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POPULAR AMUSEMENTS.

HE popular amusements of a nation consti-
tute a fuir index of its character; and the
Spanish bull-fights give a better idea of tho
disposition of the people of that peninsula than
could be gathered from the pages of a score of
historians. In the Old World, asa genera! rule,
tho amusements of the people, with some slight
modifications, are the same as those that beguiled
the idle hands of their forefathers—many centu-
ries previous to tho timo when the great Genoese
navigator gave a New World to Castiloand Léon.
Some of the games practised in Europo at the
present day can lay claim to remoto antiquity,
and were in vogue long beforo tho dawn of the
Christian era. Tho Egyptians were much at-
tacned to the game of ball, but played it ina
manner different froma that of the British Islands.
Some of their paintings represent adults cogaged
in the game of hor~p,and others portray a couple
of combatants absorbed in & gamoof cheds, The
in-door amusements of this wonderful people
bear, even after the lapse of 2500 years, a marked
resemblance to the ¢ of our own time. They
were fond of giving evening partics, and we
have seen a fue-simile of one of those social
gatherings, taken from tho tombs of Thebes and
Beni-Hassan, which, allowing for difference of
costumo and of a few unimportant accessorics,
are nlmost a counterpart of those of the nine-
teenth century.

The Egyptians invited eacl other to parties
for the purposo of enjoying musical entertain-
ments, and witnessing dances. Tho orchestras
included harps, guitars, drams, flutes, long and
short, single.and double trumpets, castancts,and
tambourines. The guests seated themselves ox-
actly after our fashion, on chairs and fanteuils
liko our own, and young girls and boys waited
on them, «nd supplicd them with fans and re-
freshments. The women were splendidly attired,
and their hair, which was sometimes false, was
arranged in a very atteaclive manoer.  Temper-
ance principles were not always observed at
their feasts, for several satirical works of art
represent men carried home from them on the
shoulders of their sober friends, and, with the
Egyptian love of caricature, rich ladies are de-
picted in a condition which, now-a-days, would
call for the interveation of the police.

In the privacy of home life, the Egyptians had
numcerous games with which to whilo away theic
hours of leisure; and the British Muscum con-
tainsa rich collection of dolls, puppets, chariots,
lcather balls, dice, and whirligigs, which havo
been found in litde mummy cases in excellent
preservation;and which cantribated 1o Egyptian
pastimes, at a period-when tho nations of the

greatest part of tho European continent twere as
wild as their own forests, and dwelt in huts con-
structed with less skill than tho habitations of
the Canadian beaver,

Tho in-door amuscments of Europo and Amer-
icn arcmuch the same; but, as regards out-door
amusements, Europeang possess the superiority—
climate no doubt, has rmauch to do with this, but
womust also take into cqnsideration tho tem-
perament of the people. Tho Englishman, the
Frenchman and the German indulgo in out-door
sports for the mero pleasuro of the thing, while
the peoplo of this continent, a3 & grneral rule,
scem to engago in them as a matter of duty; as
if labouring under an obligation to do so, and
thus they rob themsclves of all the zest, all the
delight, all tho advantages which result from
the complete abandonmeut, for tho time being,
to tho amusement that is uppermost.

Tho peoplo of this continent, American as well
as Canadian, pay far less attention to out-door
amusements than the peoplo of the Old World.
We aro of a temperament much more mercurial
than theirs; and an amusement, in order to be
popular, moust be exciting. A man who crosses
& rope suspended over Niagara Falls, and who
gives tho spectators a chance of seeing him
tumble headlong into the torrent, will attract o
hundred times the number who would assemble
to witness & boat-race between the best rowers
of the contiuent, or & cricket-match played by
the All England cleven. The lheatre that pro-
duces o good melo.drama, after the French
fashion, and made up of o sufficient number of
ducls, poisonings and intrigues, with two or
threo dashing members of the demi-monde
introduced, t0 give piquancy to the plot,
will bo crowded from pit to dome; while
the theatre, that is guilty of the anachronism of
bringing forward ono of those plays with which
Shakespeare spell-bound the most gifted audi-
ences sinco tho days of tho Athenian drama,
will hardly realize enough of money to pay for
the printing of its programmes, Tho absorbing
idea, in this quarter of tho globe, is money-mak-
ing, and our amuscments aro stinted in order
that our pockets may be rendered plethoric;
there i3 wealth to be made in tho stifling air of
the counting-house, and so we give no sccond
thought to tho wealth that may be secured in the
deep forests, and in the broad ficlds. It is the
old story of the men, who, in the good old days
of the company, were wont to go to Indis, live
there some twenty years, come home with a dis-
cascd liver and a million of money, dic conveni-
ently some couple of years afier arriving, and
leave all their wealth to their grateful relatives.

The amusements we seek indoors, can scarce-
1y be styled amusementsat all. ¥ ealludo prin-
cipally to tbat form of social entertainment,
which arec known ag ¢ partics® A better plan
of spending an cvening unprofitably conld not be
devised. A number of persons of both sexes find
themselves in an apartmeat, hot and suffocating,
and not.many degrees removed from the condi-
tion of the Black Holo of Calcutts, They are
introduced to cach other, and try to look at caso
when passing through that terrific social ordeal.
When they begin to converse, in short sentences,
tho weather, or the dressesof those present, forras
the substratum of the dialogue. After the
pulse of every onc preseat has been raised to
fever heat, by the overcharged atmosphere of
the room, and when the monosyllabic conversa-
tion begins to flag, music is announced, and a
self-contident young lady, with tho courago of
tho king of Ashantec’s Amazons rushing to a
charge, marches boldly up to & wheezy piano,
and commences to belabour it insuch a manner,
that if thero aro apy persons among the anditors
who bavo an car for music, they are disposed to

question if the gift of hearing i3 altogether an
uumixed blessing. For tho most part these so-
cinl gatherings are remarhablo for nothing but
small talk, weak tea and execrable music, and
the only persons whom they profit, are medical
men and milliners,

That species of amusement which is most con-
ducive to physical health must be sought for
out of doors. It may be said that tho scvere
winters of the North American continent preveut
out-door exercise; bat this is o fallacy, for, with
tho exception of short intervals, when it snows,
or when the weather is excessively cold, thero is
nothing to prevent both sexes from jndulging in
suow-shoeing rnd skating. Both of these amuse-
ments find favourwith Canadians, but are not so
generally practised as they deserveto be. The city
of Montrenl possesses several snow-ghoe clubs;
itis their focus, and we believe there is alsoa
club composed exclusively of ladies. Every
year, a short time befors the commencement of
spring, there are snow-shoe races, the prizes for
which comprise silver cups, medals, and purses.
The latter prize iz gencrally contended for by
the Indians, and it may be intcresting, in a phy-
sical point of view, to ubserve here, that they
hardly ever enter for any race but the one for
four miles; as they have found out by experience,
that in races of a milo they have been beaten by
whito competitors, while, in the four milo con-
test they can tire out and distance their pale-
faced rivals.

Those who regard physical education a3 one
of the remedics for some of the ¢ thousand natu-
ral ill3 that flesh is heir to,” must bo gratified at
the impetus giving to skating during tho past
few years, This delightful exerciso scems to be
the especial favourito of tho ladies on both sides
the line 450, Numerous skating © rinks” kavo
sprung iato existenco in Canada, but the broad
basin of tho i¢c-bound St. Lawrence affords the
cheapest and healtbicst opportumities of enjoying
this pastime. In New York, the Central Park
affords unrivalled facititics for skating ; and the
American ladies, who are adepts in the art, aro
not slow to avail themselves of the chances offer-
ed to them for displaying at the same time their
skill and their personalattractions. And sarcly
it is better to bo thus cmploged, during tho day,
than to be cenfined in an over-heated room,
moping over & scasuous novel; for of this, our
fair rcaders may rest assured, that tbero is no
greater enemy to beauty than our Northern win-
ters, wken these winters are passed within sight
of the stove ; just os, un the other hand, beauty
has no greater friend than the same scason, if
tho advantages it offers for out-door amuscments
are seized upon a3 they present themselves, and
not allowed to slip carelessly away,

A great araber of people from thig side of tho
Atlantic seck amusement every year in visiting
Europe. They do so, wo suppose, because it is
fashionable. A European tour might be mado
profitable, for that continent contains much that
is grand in nature and magaificent in art, and
has been the scene of tho greatest actions in
. which the human race has ever been called apon

to pacticipate.  But wo fear that tho majority-of
tourists visit Europe not 50 much for the sake of
improvement as for the satisfaction of beingable
to say that they havo been over that continent,
For out own part, wobelicve that the two reminis-
.cences of Europenn travel, that survive tho
longest are these—first, that tho hotel-keepers
scern tohave entered into & combination to ficeco
every traveller ; sccond, that the accounts for-
nishced by the Guide-books, of famous localitics,
aro greaty cxaggerated. Some spots on the
Rhine may repay o visit, and it may also bo
worth while, if tho traveller is of a statistical
tarn of mind, to compute, at. the cating-houses,
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how maiy yards of sausage your rubicund
Touton can swallow in n day, how much tobacco
ho can convert into stoke, and how wany gal-
lons of lager beer ho can managoe to put under
his waistcoat. But are there no rivers on this
continent ¢qual to the Rhino in beauty 2 And
if a traveller i3 in search of romantic ruing, can
ho not find them on this continent? Can ho not
find in Mexico and Central America tho remains
of & civilization that was cocval with that of
Etruria ?—dismantled temples and  prostrate
coluwmns as grand ns those of Karnak, as beau-
tiful as thoso of Persepolis? And in these
wrecks of ages long gone by, cannot the anti-
quarian aud cthnologist fnd memorials of an ar-
chitecturo that was otd and perfect o thousand
years beforo tho stones wero hewn to build those
dens of feudal robbers, the castles that frown
down upon thoe well-praised Rhine ?

