of the
two, bul no trace of the admiration he
certainly feels is in his face. o
“My name is’ Longworth,” he says,
coneisely; I live in Baymouth, and'as
business wus bringing me to Now York,
your. grandmother, Mrs. Windsor,” re-
quested me to moet you here and cscort
you there = ' o
She Dbows without u word, excepts
thearm he offers, the small dark sister
alees tho other, and in'profound silenco
Mr. Tongworth leads them to and placos

thomvin a eab, mounts besides the cabby,

and they rattle oft to one of the grand

Brondway hotels.

“ITow will Madam - Windsor reéeive
these. two young people?’ ho' thinks.
Civily he hopes, icily he knows; but,
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then, they must have made up theiv
minds to pocket their pride when they de-
termined to force themselves upon her.”

“ Apropos,” he muses; “If she sets
up that regal beauty as an heiress, pre-
sents her as such at the court of Wash-
ington next winter, what a sensation she
will create. But unless the power of

" beauty is greater than oven [ give it
credit for, Mrs. Windsor won’t. They
must have designs upon her fortune,
too; nothing else would have brought
them. 'What would they say, 1 wonder,
if they knew of that will made last
winter 7

As he thinksit, a sudden inspiration
flashes upon him—so brilliant an idea
that he smiles grimly to himself.

“ Upon my word, that would be an
easy way to rcconcile difficulties, do the
correct thing, and gain a couple of mil-
lions. I cannot take Mrs. Windsor's
money, but I could marry labelle blonde
and take half of it. Grandmamma
would not decline the alliance, and if
mademoiselle is so keen for a' fortune
sbe would not refuse it even with the
incumbrance of a husband. It would
beworth while on both sides, and though
it is not for an outside barbariun to
judge of conjugal bliss, 1 think it would
be pleasant to look at a face like that
across the breakfast-table three hundred
and sixty-five days every year.”

They reach the hotel and are conduct-
ed to their rooms, very spacious and ele-
gant rooms, but with the bare dreari-
ness pervading their elegance that is the
essential atmosphere of hotels. It is
now one o'clock ; Mr. Longworth ling-
ersto inform them that he will call to
take dinner at three, and once more for-
sakes them.

“I don’t think I shall like your Mr,
Longworth, Petite,” remarks Marie, let-
ting down all her radiant abundance of
red-gold hair, “he is too brusxque. I
thought Americans were: something

like Frenchmen in their appreciation of:

, the petite soins... He is everything that
“there is of the most English.”
“ He looks sensible, and T think
clever,” Reine respondg, “ and not at all
“like a gentleman to be affected by the

good or bad opinion- of two girls, What'

" very handsome rooms, and what a very
bright'and buwy street. It is like the
"boulevards in Rouen.”. - - Coe

The two young ladies muke their
toiletg, and then sit amused and inter-
ested, and watch the steady stream of
people, the ceaseless procession of omuni-
buses, and the protty street costumes of
the ladies. Three o'clock comes, and
with it, punctual to a second, Mr. Liong-
worth, who escorts them down to the
great dining hall, and leads them ton
little table under a window, where they
cun feast their eyes and their palales to-
gether.”

The dinner is very good, and Mdlle.
Mavrie, who likes good dinners, appre-
ciates the delicate French cookery and
the dry c¢hampagne. There is not much
taiking; what there is she and "Mr.
Longworth monopolize. Reine sits with
her dark, still face, and large, thought-
ful cyes fixed more on the street than on
her plate.  Ier taste has not been cul-
tivated as her sister’s lhas; delicate
dishes are thrown away upon her, and
champagne makes her head ache. She
will have. only coffee, black and bitter.

Was she seasick? Mr, Tongworth in-
quires, . of course.. - Wretchedly, made-
moiselle responds with pathos, unable
to lift her head all the way. She kept
her berth from the first day to the last,
and there were times when deathwould
be a relief. Mr. Longworth expresses
his sympathy and regret. -Ile mellows,
as all men .do, under the benign influ-
ence of dinner. He would never sus-
pect, he murmurs, from her present ap-
pearance that she had beenillan instant.
As she kept her cabin all the way over,
she did not meet a friend of his-who
also crossed ovor—a lady, a Miss Har-
iott.

“I met no one monsicur-—no onec.
‘But my sister knows the lady. Petite,
it is the lady so kind of whom you have
often told me.”

Mr. Longworth. glances = with the
nearest approach to: attention he has
yet shown towards the silent sister, @ A
pairof very fine eyes meot his—remark-
ably fine; he decides; quite diftforent

4 from the velvet orbs of the other, butin

their darker way quite as attractive.

“I know Mees Hariott very well,” re-
sponds Mdlle. Reine. ¢ More, monsieur,
T also know you."” '

She looks at him with that sudden
smile which makes so brightand vivida
change in.the darle quiet of hcr face-as
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to lend it momentarily almost benuty,
Butit is a benuty quite unlike her sis-
ter’s of "roul and expression, not of
pearly flesh and rosy blood,

“Am [ indeed so fortunate? Bu,
cordial friend of mino as [ fmow Miss
Tlariott 1o be, how could she reconcile it
to her conscience to bore a perfect
stranger with my manifold perfections ?”

“She did not bore me, She and a
young gentleman hored one another.
Ho seemed to know yvou very well also.
His name was Dexter.”

“What, Frank?"

“Yes, Monsicur Frank. It was Meoes
Hariotts daily babit to hold you up as a
model of all perfection for Monsicnr
Frank to imitate. They were the only
people I know on bonrd, and as T was al-
witys with them, your name grew a
very fumilinr-sound indeed.”

“ IMow happy am 1,7 says Longworth,
““to possess u {riend’ who, not content
with appreciating me herself, sings my
praises across the ‘broad Allantic. . But
do you kunow where she and Dexter ave
stopping 2 IPor no doubt they will put
up at the same- hotel.”

No, mademoiselle does not know. She
has seen and bidden Meox Ifaviott good
bye, knowing they would soon meet in
Baymouth, but their dostination in New
York she has not learned. - They linger
long over desert.” When thoy ariso, Mr.
Longworth proposes their coming and
taking o bird’s-eyo view of tho city a
little later—Now York by gaslight is
worth seeing.

The young ladies assent, and all de-
part.  They go everywhere they can go,
and sce everything they can sece, in the
spuco of a couple of hours, und still it is
early when they return.

“Will you come to the Opern this
evening 77 their escort inquires. - “JIbis
not very warm, and the opera is the
ever charming * Figlin." "

“We have no costume, monsijeur,”
says Mdlle. Marie, gluncing. deprecat.

ngly at her gray sergo robe, thestraight,

clinging, classic folds of which have
pleased Longworth's artistic eye from
tho first. “And papa is not yot. three
months doad,” says Mdlle. Reine in a

. very low voice..

“I bog. your pardon,” says Long-

,worth. L quite forgot that.”

And then he: wondors for Lhyo first

time why theso girls are notin black.

“Papu told us not to put on mourn-
ing,” snys Marie, as if answering that
thought; “he always considered it a
useless form. Ie knew it was the heart
that mourns, not the garments !”

“And we were too poor to buy it,”
adds,  with simplicity, Mdlle. Reine;
“but though we did not wear crape and
sables, we cannot go to the Gpera, mon-
siour.” ‘

“ No, certainly not; but where, then,
shall 1 take you?” says Tongworth,
fecling somewhat like the bewildered
gentleman who was presented with a
white elephant, - “There nre many ot
ther places——"

“f think it would be best to go ne-
where to-night,” answers Marie, < We
are tired, and you cannot be troubled
with ws always. We will go to our
rooms and retire early !”

Mr.” Liongorth protests, of course,
that it is no trouble, that it is a pleas-
ure, &c., but feels  immeasurably reliev-
cd all the same.  As they arc about’ to
part Mdlle. Reine asks him a question.

“We go to Baymouth to-morrow 7"

#“Po-morrow, unless you wish to re-
main another day and sce the city I”

“ Oh, no, wo desire to have no wish in
the matter. - You know madame, my
grandmother ?” »

“ [ntimately, mademoiselle ”

She hesitates, and looks at him wist-
fully. ~ Yes, uncommon fine eyes, Long-
worth thinks again—eyeos of which the
white is almost blue, and the brown al.
most blaclk, , ‘

“Will she be kind to us, monsicur ?"

Tt is an embarvassing question.” With
that curnest, crystal-clear gaze on his
face, it is impossible even to cquivoeate,

“1 hope 50,” ho answers, slowly. Af
tar a little, #*I think s0;. but you must
be considorate with her, and wait!”

“Good night,” she says, and both bow
simultancously and depart.

% Poor little thing,” he thinks, toueh-

cd ag he remombers that wistful look.

“1 wish madame our grandmother were .

not mado of quite such Spartan stuff. ‘I
fancy tho little one, Petito Reine, wili
feel it most. Now, if' T'could only hunt
up Dexter ?” . . .

+~ He starts out, ‘determined to dropin
at two or three hotels. e is more for-
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tunate than he expeets, for in the door-
way of the second he encounters his
man.

PFrank is standing whistling, his hands
in his pockets, his eyes on the street,
when Longworth uppronches md slaps
bim on the shoulder.

“ What, my Frank! What, my baby!”
(Mr. Dexter’s sobriguet in times past,
from his vast length of limbuand breadth
of shoulder, has been the Baby), “ have
I run you to earth at Iast? Bless the
boy, how swell he is loooking I”

“ Longworth, by Jupiter!” exclaims
Frank, grasping his hand; “who'd have
thought it? Awlully glad to see you all
the same.  What do you mean by hunt-
ing me down?  You hav'n't been look-
ing for me, have you ?

“ For the Just three hours, my boy.
Imow you crossed in the Hesperia.
Miss Iariott here 7

“ b, she told you,” says Frank.

It is quite characteristic of Mr. Dex-
ter to make this remark in-good faith

without pausing te think how she can
hiave done it, not knowing he was on
board until after they had started.

“Yes, she's here, but I don’t think

‘you can sce her to-night; she was dead
tired and went to bed carly. But [ say,
old boy, how uncommonly glad I am to
meet you. How are they all in Bay-
mouth ? . How is Totty ?

“ Blooming and lovely, and plamper
than when you loft.”

"y she ! Do you know, I tike plump
women. How is my Polly?"

“Your Polly is well, and as uncivil as
ever, A more disreputable old bird
never talked, O'Sullivan has taught her
to swear in Irish.”

“Mal hal!” laughs Frank., «Howis
that exiled Irish prince? I am going

‘down to Baymouth for a week or two—
going to hayve a yacht buils.”
" “Where is Trumps?’. asks Long-
worth,  “Youdidn't leave him in Bur-
ope, did you,” a present to ome of the
erowned heads Pl

s4. “ Not likely. - Here, Trumps!”

TFrank whistles, and the big New-
foundiand comes lambering up, and re-
‘eognizes  Longwortlh with demonstra-
tive doggish delight. ,

“I'd liketo take o dog down o
Totty,” says Dexter. “She told me
;once she would Jike a King Charles—

1
Is

they had an avistocratic souud, she said,
and I know a little woolly fellow she
could carry in hor pocket, Do you
think she would like it ?”

Among Mr, Dexter’s pol habits—aud
their nume is legion—is a great and ab-
sorbing passion for mnimals.  Down at
home, in the Georgian mansion, he
keeps n perfect menagerie, from small
white mice to great black dogs, cows,
and horses,

*Tol might,” responded Longworth ;
“but her mother wonldn't—she abhors
the canine race. A dug followed O'Sul-
livan home once. Stray curs alwuys
havea draggletniled habit of followtng
the O'Sullivans. e was about the ug-
liest beust that ever wore a tail at one
end and & bark at the other. . He had
ounly one eye and three logs—wus such
a hopeless nnd forlorn speetacle that the
O named him—from some association of
ideas with a certain lost eanse—Iend
Centre on the spot. I think the name
blighted him, as a bad name will blight
any of us. Althongh he grew round and
fat, and 'lazy and luxurious, tho moment
there was no ‘possibility of his ever
growing fatter or fuller, he disappear-
cd, vanished, evaporated, made himselt’
thin air, and never was heard of more.
O'Sullivan always had dark suspicions
of Mrs: Longworth and the cool, for hv
was of thievish propensities—the dog, 1
mean, ot O'Sullivan—and made away
with everthing he could lay his paws on,
But I always attributed it to his nume.
As a consistent Head Centre he could
not have acted otherwise.”

“TtLmay have been consistent ead
Centre nature,”” vetorts Dexter, ¢ Lo tuke
all he could get, and rob his benofactors,
but it wasn't consistent dog nature. I'll
bring the King Charles down to Totl all
the same.”

“What kind of trip did you have,
Baby? A good run and nice peoplo ?”

“ A spanking run and a splondid
crowd of fellow crentures.” Thero - was
one young lady—awfully jolly little girl,
with whom Miss Hariott struck up an
intimacy. I wish I could find her again
—never had a chance to say good bye
even.” e E

“YWhat was her name ?”

“ Mademoiselle Reine.”

“ What was hor other name ?”

“1don't know,  We goton with that,
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She was I'rench, and that eminently con-
voniont word, mademoiselle, supplied all
deficiences.”

“ But her friends—-="

¢« Had none.  Lravelled in -charge of
tho captain, Papa and mamma dead.
There was o sister whom nobody saw —-
she appeared to have taken the veil-—
hut with whom I wanted to full in love.
Wouldn't give me a chance though,
Shut hierself'upin hor room all the way.”

“ Pretty, Buaby 7"

“Must have boen, wilh that figure,
that hair, and that voico. Didn't soe her
faco, but know it was stunning.”

* And the othor one ?" 4

“Well, sho wus charming, with the
eyos and smile of an angel, but not what
some people—you, for instance—would
eall oxactly handsome, you know.” Miss
Iaviott fraternized with her as she
doosn’t often with strangors.”

“ If Miss Haviott liked her, all is said;
hor judgment is next door to infallible.
I presumo you and Miss Hariott hored
this uinfortunite young porson with per-
petaal talk of Baymouth?”

“Well, yos, naturally, we talked of
Baymouth a good denl.”

“ And of Baymouth people?”

“Of some of'em~—you, for instance.”

“Ahi Did you ever by any chance
speak of Mrs, Windsor ?”

“ Mres, Windsor—the empress in her

own right, who used to enrdle the blood-

in my yonthful veins whenever she said,
‘ Gtood morning, Master Frank, in that
doep, Siddons voice of hers? No, I don't
think we over spoke of Mrs, Windsor.
Why 7

“ Nolbing,” Longworth answers, with
a peculiar smile. :

Ho is thinking of this roticent little
dark-eyed mademoiselle, sitling so de-
murely while they discussed Baymouth,
and nover dropping & hint thatshe, too,
was going thore.

“ What has brought you to New York,
Larry 7" inquires Dextor. “ Pheniz busi-
noss, L. suppose. How -is that noble
litorary bird 77 : '

*In full feather, pluming himsolf for
fresh flights. Yes, Pheniz business has
brought me, and ns it is satisfactorily
coneiuded, [ shall return to-morrow.
Supposo you come along.”

“Can't, Promised Miss Hariott to do
escort duty, and she is going to stay a

weole. L want 10 stsy myself. - Who
knows but that I may meet my ‘little
ladios’ some fine afternoon among the
othor bolles of Broadway.”

“So far gone us that, dear boy ? Waoll,
the night wenrs apace, .and I'll be ofi.
So, until we moct at Philippi, adien,”

“ 1) walk with you.  Whore are you

staying 2 At your old quarters, I sup- .

pose. -What train do you take to-mor-
row? It I have nothing better to do 'l
come and see you off.”

“No, don't trouble,” suys Longworth’;
“we will sec cnough of each other soon.
How long did you tell me you meant to
stay in Baymouth 7

“Only o week or two, to arrange the
contract about the yacht, then “away
down south in Georgin. My mother
and the governor pine for the light of
my ingenuous countenance once more.
But L shall roturn again before the sum-
mer ends.”

Mr, Longworth holds out his hand.

“ Well, good bye, my Baby—here we
are, Best Jove to Miss Hariott, of course.
Take good care of hor. Bxistence in
Baymotth would be a bore without her.”

“Poll you what, Larry,” says Frank.
“L'vn often thought it, teo; you ought
to marry Miss Hariott. She would suit
you to the finest fibre of your nature,
as I've read somewhore. - And thongh
she's a trifie too old————"

“Not adaytoo old. TIasked her once,
and sho said no.  Bless you, my Baby,
and good night."

Ho wavoes his hand and disappears.

Frauks turns to votrace his steps in. a
musirg mood.