‘Why shuuld the people of tins continent visit
Europo if only for the purposo of that which is
fair or sublimo in nature? What can they sco
in tho she po of rivers to equal those of this conti-
nent, from tho vast Mississippi, Father of Waters,
and the mighty St. Lawrence, into which four
inland oceauns roll their contents, to tho pictu-
resquo and placid Hudson, and the majestic
Sagucnay, sweeping along with that sullen
grandeur that begets awe, and that deep tran-
quillity that betukens mysterious and incaleu-
lable power? Can Lakes Leman or Windermere
surpass ia wild and witching beauty Lake Mem-
phremagog, gleaming liko a gem in its mountain
setting, and sentinelled by forests which, in the
early days of autumn, glow with asmany colours
as cver shono on the cmblazoned canvas of the
great Italian painters?  Within o day's journey
of many of our railway stations thero are spots
of sufficient loveliness to vio with any of the
valleys of Switzerland or Andalugia; rivulets,
beautiful as any that ever ran flashing down the
Alps; cascades whose names bave perished with
the race of tho red man, and which, unknown or
uncared for by those who have supplanted tho
children of tho forest, send their silvery music
throngh tho woods, on summer noons and
summer nights, as if beseeching the wanderer to
come and gaze upon them, or as if bewailing to
the breeze tho fate of those who once were wont
to watch them and to love them well.

Wo must now draw toa close ;—and havo only
to remark, in conclusion, that wo who inhabit
this continent bave always within our reach
everything that can make life enjoyable, ag well
a8 instructive; and if we reject that which is
natursl, and adapt oursclves, in our amusements
and pastimes to that which is artificial end
fashiopable—Nature will eventually have her
revengo ; for mental and physical deterioration
will surely overtake us—just as surcly as punish-
ment, sooncr or later, 13 the inevitable conse-
quence of crime.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

). BaxeR's interesting narrative of his recent
African explorations in the neighbourhood of
Lako Nyanza will shortly bo published in Lon-
don.

Tho translation of Homer is a feature of oUr
4imes. Sir John Herschel—who published one
book of an hexameter translation in the Cornkill
Magasine—has completed tho lliad. The public
aro likely to have an opportunity of forming
their opinion of it.

A PORTRAIT, 5aid to be that of Shakespeare by
2 conterrporary painter, is now in tho possession
of a Dr. Clay, of Manchester. Tho painting,
which is twenty-four inches by twenty, has, it
appears, been in the possession of one family for
upwards of ono hundred years. The faco is
thoughtful and slightly touched withmelancholy,
tho cyes being remarkably expressive and plea-
sing.

1t is understood that the Home Government
aro contemplating certain changesia tho Britigh
Muscum. Mr. Panizzi, the present Chief Libra~
nan, will retire, and it is probable that the post
will be offered to Sir Edmund Head. The

London Athenroum says: ¢ Sic Edmund i3 a
distinguished scholar, & Privy OGouncillor, and
a man of widecxperience, If the prize must go
away from tho Muscum, it would not be casy to
find a better chief”

Number 1 of tho Afasonic Press, o new journal
devoted to Freemasonry, has just been published
in London.—It is & ¢ Monthly Journal, Review,
and Chronicle” of the ancient Qrder and its
kindred subjects. Tho editor is Bro. Matthew
Cooke, M.L’, and the publication *is said to
appear” with the sanction and approval of “ tho
Most Puissant Sovercign Grand Commander of
tho Ancient and Accepted Rite XXXIIL, and tho
most Emineut and Supremo Grand Master of
Masonic Knights Templar of England and
Wales,” &c. The object of issuing the Afasonic
Press i3 daclared to bo ¢ the nurrerous abuses—
accumulated moro egpecially during the last
half-centmrT~—which loudly call for redress, and
these cvils wiil Lo unflinchingly and persistently
opposed until they or it ceaso to cxist” o
wish the new montbly every success.

A gennino Yarmouth author promises to teach
tho world, “ flow to Cook a Yarmouth Bloater
One Hundred Different Ways)” towhich is added
a % Histor - of tho Herring, also a few approved
methods to cook spratg, scallop oysters, ¢ schottel”
ccls, pick shnimps, and manago musscls.” Wero
Yarmouth bloaters more casily obtainable in
Canada, wo should feel a greater intercst in the
author’s promises.

Another old English library has been destroy-
cd by fire. Abouta month since, Crewo Hall, in
Cheshire, built by Sir Randle Crew, who bad
purchased tho cstates of tho Falshursts, in the
reign of James L., was burat tothe ground. The
library was founded by Sir Randle, when Lord
Chief Justice of the King’s Bench. Afterho was
displaced in 1626, for his disapprobation of the
imprisonment of those gentlemen who refused
the arbitrary loan proposed by the Court, Fuller
said of him, ¢ Ho discovered no more discontent-
ment at his discharge than a weary traveller is
offended at being told that ke is arrived at bis
journey’s end.” It wag also said of him, after he
had built Crewe Hall, that ho wag the first to
bring ¥ themodel of good building” into Cheshire.
Most of the fino old paintings havo bheen saved ;
but the books, comprising many rare works of the
times of Elizabeth, James I.,and Charles 1., bave
all been destroyed. This makes tho third or
fourth old library that has been destroyed with-
in tho past few months,

A writerin the Athenmumsuggeststhe following
cxplanation of a difficulty in ¢ IHamlet”:—¢ The
passage in ¢ Hamlet,’ ¢ 1 know a hawl, or,as cor-
tected, I know a bhawk from a hernsbaw, bas
greatly puzzled commentators. Is this not the
truo cxplanation? Among the ancient Egypt-
ians tho hawk signified the Etesian, or nortderly
wind (which in tho beginning of summer, drives
the vapour towards the south, and which, cover~
ing Ethiopin with dense clouds, thero resolves
them into raing, causing the Nilo to swell), be-
cause that bird follows the direction of that wind
(Job xxxix. 26), The heron, or hern, or hern-
shaw, significd tho southerly wind, becauso it
takes its flight from Ethiopia into Bigher Egypt,
following the conrso of the Nile as it retires with-
in its banks, and living on the small wormshatch-
ed in tho muud of tho river. Hence the the heads
of theso two birds may be Sten surmounting the
canopi used by tho ancient Egyptiang to indicate
the rising and fulling of the Nilo respectively.
Now Hamlet, though feignisgmadness, yet claims
sufficicnt insanity to distigguish a bawk from a
hernshaw when the wind <8 southerly, that is in
the timo of the migration of tho latter to the north,
and when tho former i3 not to be seen,  Shakes-
pearo may have becomo acquainted with the ha-
bits of these migrating birds of Egypt through 2
translation of Plutarch, who givesa particularae-
count of them, published in tho middle of the six-
tecnth century, by Thomas North,”

Wo have collections of many curions things—
why not & collection of *Curious Advertise-
ments?® Apropes to this question wo seo it
staled that for some time pasta diligent reader

in tho British Muscum library has beea busy upon

4
a # History of Advertising.” Tho following an~
nouncement, cut from g lato Liverpool paper, al-
though without the ckarm of age, has at least
absurdity enough in it to recommend its insertion
in tho forthcoming work t-m

% T\ OWLING.—D=o. 22, at hismundane abode

25 Fore-strect, off Exmouth-street, Birken-
hiead, the wifo of Abrabam JohnDowling, preack-
cr of tho Gospel, lato an UN-8ENTENCED prisoncr
in Chester Castle for prenching the Gospel, of 4
son and heir, by tho mother’s side (who is Elisa.
beth, third and youngest daughter) of the late
Captain Willinm Williams, of Liverpool and Dub.
lin, Thanks beascribed tothe Name of the Lord
Jesus Christ, man’s only Saviour! blessed be Hi»
most holy name, the suffering mother and son
have been brought through the furnace and both
doing well—bless tho Lord; this child making
the third arduous though at length happy deliv-
eryl Hallelujah! Praise the Lord1 Amen
and Amen.” Who would believo in the sanity of
the writer ?