“ Agkod her once and she said ue!
Wonder if ho did thongh. He's such a
ono to chaff; but it would be exactly
lilke him. Oh, if some boneficent fairy,
somo modoern Asmodous, would but un-
roof New York,and show me where my
flittle ladies’ aro at this moment.”

CHAPTER VIL

MRS, WINDSOR AT HOME,

Tug ton o’clock  express next morning
beavs awny amongst its passongers Mr.
Laurence Longworth and his two young
ladies. . Mdlle Marie sits serene in her
loveliness atono of the windows; Mdlle.
Reine sits besido hor..  That lovely
strotch of country that lies between
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New York and Boston looks its loveliest
this genial summer morming, and the
dark eyes of Reine, weary of the rest-
loss-tossing blue water forso many days
and nights, gaze as though they could
never gaze their fill. 1t interests Mdlle,
Landelle; but not to the same extent;
she can look at her fellow travellers,
glanee over the illustrated papers, and
converse with monsicur. Monsicur sits
opposite; to him the route and the sun-
lit tandseape ave very old stovies. e
lies back and watches as steadfastly us
is ‘consistent with good breeding the
fair flower face before him.  Itis a face
upon which it is a perpetual pleasure to
gaze; its youthful freshness, its perfec-
tion of featurc and colouring, look as
often as you may, seem cver new. Most
beautiful faces mre marked by some flaw,
however trifling ; Longworth, no mean
judge, examining critically, can find
none here. Many men glunce jn pass-
ing, pause for a sccond as if struck, and
‘glanee aguin.’ If she notices, her un-
consciousness is something perfect; if
she were blind she could not be more
outwardly indifferent to it all. 1t ap-
pears to Mr. Longworth that she accepts
this eye homage with the tranquillity
of one to whom it is such an old story
that it has ceased to embarras, as some-
thing she has been accustomed to from
her very .cradle; and- so has ceased al-
most to observe it.

She talles well, Longworth. finds, in a
soft, rather slow voice, and is a- good
listener. She has spent nearly all her
life in Londou, it appears, but has visited
more than once Paris, Versailles, and
Rouen. Beyond France she has never
been, but Reine has been up the Rhine
and in'the Tyvol, and once spent Holy
Week in Rome with her aunt, who
brought her up and {ook her cvery-
where, Liongworth, upon this, glances
at the petite figure -and dusk face and
still eyes of brooding darkness.

“And in spife of all this foreign tra-
vel, she leaves the onusof the conversa-
tjonupon us!  Oris it that she thinks
it too trivial to join ? How silent you
are, mademoiselle [” : .

“Reine holds her tongue in four dif-
ferent languages,” says Marie, with'a
smile and a cavessing touch. ~ “She is'a
wonderful linguist and & musician, is la

Petite. Shespeaks English and French,
reads German and sings in Ltalian'1”

“ And yot she has not condescended to
make half s dozen remarks in any lan-
guage, living or dead, for the past threo
hours,"

“You and Marie do it so well; mon-
sieur, it wonld be a pity to interrupt.
And 1 am always stupid when travell-
ing. Besides, I was thinking.”

“ A eelfrevident fuet.  1f one only
could rewd those thoughts——"

“Phey would not interest you at all,
monsicut,”

Monsieur is not sure of that, but he
does not say so.  She has the head and
brow of one who thinks moroe than she
talks, and is o young lady whose
thoughts and opinions on most subjects
might be worth hearing.

“ 1 met afriend of yours, mademoi-
selle,” he says, still addressing himselt
to the younger sister, “ lust nighs, after
we parted.  1le is lingering a whole
week in Now York, in the hope of en-
countering two young ladies who cross-
ed with him, and whom he calls ‘my
little ladies.  Ie is desolated at having
missed them on landing, and if he only
knew their name would search every
hotel register in the city to find them.”

“ Ah ! Monsienr Frank,” laughs Reine;;
“yes, we missed ecach:other that last
day.  But he never saw Marie.”

- * Which does not hinder him from be-

ing excessively anxious to do so. Made-
moiselle, ‘you .are a1 wonderful young
lady. " You hear those two people tulk-
ing perpetually of Baymouth for ten
long days, and never once drop u hing
that you arc going thore yourself”’ -

Mademoiselle lifts her eyebrows.

“ But why, monsicur—why should IT?
How could it possibly interest thom?
And though extremely kind, they were
yet strangers, and we do not tell
strangers our family history, and where
we are going, and all our biography.
Why should I have told ?” o

“ Mademoiselle, I repeat, you arc an
extraordinary young lady. The average
American girl would have taken ‘Miss
Iariott into her confidence the moment
the name of Baymouth passed herlips,
retailed her own history, and found ount
everything there was'to find concerning
Mrs. Windsor and her future. home.

You do not speak one word. I congratu-
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late myself on the pleasure of knowing
a heroine who can profoundly keep her
own secrels.”

“Ab! now you are langhing at me.
And indeed 1 was, and am anxious {o
know.” A troubled look creeps into the
wistful eyes fixed upon him.  “1oyou
tetl us, monsicnr—you know her well—
what is our grandmother like 7 .

“Like a queen, mademoiselle, if
queens  are always slalely and tall,
landsome and high-bred ; severe, per-
haps, cold certainly, but a lady {o her
fingor tips.”

“ Une grande dume; ) said so, Petite,”
murmurs Marie.

“Cold and severe, and we are coming
uninvited and unwelcome,” Reine re-
sponds, under her breath.

“But {o ‘the home that is owrs hy
right—the only home we have inall the
world,” says Marie, and alook of resolu-
tion that is not unlike Mrs. Windsor's
own sets her young face.  “It js ounr
right to go there, my sister.”

“Bo " Tougworth thinks, “in spite
of your pretty fuce, you will” have «
will of your own, and are a much bot-
ter-diplomat than Potite Reine.. I fore-
see; i madame melt at all, it will be
towards you,” ’

Mr. Tongworth, on the whole, de-
cidedly onjoys this day’s ride and com-
panionship, although he is not so faci-
nated that he cannot desert them at in-
lervals for a brief retreat to the smoking
-carriage.  Among all the enchantresses
that ever turned the heads of men, was
there ever one yet who had not a for-
midable rival in her lover's cigar case ?

They dine together in« very friendly
fashion at two. Mademoisclle” Murio
manifests that admirable appetite which
perfect health, beauty, and twenty sunny
Jyears require, but Reine's flags. She
takes little; she looks restless and ner-
vous and excited. This expression deep-
-ens as the aflernoon wears on. Tong-
worth sees it in . the. large oyos that
glance np at him upon oncof hisreturns
from smoking.© Maric, angelic almost
in her slumber, has madea pillew of her
shawl, removed her hat, and - sléeps—a
lovely vision. Reine lifts a warning
finger. g ‘

S-h! monsieur, she sleeps. - She 'is
not accustomed fo railway travelling,

~and it fatigues her.”

She looks with loving cyes at - that
fair, sweel, sleeping face.  Tiongworth
looks, Loo, with the admiration he can-
not quite hide in his oyes. What a
model she wonld malke, he thinks, for a
sleeping Venus.  How some artistic
Bohemians he wots of in New York
wauld rave of that wondrous chevelure
of red gold, thosc long unmber eyelashes,
that faint, delicate flush on the waxen
skin,

“TLis a pity,” he says, “but T am
afraid we must. Tn another five minules
we change carriages for Baymouth.”

A flicker of fear passes over her face.
and ho sees it with a touch of compas
sion for this nervous, sensitive child.

S Phe other will be the better ofl)” he
thinks. “Ihis poor little creaturo is to
be pitied.”

“Ilow long before we reach Bay-
mouth, monsicur?"” Reine inguires.

“We shall be there at six; it is now
half-past four. Iere is the junction;
they are slowing already. Pray wake
your sister, mademoiselle, while .1 col-
leet our goods and.chattels,” . . ‘

 Marte, m'amour,” Reine whispors,
and Marie opens wide her lovely eoyes.

“Ave we there?” she asks, stifling a
yawn, -

Reine explains.

“ Change for Baymouth!” shouts the
conductor; and preceded by Longworth
the two French girls go, and presently
find themselves in another train, and
flying along in another direction on the
last stage of their journey home. ‘

From this moment Reine does not
speak.  She looks cold and pale, and is
trembling with suppressed nervous ex-
citement. Marie sits tranquil and ser-

cheeks, n smile on her lips, a slamy
light in her eycs, talking brightly, and
without a tremor. ' .

“Yes,” thinks, Longworth, for the
third time, “ you will do. . I faney you
were the one who wrote {hat remark--
ably cool. Ietter.  But for ihis Petite
Reine— o

Alas, poor princess, to thy piteous moan

Heaven send sweet peace. :

This excitable nature of yours willwork

hold.” , F
The train stops at last. As all ‘the
fierze steam whistles of tho Baymouth:

ene, the faint flush of slecp yet on her’

you woe in Mrs. Windsor's stern house- .
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mills and fuctories shriek forth the wal-
come hour of six, and disgorge their
awarming hives, they enter a fly and are
driven away to the Stone Iouse.

“Monsieur, are you not coming with
us 7" Reine asks, clinging to him in-
stinetively, and looking at him with
eyes all black and wide withvague terror.

“ I will go to the door,” Longworth an-
swers, kindly. My dear Mademoiselie
Reine, do not be nervous about this busi-
ness,  As your sister says, you arc only
going to your rightful home.”

She makes no reply; her small fice is
absolutely colourless as she shrinks
away into a eorner of tho curinge. No
more is suid ; but a sense of kindiy com-
passion fills Longworth. It is of her he
thinks as they drive along through the
famifinr Baymouth strects, not of the
lovely, serene Marie.” And now they
are at the gate, and grim and gray, and
still and stern, as its mistress, the Stone
House rises before them, halthidden in
trees, with the red light of the sunset
on its small paned windows. o

“Wo are here,” says Longworth,
somewhat superfluously. ‘

He springs out, assists them to follow,
precedes them to the door, lifts the
knocker, and sends a reverberating
echo through the house,

“ And now I will sny good bye, and
good speed until we meet again.”

He shakes hends cordinlly with both,
and as the heavy hall door opens, disap-
pears.  The rather elderly woman who
admits them looks at them with curi-
ous eyes. ‘

“Be you missis’s granddaughters 77
she asked. “The young™ ladies from
France 7

Mavie bows with a smile,

“Then you are to walk right in ; mis-
si8 will be with you in a minute.”

She. opens the door of a reception
room, handsome and costly in every ap-
pointment, but with the chill air of a
state apartment not often used. They
are not more than a moment here when
Ahe door opens and their grandmother is
before them, :

So stately, 8o severe, 8o cokl, 80 calm,
so royal. "

Murie has seen a queen- more than
once; bul a queen who did not look
half so unapproachable as thislady with

. the silver hair and smileless face. But

Marie ix not ensily frightened; she has
known tho power of that magical face of
hers too long to doubt its poterey hero.
She goes up with both arms outswrotch-
ed, and touches lightly, and quickly, and
gracefully first one cheok and then the
othor.

“ Grandmamma,” she says, softly, and
toars flush into the lovely eyos, ¥ we
have come.”

Neither by word nor sign does Mrs,
Windsor reply.  Sho submits to the ca-
ress with just a gleam of scorn passing
ueross hor fuce, and her eyes rest on
that other smaller, darlker, less fair, and
more shrinking form.

# Reine,” Mario says; “ come, Potite.”

She comes forward, and bows very
tow, M=, Windsor holds out hor hand,
and Reine tifts it and touches it with
her palelips. Then grandmamma speaks
for the first time,

“You are like your mother,” shosays,
loaking full at Marie, and there is not a
particle - of emotion: in faco or - voice,

only very much handsomer. You are

like——"

“I am like my father,” Reine an-
swers, and it there is a ring of defiance
in her tone, it is involuntary and uupre-
meditated.

[ never saw your father,” Mrs, Wind-
sor responds, and the eyes that rest on
Reine are full of chill displeasure.  Mr,
Longworth "—she turns to the ofder
sister ay she says it—'"came with youn,
of course ?” (Zo be continued.)

TRUTH.

*Tis strange, but trae; for truth is always
strange ;.
Strasger than fiction: if it could be told,
How much would novels gain by the
exchange!
How differently the world would men
hehold |
How oft would vice and virtue places change!
The new world would be nothing to the ofd,
If some Columbus of the mortal seas
Would show mankind their souls’ antipodes.

What *antres vast and dererts idle” then
Would be discovered in the human soul
What icebergs in the hearts of mighty men,

With aelf-love in the centre as their polel
What Anthropophagi are nine of ten
U1 thoge who hold the king?'doms in control
Were things but ouly call’d by their right
’ nume, :
Creanr himself would be ashamed of fame.
~Brnox.

i
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CANADIAN KSSAYS.

FKNGLAND'S BARDS.

BY JUSEPH K., FORAN,

We might say that until the fifteenth
-century no great poet, and consequently
no groat poem cun be found in Bngland.
It is very remavkable that each particu-
lue country has had its own particular
~era of literature,  In- Franee the great
age of lotters was the soventeenth cen-
tury—afterwurds the cighteenth cen-
tury was somewhat famous, but at its
‘best it was merely the evening of that
Cglorious day. In KEngland also there are
w couple ot periods marked out in her
history more by the works of the pen
than of the sword,  And strange to say,
sthey correspond almost to-the yearwith
the great epochs of French and Kurop-
cean literature.  They are the end of the
sixteenth and whole of the seventecuth
centuries and after a lapse of a hundred
years the ond ol the cighteenth and the
-commencement of the nineteenth cen-
turies. | ‘ '

In the fifteenth century we find. the
first germs of true lnglish poetry in
the works of Geoflry Chancer. 'ruly
-ithey are in the old snxon—but that old
saxou is hore. 1t may present certain
difliculties to the readerof our day, but
it likewise prosents most charming hid-
«en beauties, Bven as the sweetesl smell-
-ing rose—the most delicate of flowers is
to be found in the thickest of brinrs—so
the most elegant ideas ol Chaucer are
half hidden beneath those olden expres-
-sions. Jle alone marks the age in which
.he lived. :

Chaucer's cfforts- seemed to have in-
spired the only four famous poets of
the sixteonth cenlury—(we mean . the
commencement of the 16th.) Richard
Barmfield and Richard Allison touched
the lyre, and in pastorals: and minor
poems -oponed oub .a-new era in that
braneh - of literature. With
Afind. Thomas  Caren, whose ~delicato
irhymes and gem-like thoughts are only
equalled by the glorious productions of
Edmund Spencer. '

Here we might remark that Spencer

»was the first inglish poet who loft his
native shore to seck ingpiration in the

them we.

beauties of other lnnds, ~ And it was to
Tveland Spencer went, at IClcolman Cas.
tle in a Munster valloy by *tho silver
suir that flows through fair Clonmel,” as
he sings, Spencer penned his master-
picee of poetry, his fairie Queen.

From Spencer’s day we notice an ad-
vance in the art of poctry—even in pro-
portion to the development of the na-
tion’s resources, the extension of her
commerce and the trivmphs of her arms,
Robert. MHerrick, though inferior to
Spencer is a connecling link between
him and Ben. Jonson, ot whont it is un-
necessary to speak, and who in his turn
was but the aarora of that glowing sun
about to appear towards the close of the
sixteenth contury upon the sky of Eng.
land’s literature, in the person ot Wil
liam Shakspere.

The iron had been warmed by thosce
we have mentioned; it wasreserved for
Shalespere to monld it into shape. In
the ode, the lyviz, the drama,—in every
species (save one)  of poetry he tri-
umphed. In ten years ho made a name
immortal and gave to urope the Speéta
cle of the greatest bard alive—or per-
haps that ever did or ever will live,
Each one of his dramas could be made
the subject of an essay. But such is not -
our object—we merely wish to follow
the history of the country and. show
how there are different epochs when a
nation triumphs, if not on the field of
blood at least in the arena of the ruined.

Shakspere’s. star had not made the
half of its. counrse, when in -the east a
meteor. arose more powerful but not so
raried and delieate. - Threcugh  Shaks-
pere. Hngland = carried her mname
amongst those of othor nalions upon
the tables of literary fame.. - But Troy,
and Greeee, and Rome, and Ttaly, and
Germany had their Epic poems. France
as yet was without snch a monument,
England likowise was wanting in that
single object. It was.reserved for John
Milcon to supply that necessary.  And
how did he do it? ‘ : ,

It would seom as if all the efforts of
the epic poots of ages were hutso many
models, whercon the epic poet of the
seventeenth century should: build his
mighty structure. The Odyssy of Homer
is filled with beantiful and noble dis-
criptions of battles and deeds of arms;
the Mnoid of Virgil contains ‘romance
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in its highest degree, blended with sub-
lime ideas of the gods and all thing no-
ble; the “Jerusalem Delivered 7 of
Tasso is as replete in incident and dis-
cription as‘those of Greece and Rome,
but adds thereto the idea of the true God
of the Christian; butin Milton’s ¢ Para-
dise Lost " and ** Regained ” all thesa in-
dividual instances seem to blend oven
as the perfections of every master in the
Chef-d'euvre of the Grecian artist, Mil-
ton brought the poetry of the age toits
highest point. He shone like a glorious
sun in the midst of n system of splendid
plancts—John Dryden, in his transla-
tions from the ditferent langnages and
in his origmal productions helped great-
ly in heightening the standard of the
day. And so did Samuel Butler, the
fivst and perhaps greatest satirie poet of
Bagland., - His quaint humor in ¢ Hudi-
bras” confrasted strangely with the snb-
lime expressions of Milton.  TLord Bris-
tol, Richard Baxter and Joseph Addison
followed in the wake of the foregoing,
and "Alexander Pope closed the seven-
teenth century as Shakspeve. cpened
it.. Like two magniticent monuments
at either end of the desert of 2’ handred
years—in the centre of which towered
aloft the mightiest pyramid in the liter-
ary history of the world—JOQ N MIL-
TON.

Most naturally, since poetry got so
powerful an impetus, a number of bards
sprang up in the course of the 18th
century. But it was only towards the
last decade thereof and the dawn of the
nineteenth century that the second great
epoch of English poetry is to be found.
During the eighteenth century, however,
the muses were not at rest.  Reginald
Heber and Charles Lamb wrote some
very exquisite poems, and poor Henry
Kirk-White and that unfortunate youth,
whose days were few but brilliantly srd,
Thomas Chatterton, gave England some
of her choicest.effusions. . Then Blake,
and Colling—and above all = William
Cowper sustained the eclat of the age.
“Cowper's Task is world-renowned ; and

“who has not reud, and laughed over, and
enjoyed to his heart’s content the ride of
John Gilpin?  With Cowper we have
Sir Jobn Browning, John Gay, Mark
Akenside and Thomas Bayley, and last
but not least Thomas Gray. 1t hasoften
been naid that his poem, the “ Blegy in a

Country Chureh Yard,” is the most por
fect poem in the languuge—as to idea
and to execution. At allovents it is one
of the most beautiful and would alone
be enough to immortalize its nuthor.

With Geay ends tho eighteenth cen-
tury and after him, the close of the 18th
and beginning of the 19th we find the
second great period of the triumph of
poetry in England.” And it would not
be unworthy of remark that it was in
the days of peace that litevature most
flourished in the British Isles. While
her armies were over-running the Jand
and her flect sweeping the nations off
the wave her muses songht shelter in
the mountains and sechuded places; but
when for & moment peace was restored,
songs and poetry walled forth through-
out the conutry, chanting the praises of
those who won happiness to the nation,
lamenting those who fell for her glovy,
teaching lessons of Jove and devotion to
the people at large, :

[t was in such u period that Thomas
ood came forth to fling hisvich humor
upon the page and to blend there with
hig- heart-touching lines—suchas * The
Bridge of Sighs” and “The Song of the
Shirt” TLeigh Uuat, Crabbe and Can-
ning developed and enlarged upon some
of the. glowing thoughts of liood and ad-
ded thereto their own splendid concep-
tions. Robert Southey and Percy Bysshe
Shelley struck each a new chord in the
lyre. Shelley saw joys and sorrows; he
drank deep at the fountains of human
pleasure and deeper still at the spring of
human sorrows. He perished at Naples,
no doubt while enjoying in his poetic
soul the ever famous beauties of that
lovely bay. Ebenezer Blliott, thoungh
not as famous as those just mentioned,
under the title of The Corn Law Rhymer,
made himself a name in the history of
the time, - R

But perhaps, the most famoug, al-
though the youngest and worst treated of
all bards was John Keats. - Unfortunate
Keats; he knew not his own worth and
the world knew not how awefully, how
terribly cruel it -was, when it cut tho
life-chord of that noble - heart. His
“ Endemyon™ and ¢ Hyporeon' are-.
enough to make of him the prince of
imaginative poots. . But his * Eve of St.
Agnes" crowns all his works. - In order
to understand Keats, and to fathom all
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that his works contain, and to form an
iden of his genuis, we must remember
that hoscarcely lived twenty-four years,
and lived the greater portion aof those
years in misery and privation, and died a
prey (o sorrow and misfortune. 1o was
the saddest and porhaps the most origi-
nal, the most faithful and most illcused

Lard England can now or ever will be’

able to boast.

As Keats disappeared there arose at
the end of the last century another poet.
One who wrote and was laughed at by
the powerful criticof the Ldinburgh Ie-
view. One who was young in years and
in experience, but who “awoke one
morning and found himself fumous. We
refer to Lord Byron.

Byron is. to the 1Sth what Shalks-
pere was to the 16th century. His
“ Childe Marold™ has placed him fore-
most amongst the first, not only of Eng-
lish poels but also of the bavds of
Burope, Ilis *Isles of Greece,” and
“ Siege-of Corinth,” are models for the
world. . In grandeur of ‘idea and ex-
pression he has no superior in the lan-
guage save Milton, and for the ordinary
reader Byron is far more easily under-
stood than the great epic poet. Byron
has been attacked when alive and that
very attack drew him forth, ereated for
him a pame greater than any of his
age. Byron has been attacked since the
sod has covered his remains, and such
an attack is cowardly and unworthy of
a man and above all of a woman.. No
matter what were his faults in private
life, and we all have our share of them,
his poctry stands on- a sublime cleva-
tion. 'Those attacks are like to the mist
that arises in foul vapours from the
ocean, hiding the sun from our sight
and not even approaching within. mil-
lions of miles of the glowing orbh itself.
There are such peoplein the world whe
love to dance in petty triumph upon the
tombs of those whom in life-time they
~ would have feared and sought for, ad-
mired and respected. Lot them raise
their pigmy hands they cannot over-
turn the ‘cofossus that looms upon the
horizon of England’s literary world !

It would secom as if the muses had
awailed tho end of the two great epochs
in English. poetry before handing the
lyre to a woman. .In the present con-
tury wo find Mrs, Hemans, whose verses

are touching and moble, Hon., Mrs.

Norton, her rival in everything grand

and simple and truly womanly in poetry;

Miss Mulock, Bliza Cook and Elizaheth

Barrett Browning whose little gems of
thought set oft'so completely the dia-

dem that has been sct upon the brow of
this century by the hands of Lord Ma-

caulay, in his “ Liays of Ancient Rome,”

Wm. M. Thackery as well in his poems.
as in his romances, Wm. Wordsworth’
through his numberless effusions and

Alfred Tennyson the poet laureate of

Bngland, the author of “ In Memoriam "

and the “TPamous charge of the Six

Hundred.”

Therestill live many of the poetsof the
present century and amongst them Ma-
thew Arnold, whose productions are
stamped with a glow of thought and a.
depth of originality almost impossible
to understand or believe unless .read.
And we must not forget Charles Dick-
ens.  Although in another field he won
his fime yet the little poem of the ¢ Ivy
Green ' would be enough to.rank him
among the bards of Bngland.

This age will pass overand it is to be:
hoped that in:the next century when
the land will be in peace and happiness
a new series of bards may spring up,
with minds as powerful as those of the
16th and 18th centurics.. Tt is but just
that England should have three such
periods us woll as other nations seem to
have had. S

Any person who would desire to study
the advancement and vize of the Bnglish
nation, and to mark her great events,
counld not do better than to hold in the
left hand the works of the poets of each
ago while in the right hand he holds
tho records of the deeds of glory and the:
works of the people.  But you will ask
what is a bard ? und what bas he to do-
with the country? Denis Florence Me-
Carthy likewise asks that question and
then answers it as follows: -

But whois this with tresses flowing,
Flashing eyes and forenead glowing,
¢ From whose lips the thunder-music
Pealeth o'er the hstening land.”
"*Tis the first and last of preachers,
First and last of priestly teachers;
First and ltast of those appointed
" In the ranks of the anointed ;.
With their songa like sworda to sever
Tyranny and Falsehood’s bands!
*Tig the Poet—sum and total, -
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Or the others,
With his brothers,
In his rich robes sacerdotal,
Singing from his golden psalter,
Comes he now to wed the twain—
Trath and Beauty,
Kest and Duty,
Hope and Fear and Joy and Pain,
Umte for weal or woe beneath the Poet’s
chain!

s

PEASANT PROPRIETORS.

Waar might have been, loug ago, in
Ireland, and what may yet be, under
the Providence of God, throughout Krin,
is deseribed by a correspondent of the
Dublin Freeman who visited sundry
proprietors in - the neighborhood of
Newtownstewart and Strabane, County
“Tyrone. We extract the deseription of
the first farm visited :—

“ What did I expect to find—a sud-
den change from the indolence, dirt,
-untidiness, unthrift that is proverbially
attributed tu Irish tenants?  Certainly
not, for my experience of this district,
s well as many others in Iveland, is
that elean and comfortable houses, good
farming, and saving habits are far more
prevalent than the reverse,

¢ With the exception of the landlords,
whose c¢ry to the tenants is ever like
Pharaoh’s, * Ye are idle!” the industry
and thrift of the Irish peasantry have
struck every observer, While the
Tnglish landowner provides all the fixed
capital for working the furm and the
cost of its maintenance, the Irish tenant
ab will must provide both this and the
cordinary farming capital.  Scarcely a
house can be wvisited in this distriét
where, if the whole family history is
disclosed, there are not to he found
most remarkable instances of thrift and
family affection.

“'The lands vicited lay on the south-
cen side of “thiec Meurne Valley through.
which runs the railway from Omagh to

»Strabane and Derry, and’ they run up

into a high moorland district. The fivst

farm visited comprised forty-five acres,
some fields of which were detached and
- more than half a mile distant from the
‘homestead.. The house was approached
by a graveled avenuo between neatly
cut thorn hedges, Arvound ‘the house

Ind garden were a good many large
brees—ash, beach, sycamore of forty
or {ifty years’ growth, and ualso some

young larch recontly planted. The
house waus  comfortable, clean, and
slated.  Some of tho oftices were new,

put up since the purchase of the farm
in 1875, he lrrgest new building wis
forty feet long by sixteen wide, and in
it were the horses, threein numbor, and
three mileh cows. The old stable had
been turned into a barn in which a
threshing machine costing £35 had just
been put up.  Boarding for the new
floor were seusoning and not yet Iaid
down. Lime and stones were vollected
for more buildings. ¢I'll have a set of
slated houses that'll be good for whoever
suceeeds me,’ said  the. owner. *And
who will that be? asked I, ' will you
divide it among your {wo sons? Ile
answered, ‘it'll be little enough for one
of them. Whoever gets it must pay
the other children something if' 1 can’t
save for them, but the farm nust not be
‘divided.” ~ He thien took me out into the
field and showed me piles . of boulders
which he and his sons had raised out of
the ground during. the! pust two years.
‘T’ve done nothing,” he said, ¢ that I
mightn’t have done as a tenant, but my
rent would surely have been raised ;
now it’s our own." "

It is no wonder that the raising of
renis in these mountainous distriets
should be bitterly resented. The grub-
bing up and  removal of boulders {rom
the soil the commonest improvements
eifected, s A most laborious and
expensive work. It.isdone by slow de-
grees on most farms, no formal aceount
can be kept, and no trace of the work
remains, - The stones e used in build-
ing houses, buried in drains, or piled uyp
into fences.  Thore is nothing whatever
to tell the tandlord’s valaer, nor is it his
business, that five, ten, or twenty years
ngo the cornfield or meadow was & mass
of boulders amid which "grew nothing
but rushes, flags,-and buttercups.

“ Solid love, whose root is virtue, can
no more die, ‘than virtue itself.

Virtue requires no other recomponse
than the tribute of self approbation and
respect. B
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CARDINAL McOLOSKEY.

Tar first American Cardinal was: born
in Brooklyn, in the year 1810, "The
city ‘of his birth now bozsts of half a mil-
lion inhabitants and contains move than
fifty Cetbolic churches; butin the boy-
hood days of the present Cardinal 1t con-
tained no Catholic temple and had a
population below five thousand. His
devout parents on Sunday mornings al-
ways. conducted him across the Bast
river to St. Peter's in Barcluy street.

! In his eleventh yearthe boy was sent
to Mount St. Mary's College, und nr-
dently pursued his studies until 1828, at
which early age his scholastic attain-
meonts and well poised charactor already

gave promise of a brilliant career. Con-
scerating himself to the ministry, he
spent four more years in theological
study, was ordained Januury 12, 1834,
and 8 twelvemonth. later repaired to
Rome to qualify himeelf. more fully for
the duties of a teacher. Trained and
equipped by a three yenr’s absence in
Burope. he returned to New. York, and
a projected diocesan seminary not be-
ing ready for occupation, was appointed
to the puastorate of St. Juseph's Chureh,
where his zeal and gentleness won all
hearts, On his 341h bivthday ho was
consecrated a Bishop, as condjutor to
Avchbishop Hughey, und in that caps-
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city wnwoeariedly toiled o organize,
strengthen and  confirm  the {aithful
throughout the immense archdiocese,
which at length had to be subdivided,
and {rom 1847 {o 1864 Bishop McCloskey
filled the see of Albany.

Ou the death of Archbishop Hughes
he was teansferred to New York., With
the work which he has accomplished
here, all Catholics are already familiar.
Men of all creeds and classes hailed with
pleasure the tidings announcing that he
had been raised to the dignity of Cardi-
nal Priest by the lamented Pio Nono in
the consistory of July 15, 1875.—New
York Catholic Fireside.

REFLECTIONS OX NATURE!

I.
From tliis cold earth let ue spriag,
Tancy, on thy soaring wing,
And a novel anthem sing’f
‘ : Through the sky.
Leaving sin and strife below,
Care and grief and earthly woe,
Pure as white tiake of the snow—
: : Totheeye.
Let our hymn of praise resound,
All creation round and round,
*Till an echo it has found
There on high ;
With the eagle’s stately flight,
Rising in his kingly might,
In the azure out of sight—
Let us vie!

1L
Far above this dreary sod, -
By frail mortal ever trod,
Liet our souls arise to God ;
And in praise,
Let us view the wonders grand,
Works of His Almighty Hand.
At whose sole and dread commiand
. Worlds ean raise!
“See yon sun in splendor bright,
-Source of never-failing light,—
Liost the shades of dismal night
) Tuits blaze;
Thus the clouds of sin must fiy,
When through the eternal sky,
Justice’s Sun appears.on high,
In Bis rays!

s 111,
See'yon stars that twinkle bright,
In the azure domeof night,
Shedding forth a mellow Jight, -

- {n each beam!

See yon orb that slowly ¢lides,
Where the evening clond divides—

~All the planets now she hides,
) g e In her siream ! -

Thus of old did virtues shine,
Far away in Palestine,
“T'il} an orb of ray Divine
There did Glenwm ;
And its floods from high above,
Lights of everlasting Love,
Lit the sonls that upward strove,—
Asadream !

1v.

What a dream for man lo dream !
Al had changed and all did seem
New, regenerate in that heam,—
On the East.
Orb that lights our eavthly ray,
In your grandest, purest ray,
You invite us then to pray—
. . As a priest!
You remind us of His might,
You remind us of His light,
And the chains of darksome night,
He refeased ;
You are there to ever preach,
Yon are sent to gnide and teach,
In your glowing, silent speech—
Gorgeous Priest !

V.

When the evening shadows roll,

-As the sun is nigh his goal;

See yon bow, from poleto pole,

. ~ Bending there!
Seven hues are blending bright,
Seven from each ray of light,
Seven times to humansight,

: Ts it fair?
Thus the ray that comes from high—
From the mansions of the sky,

Falls upon the clouds that lie .
On our air;
In the prisom of the heart,
Decomposed, that ray will part,
And in Seven Gifts will siart
Rainbow there!

vi.

See yon stream thet leaps along,
Singing to the woods its song,
Blending now in current strong
. ! o the Sen,
Thug the tide of life now flows—
Notone moment of repose.
Rushing onward to its close—
“To be free!
First the stream is limpid bright,
Fairly silvery to the sight,
Then it blends into the might
Of the sza, -
Thus each life'day to day ‘
Seems to ever roll away,
Towards thy portals dim and gray

Eternity !

. Josgrn K. Forax,
Green:Park, Aylmer; 1st Nov., 1880, ~
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A LUCKY DREAM.

How Connonr MceDrryorr IHranp e
Mipnont Mass.