Among the forthcoming English publications
We notice ¢ Gast Away on tho Auckland Igles,”
8 narrative of the wreck of the Grafton, and of
tho escape of tho crew, afier twenty months
suffering, from tho privato journals of Capt,
Thomas Musgrave, together with some account
of the Aucklands; also an account of the
Sea Lion and its habits (originally written in
seals’ hlood, as_wero most of Capt, Musgrave's
journals), edited by Jobn J. Shillinglaw.  Capt,
Musgrave's singular adventures wero recently
noticed in an article in the T4mes, contributed by
tho Melbourne correspondent of that journal.
They fairly cntitled him to the namo of ¢ tho
Robinson Crusoe of the nineteenth century.?

.

GOING OUT WITH THE TIDE, *

——

LAXDWARDS rolled the tidal waters

‘With a hoarseand angry roar,

* Neath their fary scemed to tremble

‘The steep and granito shore,
Landwards—seawards—round them flinging
Phosphorescent foam wreaths high,

Whilst above them sullen brooded

A black and starless aky,

In a dimly lighted chamber,
Wrapped in silencohushed and deep,
Tay asick mxn slowly sinking

In death's last dreamless slecp ;

And though now ho was so quict,
His had been a stirring lifo,
Battling—as tho sailor’s Jot is—
Vith wind 2nd water's strife,,

Gently stole a friendly watcher
To tho shroudeqd tranquil bed,
TWherotho sick man lay ss silent
As if lifo itself wero fled—
Gazing on tho rigid featurcs

That already death’s hue wore,
Whispered soft be, “In a moment
Will tho Yast sad sceno be a'er,”?

Quickly spoke the dying sea-man,
With impaticnt angry sigh,

“ Think you withtho Tide incoming
That & sailor o'cr can dio?

Stand asido, and cease your watching,
For, I tell you, messmato, true,

When thae tido is outwards going,
by, I will go with it too.”

Not another word was spoken

Inthat sad and dresry room,

Both antronbled and unbroken

TWas its darkened solemn glooms

But when sunbeams bright wero gilding
Grey old ocean in its pride,

And the waves were outward rolling,
His soul wont out with tho tide,

Montreal, January, 1868, Mes. LrpRomox

»h
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The Magic Mirror. A round of Tales for Old and
Young. By William Gilbert, authorof ‘* De Pro-
fuudis,”’ &¢., with cighty-four Illustrations. By W.
8. Gilbert. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Wordsworth’s Poems for the Young, with fifty Illus-
tratious. By John MacWhirter and Joln' Pettie.
A new edition. Loudon: Alex. Strahan & Co.
85c. R. Worthington, Montreal. .

Downing on Landscape Gardening and Rural Archi-
tecture. A new edition. Edited by Heory Win-
throp Sargent. 8vo. Beautifully lustrated. 1.
Worthington, Montreal. . .

The North-west Passage by Land. Being the narrative
of an Expedition from the Atlantic o the Pacific.
By Viscount Milton, M.V’., ¥.K.G.S., F.G.S., S‘LO.,
and W. B, Cheadte, M.A., M.D., Cantab, F.R.G.S.
London. Cassell, Petter and Galpin. 8vo. Beauti-
{ung Hlustrated. $56.50. R. Worthington, Mon-
real.

Good Words for 1865. In one handsome octavo
volume, with numerous 1llustrations. R. Worthing-
ton, Montreal, .
The Sunday Magazine for 1865. One large octavo

. volume with numerous Illustrations. R. Worthing-
tou, Montreal. . )

Jamieson. The Complete Works of Mrs. Jamieson in
ten neat 16mo. vols. A new edition, just published.
The only uniform one published. R. Worthington,
Montreal. e

Undertones. By Robert Buchanan. Sccond edition,
enlarged and revised. One vol. 16mo. $1.00. R.
Worthington, Montreal.

The Life of Lord Palmerston. With an account of
his Death and Funeral. London. Routledges.
1865. R. Worthington, Montreal.

The Student’s English Dictionary. One vol. 814

Illustrated. London. Blackwell & Son.

865. $2.63.

Van Der Palm, The Lifo and Character of Vander
Palm, D.D. Sketched. By Nicholas Beets, D.D.
Translated from the Dutch. By J. I’. Westervelt.
12mo. R. Worthiggton, Montreal.

War Lyrics and ofuer Poems. By Henry Toward
Brownell. 12mo. R. Worthington, Montreal,
Child. The Freedman's Book. By L. Maria Child.

12mo. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Just published , by R. Worthington, the Advocate,
aNovthy Chas, ifeavysege, author of Saul, a Drama;
Jephthal’s Daughter, &c¢.%1.25; full gilt, $1-50.
Dante’s Inferno. Illustrated. By Gustave Doré.

One largo folio volume. Euglish text. By Cary.

R. Worthington, Montreal.

Hesperus and other Poems. By Charles Sangster,
Author of New St. Lawreuce and Saguenay, &c.
R. Worthington, Montreal.

Robertson. Sermons and Expositions. By the late
John Robertson, D.D., of Glasgow Cathedral.
Wiih Memoir of the Author. By the Rev. J. G.
Young, Moniticth. 12mo. $1.50. R. Worthington,
Montreal. . 3

Bushnell. The Vicarious Sacrifice, grounded in Prin-
ciples of Universal Obligation. By Horace Bushnell.
R. Worthiugton, Montreal. K

Dr. Marigold's Prescription. By Charles Dickens.

. R. Worthington, Montreal. .

Kingsley. Hercward, tho last of the Enghsh: By
Charlés Kingsley, authorof * Two Years Ago,” etc.
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. C. L. LALFOUR.
Continued from page 342.
CHAPTER XIX. COMMITTED. -

“To how foul a blot, on the fair page of a long life

will a little drop of dirty ink spread itself!”
RICHARDSOR.

If in her dreams, three months back, Miss Aust-
wicke had pictured herself walking slowly down-
an avenue of Kensington Gardens to keep an
appointment with a man of Burke’s rank in life
or any manof any rank, she would have certainly
concluded so humiliating a fantasy was the
result of a severe attack of indigestion. Yet
now she was actually walking slowly in the
yellow mist of a gloomy morning, and fretting
at the weather, which she feared prevented her
being seen. No eyes are keener than those that
avarice sharpens; and it was a real luxury to
“Q0ld Leathery” to dodge behind the trees and
shrubs to watch her as she walked. He could
not bring himself to shorten his enjoyment by
crossing her path and presenting himself until
the very last moment. Indced, once he resolved
to let her return home disappointed of her errand.
To make her come the next morning would have
been so good a test of his power over this proud
and proper lady, that he was tempted to try it.
But the fear that something might arise to re-
lease her from the coils he was slowly, but, with
Ler own assistance, surely, winding round her
wau.ned him not to trifie.  She proved herself,
by ¢..ning, sufficiently in earnest to conceal an
important family secret, even by conniving at
injustice ; but women, {xe argued, were weak :
ber mind might change, and she had not as yet
fully committed herself; so when the hour's deso-
late walk had come to a close, and Miss Aust-
wicke, angry with herself and all the world,
was about leaving by a side path that wound
round a bank of shrubs, a man came bending his
grizzled head, and puckering up his eyes and
mouth, mopping and mowing like a ‘gibbering
fiend—

“I ask yer pardon madam; I've been long
waiting, but the fog’s thickening, I fear.”

Now that he was perceptibly near, Miss Aust-
wicke felt glad the fog was thickening. Not
another creature was in the walk as the yellow
ist blackened ; the only sound in the torpidair
was the rustle of some last lingering leaf ag it
fell, or the monotonous drip, like slowly gathered
tears, that pattered among the evergreens,

« Never mind apologies,” said Miss Austwicke
Laughtily. “ What have you to tell me 7”

“ At no small trouble and expense I've found
Captain Austwicke's———" i

“Found the children,” interposed Miss Aust-
wicke ; “you have found them at the house of a
Mr. Hope, in Kensington.” She paused a moment
for his answer; then, convinced she was right as
to the identity, she continued—“I found them
without any trouble.” )

“I'm aware that you have visited them, but
you have not discovered yourself to them. Am
[ to go to Mr. Hope and tell him ?”

Miss Austwicke did not answer, and he-con-
tinued—

“It will be a sore scandal if all comes out. I
know there’s been some trickery—sharp practice
rather about the money that has been paid for
their maintenance., Seventy good pounds a year
has that Johnston, of Canada, had.”

“ Mr. Hope, I feel sure, had never had half that
sum. There has been trickery and peculation,”
said Miss Austwicke, indignantly.

% Ou, madam, I feel sure that not half has been
paid. I've been so deceived that, as an honest
man, I feel inclined to wash my bands of the
affair; but respect for my, friend, the captain’s
memory, makes me willing. » :

«To help me in providing for the childrenl?”
interposed Miss Austwicke, impatiently.