“You'nn be careful now, Connor dear—
will you not? And you will not allow
yourself to bo led into drinking and fool-
ishness this blessed night 7"

Norah O’Brien’s beautiful dark eyes
were raised with an appealing glance to
the handsome russot-tinged face of her
stalwart young lover.

“ Nover doubt mo darling,” was the
reply, as Connor drew her to him and
kissed her blooming cheek, “ you know
I never broke my word with you.”

“ 1 do trust your brave, honest heart,
Connor. But tho city beyond is a gay
place, full o tomptations. Jack Halhi-
gan, too, is a wild, roystering, harom-
skarem fellow; and ho might lead you
into danger without your knowing, if
you didn’t keep a sure guard upon your-
self. - And. on . this “blessed and holy
Christmas Lve, it would pain me sore
to sce my dear good boy siaggering
home like any ne’er-do-well o’ them all.”

“ My wise and loving little woman {”
said McDermott tenderly, #You neced
have no fear. It is only a drive of five
milos; -and when we got all the things
we want, [ promise you I'H not let Jack
or tho other boys linger long about the
strects. ' We'll be home safe, please God
before the first faint ccho o’ the joy bells
reaches you.”

“Hallo, Connor,” shouted a loud
hearty voice, as a genuine Irish ¢ jaunt-
ing jar " came driving up the road. It
was freighted by three merry-looking
young fellows, the speaker holding the
reins, “Arve you ready, old boy? A
merry. Christmas to you, Norah—we
must take that big gorsoon away from
you for awhile; but never fear for him ;
Powarrant you we'll bring him  back
safo and sound.” o

“I'I trust more-to his own good
sense,” roplied Norah, ‘ than to your
‘guidance, mad Jack Halligan. When
you aud Condy Rourke thero and Dan
Barry are together I fear mischief.”

“ Oh, be the powers, boys!” exclaim-
¢d Halligan, eracking his whip indig-
nantly, and looking the picture of injur-
ed’ innocence—* there’s’ language for

you fo use lo the three decentest and
quictest boys in the whole barony. Aht
there's nothing bates the tongue o wo-
men for defamation of character. But
step in, Connor, my lad; the mare is
very fresh and wants to feel her feet
under her.”’

And well hor feet carrried her, too.
The well-balanced car, with two on each
side, swept over the road at a rattling -
pace, and the good mare seemed to take
ierr work with loving kindness.

It was a bright, cold, crisp winter's
evening. The sky was almost cloud-
less ; there was a glimmer of red still in
the north-west; and there was that
peculiar fresh “healthful sense in the-
almosphere which gave warning of a
coming frost.. The four young men
wore in the height of vigorous health
and joyous spirits; and as the horse’s.
iron-shod hoofs clattered along the hard
roud, they made the evening air reson-
ant with merry jest, aud snatches of '
song, and shout of boisterous ringing
laughter.

But driving
Cork o that Christmas Eve, to make-
varjons purchases for the pleasant festi-
val'of the morrow, it was easier for Con-
nor McDermott, or his young friends, to
make promises of abstemiousness than
to keep them.  Many were the {riends-
and old acquaintances they met in famil-

iar places in - the-city; and it would be

absurd to suppose that they could get
away without exchanging the compli--
menis of the season and indulging in
more than one social glass.

Tt was late when the horse’s head was-
turned for home. The moen was radiant.
in the clear dark blue sky, and count-
less stars sprinkled like dinmond dust
over the vault of heaven, twinkled with .
that bright erepusculous lightwhich in-
dieates o keen and cutting ' “Black
Brost.” Connov McDermott had kept
his promise to his prelty sweetheart
thus far that he was not drunk or tipsy
—for-ho had a good: strong head of his-
own and could bear a fair allowance.
But he was merry enough for. all that,
and had yielded so far to the pressing
and irvesistible hospitality of his city~
friends that ho had taken quite as much:
as was good for him.  His three com-
panions were merrier still, and to provider -
against the cold night drive, they had-

into : the good city of .. ..
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brought with them a bottle of *Wyse's
Old Malt,” which each one lifted to his
lips more than once with the most
affectionate greeting.

“Conpbor, my boy,” eried mad Jack
Halligan, stretching ovor the bottle to
his friend. “Tale a pull, my son; twill
warm the cockles of your heart.  Why,
blood alive, man? you're drinking wo-

thing." A _
4 Never mind me, Jack,” replicd Me-
Dermott.  “I've had quite enough for

tho present; and T'H take no more till
we get home.”

Now Connor, though & good-humored,
gentle-mannered fellow, who quarrelled
with nobody, was notoriously obstinate
and persistent in his resolution when
onee he had “taken a thing into his
head,” and his friends knew that it
would be useless to press him. further!

“WWell, there’s no foree, ma bouchal,”
he said. “ So here’s to your good health,
Counor, and to Nora O'Brien's bright
eyes. ,

The botlle went round among the
other three, and their chorus rose high
—loud enough - certainly, if not quite
in time and tune. ]

“ Here we arein the region of ghosts,”
said Condy Rourke, with thicker and
huskier utterance than usual, as they
mounted the hilly road.” “They say
the ould monks come out of their graves
every Christmas Eve, and walk in pro-
cession and sing psalms. through the
ruined aisles of the old abbey yonder.”

“Why, then,” said Dan Barry, with
2 lool of tipsy-awe, as he regarded the
ruined walls of the ancient structure,
wierdly silvered by the moon.rays, «1
“ﬁ);’(’lex- is there any truth in that at
4

“Tut, you gomeril,” rejoined Jack
Halligan, contemptuously ; “don't you
know well it's all raumaush—ould gran.
ny’s nonsense ?” |
~“By my faith!" exclaimed Connor Me-
Dermott, siddenly, *1'm strongly in-
clined to try. *Tis closing fast-upon

“ twelve o'clock, and we'll ‘soon hear the

Bells of Shandon rolling their chimes
upon the breéze. I've a great mind fo
wateh for the ghosts.”

Jack Halligan and Condy. Rourke
barst into & hearty laugh, which Dan
Burry echoed very faintly as he peered
around, \ .

”

“By my soul, Connor” cried Jack,
“that would be & funny notion indeed.
Llike tho iden of you, my bould and
daring hayro, sitting wumongst the tomb-
stones yonder, and shivering in the
night frost, whilst we were having our
jug o’punch snug and warm by ould
Michuaol O'Brien's fireside, with purly
little Nora sulking in the corner. Np,
my boy, I'm thinking you'il be after let-
ting the ghosts of tho ould monks alone
to-night.” '

“You'd better not be so sure o' thal”
replied Comnor, whoso organ of “op-
posiveness " was immediately oxcited.
“['ve haveoften thought I'd try if there
was any truth in that stovy o’ the monks
appearing with book, and bell, and in-
cense, at Christmas lve just as mid-
night came on, “There was a greatlot
of 'em slaughtered there when that
wicked old hag, Blizabeth (bloody King
Harry’s daughter and granddaughterall
in one), was Queen of Bngland; and
"twas o MeDermott was abboth at the
time. Yes, 've & great mind entirely to
do it—I have now."” '

“ Oh, nonscnse, Connor,” remonstrat-
ed Jack—“you've only joking.”

“ I don’t see the nonsense or the joko
cither,” rejoined McDermott, with as.
perity. My poor father, Heaven rest
his soul, often stopped and turned in
there of” an evening like this w0 say a
prayer or two on the spot where the
high altar stood ; and why shouldn’t his
son, I'should like to know ? Yes, I'lldo
it—pull up.” i

“Why then now, Conmnor, are you
serious 7"

“ Never more serious in my life,” ro-
plied MeDermott, whom opposition only
confirmed iun his purpose, especially
when he had an extra glass of liquor, on
board, as on the present oceasion.

“Bo it so, then, in the name of ail
that’s foolish,” exclaimed Jack Halli-
gan, checking his horse.  # Wilfal man
must havehis way.” :

Connor MeDermott sprang lightly to
the ground, and with a cheery “ good-
night,”" cleaved the diteh and strode
away to the ruins, :

# Good-night to you, 'lad,” shouted
Jack. A pleasant vigil to you. T'll
take your remembrance to Norah, and -
in the moring you can come and toli na
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all the ould mouks and Abbott MeDer.
wnott said and did.”

“ He's vory bould and daring entively,”
said Dan Barry, looking after the ve-
treating figure with superstitious awe.”

Y Hd's o fool)” replied ulligan, with
a frown of contempt. “ MHand over tho
Lottle, Condy, my son. Iip! hip! old
girl—you'tl soon bo home.”

Connor stood in the nave of the ruin-
od abbey church, and gazed silently upon
the desecrated und desolated chancel.
The moon, high up in the heavens, fill-
od the ouclosure with a pale, ghostly
light, oxcept where the ruined pillars
and niches wore biack in shadow,

“Here,” he murmured, “the MceDer-
motts worshiped God in the old days
passed away, when the land was ours,
and the grasp of the stranger was not at
our throats. 1 might almost fancy that
the ancient monks did really rise from
their graves and gather here every
Christmas Kve to sing God's praise in
the old, consecrated spot. 1'll be no-
thing the worse for snying a prayer or
two, at any rate.” :

As he - spoke he uncovered his head
and “knelt down before n sculptured
tomb, on the broad slab of which the
outlines of n knightly form had long
been defaced. As he murmured the
words of supplieation, a strange, sooth-
ing feeling crept over him; and thesoft
silvery tones of the beautiful and sol-
emn city chimes wore borne fuintly lo
his ears. Tven as the sound of the bells,
sinking and- swelling, floated over the
still silence of the night, the ruined
building was suddenly lit up with a
golden radiance.

Counor McDermott looked around him
in wonder and awe.  The chancel was
no longer deserted and squalid with
rank weeds. An sltar stood there, cover-
ed with fine white cloth and lace, and
with tho sacred vessels in the centre. A
thousand waxen {apers burned there,

and lit up a large golden crucifix that

rosc almost Lo the roof. That arched
roof was a deep dark blue in color, and
+ studded with golden stars,. I'he cluster-
ing pillars rose gracefully on cither side,
and the niches weve fifled with statues
of sainted virgin, shorn priest, and
mitred abbot, whilst. banners with the
cross floated over overy bay.
The living watcher heard no stops ap-

prouching, no rustle of garments round.

him; but suddenly the sacred edifice

was filled with silent worshippers. They:
wore quaintly dressed in tight-filting

aiment, and gome wore loose flowing:

cloaks of suffron color on their shoul-
ders. -Many of them, men tall and stal-
wart, wore sword or daggor on their hip;
and their brown hair fell long and wav-
ing down their bucks, whilst the thick.
marshal
each. "Phe women knelt in devout and.
revorent atitude, but though their lips
moved and they dropped the rounded.
Leads, one after the other, not a sound:
disturbed the solemn silence that reign-
cd through nave and aisles.

In a place of honor, near the choir,
knelt a tall and stately man, clad in
rich robes, and with a circlet on his
head. e had the royal bearing of a.
monarch, a proud, handsome fuce, and
an eye with the glance of an eagle. Be-

side him was a queenly matron, who-

bowed her beautiful swan-like neck in.
humble adoration before the altar; and
behind this noble pair there were gal-
Iant youths and lovely. maidens not a
few. Bat still from all that crowded.
congregation no sound of murmuring
voice, no rustle of cloth or linen robe
was heard, and all was still as death,
But presently the faint sigh of dis-
tant music was borne on the midnight:
air, It came nearer, and Connor Mec-
Dermott could hear the trill and elang
of harps, and the harmony of many

voices mingled in song of praise and:

adoration. .
Thon through the porch came the-
glenm of more light, and white-robed.
acolytes approached, bearing tapers in
their hands.  One bore aloft the golden-
memento of Christ’s last hour on the
hill of Calvary, and -another held a
swinging censor that filled tho conse-
erated shrine with a sabtle perfume..
After these came an aged man in vest-
ments of cloth and gold. - His snowy
beard flowed downward to his waist. Tle®
held a jewecled crozier in hisright hard,

and his head wao covered by an abbot’s-

mitre. -As ho lifted his face to the
allar, Connor thought his great darlk:
eyes had a strange far-off look ; but still
there was an expression on-that face
which reminded him of his own fathor..

“ Mg the Abbot Liorean MceDermott,?’

glib ornamented the lip of"
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~ he thought, “who, as I have read, be
came a margyr nearly three hundred
years ngo.”
i Vested priosts and white-robed choris.
ters and hoary minstrels with sounding
harps followed the aged dignitary ; aud
from the mingled voices und trembling
strings that harmony of tuneful prayer
and praise went up to the listening ear
of Heaven, I scemed as if the angels
round the Throne had joined with the
tongues of martals to sing the glovies of’
the Messinh newly born. ~ The henrt of
Connor  McDermott was moved by
mingled emotions of awe, reverence and

The gray-haired abbot ascended the
throne at the left side of the high altar;
and the sacrifice of the midnight Mass
began. The tinkle of sitver bells was
heard, and every head was bowed in
reverence.  The arching roof echoed to
the solemn strains of the “ Ilyrie Blei-
son.t In triumphant tones the * Gloria
in Ixeelsis Deo ” pealed - through nave
and aisle.  The odor of the incense was
heavy on the air, and all this pomp aud
majesty of Christian worship swayed
Connor with such deep emotions as he
had never been conscious of before,

Then the aged abbot rose from his
<hair, and bowing on bended knee be-
fore the altar, murmured a brief prayer.
Rising again, he ascended the steps, and
turning round to the congregation, ex-
tended his hunds in gesture of benedie-
tion. Connor MceDermott thought that
those dark, curnest eyes regavded him
with a pecunliar pitying, tender look.
Then the aged man read the glorious
gospel of the day, and proceeded to.ad-
dress his hearers in language glowing
with inspired cloguence and melting
with pathos. ‘

He spoke of love, and especially of
the love which Christ bore towards the
sinful race of mankind—love so all.ab-
sorbing that for their sakes He gave
Himself up asncrifice, n bleeding victim
on the cross. e spoke, too, of the
love which all wen should bear to one

7 another—of the love of home. and

friends, and kindred .and native land,
which is' called patriotism,  He strove
to impress upon his hearers, in words of
burning eloguence, that it was the duty
.of all Irishmen to love, cherish and de-
fénd one another; and dissension and

division among them was a terriblo
erime.  “ Oh, my bretheen,” said the
old man, “princes and people, chicfs
and clansmen alile, 1 would say to you,
you will never be happy till you join in
unity of purpose and mutual love, whilst
your enemies are joined in hate aguinst
you. Wherefore, Irishmen, in wrging
you to unite heare and hand to rescue
your beautiful and unhappy country
from her bondage, I would say to you,
in the words of Iim born to-day
for your salvation — ¢ this command
I give you, that you love one an-
other.”"”

1v was very strange; but even as the
aged abbet spoke, Connor thought his
cyes were fixed on Aim, and on him
alone, and that all his words were
directly addressed to him,

The Mass went on to its conclusion;
and then again the white-bearded ubbot
ascended the altarsteps with mitre and
crozier, and with hands outstreiched
gave the congregation his solemn bloss-
ing.. But here again, Connor thought
those eyes were fixed on him alone, that
theaged, trembling hands worestretched
out for him, and ‘that the blessing was
specially called down upon his head by
those cloguent lips.

Mass being concluded, chovistors and
priests roso as if to depart, - But, in-
stead of walking oul in stately proces-
sion, prelates, priests and people seemed
to melt away; and when Connor Me-
Dermott suddenly started and  looked
up, the cold moonbeams were fulling
upon his upturned face.. The chancel
was again desolate; the ruinéd pillavs
looked bleak and shadowy once morve;
and the dark blue sky, studded with
twinkling stars, was the only roof over
the young head. Connor rose from his
knoos, cold and shivering, and looked
wonderingly around him.

“T must have fallen asleop,” he mut-
tered. “'Tis mortal cold -here. But
what a queer dream that was, I never
heard o’ the likes : 'tis wonderful on-
tirely. By my word, now, I'm glad [
came here to say a prayor or two. That
dream was worth all the trouble; and,
for that matter, perbaps, it wasn't a
mere dream after all. I think Lsee that
wonderful old abbot still, and  hear his
words of blessing falling on my carvs.
And the musico’ the harps, too, and the
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strange dresses, and the long, flowing
hair: “as wonderful entively. 1 wonder,
now, what'll Norah say when 1 tell her

all about it! Will she laugh at me ?”
Tt was hetter than half an hour after

mudnight  -when  a  lonely  way-
farer, wending his  way down the
steep . roud which  led in  the

dirvection of old Michael O'Brien’s cot-
tage, was startled by o sound like the
gronn of some one in great rgony, pro-
ceeding from the feft hand side. I'he
man knew there was a large sand-pit
there, and. he hurried across to peer
down into the deep hollow.  Below he
could sce a confused mass of something,

be lnew not what; for the shadow of

the high bunk came between it and the
moon.  But again that groan of agony
rose to'his ears, more faint and pititul
than before.

“In the name of Meaven!” excluimed
the mau, crossing himself, “is there
any poor suflering Christian lying down
there?”

“QOh, yes, neighbor,” said an eager
‘voice in aceents indicative of much pain.
£ Qur horse took fright, and the car fell
over into the sand-pit; and 'm afraid
bothh my eompanions are killed.”

“ And who are you at all, a-drahar?”
asked the man,

“T'm Dan Barry o' the mill,” was the
reply. “And“‘tis poor Jack. Halligun
and Condy Rourke that's lying here—
stone dead, 1'm thinking.”

“QOh, murder ! murder! what is {o
Ae done 7”

¢ Neighbor,” said the wounded man,
“if you've no help with you, run off at
-once to Michuel O'Brien’s house below
—run for the love of heaven—and tell
‘em what’s happened. They'll send help
soon. 1 can't move; for my leg is
brokeu and the wheel is on it.”

The man started on his wmessage in-
stantly, and was soon - thundering at
-O'Brien’s door.. The family were all up
still; for “they had only. just returned
from the Midnight Muss .in the parish
chapel. They speedily learned from the
man’s lips a story. that filled them with
horror and dismay. Norah, O'Brien ut-
tered a loud scream and grasped the
stranger’s arm, She wasas pale as death
and trembling in every limb, ’

“ Did ye hear the name o' Connor

M Dermott 7 sho asked almost inarti-
culately, and in n hourse whisper,

“ Divil a bit,” was the reply. < 1le
said there were only two others, Rourke
and Malligan ; and never a Counnor M-
Dermott was mentioned.”

Norah clusped her hands, and raised
her eyes in thankfulness to JHeaven,

“Oh God boe thanked, he is safe then,”
she murmured.  But where can he be?
why did he not come on with the
others "

In a short time Michael O’Brien and
his daughter, accompanicd Dby some
stout fellows, reached the sand-pit. And
piteous was' the spectacle which there
met their oyes.  The car was al-
most smashed to pieces, and the mare
Jny dead; she had rolled over on her
liead and broken her neck. Barry lay
grouning with the heavy weight which:
lay on his shattered limb, A little fur-
ther awuy, as if he had been flung for-
ward when the vehicle was overturned,
lay Rourke, insensible, but still living.
Tle had received concussion on the
brain.  But under the debris of the cur,
lay poor wild merry Jack  Halligan,-
doubled up, with his left hand still clut--
ching the useless reins; cold and still
he lay, past all human power of cure.
Norah drew back with a shudder.
“Poor, foolish, unhappy Jack! May the
Liord be mereiful to his poor soul!”

One of the party had talken the precau-
tion to bring with him some stimulant,
ard he held it to poor Dan Barry's
prlid lips. i

“But how about Connor McDer-
mott ?” he asked.” ¢ What of him ?”

“Yos, Dan, dear,” cried Norah eagoerly.
“What's become of Connor 7

“0ch,” groaned the wounded man.
“I wish I was whore he is now, no
mattor for all the ghosts in the world.”

“@hosts! is the man raving? . What
on earth d’ye mean, Dan 77

“Why, you sece, wo . wore  talking
about the ghosts of the ancient monks_
that, they say, haunts the old abbey,
and marches about in procession there
every Christmas Iive night. “Nothing
woull do Connor, who is always a visky -
daring fellow, but he muast go and see if
there was any truth in the story; and
the more poor Jack laughed and reason-.
cd - against him, the move obstinate he
becamnie, you soe.’": L
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“ And he went ?" ,

“Yes; and 1T wish I had gone too.
For we drove away laughing and
shouting to him. Then, you see, poor
Halligan took the bottle from Condy
there to have a drink. At that moment
the mare took fright at the brokoen
branch of a tree shaking in the moon-
light, and dashed down the read head-

long.- Jack, holding the bottle—my
curse upon it!—in his hand!—
had no: ready control over the

veins, and, before we knew whore we
were, the frightened beast rolled over
the sand pit killing herself and her
poor owner—honest Jack, that was no-
ody’s enemy but his own—and smash-
ing the car to picces. There now, yeo
know all.”

Norab's lips moved softly in silent,
heartfelt prayer.

‘“ The old Abbey ?” muttered Michael
Q'Brien. “That where his father that's
dead—Teig MceDermott, dacent man—
used to go at times to pray. There's a
guardian  spervit watehing  over. that
hoy.” ‘

“Rven as he
quick {ootstep was audible on the voad
shove; and they heard a vich manly
voice singing the beautiful Christmas
hymn, the “ Adeste Fideles.”

“'Pis he—'tis Connor !" cried Noraly
springing up; and in a few moments
more she was elasped in her wondering
lover’s arms, .

“Why, my darling !” exclaimed the
astonished youth “what on earth brings
you here, tn such a place and al sach
an hour ?”

“God be thanked, you are safe, Con:
nort” she murmured. And then she
hastily told him of the aecident which
had happened to his comrades. e
sprang from her embrace, dashed down
the steep embankment, and threw him-
self upon the bhody of his friend.

“Poor brave Jack?’ he groancd.
“Would to Meaven that I had not lot
. you go!™ He kissed the cold cheek, and
* cried like a child.

When Connor MeDermott related his
adventure in the old ruined Abbey to his
wondering listeners, they unanimously
refused to believe it a dream. To them
it was a full and complete confirmation
of the popular beliet that, rogularly

spoke the tramp of al

every yoar, the spirits of tho anmcient.
monks sang theChristmas Midnight Mass.
in the ruined Abbey church; and they
snid it was surely the spirit of tho fu-
mous - old  Abbot Lorcan who had
saved the son of tho MceDermott's from.
the fate of his companions.

Counor is now tho respected fathor
of a large family, with a buxom, bright-
eyed wifebeside him; and often by the
Christmns firoside, ho tolls the story of
his wonderful dream to an eagor crowd:
of young listeners.

Dan Barry and Condy Reurko are also
married and prosperous, as things in
Ireland go-—-wLich is saying very litile;
and they are both reputed to be as sober
and respected mon as are to be found
in the whole barony.

OLD TIMB AND T.

BY MAQRR LEMON.

Old Time and 1 the other night
Had a carouse together;

The wine was golden warm, and bright—

Ax! just like swmmer weather, -

Quoth f, “ There’s Christnas come again, .
And 1 no farthing richer;”

Time answered, *“ Ah! the old, old strain—
I prithee pass the pitcher. )

“Why mensure all your good in gold ?
No rope of sand is weaker ;
*Tis hard to get, *tis hard to hold—
Come, lad, fill up yoar beaker.
Hast thou not found true triends more true,
And loving ones more loving?”
I could but say, A few--a few;
So keep the liquid moving.”

<« Hast thou not scen the prosp'rous kunave
Come down a precions thumper ?
Hie cheats disclosed 7 <1 have—I have I
‘¢ Well, surely that’s a bumper.”
*Nay, hold a while ; T’ve seen the just
Tind all their hopes grow dimmer.”
«“They wilt hopeon, and strive, and {rust,
¢ And conguer!® * That’s a brimmer®”

«’Tig not because to-day is dark,
‘No brighter days belore "em;

There’s rest for every storm-tossed bark.'”
8o beit!l Pass the jorum 1”

¢ Yet [ must own Lshould not mind
To be a little richer”

¢ Labor and wait, and you may find—
Hallo! an empty pitcher.”
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Quin, called also Quint or Quinchy, is
situated in the -barony of Buuratty,
about five miles oast of Ennis.  An ab-
‘bey was founded hore at an early period,
which was consumed by fire, A, D. 1278.
1n 1402, Mac Cam ‘Dall’ Macnamara,
lord of Glancoiloan, orected the present
monastery, being a benutiful strong
building of black marble; his tomb is
still remaining. - This monastoery, with
all tho munors, advowsons, &ec. of
Daveunwall, Ichance, Downagour, and
.divers others, with the site of all tho
Jereditamonts thereof, was granted to
Sir Turlough O'Brien, of Tnnishdyman
-(Innistymon)in fee, Docember 14, 1583,
The monastery was repaired in 1604.
Bishop Pococlke thus deseribes its pro-
-sont stato: ¢ Quin is one of the finost
-and most entire monasteries that I have
seen in Ireland; it is situated on a fine
stream, with an ascent of several stops
10 the chureh i at. the entrance one is
eurprised with the view of the high al-
tar entire, and of an altar on cach side
-of the arch of the chancel. To the south
‘ig a ehapel, with three or four altars in’
it, and & very gothic figure in relief of
some saint; on the north side of the
c«chancel is & fine monument of the family

QUIN ABBEY.

of the Macnamaras of Rauee, erected by
tho founder; on a stone by the high al-
tar the name of Kennedye appears in

large letters; in the middle, between:

the body and the chancel, is a fine tower
built on the gablo ends. The cloister
i3 in tho usual form, with couplets of pil-
lars, but it is particular- in having but-
tresses round it by way of ornament;
there are apartments on threesides of it,
the refectory, the dormitory, and an-

other grand room to the north of the

chancel, with a vaulled rdom under
them all; to the north of the large
room is a closet, which leads through a
private way to a very strong round
tower, the walls of which are near ton
feot thick. In the front of the monastery
is & building, which seems to have beon
an apartment for strangers, and to the
south-west are two other buildings." - -

The south end, built by one of the
family of Macnamara, is much superior
in neatness of workmanship to the ad-
joining parts. . Thore are the remains
of & curious representation of a crucifix-
ion in stucco on the wall near the high

altar, that have escaped, I believe, the

obscrvation of all travellers.—Dublin
- Penny Journal.
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IX.
THE DELAWARES.
We passed the pleasant Orange® river,
Far in the wilderness 1o dwell,
And to our hunting grounds forever
Have bid a last and sad farewell,
The Whiteman’s system would enslave us,
His customs with us disagree,
J
So left the lands that Nature gave us
To mingle with the Cherokee.
(=]

Our fathers from the Great good Spirit
That region held as their domain,
He wished his children to inherit
Wood, mountain, waters, glen and plain,
To be the Mohicans’ for ages, -
From Rappahannoc’s boundary
To where Penobscot’s I current rages,
And Mississippi to the sea.

The Dutchmen first spoke fair and courteouns;
“ Friends ! bury deep the tomahawk,
We came such tract of land to purchase
As may be girt in three day’s walk,”
Three athletes strong and trained were
‘ chosen
Who moved and slept as do the hares,
A district vast was thus enclosen,
The choicest of the Delawares.§

Now tradesmen, flushed
passion,

And dealers in the fiery drink,

And colliers dressed in burgher fashion,
Own valleys of the Minisink.

Most lovely scenes were sold for trifles
Near Blue-ridge and the Water-gap,

For mirrors, beads and knives and rifles—
The birth-right of Lenni-Lenape.

with pride and

Though smooth the words by Yengeese
spoken,

Our brayes dug up the hatchet—for
By cheating was the treaty broken,

They vowed revenge and went to war.
The Iroquois said—near our border—

¢ Lay down your arms— on us depend,”
But soon they joined the wild disorder

Amd proved a fierce, deceitful friend.

Thus while they called us—pagan—savage,
Our race was plundered by the Whites,
The red Mohawks would kill and ravage
And harass us for days and nights,
Our nation left the scenes of slaughter,
Broke off'in bands—of peace in"quest,
Supplanted by the mining squatter,’
To find asylum in the West.

* Ancient name of the Hudson.

t See U.S. Indian reports, 1877,

tIts name indicates that it runs amongst
rocks. : )

'§ This is the name given to the Mohicans
after Lord de la War had obtained iarge
They -belonged to
he nation’called Lenni-Lenape. 3

Some mixed with roving tribes of Shawnees,
Though once so famous and so great;
Some sought the prairies of the Pawnees,
To share their freedom and their fate.
We’ve since received Reserves assigned us,
An nndisputed right of chase,
For there his laws uo longer bind us,
We live as suits the Indian race.

Our Tortoise was, by full admission,
The Totem of the chiefs around,
All owned the sway—from old tradition,.

Of Mohican—n name renowneid.
No more Potomace’s hrown savanna
Shall moeassin or paddle seek,
Nor waters of the Susquehanna,
Nor sunny waves of Chesapeake.

The Paleface yet disease is bringing,
Aud liquor that the heart depraves
To those near council-lodge still clinging,.
And loath to leave their fathers’ graves;:
The Pequods are exterminated—
The doom the Narragansett shares,
Had they not gone far-west—awaited
The remnant of the Delawares:-

LITERARY MISCELLANY.

CarpiNar MEezzoranri—Joseph Cas-
par Mezzofanti, linguist, philologist, and
Cardinal priest, was born ‘in Bologna,
Tialy, September 17, 1774, His pavents
being in humble life, his  early educa-
tion being mainly dué to the diserimin-
ating charity of'some local ecclesiastics,
by whose influence he was successively
placed in ono of the Schuole Pie, and
the Archiepiscopal Seminary of Bologna,
in'the latter of which he took his degree
in philosophy at fifteen, and, upon the
completion-of his studies in theology,
canon and civil law, received ordination
eight yoars later.  Mennwhile, he had
not only acquired a thorough know-
ledge of Latin, Greek and Iebrew, but
of several living languages of Burope
and of the East. - Appointed -Professor
of Arabic in the University of Bologna
in 1797, he was deprived of his chair
the following year for refusing to take
the oath prezeribed by the revolutionary
authoritics; but he  was restored in
1803, hecoming also assistant-librarvian
to the JInstitute, and subscquontly Pro- -
fessor of Oriental languages, only to be
again unjustly dealt with by the aboli-
tion of the latter office. - ‘

Thus reduced to comparative poverty,
he devoted all the leisure time that
conld be spared from the dutios of his
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sacred office fo linguistical studies and
to private tuitions until the liberation
of Pius VII; when he once more reo-
sumed his professorship. Somo years
proviously he had refused a press-
ing invitation of Napoleon's govern-
ment to reside in Paris; so he now
respectfuliy declined the important post
of Secrotary of the Propaginda, offered
him by the Sovereign Pontifl. Thus
clinging to his obscure home, he bocame
head librarian in 1815, a membor of the
Collegio dic Consultori 1824 and in 1831,
upon his first appearance in Rome as a
delegate from his native City, ho was
induced by the new Pope. Gregory
XV, who renewed the offers of Pius
VIIL., to take up his residence in the
Ktornal City. On his arrival he was
named domestic prolate, protonotary
apostolic, Canon of the Church of Santa
Marin Magiore, and in May 1833, was
appointed successor to Mgr. Mai, as
Primo Custode of the Vatican, a Canon
of St. Poter’s, and to several other
offices of minor responsibility. On
February 12, 1838, tiec was created Car-
dinal priest, prefect of seven congrega-
gations, president of the Hospital of San
Salvador, and entrusted with the charge
of sevoral other charitable institutions,
to the care of which, the performance of
his special duties as Cardinal, the in-
struction of the students of the Propa-
ganda College, the training of mission-
aries, ~and the spiritual = comfort  of
forcignors, he devoted the remaining
yoars of his life, which, to the regret of
all Christendom, closed ‘on the 15th of
March, 1849.