“Yes, madam—yes. Consideration for m
friend and the poor orphans—defranded, poor
things 1"

4] think they bave been very well brought up
hitherto. I don't see that children of—such a
mother—what I wish to say is—I am willing o

continue the sum that has hitherto been paid for
them, but I should like them removed.” -

« Certainly they are too near, madam. You
would not choose to come in contact with them ?
Monsy for their support, much or little, has hith~
erto been sent from Canada; of course, I could
make it a matter of business, and should say
nothing of my friendship for their——"

“You would, of course, restrict yourself to a
business arrangement, conducted by letter, I
should think, with Mr. Hope?" )

“I would do my best, madam, as humbly in
duty bound, to protect you from any annoyance.”

His low bow and leering eyes were atthis junc-
ture so offensive that Miss Austwicke said
hastily—

“Of course, sir, I should remunerate you for
all trouble. It is a business transaction, sir "=
‘“purely,” she would have added, but the word
died on her lips. She had sufficient preception
of character to believe that this man was to be
bound to fidelity by his interests, but she did not
know how rapacious he might be, or by any
means fully realise what was involved in this co-
partnership of concealment. Oue question ling-
ered in her mind, and after a few moments’
silence she uttered it—

“ Do you know what became of Isabel Grant ?”

“Died years ago, madam.”

‘“ You are sure of that?” said Miss Austwicke,
with a sigh of relief,

¢ She never held ap her head after she heard
the captain was a married man—never. She
was demented and, well »

¢ Yes, yes; that'sall I wanted to know. When
can I hear the result of your arrangement with
Mr. Hope ?”

“I'll lose no time, madam ; but money will
be wanted to pay arrears, and there’s my own
claims, though I say nothing of them. I only
regret that I am poor—poor. It's not the honest
men, madam, that 2

“1 have not brought money with me, but I
will send you ; tell me what is needful.”

% Twenty or thirty pounds—arrears, madam,
arrears.”

]t ghall be gent in half-notes. Send a news-
paper, to let me know the first halves have come
to hand, and the others shall follow. I would
rather you wrote as seldom as possible.”

“ Assuredly, madam ; and permit me to say that
I feel for you. It was very unlike my friend, the
captain, to go through a ceremony of marriage,
which I witnessed, madam, with that lassie
Isabel.”

“I have no doubt my brother fell into bad
hands. Good morning,” said Miss Austwicke,
walking hastily away. Meanwhile, her compan-
ion was not so easily distanced ; making long,
stealthy strides, he kept up with ber, saying—

“There’s the marriage lines to prove it,
ma'am.”

“T've have nothing to do with that,” haughtily
replied Miss Austwicke.

“ Yes, but you're aware that when the youth
comes of age, he might require to see the certifi-
cate of his father's former marriage—that marriage
which invalidated Isabel’s claim.”

Miss Austwicke turned round in alarm.

‘“ He must neverknow. Our name, my name,
is that of astranger to him. It must continue 80,
or I do nothing—absolutely nothing-~for these
children. Captain Austwicke left no property.
If they were legally his children they would be
beggars. They have nothing to gain, but much
to lose, in attempting to make any claim. My
brother, Mr. Basil Austwicke, is a lawyer: they
would have no chance.”

“Only what truth and right would give them,
madam ; that is, 'm’ supposing, of course, that
they were-——what you say you consider them.”

“I'm supposing nothing but this: under the
name they bear, and the station they have been
reared in, they have hitherto done very wel, as
they may in the future. Under that name I pri-
vately help them, and pay you for your assistance
not otherwise.”

“I understand, madam. Rely on me. I'm
true assteel.” And as sharp asa two-edged
weapon, he might have added. -~

Miss Austwicke, having reached the gate, made

a stiff inclination of her head in dismissal ; and he
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paused, watching her os she walked into the
deepen{ng oist; then, as if throwing off a con-
straint that bad been dificult, ho snapped bis
fingers, and said— .

«My proud madam! you think yourself a
match for me, Il both bring down your spirit
and cmpty your hoards before I've done with
you.”

CHAPTER XX. COLLISION.
" Is it a serpent coils about my path?”

On the cvening that followed the interview we
havo “recorded, & youth was plashing through
tho mud of London, westward. Hisface, though
gravo and stern for one soyoung, was not exactly
melancholy. The thin juw and broad chin, oven
more than tho firm mouth, gave s wonderful look
of resolution to the countenance, winch harmon-
nised with his quick decided walk, and the erect
carriago of his head. .

As ho drew near a narrow turping at
right angles to the Ingh road, a head peered out
from under the shelter of an umbrells, and a
voice 8aid-—

« Yo did not come, my youug freend though'I
telled yo I'd sometbing to say to you; hnd may-
be could help you to situation, as yo telled me yo
were in want of one.”

«] want to have nothing to do with you,”
replicd the lad, abruptly, without stopping.

«I¢ that's the way yo mean to treat your
freends, it's not many ye'il find, 'm thicking.”

«Perhaps not. Some people I should rather
like for foes.”

« Ye'rean uncemmon civil, nice-spoken youth,
ye are, for certain.” .

Ho contrived, while speaking, to keep up with
1helad, who did not, for a few moments, appear to
bestow on him any further notice.

At length, irritated at the perseverance of the
man, tbe youth turncd suddenly upon bim, and
snid—

«1 don't like the look of you. You've been
dodging me about these three deys. If I'm
young, I'm not a fool; and o mwan who meant
well, need not be lying in wait, and then come
crawling round corners. 1 tell you once for nll,
1 don't like you, and 1 want nono of your help!®

« Maybe, young sir, I've a right to be on the
ook out after you ; maybo I know more about
you than you think for; maybe I only wanted*to
see, as I have o perfect right, bow I liked you.”

“ Right! what do you mean ¥

« Just what I say—=a perfect right”

«Then come openly and honestly, and explain
yourself,” cried the lad, raising his voice impetu-
ously.

«] mean to do so. I am now going to Mr.
Hope's, to converse with him about the future
prospects of you and yer sister.”

For a2 moment the boy stood still with surprise
at hicaring Mr. Hope's name mentioned.  1le took
off his cap, 88 if to cool his flushed and angry
brow, regardless of thesmall, thick-falling, blind-
ing-rain.

« You ! going to Mr. Mope T’

“Yes; that's plain Baglish, isn't it?”

4 Why dida’t you say go before?”

“ That's my businces. Maybe I tested your
politeness.”

There was o sneer both in the words and the
manner they were uttered,

It was pretty cvident that one of those mental
antipatbies which some opposite natures immedi-
ately conceive against each other, was at work
with both, and the younger was at no trouble to
conceal it,

This incongruous “paic in due time arrived at
the door of the cottage, and the lad, pulling twice,
gave a well-known ring, wlich was nstantly
answered by Mysie, who began to say, “low
1ate you aro Norry! Br. Hope is quite uneas—"

Sho stopped on sccing the face of the man,
who could liardly be calied the cotpanion of hier
brother. The latter said—

“Q@ive mo tho light, and go in, Mysic. This
person says he wants to sce Mr. Hope.?

¢ My fother can seo no one? said a gentle
voice, and Marian came into the passagoe ; ¢ cer-
tainly no stranger”

$‘Unless he's very ill indeed he must see me;

Isent aletter to that effect) was tho reply, as
tho speaker cntered tho passire, quncovering
his head at the samo time, aud blinking through
the puckered pads of skin that surrounded bLis
keen eyes.

CIHAPTER XXI. REBELLION.

* AnInstinct fino of holy truth
Dwelt fn tho bozom ot the youth.
Though passion gimmed fts clearness.”

Marian ITope, standing in tho passage, looked
at her strango visitor, and said involuntarily—

% My father is just now reading o lot ~r that
has been delivered only o few minutes back. 1
must troublo youn to wait until I ind whether”
(she hesitated)— whether Mr, Hopo decides
that ho is widing and able to see any one,”

“ Ilc may determine to write,” interposed Norry,
planting himsel€ in the middle of the passage, as
if to prevent the man, whem he continued to re-
gard a3 an intruder, from proceeding o step
further into tho dwelling. But just as Marian
was about to interpose with some gentle word of
apology, a bell from an upstairs room rang, and
Mysie, notunwilling to leave the passage, ran up,
and found Mr. Ilope with an open letter in his
hand, who inquired, rather tremulously—

“What is tho matter? why do you all stay in
tho passage, child? I3 Norry there? Tell Ma-
rian I want her.”

“ A men—a rather queer-looking man, sir,
wants you. Mo has come with Norry, and I
think they have been quarrelling.”

 Ask if his nameo is Burke, If so I'llsec him.”

‘ Not alone, papa Hope, not alone!”

“Why not, child?”

. “”Bccausc—bccausc ko looks shabby~-and bad,
str. N

‘ Nonsense ” said Mr. Hope with a faint smile.
¢ Don't allow yourself to speak so at & glance of
any one. Shabby! that's my case, Mysie. Looks
bad ! who would not on such a night as this ?”