Mezzofanti, though a profound ge-
neral scholar, left no work behind him
of any importance. Me was ossentinlly
4 teacher of men,.and his pupils were
from every clime and . nation. His
knowledge of languages was little short
of miraculous, and would be justly con-
sidered incredible were it not attested by
hundreds of witnesses. - One of his bio-
graphers, Dr. Russel, of Maynooth Col-
lege, Iroland, thus classifies” it: Langu-
ages spoken with. “ rare ‘excelience,”
30; “spoken fluently,” 9; “less par-
fectly,” 11; ' imperfectly,” 8; ¢ stud-
ied from  books,” 14-—total, 72; *dia-
lects . spoken. or their peculiaritios:
understood;” 36. - Yot notwithstanding
-the: yast amountof " time which this

rarely-gifted man must have spent in
the acquisition "of such a prodigious
number of tonguos, the mulliplicity of
his duties as professor, librarian;, ex-
aminer of books and MSS,, confessor to
foreigners, etc., he found ample oppor-
tunity to perform numberless works of
quict charity, and during the fifty-two
years of hig priesthood he never for a
single day neglected the celebration of
the Holy Sacrifice. 1is death was as
edifying as his life had been pure and
exalted. : o
Userun KNowLEDGE.—In addition to
education, a girl nceds practical know-
ledge of*every-day duties. The pressing
want of suffering masculine humanity
is skilled feminine labourin the house-
hold. The vital deficiency in existing
systems of female education is their
omission of the practical. As a rule,
young girls are taught the branches of
study which they will never have oc-
casion to utilize.  Almost every girl is
tanght 1o play the piano pretty badly,
and not one. girl in a hundred ever
touches the-piano-after she.is. married,
Almost every young woman, and some of
the old ones who ought to-know better,
are being taught to daub dinner-plates
with impossible folinge and distorted
storks, who don’t know how to cook the
dinner that is to be put on them. Thous-
ands of girls whose déstiny it is to be
wives and mothers are utterly ignorant
of the duties necessary for such a state.
They suddenly find themselves transfer-
red to a position where they'have every-
thing to learn, and loo old to learn it,
and usnally the burden. is so overwhelm-
ing, that they give it np in despair, and
let everything go by the run. In such

households the servants, sconer or later, -

do the real managing; and the waste,
and .’ extravagance, and the slip shod
style of managing thoe house soon.lead
to unpleasant bickering between hus-
band and wife, and tho sweot bells of
matrimony before long are all jangled:
and out of time. = All this - might have
been prevented if the lady of the house
had known just what her duties were,
and how to-do them, .
RemarxaBLE  DREAM oF CHARLES
Dickens.—The writings of  Dickens
give no evidence that he had even.the
ordinary appreciation of Catholicity ; he

avas particularly deficient in what may .
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be called Catholic instinets. Our most
beautiful and improessive ceremonies
were meaningless and unattractive to
him, and he possessed scant knowledge
of Catholic doctrines. Ounly once that
we know of were his prejudices shalen,
and an etfect produced upon his mind.
When, in Genoa, he had a remarkable
dream, of which some solemn waking
thought must have been the forerunner.
He sleptin a room which had once been
a chapel. and in which an old altar still
remained. Just above where it stood
there was a mark where the altar piece
had hung.  He had been awake nearly
all the night, listening to the ‘convent
bells, “In some indistinet place,” he
wrote, “which was quite sublime to its
indistinctness, I was visited by a spirit.
I could not malse out its face; it bore no
resemblance to any one I have ever
known, except in stature.,”  The spirit
appeared in a blne drapery, and seemed
to be his sister Mary. “¢But answer
mo one other question,’ I aaid, in an
agony of entreaty lest it should leave
me. © What is the true religion?  As
it paused & moment without' replying,
I said, * Good God I'—in such an agony
of haste lest it should go way—* you
think, as I do, that the form of religion
does not greatly matter, if we try to'do
good 7 or, I said, observing that it still
hesitated and was moved with the great-
est compassion for me, ¢ perhups the
Roman Catholic ig the best? perhaps it
makes one think' of God oftener, and
believe in Him more steadily ?’

“¢For you,' said the spirit, full of such
heavenly tenderness for me that I felt as
if my heart- would brenk, ¢ for you it is
the best "

“Then I awoke, with tears running
down my face, and myself in exactly the
condition of ‘the dream, It was just
dawn.” .

The story is as sad -in some Sense s
it'is beautiful. '

Tue  Moon's Force.—After getting
somewhat accustomed to the greatness
and strength of a bar of solid steel - 164
feet square, iraagine one which is one
mile square—>5,280 feet ' wide and as
many thick.. If it lay on the ground
near the Calskill - Mountains, its upper
surface . would overtop their highest
summit by more than' 1,000 feot. It
would be equal to 102,400 such monster

bars as the last. Tts lifting power would
be nearly 240,869,000,000 tons.. The
mind is utterly unablo to grasp such
figures.. The whole globe contains 1,-
200,000,000 inhabitants. If' ench man,
woman and child could pull with a force
of 100 pounds—a large estimate—to
move such & weight would require the
united eftorts of two thousund such
worlds s this, As I shall have frequent
occasion tospeak of the load which such
a bar could sustain, 1 shall, for conven- |
ience, call it in round numbers 240,000,-
000,000 tons, neglecting the other
figures, because the number is so0 incon-
ceivably great that taking fromit a bil-
lion or so of tons will alter the result
less than one-half of one per centum.
This bar is to be the unit of measure
which ['shall for the present employ.
1fahalf-dozen persons were askod how
large the moon appears, they would
give us many difterent replies: “ The
size of a cart-wheel;” “ Twelve inches
across;” “The size of u dining-plate;”
“As big as a man's head,” ete.  Pro-
bably no one would mention . a smalléer
measure, yet & cherry held at arm's
length much more than covers its disc.
It is difficult to believe that so small a
body exerts any considerable influence
on the earth, which seems so immense-
ly-larger. * It is-casy ‘enough to. admit
that the earth holds the moon in its or-
bit, but that to do this, to bend its
course into & nearly circular orbit, re-
quires any great outlay of foree, il is not
so clear.  Our credulity would be taxed
wore we asked to believe that the moon
in.its cfforts to move in a-straight line
would break away, although held by a
bar of steel one foot square, for that
means a force able to lift. mearly 9,000
tons. “An astronomer would grant it,
making first a mental calculation to reo
if ‘he wore justified in doing so; but
oven: he would hesitate, and - perhaps
would deny that it was possible the
moon could pull asunder one of those
great unit bars one mile square, and
equal to more than 27,000,000 bars each
one foot square. . :
 But we would have no hesitation in
saying, ““Impossible I"'if told that rath-
er than change its course from a straight
line to its present curve, our willfullittle
sutellite would snap like pack-thread not

one, nor ‘two, nor three of those unit-
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bars, but the united strength of 10,000
—or in other words, one gigantic bar
whose section is 100 miles square. Yet
moero than eight such bars, or, more pre-
-cigely, 87,500 unit barg, would but bare-
ly deflect- the moon into its present
path.—Lopular Science Monthly.

MR. BLAKE ON EDUCATION.

i Bducation question is * hooming
in every city, and town, and hamlet,
and along every concession line in the
province of Ontario. The newspapers
are full of it; everybody scems to have
taken o hand in, and almost cverybody
to have gone crazy over it. . One day a
Teachers’ Convention blows the horn;
.another, some Inspeclor local or gencr-
al, on his oflicial visit; next, the loud
timbrel is sounded at the formal opening
-of o Provineial Mode! School, or the in-
auguration of a new wing o some Col-
lege building ; and ggain, to mark the
approbation or dissent of free and in-
dependent tax-payers at -the appoint-
ment of a Classical Master, or a janitor
in tho Toronto University. - All these
-operations, celebrations, demonstrations,
acclamations, and protestations, show—
that is, are intended to show—how high
-education is flying in this community,
—higher than a kite, I fancy, My next
neighbor, who is" a superannuated dom-
inie, and a very blunt old gentloman,
says the system that malkes such a noise
-8 a damn frawd, and T am half inclined
to agree with him, always using the
word damn as it is used by-the abbé Me.-
Master ' (whom it is a damn shame not
'to preconize in partibus infidelium), in
the sense .of dead loss, meaning no of-
fence to Mr. Crooks, or any other. Chris-
tian statesman at present in offico. I
‘have been through the mill myself,
:know _how it works, Thore is any
amount of “cram ' and: “shoddy” in
the Public Schools; ¢ shoddy” and
“oram,” . with a little “tone” in tho
High Schools; and ditto, with moro
~tono” and lots of ¢ haw! haw!" in
the University. 1 will not assert that
-there are no good poiats; only this, it
would: require. a search-warrant to dis-
-cover them among so many glaring de-
fects. - Do you say, this is an oxaggera-
stion? Then, I pray you, examino for

‘me

and

yourself.  Don't judge by appearances,
Be not doceived by monamental edifices,
hoaps of apparatus, and other extonsive
and imposing appurtenuances; nor by
the grade of the teachers' diploma, and
the ¢ get-up * of examination papers. If
you have a boy at one of those schools,
—( young man at the TUniversity
would strike)—put to him a few ques-
tions outside. tho routine, on which he
has not been drilled—things that he
ought to know, in any of the funda-
mental, on necossary branches. Sound
him to the bottom, and see what is the
depth of the knowledge he has acquired.
The tost will repuy you, even should it
rub oft somo of your paternal conceit.

But Uhave not taken pen in hand for
the purpose of writing down the public
school system of Ontario. - Far from
such w mefarious  and unpatrio-
tic design. It is merely Mr. Blake that
[ propose to discuss—Mr. Blake on Edu-
cation. = This gentleman on the N. P.,
Compulsory votipg, the Consolidation
of the Empire, or any other gritty sub-
ject, would be entiroly. ¢ out-of-order'..
in'these pages, which are strictly non-
political. -Bdueation, however, is & broad
question, and I am sure Mr. Blake's
views thorcon will reeeive your right
hearty weleomo, ifnot your entire appro-
bation. : ‘

Mr. Blako is Chancellor of the Uni-
versity of Toronto, a much pampered
state institulion, as every tax-payer
feols. As Chancollor ho was present at
the oponing oxorcises of Queen’st Uni-
versity,  Kingston, an  institution be-
longing to the Prosbyterian body.
Those excrcisos took place on October
14th, in connection with the dedication
of a splondid now building, erocted at.a
cost of about $50,000, ¢ the grand gift,”
said Principal Grans, “of the citizens of
Kingston, who, without  distinction of
class or creed, had just presented it
through their mayor.”

Woll done! old lime-stono city ! The
sumy, it is true, is only s moderate for-
tune, but look at the spirit that prompt-
od the gift. - That ought to make some
people I know blush for shame,—peoplo
who are eternally grumbling about the
inefficioncy, fincied or real, of our Cath
olic schools, and never think of subserib-

ing a cent to:improve them ;—peoplo

who—God forgive me, if I wrong them
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—if asked for a voluntary subscription
for that purpose, would form themselves
into an indignation meeting, and growl
for a month of Sundays. And in gener-
al, what have we Catholics done for edu-
cation, as compared with our fellow-
citizens of other denominations? What
encouragement and support have wo
given to the founders and directors of
Catholic Colleges ? Whove aro the build-
ings that we have assisted to erect?
What chairs have we endowed, and
what bursaries have we founded?
Well, it is mever too late to mend. If
only the example of Kingston stimulate
Cathalics of other places—uwith other de-
nowminations, if they will, without them,
if they won’t—to a united and genecrous
effort in aid of some deserving and stiug
gling institution, that one spirited act
will redeem much of the indifferenco

‘and ingratitade of the past.

Bat, to return to Mr. Blake. AsI
havesaid, he represented the University
of Toronto at the @nnual meeting of
Convocation of Queen’s,  Bridently, he
was considered the most prominent per-
sonage preseut, and Principal Grant,
introducing him, declared, amidst
cheers, ““We arve all proud of Toronto
University, and I am sure we are all
proud of Edward Blake.” Now, one
may be proud of the University, and
not at all of Edward Blake, or vice-versa,
I go in with the vice-versa ticket. So
does my friend already quoted, and a
great many others. We are proud of
Mr, Blake, and justly so, because he is

“an able man, an honest man, and a lead-

ing man,'tho%_rh given to dreaming be-
times.  But Mr, Blake is mot the Uni-
versity of Toronte, and owes nothing to
the University, except, maybe, his un-
fortunate habit of dreaming, and so,
while we lift our hats high to Mr. Blake,
we hold, all the same, to the opinion
that the University is not worth its
¢ porridge:” ‘

Mr. Blake's address on this occasion
was, as his public utterances generally
are, carefully prepared; and introduced
almost all the prominent points on the
Education guestion as it is “understood
in Ontario. I do not propose to follow
him over all the ground, and shall ask
your attention to three pointsonly.

* Pirst, Jet us consider what. he has to

say on'the non-sectarian, as opposed to

the denominational system :—“Tho re-
sults of tho studenis receiving their
seenlar training in University Colloge
had been excellent.  The results of the
intermingling of men of different de-
nomingtions, of difterent ranks, and
from’ different localities must be excel-
lent. He was ono of those who believed
that young men would not become
worse Christiang, or less devoted to the
advancement of those Christian com-
munitics to which they belonged, by in-
termingling with men of ali the other
denominations, but that they would
rather learn, by mingling with those
who did not hold precisely eye to oye
with them in forms of Church govern-
ment, and in some particulars of doc-
trine,-to value them, and credit them
with the good that was in them., Ile
believed that that great cause with re-
ference to which there had been some
discussion lately across the water, the
cauge of the unity of Christendom, was
more likely to be promoted by that
aystem than by a system in which the
exclusive training of youth was left to
each denomination for itself.” So, M.
Blake thinks that the unity of Christen-
dom is going to.be brought about by
non-sectarian, or godless education,—
which means, that if every denomina-
tion will only abandon all tenets objoc-
tionable to every other denomination,
we shall have—nothing! and. call it
wnity ! Justlike Mr. War Correspond-
ent Forbes' plan for settling the Irigh
difficulty, — clear out the peoplo l—
create a solitude, :and call it peace !
Now, Mr. Blake ought to know better,
and probably if he had not gone through
University College, he would know bot-
ter.  If ever Ireland finds peace, it will
be on the basis of justice, and, as the
Hen. Zach. Monigomery has so -aptly
replied to the promoters of a scheme,
similar to Mr. Blake’s, for the same laud-
able purpose: “ When the whole Chris-
tian world finds union, it will find truth
ag its basis; for upon no other founda-
tion can-such a union possibly stand.
And whenever the long-hoped. forday
shall dawn upon a re-united Christon-
dom;, there ean be, in the very nitureot
thingg,-but one Christian Church, and
whether that Church will be yours, or
mine,- or- another, will: depend ' on:the
question whether your’s, or mine, or an-
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other is the true Church.” Yes, the
only practical way to arrive at unity in
religion is to find truth, and it is not to
be found under a godless systom of edu-
eation. There infidelity, the adopted
child of toleration, finds a nursery, is
petted, and fondled, and {ad by a sham
seience, waxes strong, and soon grows
boyond control. It cannot be that Mr.
Blake has not noticed tho alarming
spread of- free-thought of late years in
his native provinee; und ean it be that
he—un Christian  statesman {—hag not
asked himself, why {s this thus? [ fear
that ho has given more serious thought
to discover the surest and quickest way
o lead his party back to power, than
he has to the union of Christendom, and
henee his mstaken belief' that  this
grand cause is more likely to be pro-
moted by 2 non-sectarinn system, than
by a system in which tho exclusive
training of youth isleft to each denom-
ination for itself. There are a few Cuth-
olics, so. called, who believe the' same
thing., It is about all. the faith they
dave, poor fellows, and, if they had been
put through a good course of Butler's
Latechism, they wouldn’t be so stupid.
Mr. Blake is more happy in his out-
spolen commendation of the domocratic
spirit pervading the University Col-
loges of Scotland and the United Statoes,
and which would be considered “low ”
in our state establishment, where the
scions.  of - upper-tendom, ‘the young
“ bloods ' of the country, are educated
at the public expense, like paupers.
“In Glasgow University,” he says, “in
the humaunity classes laust year there
wore over 600 students. - Of those 600
-only ‘200 were so circumstanced that
they. were not obliged to.carn money
by their own eoxortions during their
-College carcer.. Of the 400 who had
thus to support themselves, 240 were
working, not merely during the long
vacation, but during: the College term.
Whence did they spring, and by what
means did  they support themselves?
" They wero- derived from a’ great num-
ber of occupations. There weroe clorks,
writers, teachers, joiners, miners, tail-
-org, engineers, ship-builders, and toll
gute keopors. Ile hold thatno cireum-
slance could be stated more to the eredit
of that country than the circumstance
ho had just narrated.”  Then, speaking

of tho United States:, *“The number
of students at theso Universilies was
large, and some of the students, during
the summer senson, did not esteem it a
degradation to earn their livelihood, as
wuaiters ab  sea-sido hotels.”  Should
this passage reach the young man who
—to pleaso older heads, but not less
vain—has tried to run down an old and
respectod College, us immoral and de-
moralizing, because some of its students,
during the summer scason, did not
esteem it a degradation to earn their
livelihood as waiters at sca-side hotels,
it ought to open his eyes, to see himself
as others see him—frisking in the
hiurmless coneeit of puppy-bood.