His mild remonstrance sent Mysie back reas-
sured, and sho descended the stairs to find that
Marian bad ushd ed their strange guest into the
parlour.  Norry, like a jeslous wateh-dog, follow-
ing and glaring atshim.

She made the inquiry—

“Pray is your name Burke ?” and, being an-
swered i2 tho affirmative, said to Marian, * Your
papa, dear, says he i3 to go up, he will sce the—
the gentleman.”

“To be surec he will; and yere a bonny
lassie,

“The young lady i3 my sister,” growled Norry.

“Indeed, now, is she? 1'dnever have thought
it; though maybe, & ye're twins, as I'm pretty
certain, why one's, perhaps, got all the sweet,
asg"t’other all the bitter in the way of temper,
¢

“T'11 just speak to my father o moment,” inter-
posed Marian, “and then IN return, sir, and con-
duct you to him. And Norry, dear, I want o
word with you.”

Stie looke” leprecatingly at the boy, and beck-
oning him just outside tbe door, which he held
ajar, she whigpered—

“ Don’t be so hasty. He docs not mean to be
uncivil.”

¢ e shall not be uncivil.  It's nomatter what
he means. You're too geatle, Manan, A low
sueaking fellow———?

“ Hush!?

She hastened up-stairs, and the boy, who had
30 held the door that he could seo within the
roomw, returned to tho parlour, and gave his sis-
ter & dismissal with the words “*Marian will
want you."

A curious spectacle the two presented as they
stood, by tho dim hight of a single candle, oppo-
sitc cach other in the hittlo parlour. The youth,
with flashing cyes and defiant looks ; the old
man bent forward, his grizzled bair hiding his
low forehiead, his cyes nearly closed, his dry kips
twisted on one side of bis face, A settled con-
viction entered tho boy’s mind, that this man's
coming boded no good ; that whatever he knew
or purposed; in referenco to himself and bis sister,
would boin fraud not fricadliness, Youthrashly
leaps at concluslons, and they arc often both

wrong and dangerous. Norry had bis full share

of tho rashness of his ago; but in this instance
no faculty of observation could couduct to a
more rational and just conclusion than tle boy's
instinctivo disliko did.

A very ghort interval elapsed before Marian
returned to conduct the stranger to Mr. IHope.
Norry followed him up-stairs, and on enteriug
tho room where, lying on an old sofs beside a
littlo fire, was Mr. Hopo before Burke had finish-
cd the series of cringes which were meant for
ingratiating bows, tho youth stepped forward to
the foot of the couch, and said, eagerly yet rve-
spectfully—

¢ ¢no moment, dear sir; allow mo to speak to
you au instant first. This man will tell you that
I have been rude and abrupt to him.”

 Qu nacthing is further from my thoughts, my
dear young friend,” interrupted Burke.

“But itg true, sir; I have. Let mo speak,
T've been inquiring foremployment, and for these
threo days this Mr.—is it Mr. Burke?—hag been
dogging apd walching me, and wanted mo to
meet bim for somo situation ho knew of. Why
did he not gay to me that he wanted to seo you
about something that concerns my sisterand me ?
I thought Ing ways underhanded—andyou've al-
ways, 8ir, taught me to hate any double-dealing—
so I'vebeen rough—I own it; and yet I do hopo
you'll allow me to stay here. I apologise to you,
sir, for my haste.”

¢ Haste, Norry,~ill-temper, an ungovernable
temper,” sighed Mr. ope,

“And I crave to sce you alone,” said the dry
voice of Burke, subdued till it was o great cone
trast to the impetuous pleading of tho youth.

“ Go, my boy! Go, I bid!” said Mr. Hope.

The lad, with a swelling heart that nearly
choked hing, withdrew.

¢“You have & troublesome customer, I see, in
{)hut. younker,” said Burke, as tho door closed

chind the lad.

« An honest, brave, truthful fellow asever lived
His faults aro on the surface.”

% And they show pretty plainiy”

¢ Pardon me,” continued Mr. Hope, not notic-
ing the interruption; “I understand from this,”
touching the noten his hand, “you cameo to
speak abouta continuance of thesum Mr. Jobns-
ton, of Montreal, bas hitherto transmitted to me?”

Burk assented.

# 1 ghould like to be made acqueianted more
fully with the sources from whenco this sum i3
desived; and ns I have, so far, trained these
young people as well, I may say, far better, than
the trifling stipend corapensated, I wish to knov
what plans for the future can be cotered om.
They now both require to be placed so that they
may learn to provide for themselves.”

« Earn their own living? Exactly, Mr. Hope.
The funds remaining are very low, very low in-
deed. T'm not in possession of partecculars. Y've
no interest in the matter—nonc, only friendship ;
and Pm instructed to offer to apprentice the lad
in tho merchant service.”

¢ Tho sca? That's not I think in Norry's
way,” said Mr, Hope, shaking his head.

#Q0u, on board a good ship he'd do well,
Ho might find his fiery temper of use thers; or,
waybe, the smell of salt water would quench it.”

¢ Sir, if you havo nothing better to propose for
the youth than what you nawe, poor as1 am, on
his behalf T decline jit.”

“Better? Ou,itis good enough for his betiars,
I fancy!l”

“Pve not a word to say against it, if his train-
ing, studies, and inclinations lay in that way. I
honour the brave men—"

¢ Inclinations 1 interrupled Burke, “Haveye
learned him to follow bis inclinationg?”

Mr. Hoperaised himself on his clbow,and, look-
ing intently in his visitor's face, said—

“ I've weained him to follow duty rather than
inclination. When I used tho latter word, I
meant it in the sense of qualifications; there are
some things bo is fit for, and would do well at”

“Pm not instructed to help him, except ton
seafaring lifo; but let that rest awbile, Now,
the lassie, Mr. Hope 7

¢ Well, sir, what i3 proposed for Mysie 7

¢J geo ye've made her usefal, ¥ noticed that
sho answered the door; she’s & bit serving-lussie
like to you
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«Sir, Mr. Burke, circamstances, sickness—in
plain truth, hungry mouths, and small it.come—
havo compelled my danghter to dispenso with a
gervant, Mysio hag taken a sharo with my own
chitd in the domestic work, but gho is no more a
servant in this houso than Miss Hopo is,”

A flush mounted to the pale check, and a
flickering light quirered in the pensive eyes of
Me. Hopo as hespoke. Tho arrow of poverty
rankled in bis wounded spirit all tho more when,
in a measurcd tone, the husky voice near him
said—

« I make no question you've done your best—
your very best—and if yo made tho lassio serve,
why I'n no' saying yo were wrong. But yo're—
pardon me—like mysclf, not so young asyo have
been, and not so able; and I presoom yo're not
prepared to take the responsibility of rejecting
what is offered for theso children. As to the
boy, we'll wait & wee, a8 I said before, deciding;
but the lassie—the young leddy, as tho lad calied
her—can bo helped to some schuling to fit ber
to be a teacher. I'm instructed to say that sho
must go to some school to be—what is it they
call it 2—half boarder, or articled pupil, some-
thing to fit her for governessing, Mr. Hope.
hopo that'll meot your ideas of what i3 fitting.”

This proposal certainly opened an agreeable
prospect. Mr. Hope, bad, for someo time, fretted
over tho interruptions in Mysic's studies, necessi-
tated by the circumstances of the houschold.
To sec her released from domestic drudgery, and
placed whero she could givo all her time to
obtain improvement, had been long his wish.
When ho taught at Miss Webb's, ho had endea-
voured to mako an arrangement with that lady
to receive Mysie. But theso was thenno vacancy
for a governess pupil, and, moreover, cvery frac-
tion that was carned was needed at home. Marian,
it is true, had, by occasional teaching, kept up
the accomplishments that her mother, a highbly
cducated woman, had from ler child’s infancy
carefully trained; and if Marian could obtain
come morning teaching, a strong efficientservant
girlmight come into tho dwelling. Any proposal,
thercfore, to tho benefit of Mysie would not
only be & boon to the child, but a rclief to an
overburdened houseliold, It wag inevitablo that,
if Marian was occupied some hours every day,
Mysio must become more and moro a household
drudge without the help, supervision, and instruc-
tion that now was bestowed upon her.

These thoughts passed, in & fow moments
through Mr, Hope's mind, and he replicd—

¢ Of course, you would not prevent my daugh-
ter and myself have a voice in the sclection of a
school, and contiauing to superintend the cbild
wo havo now had for_nearly ten years under our
care -~

¢ Certainly, certainly: I've nothing to do butto
counsel economy-=strict economy~and a schule
some way off”

“Economy? That must mean a sum greater
than has ever yet been paid,” said Mr. Hope. “No
school will receive Mysie, poor child, on such
a stipend.”

¢ Qu—ah~—but yo sce there's this to be said:
2 swia down is what many schule-keepers need,
and with a sonsy lassio that's got her hands and
wits about ber—and that cvery month ‘Il
make more useful=wo might drive a bargain,
Mr. Hope”

“Pm notskilful, sir,at what you call a bargain.”