In the third place, Mr. Blake essays
to meet those who object to paying for
a higher education for other people’s
sons, and his attempt is a very poor one
indeed. Here it is:—* Ie quite agreed
with those grumblers that those who
wanted a higher education should pay
for it, and upon that principle the pre-
sent system should. be continued, as all
wanted it and all therefore should pay
for it. If a man did not actually want
the education himself, he wanted the
results of it.  Ministers, lawyers, teach- -
ers, doctors, wero all necessary, and, as
it was necessary that they should. be
trained, it was nccessary that there
should be a system of higher education
under which the youth of the country
could bo prepared for' the University.
By cutting off the support of these
higher schools, they would  close - the
path of learning against those who
were not born wealthy, and thus forin
an avistocracy of wealth in this coun-
try.””  But, Mr, Blake, if I callin the
doctor, or consult the lawyer—which
may heaven forfond!—I shall have to
fec him, just as if I had not been taxed
for his highor education. - So, if I *sit
under ” the minister, and sleep outb his
sermon, I shall'be expected to contri-
bute to the making up of his salary, and
the presentation of a tea-sorvice to his
anmiable wifo. - Ttis all véry well to talk
about the danger of forming an aristo-
cracy of wealth, but, if my pocket is to -
be bled; all the same, by an aristoeracy, .
of brains, more or'less material, which
I have mysolf assisted to build up, I
can't seo  where the dangor -comes in.:
1t is generslly understood, however,

[}
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that the law, unjust as it is in principle,
cannot be altogether repealed. But it
can be amended, and Mr. Blake, if a
genuine Reformer; will undertake to do
it. The amendment most required is
one to exempt from High School taxa-
tion, Catholies who reside in municipali-
ties where Separate Schools are by law
established. Being Separate School sup-
porters, they cannot be taxed for the
maintenance of the Public Schools.
Their rights are respected so far, and
no farther. High School rates are ex-
acted from them, although the IHigh
School is not at all in harmony with the
Separate Schools.  Why tolerate this in
justice any longer ? Let the rates con-
tinue to be levied on Catholies, if you
will, but apply. them to the Separate
Schools, for their improvement accord-
ing to their requirements. 1 hope to
see Separate Schools Boards move in
this matter, agitate for an amendment
to the law, and raise an unmistakable

~*hum,” before the next session of the

‘Legislature.

The University of Toronto is also go-
ing to ask the Legislature for something.
—*To confer upon the Minister of Edu-
cation, power to declare such of .the
University examinations as the Lieuten-
ant Governor in Council shall by pro-
clamation indicate to be sufficient quali-
fication for Teachers in the Public
Schools of the Province, and for posi-
tion in the Civil Service of Ontario, un-
der the Act relating to the Civil Ser-
vice.”  Mr. Blake, as Chancellor, will

~use all his influence, which has no

[N

small weight, 10 obtain legislation in
accordance with the prayer of the Uni-
versity. All right! But it must be
extended to such Catholic Colleges in
the Province as are recognized Uni-
versities, so that certain of their exami-
nations also shall ‘be declared to he
sufficient qualification for Teachers in
the Separate.Schools, and for position
in the Civil Service. Only. those who
are actively engaged in the work of
Catholic edueation .can understand the
great importance of the proposed legis-
lation, and it is to be hoped they will
not forfeit the opportunity, now offered
for the first time, for obtaining it.

_ That will do for the .present, Mr.
Blake. . You may now retire. [ cannot

as yet 58y what is the gencral ‘effect of

f

your address, but, speaking for one, I
assure you it swells with pleasant emo-
tions the manly brenst of

MARK SWEENY.

(e publish the following at the reguest of a Friend.).

LINES TO THE MEMORY

OF THE LATERIGHT REY.

DOCTOR DOYLE.

— 0 Q—

The Cedar’s full’n!—for mourning now pre-
pare! ..

He’s gone!—the patriot Prelate of Kildare.

The’ ahortl his couree, the lights he left be-
hind,

Proclaim th’ effulgence of his mighty mind.

The Church’s ornament—his Country’s pride,.

The moving Pilla=, sent to be our guide.

In hin the true philanthropist we trace,

His fold, the globe—his flock, the human
race,

Frugal, yet hospitable—dignified, yet mild,.

Refin’d his wit—yet playful asa child.

Profound humility gave all access,

His door and purse were open to distress.

A very Pelican—the poor- to feed,

They reap’d no harvest—tho’ lLie sew’d the
SEED.®

@ Oxe LurekLess clotp between two Planets

‘came,

Obscur’d the while ;—but cool’d not friend-
ship’s tlame; .

Euach kept its course—to its own orbit true,

The brig‘ltcr’s set!—but shines in mem’ry’s
view.)

He saw the locusts, eat the growing crops,

With Sampson’s strength, he shook the
massy props ~ i .

Of Mammon’s temple — tottering now it
stands,

1Us final fall igleft to other hands.

Meek—but when rous’d—lie rose in' con-
gcious might, _

Astonished Churchmen wither’d in his sight.

His Eagle-genius pierc’d the latent. thought,.

Dissgolv’d their captious questions into
nought.

Nor store of gold, nor palaces had he;

Norfound at Court, nor at the Grand Levee.

Incessant study, preaching, mental wil,

Sap’d the weak fabric of the Saintly Dorug,.

Renown’d Braganza—long shall history tell.

Thy master’s name—the powerful.J. K. L.

Car]d(v, June 16, 1834. R.I.***S..

", ® Poor Laws,
1 The difference between ‘Dr. Doyle and O'Connell..
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MRS. M'WILLIAMS AND TIIE
LIGHTNING.

BY MARK TWAIN.

u Well, sir'—continued Mr. McWil-
linms, for this was not the beginning of
his talk—*the fear of lightning is one
of the most distressing infirmities a
human being can be inflicted with, It
is mostly confined to women ; but now’
and then you will find it in a little dog,
and sometimes in o man. It is a parti-
cularly distressing infirmity, for tho
renson it talkes the sand out of a person
to an oxtent which no other fear can,
and it can’t bo roasoned with, and
noither can it be shamed out of a per-
son. A woman who could fuce the vory
devil himself—or a mousec—loses her
grip and goos all lo pieces in front of a
flash of lightning.  Her fright is some-
thing pitiful to sce.

“ Well, as1 was telling you. Iwoke
up with that smothered and unlocatable
ery of ¢ Mortimer! Mortimer ! wailing

in my cavs,and assoon as Lconld gather

‘my faculties together I reached over in
the dark and then said :

“ Ivangeline, is that you calling?
What is the matter ? Where are you?”

“Shut up in the boot-closet. You
ought to be ashamed to ‘lie there and
sleop so, and such an awful storm going
on.”

“Why how can one be ashamed when
he is asleep ? It is unreasonable; a man
can't be ashamed when he is asleep,
Bvangeline.”

“Younever trry, Mortimer—you know
very well you never try.”

I caught the sound of muflled sobs.

That sound smote dead the -sharp
speech that wason my lips, and I chang-
ed it to—“1'm sorry dear—I'm truly
sorry, L never meant to act so. Come
hack and—"

“ Mortimor {" :

“Heavens! what is the matter, my
love 7" ‘

“ Do you mean {o say you arc in that
bed yet. ?” ‘ R

“Why of course.” .

“Come out of that inslantly. T
shculd think you would take somo little
care of your life, for my sake and the
children’s if yon will not for your own.”

# But my love—"

“ Don't talk to me, Mortimer, You
know there is no place so dangerous as
a bed, in such a thunder-storm as this—
all the books say that; and there you
would lie and deliberatoly throw away
your life—for goodness knows what, un-
oss for tho suke of arguing, and—"

 But confound it, Kvangeline, I'm
not in the bed, now. I'm—"

[Sentence interrupted by s sudden
glare of lightning, followed by a terri-
fied little scream from Mrs. McWilliams
and a tremondous blast of thunder.]

“There!  You sece the result. Oh,
Mortimer, how can you be so profligato
a8 to swear at such a time as this!”

“1 didn't swear. ~ And that wasn't a
result of it anyhow. It would have
come just the same,.if I hadn’t said a
word ; and you know very well, Evan-
goline—at least you ought to know—
that when the atmosphere is charged
with electricity —" :

“Oh, yes, now argue it, and argue it,
and argue it! I dou’t seo how you can
act .80, ;when.you know there is no

Hightning-rod on the place, and your

poor wife and children are absolutely at
the mercy of Providence. What aro .
you doing? Lighting a match at such
a time as this!. Are you stark mad ?"

“ Hang it, woman,where’s the harm ?
The place is as dark as™ the inside of an
infidel, and—"

¢ Pat it ont! put it ont instantly!
Are you determined to sucrifice usall?
You know there is nothing  attracts
lightning like a light. [Fat{—crash{—
boom~-boloom—boom — boom !} Oh,
Jjust-hear it! Now you seec what you've
done!” ‘

“ No; I don't seec what T've done. . A
match may attract lightning, for all-I
know, but 1t don't ¢ ause lightning—T'll
go odds on that,  And it didn’t attract
it worth a cent this time; for if that
shot was levelled at  my match, it was
blessed poor marksmanship—about an
averago of nono out of a possible mil- -
lion, Tshould say. Why, at Doliymount;
such marksmanship as that—"

“For shame, Mortimer! - Hore .we
are standing in the very presence. of
Death, and yet in s0 solemn. a moment
you are capiblo of using such language -
as that. If you. have no desire to—
Mortimer ! ‘

L Well 27
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“Did you say your prayers to-night ?”

¢ I—I—menant to, but I got to trying
to cipher out how much fwelve times
thirteen is, and—"

Fzt—boom-—beroom — boom{ bum-

ble—umblo—bang sxasmu!]

«QOh, we are lost beyond all help!
How counld younegleet such a thing at
such a time as this ?”

“ But it wasn’t such a time as this.”
There wasn't a cloud in the sky,  How
could I know there was going to be all
this rurapus and pow-wow about a little
sliplike that?  And 1. don’t think it's
+ Just fair for you to muke so much out of

itanyway, seeing it h.\ppons 50 seldom;;
I haven’t missed before since 1 blourrht
on that car thqml\e fowr yeurs i \‘rro

“Mortimer! How you talk)
you forgotten the yellow fever ?”

“ My de'u you are ubways throwing
up this )el(ow fever to me, and T think
it is pertectly unreasonable. You can't
even send a telegraph message as far as
Memphis withont relays, so  how is-a

‘little- devotional -slip of ‘mine going to
carry so far. - I'll stand the emthqm\l\c
because it was.in the neighborhood ; but
T'll be hanged it T'm gonw to be res
ponsible forr every blamed—"

[ Fzt —pooy—beroom—boom | boom
—BANG!]

“QOh, dear, dear, dear! I know it
struck something, Mortimer. We never
shall see the light of another day; and
if it will do you any good to remember,
when we are gone, that your dreadful
ldngu'xge-—Mox timer "

Well! What now ?”

“ Your voice sounds ag if—3Mortimer!

"Are you actually standing in front of
that open fire-place ?”

“That is the very crime [ am com-
mitting.”

¢ Get away from it this moment. You
do scemed determined. to bring destruc-
tion on us all.. Don't you know that
there is no better conductor for lightning
than an:open chimney? "\Tow where
have you got to?”

7« T'm heve by the window."”

“ Oh, for pity’s sake, have you lost
your mind?~ Clear out from there this
moment. - The very children in arms
know it is fatal io stand near a window
in a thunder-storns. ~ Dear, dear, T know
I will never see the light of another
day.  Mortimer I ,

Tave

Tt Yes P

“What i is let xuatlmg ”

“Tt's mo.'

“What are you doing ?"

“Trying to find the 1 upper end of my
pantaloons.”

“Quick! throw them things away! [
do believe you would dohbu‘atel) put
on those clothes at such a time ag thig;
yet you know woolen stuffs attract
lightning. Oh, dear dear it isn’t sufli-
cient that one's life must be in peril
from- natural causes, bul you must do
everything you can possibly think of
to augmont tho danger. Oh, don’t
sing | What can you bo | thinking of "

“Now where's the harm in it ?”

“Mortimer, if T have told you onece, [
have told you a hundred times, that
singing causes vibration in the atmos-
phcu, Srhich interrupts the flow of the
electric fluid, and— What on eurth are
you opening that door for 2"

“ Goodness gracious, woman  is thezc
any harm in that.”

“Harm ! There's ‘death in it. Any-
body that has given this subject any at-
tention knows that to create a draught
is to invite the lightning. You haven't
half shut i, shut it l'ig}n—-und do hurry,
or we are. all destroyed. Oh, it is an
awful thing to be shut up with a lunatic
at such a time as this. Montlmer whub
are you doing ?"

“Nothing. - Just turnmfr on . the
water, This room is smothenng hot
and close, I want to bathe my face and
haunds.”

“You have certainiy parted with the
remnant of your mind | Where light-
ning strikes any other substance once,
it strikea water fifty times: Do turn it
oft. Ohdear. I am sure that nothing
in- this world ean save us. It doos
seem to me that-—Mm timer, what was
that

“It was a d‘x——nt was 4 pxctuxe

1. knocked it down.
"~ #Then you avre closc to the wall 7 I
never heard of such imprudence t" Don’t
you know that there's no better . con-
ductor for lightning than a wall?. Come
away from there. And you came ag
near as anything to sweating, too. Oh,
how can you be so” desperately wicked,
and your family in such a peril? Morti-
mer, did you order a feather hed, ag I'
asked you'to do?”
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“ No. Yorgot it.” :

“ Forgolit! It may cost you your life.
If you had a feather bed, now, and could
spread it in the middle of the room and
lie on it, you would be perfectly safe.
Oome in here—come quick, bofore you
have n chance to commit any more
frantic indiseretions,”

I tried but the little closet could not
hold us both with the door shut, unless
wo could be content to smother. I
gusped awhile, then foreed my way out.
My wifo called out—

 Mortimor, something must be dono
for your preservation. Give me that
German book that is on the end of vhe
mantlopicce and a candle; but don't
light it; give me-a match; I will light
'iLL’i’" here. That has some directions in
1L,

L got the book—at the cost of a vase
and'some other brittle things; and the
madam shut herse!f with her eandle. [
had & moment's -peace then she called
ONt—— )

“ Mortimeor, what was that 7.

* Nothing but the cat.”
~ “The cat! Oh, destruction! Catch
her, and shuther up in the wash-stand,
Do be quick, do; cats are full of electri-
city. 1 just know my hair will turn
white with this night's awful perils.”
_Lheard the muflled sobbings again.
But for that'I shonld not have moved
hand or foot in such a wild enterprise
in the dark.

However, I went at my task—over
chairs and against all sorts of obstruct-
ions, all of them hard oncs, too, and
most of them with sharp edges—and at
last 1 got 'kiity cooped up in the com-
mode, at an- expense of over four hund-
red dollars, in broken furniture and-
shing, Thon these mutlled words came
from the closet : '

¥ It suys the safest thing is to stand on
& chair in the middie of the room, Mor-
Llimer, and the legs -of the chair must be
ingulated with non-conductors.” That is,
you mustset the legs of the chawr in
glass tumblers. [;Fz(; {—boom -—bang
—smash ) ~ Oh, hear that. Do hurry,
Mortimor, before you are struck.”

I managed to find and secure tho
tumblers. - T got the last four—brolke
all the rest. [ insulnted the chair legs,
and called for furthoer-instruetions.

“ Mortimer, it says, ¢ Waehrend cines’

Gewit ters entforne man Mota'le, wie
zum- Bespiel, Ringe, Uhren, Schussel,
ele., von, sich un haite sich auch nicht
an solchen Stollen auf, wo viele Motalle
Lei einander liegon, oder mit andern
Karpern verbunded sind, wie an Herde,
Ocfen, Hisengtttorn und dorgleichen.'
What does that mean, Mortimer ? Does
it mean that you must keep metals
about you, or keep them away from
you?”! . :

“Well, I hardly know. It appears
to be a little mixed. Al German ad-
vice is more or less mixed. However,
[ think that the sentenco is. mostly in
the dative case, with a gentle genitive
and aceusitive sifted in, here and there,
for luck; so I reckon it means that you
must keep somo metals about you.”

“Yes, that must be it. It stands to
reason that it is.. They are in the na-
ture of lightning-rods, you know. Put
on your fireman's helmet, Mortimer;
that is- mostly metal.” . ,

T got it and put it on,—a very heavy
and clumsy and uncomfortable thing on
a hot night in‘a close room.  Fven my:
night-dress secmed Lo be more clothing
than I strictly needed. ‘

“ Mortimer, I think = your. middle
ought to be protected. Won't you
buckle on your militia sabre, please "

Tcomplied, ‘

“ Now, Mortimer, you ought to have
some way lo protect your feet, Do
please put on your spurg ?” - -
I did it—in silence—and kept my
temper as well as T could.

“ Mortimor, it says, ‘Das Gewitfer
luten st sher gefeehrlich, weil die
Glocke selbst sowiede durch das Lauten
veranlasste Luftzug und die Hahe des
Thurmes den Blits anzichen konnten.'
Mortimer does that mean that- it. is
dangerous not to ring the church bells
during a- thunder-storm ?”. ' .