& Then 'l help ye, Mr. Hope; ye'll just leavo
that between tbis and next week, and I and the
Times newspapee will manage it.”

“ Giving wy daughter, as I said, the right of
sclection. Indeed, I can go no further in this
watter without consulting her.”

¢ Excnse me, I'vo opened the matter to ye, Mr.
Hope. I'l leave yo to think it over, and call
agaein in a day or two. Let's see, this is Friday,
I'll call on Monday night, by then I'il havo the
names of some chools, and of some captains in
the merchant service. Naething like tho sea for
a lad like that, Mr, Hopo.”

A tap at thoe door, and Marian cntered, a cup
of teain her band, looking anxiously at her
father, who, in truth, was by this time—what
with tho combination of pain, cxcrtion, and ex-
citement—very much exhausted.,

Burko roso. from his scat, saying, “Yo can

think It over, and talk with your exccllent
daughter of the matter. I'll call, as Isald, on
Monday. Good night, Mr. Hope.”

His shambling, sidling gait, which the carry-
ing of a lond for many years may havo caused,
gave to his form, as ho went down-stairs tho
samo twisted, sinister look that his fuce had; and
Norry, who, calling back higsisterauthoritatively,
strodo into tho passage to open tho door, felt
angry with himself that a momentarycompunction
at his former rudencss had just began to jufluenco
him, Ife opened the door in silence, but the old
man had his coat to tako from & peg in the pas-
sage; and as ho shook it out and slowly put it
on, he muttered, asif talking to himself, but quite
distinctly—

s Aye, nye; nothing like the sea for lads with
awill. The sea’s the thing for a temper ; noth-
ing liko the sea. Oh, ye'ro there, aro yo?” ke added,
suddenly, as if for the first time noticing Norry
holding tho door. ¢ I'll bo ready in aweo; just
pu o thedoor, yoletthe scud of the wetin. I hope
yo make yourself uscful to the good man up-stairs,
if not, it's nheavy burden yo ore, ané nac wonder,
honest man, he's worn out providin' fur the like

I|ofye.?

Tho youth's paticnee, as we have seen, was
not by any means in excess. He had called all
e had to his aid, and it now failed him, at tho
patronising sort of tono Burko assumed.

“Don't talk in that insolent way of Mr. Hope,”
cried the lad.

# Aw why shouldn't I talk of the good man,
pmy?ll

«Learn maunners when you speak of your
betters.”

“Qu, betters! my servico to ye.?

No words could express thesaeer that through
the network of wrinkles spread over the yellow,
puckered visage. He camo close to the boy,
stood inthe doorway, and grinned in his face.
In & moment he was t1;ushcd. out by the sudden,
forciblo closing of the door, and, missing his
footing cu the slippery threshold, sprawled out
his Jength into tho rond, hishead striking heavily
against the panel of the closed door.

There was a rush along the passage—for
Marian descending tho stairs, had witnessed
Norry’s violence,and heard tho thurp of the man’s
head when he fell. She iustantly, as the youth
retreated, ran and opened the door. Burke had
gatbered himself up.

4% Qb, sir; I'm very sorry—will you come in?
are you hurt?”’ said Marian, confused.

“It was an accident--a mere accident—I
glipped on your step. I must ho more carefal in
future. Tl not forget it, good miss; no, I'll not
forget it.”

CUOATER XXII. ANGER.

“To bo wroth with thoso wo love,
Doth work liko madnessu: the braln.?

Nothing is so startling and impressive 29 the
sudden anger of a gentlo nature. Itis equally
certain that meek people, when roused, do some-
tines suy things far more pungent and irritating
than the angey words of ordinarily irascible
tempers. Just as o hail-storm on & winter's day
igin the nature of things, while the bursting of &
sleety tempest from o summer's sky scatters the
bloom, cuts the fruitage spreads tho desolation
over the smiling ficlds; 50 it was that Marian
Hope, having closed the door and roturned to the
parlour, bad a glow of indignation on her face
which transformed its mildness so remarkably,
that Norry, who was moodily purposing to aveid
her by retreating to his room, was held by ler
unwonted look, and compelled to listen as she
said, in a voice trembling with excitement, ¢ Q-
maanerly, ungrateful boy! How daro you treat
any one calling on my father in that way ? Your
insolence is unbearable. You do not know
yoursclf,”

She paused for breath, and Mysie, frightened
at so unwonted a display, and having been her-
self hurt at her brother’s tono that evening, weat
up to her, and, encircling her waist with herarm,
looked repreachfully at Norry, saying—

#How could you troubla dear Marianr so ?”

¢« Tho man wag insolent,”

‘ Youaroinsolent!” rpiterated Marian, ¢ There
must bo an cnd to this, My father's peace of

~

mind—his comforts—cverything havo been sacri-
ficed for you; and you have not common grati-
tudo and respect for him.”

#1 know I'm & burden.”

“ Your temper i, sir; and tho sooner you get
rid of it tho better.”

‘It ghall not boe long, Marian,” said the boy,
quickly, his throbbing cars mistaking the pur-
Hort of her words, and guing, as ho spoke, to the

oor.

¢ Stay,” said sho ; “I'venot done.
show you how wrong——->"

But Marian's expostulatory words wero in
vain. The youtl’s footstep on tho stairs, and the
turning of the key in his bedroom door, wero tho
only answer; while Marian, walking up and
down tho parlour, Mysio clinging to her, gradu-
ally recovered herself, still fecling that, as mis-
tress of the house, sho had merely ncte(i rightly
by the impetuous boy, and that as her father
could not be truubled, she had saved any excreise
of nuthority on his part.  She did not know how
keen and deep her unwonted words cut, or what
a tumult of gricef, rage, and apprehension shook
tho young spirit, smarting under the pang she
had inflicted.  Still, it was something quite new
in that houschold for them to part for the night
in anger.  Whatever ruffled the calm surfaco of
their lives during tho day, all ran smoothbly
into tho peaceful grouves of domestic picty and
love at night, as they knelt together in prayer,
Tho kind ¢ Good unight,” the parting kiss, the
fatber's consecrating blessing, were tranquil
spiritual comforts, a3 needful to themas the gentlo
sleop that they preceded. So it deeply pained
.'thllm girls to go to Mr., Hope's room without

orry.

Truth was so tha rule of the house, that when,
in answer to his inquiries, Mr, Hope clicited
from Marian's reluctant testimony something of
the facts, he gaid, gravely—

% You were right, dear, in your reproof. Qur
affection for him must not bliud us to his faults.
ITo neceds guidance, stronger guidance than
mine, now. And yet 'tis a noble nature.”

« Thank you, papa Hope, thank you, for saying
that of Norry,” sobbed Mysie, who, with an
inconsistency not uncommon, was frequently
finding faults in herbrother which she was pain-
¢d at if others remarked, and who now wanted
to bo the bearer of a massage to the delinquent s
but Mr. Hopo did not think fit to.send it. Ho
merely said, in reply—

% Weo will pray for him. Xo has chosen 10
show tcmper to Marian, and go to hisroom with-
out secking mo, Bo it 50.”

Ho opened tho Bible as he spoke. Tho usual
evening hy. ¢ was omitted, for the voices of all
wero too ticwtlous, and their spirits too troubled
for praise. Indeed, when Marian and Mysie rose
from their knees, their faces were both wet with

I want to

tears.

Asg Marian made up her father’s fire and light.
cd his night-lamp, leaving him to his repose, ghe
felt moved to say, % I spoko very augrily to kim,

apa.”
P ‘Iz There is arighteous anger, Marian, or where.
fore tho words, ¢ Be angry, and gin not 7'”

He gave b's blessing to them, and dismissed
them, comforted. Sbe and Mysie pansed a mo-
ment at Norry's door, and the latter bade him
good night. There was no answer,

« He'll bo so sorry to-morrow,” whispered
Mysie, as they retired to their room.

Mcanwhile the lad, without preparing to go to
rest, had buried his faco in the bed-clothes, to
stifle tho sound of his sobs that heaved his chest
ag ho wept the bitter tears of youth, It seemed
clear to him, not only that he was a burden, as
ho had long feared, but that he was & burden
that had wearied his benefactors ; that Mariap,
itherto the gentlest and kindest of human
beings, had angrily intimated they wanted to
“getrid of um.” Surely gho had said that;
ghe, that never was basty, nover spoke what sho
did not mean. They would not tura him out of
doors, they were too lund for that; but they
wanted him gone.

Theso wero the thonghts that sarged throngh
.his troubled mied, ard worked him up to despe.
.ration.

Of course, & misunderstanding ran through
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all ; for when was there anger that did uot pro-
duce misunderstanding ?

He would go. He would save them the trouble
of telling him, in plainer words, that they must
get rid of him, They were kind—yes, yes—
kind, but they'd planned even with a stranger, a
low, sneaking spy, to scnd him to sea. Wasn't
the fellow saying so? Hc'd go, and perhaps
show them yet that he was not ungrateful. If he
lived he would. He might dic. Well, he wasn’t
wanted ; no one wonld miss him ; even Mysie
sided against him. They all wanted him gone.
Be it 80, he would go. . .

This, through every phase of his passion, this
was the rash conclusion he arrived at ; and as by
the simple plan of repeating an error we can
bring oursclves to believe it, he never for one
moment doubted that when Marian had uttered
the words, ¢ Get rid,” as to his temper, they
meant “ getrid of him.” This, with the very
tone of voice, and the indignant flash of the cye
that accompapicd it, he recalled again and
again, until it remained stereotyped on his me-
mory.

It was long past midnight before he was
sufficiently composed to feel how benumbed he
was with cold. He had partly knelt and partly
lain by his bed-side, his face buriced in the clothes,
or momentarily raised in the friendly darkness.
But now a pale light streamed into his room;
the moon was visible. The wind had risen, and
was chasing away the low-lying clouds ; they
were piled like a vast mountain on the horizon,
drifting masses, with ragged edges, sweeping
towards them, and from a clear space near the
zenith the moon shed her beams, for a moment,
silvering the edges of the clouds.

Norry drew near the window and looked out.
He then returned to a little writing-table ; butas
he had neither a candle nor the means to geta
light, his purpose of writing at any length was
frustrated. Tuking & pencil from bhis pocket
and 2 loose slip of paper from the table, he went
to the window, and wanaged by the fitful moon-
light to write—

Do not think meungrateful; I hopeto liveto prove
Iamnot. I've been aburden too long. I go to work
—work houestly for my living, Thank you all—all,
for what you’ve done for me. Dou’t trouble about
me. 1'm sorry I made Marian and Mysie angry, but
1 couldn’t help it. I'll try to deserve a better name
than ungratesul. God bless you all. 3

To twist this up and leave it on his table, to
rummage in bis box among his scanty wardrobe
for his best suit and put it on, to make up a little
bundle, and put his case of drawing instruments
in his pocket, giving one look round the room,
which, now he was leaving it, seemed a more
homely abode than ever; then to creep down-~
stairs, pause one hesitating moment at the thres-
hold of Mr. Hope’s chamber, resist the prompt-
ings of his better nature, and with noiseless, yet
rash, footsteps to get into the passage, undo the
well-known fastenings of the door, and in a mo-
ment to find himse!f outside, beaten by the wind,
now freshening to a gale, which, strangely
enough, roused the antagonism of his nature,
took almost as little time as the writing of this
sentence. He closed the door between himself
and his only friend, and crossing the road, look-
ed up & moment at the house, then, with pale
face ard set lips, rushed away he knew not
where,

To be continued.

CURIOUS KINGS.

—

HISTORY is a sort of curiosity-shop, in which
kings are the objects that fetch the highest
price. any, no doubt, are models of wisdom
and goodness, but unfortunately they are often
distinguished from their subjects in being of all
men the most unfit to govern, and in setting the
worst possible example. It haslong beenmatter
of dispute whether their right comes from above
or from below, from the people or from the skies ;
but however this point may be settled, they have
always n certuin anointing on their brows, and
must be revercnced accordingly. They wear &
crown and wield a sceptre: that is enough. They
vsed to touch for the leprosy and king’s evil, but

their virtue in this respect has fallen into disrepute.
There i3 scarcely one amongst them that hasnot
something remarkable about him. Let us look
round the curiosity.shop just alluded to, and see
of what stuff some of the qucerest of them are
made.

At a period when they were regarded as little
less than divine, Hormouz, the King of Persia,
died, leaving his widow pregnant. To counteract
the ambitious designs of some princes of the
House of Suzzan, the Maji declared with one
voico that the child would prove a male, and the
courtiers, obedient to the dictates of superstition,
immediately proclaimed Sapor II. king, and
prepared to celebrate his coronation. In the midst
of the royal palace a couch was spread, on which
the gueen lay in state, A crown of dazaling
splendour, placed upon her breast, indicated the
unseen prescnce of the heir of Artaxerxes, and
prostrate satraps adored the majesty of a sovereign
yet unborn! But Sapor IL. is not the only prince
whoreigned longer than he lived. Look atanother
shelf. Do you see the Emperor Constantine?
Well; as Sapor reigned before his birth, so did
Constantine after his death. The flatterers of
his greatness persisted in doing homage to their
idol, though defunct. His body, adorned with
the symbols of monarchy, the diadem and the
purple, was laid on a golden bed magnificently
furnished and illuminated for the occasion. The
usages of courtly ceremony were strictly observed.
The chief officers of state, the army, and the
houschold, every day at the appointed hour,
approached the person of their sovereignon bended
knees and with composed countenances, as if he
were living still.  This theatrical performance
was continued some time for political reasons,
and many pointed to the fact of Constantine’s
reigning after his death as a mark of the special
favour of Providence. Butsuch glory was inert
compared with the posthumous might of the Cid.
He had led the armies of Sancho II. to victory,
and hadbeen acknowledged by five Moorish kings
ag their Ceid or Cid, their conqueror and lord.
At last he was besieged in his capital, and his
end arrived ; but before expiring, he gave orders
that his body should be fastencd to his horse's
saddle, with his trusty blade in the cold stiff
hand, and that thus, accoutred as a living chief,
be should be borne by his vassals to the tomb.
The command was obeyed, but before conducting
him to the place of burial his people led him
against the enemy, who fled in terror before the
lifeless hero.  In this manner the Cid, after his
death, gained his seventy-second victory !

Sultan Machamuth, who dwelt in the city of
Combeia, in the beginning of the sixteeuth
century, ate poison every day. Ludovico di
Varthema describes him bas having mustachios
80 long that he tied them over his head, and a
white beard reaching to his girdle. Fifty clephants
passed their lives in doing him homage, making
obeisances when he rose from bed and when he
sat at meat. In eating his poison, lie took care
not to swallow too much ; and when he wished to
put a courtier or other great man to death, he
caused him to be stripped bare, and then.
masticating the poison with leaves, fruits, and
the lime of oyster-shells, he spurted it on his
victim for about half an hour, by which time the
unhappy man usudlly fell dead. This exemplary
sultan had three or four thousand wives, who died
off one by one with fearful rapidity; for,
according to Barbosa, another Italian traveller,
his person and even his clothes were 8o impregnat-
ed with poison, that “if a fly lighted on his hand,
it swelled and died incontinently.” Such are
the accounts given of this second Mithridates in
a work lately reprinted by the Hakluvt Society.

In the same century with Machamuth, the
greatest potentate of Europe voluntarily vacated
a throne which thousands would have risked
their lives to obtain. This was the Emperor
Charles V. Germany, Spain, Naples, the Nether-
lands, and the newly-discovered tracts of the Far
West, had submitted to his sway during forty
years : but he was world-weary, and sighed for
the qujet of some sylvan shade. Dividing his
empire, therefore, between his brother and his
son, he retired to St. Yuste, in Estremadura, and
there, amid groves and lemon and myrtle, and

waters gushing from the rocky hill-sides, passed

the remainer of his days more peacefully and
pleasantly than when he commanded the finest
army in the world, and galleys and merchant-
ships, richly freighted, hoisted his colours on
every sea, from the coast of Flanders to the Indian
Ocean, and from the palmy shores of Tunis and
Oran to the golden heavens of Mexico and Peru.
But Charles V.’s abdication was less curious than
that of Charles Emmanuel IV., King of Sardinia,
who resigoed all the French Republic had left
him to his brother, Victor Emmanuel L., in 1802,
and became literally a door-keeper in the Gesi
at Rome, where the cell which he occupied is still
shown to visitors.