“Yes, it scems to mean that—if that
is the past participle of the nominative
case singular, and [-reckon it s, Yes,
1 think it means that on account of the
height of the chureh towoer and the ab-
sonce of - the Luftaug it wonld be very
dangerous [sehr gefivchrlich] not to ring
the bell in-time of storms; and, more-
over,  don't you see, the very word-
ing—" .

% Nover mind that’ Mortimer; don’t

waste the precious time to talle, Got the:
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large dinner bell; it is right there in
the hall. Quick, Mortimer, dear; we
are almost safe.  Oh, dear, I do believe
we are going to be saved at last!”

Our little summer establishment
stands on top of a high range of hills,
overlooking a valley. Several farm.
bouses are in our neighborhood, the
nearest some three or four hundred
yards away. .

When I, mounted on the chair, had
been clanging that dreadful boell a mat-
ter of seven or eight minuates, our shut-
ters were suddenly torn open from with-
out, and a brilliant bull's-cye lantern was
thrust in at the window, followed by
a honrse inquiry: ‘

 What in the nation is the matter in
here?”

The window was full of men's heads,
and the hends were full of eyes thal
stared wildly at my night-dross and my
war-like accoutrements.

I dropped the bell, skipped down from
the chairin coifusion, and said:

“There is nothing the matter friends
—only a little discomfort on account of
the thunder-storm. I was trying to
keep off the lightning.”

Thunder-storm? . Lightning? : Why,
Mr. McWilliams, have you Jost your
mind ? It is a beautiful starlight night,
there has been no storm.”

1 looked out and I was so astonished
I cguld not speak for a while. Then I
said : ‘

“I do not understand this. We dis-
tinctly saw the glow of the flashes
through the curtains and shutters, and
heard the thunder.”

One " after another those people lay
down on Lhe ground to laugh, and two
of them died.  One of the sursivors re-
marked : o

- “Pity you didn’t think to open your
blinds and look over to the top of the
high hill yonder. ‘What you heard was
acannon; .what you saw was: the flash,
. You sce, the telegraph brought some
news just at mid-night; Hancocle’s nom-
Ination—and that’s what’s tho matter.”

Yes, Mr. Twain, as I -was saying in
the beginning [said Mr. McWilliams],
the rules for preserving people against
lightning are so excellent and so innu-
merable that the most incomprehensible
thing in the world to me is how anybody
ever managed to get struck. c

So saying, he gathered up his sachol
and umbrella and departed; for the
train had reached his town,

FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

‘1T IS BETTER TO BE BORN LUOKY
THAN Ricw.” (Prov.)

WxLL; masters mine, boliove meo,
Squiré Riches and Mistress Lucky wore
80 much in love, that you never saw the
one without tho other. The bucket fol-
lows the rope when the rope does not
follow the buckot. Squire Riches. fol-
lowed Mistress Lucky whon Mistress
Lucky did not follow Squire Richos un-
til people began to talk; then they got
married. A plague on all lovers, say I,
who ramble about at night drinking the
clements instead of sleeping quiotly in
their beds, Matrimony is meant for
them. Mother, what does matrimony
mean ? It means to spin, to wash
clothes and to weep, my daughtor! And
of a truth there is something more than
the cake and the ring.

Squire Riches was o fat pompous
pussey little fellow, with-a big head and.
little brains like a Canadian butternut.
Byery tub smells of the wine that is in
it.,. Squire Riches smelt of money.
Mistress Lueky was a great flirt and an
inveterate gad about.. However itis no
disgrace to have an old father and s
ragged shirt.  The two had not finished
the brides  cake before they fell out.
Mistress Lucky wanted to be master;
the Squire had always intended that
post tor himself. Kvery dead man to
his cemetry, sny T; and- every friar to
his cell. - As: both had a will of their
own they came to blows.. Soro heads
broughtsounder counsel.  As they woro
well matched with the black-thorn, they
determined to settle matters on an-out-
sider.

“Tushand mine!” said Mistréss Lucky
“do you sce yon poor miserable fellow
sitting in the lane with a short coverlet,
and a looso girdle? Let us try which
can make a man of him ; the one to suc-
ceed, to be best man for the rest of our
wedded life.”

“ Agreed ;" said the husband. “Who'
tries first ?” ‘

£ You;” said the wife; “as the abbob

sings 80 must the sacristan rospond.”
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They both set out for the lane,

“Good morrow ! my man,” said the
Squiro. ’

The man opened hisoyes likean owlin
the sunshine, but never a word.

“Youdon't know me,” said the Squire,

“ 1 don't,” suid the man,

“Tam Squire Riches; did you ever
soc anyone of my ilk before 7"

“ Nover since I was born,” said the
man.

“What! have you nothing in the
world 7" :

“Yes; plenty of bad luck, and six
childron us ragged as colts and with
throats like a mill hopper, and who
sleep like the Squires of Herman Duaza
six under one blanket; but as to proper-
ty we have only what the world gives
the blind-man's dog—more kicks than
half-pence. I'veheard my grandmother
gay heaven gives almonds to those who
have no teoth.”

“Why don't you workk? There is no
catching trout without wetting one's
trousors.” ‘ -

“Because I eannot get work. I can-
not set up a coach before 1 have bought
the whip.  Besides I am so unlucky
that everything T do turng out as crook-
ed as a ram’s horn. Lok you here, I
took a well to dig for a a farmer. Dollars
when we struck water ; not a cent before.
No song no supper.” _

“Right” said the Squire. There
are only two bad paymasters—those
who pay beforchand, and those who do
nol pay at all.  IMow did you get on?”

“We did not get on,  We got down-
wards. The more we dug, the deepor
we got, and the farther from water.
Rinally and lastly we found a cobler.”

“ A cobler I” exclaimed the Squire,
“What! acobler in the bowels of the
carth-¢” o

“Noj in his stall.”

“What!in the bowels of the carth ?”

“No; not in the bowels of the carth
—on the other side.”

*“What other side 7" .

“The other side of the world to be
sure. . We came out at the antipodes.”

“Young man! your ecase is a hard
one; Lam going to make your fortune,

- Here is a silver dollar,” )

The man opened his eyes wider than
a bull’s horns, ' He could not believe
his_senses; but he oft with him to the

balkor’s to buy bread for the young ones
for & good meal is warmer than a woolen:
coverlet. When he put his hand into-
his pockot for the dollar to pay the
baker, he found nothing there but the
hole through which it had slipped with-
out saying By your [eave, sir.” A
good beginning of the weeck as he said
who was hanged o' Monday morning..
He returned with moist eyes and an
empty stomach to the Squire. Mistress
Lucky looked on and waited.

“Iere is a gold eagle,” said the-
Squire, *take carc this time of the
holes."

More delighted than ever our man ran
off but it wus to buy clothes, The clo-
thier looked at the cagle, then at the-
man and - declared it a bad one.  “Tell
me the company you keep and T'lL tell
you what you are.” - “There be coiners
in the neighborhood—he must be one of”
them,” said the clothier—he ought to
be arrested.” "Afraid of the galleys tho-
man harried. off to tell his mishap to the-
Squire, glad to eseape with his freedom,.
Bvery one stretches his legs acecording
to his coverlet. .

Mistress Lucky laughed ontright this
time. Squire Riches was growing des-
perate. oo

“ Hore are three hundred dollars, my
man,” said the Squire: that will give
you plenty and to spare.  Your case is
a bad one; if Idon't mend it, I'll see
why not.” S . ‘

Off again went tne man, this time to-
deposit most of his money in the bank,
intending to buy bread and clothing for
the children with the remainder. hie
had not gone far, before he flattened his
nose against robbers, who stripped him
of all he had, Mo retuvned again more-
dead than alive to-relate his misadven-
ture Lo Squire Riches. : S

This time Mistress Ducky almost burst
her sides with laughter, which brought.
the mustard inte the Squire’s nose. .

“You only make matters worse,"” said
she. “Irom the smudge to the smother..
In running awuy from the thunder you
have run your head against the lightning.
Tt is my turn now.” 'She rubbed skirts
with the man who was striding off dis-
consolate, bewailing his fate. “I1 have
a father but heis'a dead one. I have a:
fortune but it'is & bad one. Alas! and- .
alack-a-day ! poor was I born and poor I
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am. 1 neither win nor lose. Thus must
I wag through the world, half the time
on foot and the other half walking.
Patienco and shuflle the cards. Tam not
yet so bald, that you cuan see my brains.
Who knows what may happen. I may
be a cardinal yet.”

Asg be passed along the lane, thus con-
soling himself he stubbed his toe agninst
a stone, and in stooping down to tie his
latchet, he felt something heavy and
hard in the lining of his trowsers, It
was the silver dollar given him for the
balker. ’

Overjoyed he set off to the baker's to
buy bread for his children who like
fledglings without a father were fasting
a while. At the baker’s door he en-
countercd the clothier, who had learnt
from the mint that the gold eagle was
genuine and who came to seek him.
“ He was sorry to have injured an hon-
est man and a3 he had o conscionce, was
wishful to repair the injury as wellas in
him lay. He would give him for noth-

ing not only the clothes he had bought

but also any others that might be requir-
ed.” Beyond himself with joy and bend-
ing under the pile of clothes the worthy
clothier had forced upon him,our friend
crossed the market place, which ‘he
found crowded with soldiers who had
Just” brought in the robber,, who had
taken his money, and who seeing him
confessed “his guilt and asked pardon.
QOu the morrow the police broaght him
his 300 dollars safe and sound. * You
see,” said his wife

4TIt is better to be born lucky than rich.”

' , H B

. WHAT A BOY DID.
A Duxe, walking in his garden- one
day, saw a Latin copy of a great work

on Mathematics lying on the grass, and

thinking that it had been brought from
his library, called: some one to carry it
back. y ‘ »

¢ It belongs to me,” said the gavdner's
son, stepping up. -

“ Yours!™ cried the Dulke, “do yon
understand geometry and Latin?”

~“Iknow a little of them,” answoered
the lad modestly, '

The Duke having a taste for it began
to tallkc with' the student, astonished at

- the clearness and intelligence of  his
s answers, : ,

“ But how came you to know so
much ?” askced the Dulo.

“ Qne. of the servants soughi mo to
read,” said the lad ; *“ one does not need
to know anything more than the twenty
six letters of the alphabet in order to
learn everything clse one wishes.”

But the Duke wanted to know more
about it.

“ After I learned 1o rond,” said the
boy,  the masons came to work on your
house; I noticed that the architect used
a rule and compuasses, and mado a groat
many calculalions. — What was  the
meaning and use of that ? T asked ; and
they told me of a seience in arithmetie.
I bought an arithmetic and studied it
through. They then told me there was
another science ealled geomotry. Then
I found there were botter books about
these sciences in Latin, I got a diction-
ary, and learned Imtin. I heard thove

was still better ones in French. It scems

to me we may learn everything when
we know the twenty-six letters of the
alphabet. ;

The boy lived to becomo « leading
mathematician, and wrote a valuable
work on that science.

REVIEWS,

Tug True Farriwor Qun FoneraTners. B
n Professor of Theology in Woodsiock
College, 8. J., Maryland. New York:
The-American News Company, 39 and
41 Chambers Street. Price: Paper Cov-
ers, 15 cta; Cloth, $1.50.

Turs is a vigorous reply to a work by the

Rev. Bdw. J. Stearns, an lipiscopal

Clergyman, on ¢ The Faith of our Fore-

fathers ;" who attempted a refutation

of Archbishop Gibbons' ““TFailh of our

Fathers,” and to his own satisfaction,

no doubt, and that of his admirers, en-

tirely demolished the arguments of the
learned Avchbishop of Bultimore. - The
object of the writer of the work under
review, is a defence, if ‘defence: were
neoded, ‘of Archbishop Gibbons' noble
work; and he handles Dr. Stearns with-
out gloves, and replies to him in- true
scholarly fashion, Ifvery article of our

holy religion i3 maintained with unan-

swerable’ logic. Students of Theology
in our Colleges will find it an invaiuable
aid in their studies. The subjects treat-
ed are as follows :—The Blessed Trinity,
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the Incarnation, &e,, Unity of the
Church; Iloliness of the Church ; Cath-
olicity; Apostolicity; Perpetuity of the
Charch; Infullible Authority of tho
Chureh ;- The Chureh and the Bible;
The Primacy of Poter; The Supremacy
of tho Popes; Infullibility of the Pope;
Temporal Power of the Popes; Invo-
cation of Saints; Same Subject—Dovo-
tion to the B. V. Mary; Immacuiate
Coneeption of Mary; Sucred Images;
Purgatory and Prayers for the Dead;
Civil and Religious Liberty; Charges
of Religious Perseeution; The Sucra-
ments—DBaptism—1Its Neeessity; Con-
firmation; ‘I'be Holy Bucharist; Com-
munion under One Kind ; The Sacrifice
of the Mass; Religious Ceremonies;
Ceremonies of the Mass—The Missal—
Lintin Language — Lights — Tncense;
Penunce ; Indulgences; fixtreme Une:
tion; The Priesthood ; Celibacy of the
Clergy ; Matrimony.

Tue Iare or Oun 'Lorp Axd Savioun Jesus
Cunrigr * Axp or His Buessep Motuer.
New York, Cincinnati, and St. Louis:
Benziger Brothers, Publishers.

Tue concluding parts—37 and 38—of
the greatest worlk that has issued from
the L(‘Jutholic press during this century,
have been received, and with them
comes that beautiful preminm picture,
“ The Resuyrection.” Having often eall-
ed attention to the oxcellence of this
publication, we think it unnecessary to
onter into'a roview of the .work at
the present time. We can say, however,
that it has met with favor everywhere,
ag it has well deserved, Bvory Catholic
household should possess & copy.

The Benziger Brothers have got up a
very handsomeo cover for the work, and
will bind itfor the subseribers, by send-
ing the parts on "to them to 311 Broad-
way, New York ; 143 Main'street, Cin-
cinnati, or 206 South Fifth street, St.
Louis; 'or they:can be loft with the
agents from whom they received tho

. parts.—There will be five styles of bind-

ing; namely, 89, 88, 85, $3.50, and $2.-
50, the finest of which will contain, be-
gides the family record, a handsomeal-
bum. - In sending the parts to be bound,
those sending them should be particular
to stato what priced binding they wish.

FIRESIDE SPARKS.

“Many aro called but foew are chosen”
—to octupy political offize.

The Philadelphia Chronicle is doubt-
losy correct when it asserts that the
fair sex cares more for pickles than
politics. : ‘

“What,” said o - tcacher to a pupil,
“makes you feel uncomfortable after
you have done wrong ?' “ Ny papa's
big lenther strap,” feelingly replied the
boy.

Lives of grocerymen remind us
© They can make their starch half lime,

And with sugar wholly blind us,
Putting sand in all the time.

An Ohio girl sued o man for breach
of promise, and proved him such a
mean scoundrel that the jury decided
that she ought to pay him something
for not marryiug her. ‘ )

There ave four things. very akward
for & woman to do—viz, to whistle,
throw stones at a cow, smoke a cigar,
and climb a garden fence. ,

- When you see {wo. young persons
seated in tho centre of a pow in church,
you may make up your mind they are
engaged, or going to be; but when one
is at the head and the other at the foot
of the pew, you can immediately de-
termine they are married.

A guest at o fashionable hatel taok
his seat at the dinner table, but no one
appearing to wait upon him, he remark-
cd, “ Have they any waiters in this
hotel 2 # Yes,” rosponded a wag on -
the opposite side of the table; “the
boarders are the waiters.”

‘A Frenchman visiting this country on
being called upon to address a company
composed largely of those whose heads
were venerable, and not alone for “the
want of hair that characlerized them,
began by saying: “Iam very embar-
ragsed in addressing so many barren
heads ™ (barren of hair he meant). The
compliment was received with  a burst

of laughter. .

¢ In what condition was the patriarch
Job at. the eud of his life?” asked o
Sunday-school teachor of a guiet looking
boy at the foot of the class, “ Dead,”
calmy replied the guiet looking  boy.

From this answer no appeal was taken.
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In the gloam-ing oh! my dar - ling
' In the gloam-ing oh! my dar - ling
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- .when the ' lights are dim and low = . And the qui - et
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sha - dows fall - ing soft- ly come and soft - ly go
way in si-lence, left you lone.- ly set you free,.
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When the winds are - sob - bing faint -~ ly with a
Tor my heart was crushed with long - ing, what had
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gen - tle un - known - woe Wwill you -think = -of
been. could nev --er be. LIt was best' . to.’
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