Our own century, indeed, has been as plentiful
as any otherin curiouskings. The elder Disraeli
has given a list of monarchs, dethroned at different
periods, who wandered, poor and afflicted, over
the face of the earth; but how would this cata-
logue have been lengthened if the author had
lived at the present time! King-making and
unmaking has been the order of the day, and
Fortune’s wild whecl has caused many a ludicrous
rise and fall. We have scen one who wasa poor
usher in a school at Reichenau, afterwards sit
eightcen years on the throne of France; and ap-
other who for sotie time worked as a tallow-
chandler at New York, become conqueror and
dictator of the Two Sicilies. Look at Mr. Gregor
MacGregor. This canny Seotchman, who had
travelled a good deal in Central America, thought
itwould be a fine thing to found an empire. He
therefore proclaimed himself Cacique of the
Poyais, on the Mosquito coast, raised a band of
two or three hundred volunteers in England, and
sent them as his subjects and soldiers to the Black
itiver. He appointed Baron Tinto, elias, Mr.
Hector Hall, lieutenant-governor of his capital,
“brigadier-general, and commander of the 4th
regiment of the line.” Hecreated sundry “ Counts
of Rio-Negro,” together with ministers, admirals,
and officers of every grade  Just as this nucleus
of a gigantic power is brought to perfection, in
strides a pestilential fever, and carries off all his
Highness’s Europeansubjects. In August, 1823,
& hundred fresh recruits arrive from England, but
the Sovereign keeps prudently out of the way,
and from the other side of the Atlantic contem-
platesin perfect security the failure of hisschemes
and the misery of those he Las duped. Here was
an adventurer who became a king by his own
scheming ; let us now make a noteof the scheming
of others. " In 1786, our Government wasobliged
to abandon several colonies in Central America,
and was angious, a fow years ago, to regain its
hold on that territory. ~ Colonel Fancourt, the
British governor of Belize, in the Guilf of Hon-
duras, laid hands on & barbarous Cacique, and
bailed him to Government House. While fully
expecting 1o be bastinadoed, the chief was told
that he was forthwith to be proclaimed king!
A proclamation was jabbered to the natives, and
a throne prepared in the governor’s drawing-room
with the help ofa sugar hogshead. There sat the
king of the Mosquitos, arrayed in a new pair of
trousers and a clean shirt. An act of investiture
was read, and a crown of gilt paper was placed
on his swarthy brows. The merchants of Belize
were present at the coronation, and the new king,
having received the largess of a few reals, carous-
ed with his subjects till past midnight, and was
found the next morning dead drunk on the floor.
His name, however, was corolled among the lords
of mankind, and “the kingdom of the Mosquitos”
was duly established under the protectorate of
Great Britain |

There is sometbing very carious in a King of
the Sandwich Islands writing a preface to the
Book of Common Prayer. Yet the late King of
Hawaii actually did this, and it is now published
and sold as a tract by the Christian Krnowledge
Society. There is nothing more uncommon than
a throne divided by mutual consent. The Em-
perors of the East and West had distinct spheres
of government, and their thrones were separated
by wide continents and seas. But Siam is, at
this moment, under a divided monarchy, two-
thirds of the royal power being wielded by the
first, and one-third by the second king. Eachof
these is a man of cultivated mind. Even the
second speaks pure English, has a library filled
with European books, and workshops for making
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geientific and mechanical instruments, But holis
gomewhat eclipsed by his brother, who, whilo a
usurper, held tho throne, assumed the character
ofn Buddhist priest, and devoted his timo to study.
IIo has mastered Sanscrit and Pali, writes his
nutobiography in Latin, and spenks English with
the precision of a scholar.  Faithful to tho.tra-
ditions of the East, ho has 300 wives, and considers
this n moderato allowance, sccing that his father
hiad 700. Helaughed heartily when our unvoy,
Sir Jubn Bowring, told him that in England we
aro contented with one. It is curious tosce him
seated on his throne, with “all tho wealth of
Ormnus and of Ind " gparkling in his crown and
on his vestments, whilo the nobles of the land,
in garments of gold, lic on all-fours, with their
faces nearly touching the ground, prostrate before
his raised sceptre.  But it is more curious still to
fullow him inio one of his privato apartments,
aud there see him, a3 Sir Julin Buwring did,divest-
cd of every ornament, with no other garment
than o shirt, sitting with his youngest child, o
gir} of fivo years old, on his knee,—her baro body
painted the colour of gold, and a chaplet of fra-
grant white flowers round her head,

Tho fact is. that jn one particular, kings differ
from the rest of mankind.  Being more loosened
than others from restraint, and less exposed to
the influcnce of public opinion, their individuality
develops fast.  The sharp outlines of their char-
acter, moral and intellectual, are less worn down
than thoso of their subjucts, Their will is gene-
rally their law ; and hence, no less than from their
cxalted position, they become, for goud or ill, the
ost picturesquo, or, as the case may be, grotesque
curiosities which history offcrs to our view.

THE BROKEN RING.

Oxz ove, while tho stars wero on duty above,

And the moon, newly born, showed her delicato crest,
1 sat by my girl, when a bright littlo Lovo

Camo and lit, likea humming bird, pat on her breast,

Just then, while it fluttered and pecked at her heart,
Sho drow to mo closer, and eaid with a sigh,

« ¥ feel that wo never, no never, can part,”
And a heavenly lustrodilated her eye.

Shoe took from her delicate finger a ring,
Aund bade mo to wear it and think of ny dear;

So 1 caught littlo Love from her breast, by tho wing,
And carefully placed him within tho ring’s sphere.

His butterfly piniong, so gaudy and bright,
Lay folded within his own palaco of gold,

And still as she gazed on his plumago that night,
1 thought that her bosom could never grow cold

But cro tho moon rounded, Lovo shifted about,
And seemed to be longing for freedom anew;

So, tired of bis palace, ho forced his way out,
And spite of all cfforts away from me flew.

iz violent struggle to break from the band,
Or a shock from somo gnomo flitting round in the
alr,
Xad severed tho circle, which fell from my hand,
Aund I stood in my darkness, a ghost of despair.,

A Jeweller mended tho breach that was made,
And I wandcred about over river and plain,
In hopes to discover, in sunlight or shade,
Ay falso littlo truant, and scizo bim again.

But at that fatal moment, from Venus' gay court,
A dove was sent down with a plain billet-doux,
Which told mo that Little Love ¢nded my sport,
For that Ino had changed when ho broko tho xing
throagh.

So now when I call on this delicato token,
And think of the hour when it promised such bliss,
‘Letmy counsel, deduced from an erablem thus broken,
Bo written for hearts that aro fragilo as this:

Whenever, fond lovers, your nymphs you embrace,
Aund hear them declare with a sigh and a tear
Thatnaugbt from their bosoms can ever ¢fface
Tho rapturo which renders your meetings so dear—
Lot Doubt catch your oye, whero ho sits on his cloug,
Anud do ot despiso the wise sbako of his head,
Forwords like those fond oncs which Ino oncovowed,
Will pain you when Little Love from you has fied.
Mouereal. k G. MaznTIx,

THE SOLDIER'S CONFESSION.
BY J. C. T., GUELPH, 0. W,

“ Trust me, no tortures which tho poets feign
Can match tho sicree, unutterable pain
1lo feets, who night and day devold of rest,
Carries his own accuser in his breast.”

EARLY inMay, 1864, Gen. Grant—who had in

Deceinber previous been appointed Licat,
Gen., aud given the chief comuand of the Federal
furces—persunally tovk comwand of tho Army of
the Putomac, reviewed his men, and tho follow-
ing day crossed tho Rapdan, with a force of up-
wards of 200,000 men, and tovk up his line of
march on Richmond, *the back-bune of rebel-
dum.” Taking an almost direct course, he, on the
morning of the 8th, encvuntered the veteran furces
of Lee, in tho Wilderness, and thero fuught ono
of the most stubbourn battles of tho war. Just at
dawn of the fulluwing morning I was passing
actuss frum one portion of the Cuion les to an-
other, my nearest cuutse being acruss a portion
of the ground whero tho bottest fighting of the
day previous had taken place. I was riding
along, guiding my borse first right, then left,
wending my way among the vast number of dead
and wounded Univn and Confederate soldiers,
who wero lying so thickly around me. In tho
midst of this awful sceno of carnage and Llood,
my mind naturally wandered off to tho contem-
plationuf the soul-harruwing bavocof war. Iwas
thinking of tho tbousands who would be left
fatherless, of the many homes which would be
Ieft desvlate—of tho faithful hearts that would
bo crushed, and the tearful aansiety of many a
luving mother—when the news of that dreadful
daywasheralded throughout tho country. Visions
of my own happy home in Canada,—the solici-
tudo which I knew my mother would feel for me,
and tho fears which, I was well aware, would
harrow her lest my bones had been left tobleach
amung the brave dead on that eventful field, wero
fliting through iny mind, when I was attracted
from my reverio by a voice, low and boarse,
calling:

“Captain! Captainl?

Involuntarily I halted, and raising my cyes,
espied a few yards to my right, & Union Sergeant
1ying on his side with his konapsack for a pillow.
Noticing that Le bad attracted my attention he
beckoucd mo towards him, Sitting on & huge
rock beside him was a nttle drummer boy, ap-
parently not over twelvo years of age, with a
slender form, light golden tresses and bright
blue cyes—far too delicato a flower, for such an
awful, barren, lonely, desolate place. Riding up
totho sergeant, and dismounting, I enquired i€ he
was hadly hurt, although tho ghastly paleness of
his countenance, tho livid colour of his lips, and
his glassy eyes, told, but too surely, that lus last
battio was fought, and his sands of Lfe nearly
run out,

Ho replicd that he was wounded severely, in
fact mortally. He was aware that his end was
drawing near, and beforo ho died he had a con-
fession to make, and tho performance of certain
acts to request, and begged me to hear bis tale,
and if in my power to catry out hisdying wishes.
I signified my willingness, and be commenced ;

““You belong to a Michigan regiment ?”

I replied that I did.

“You aro probably acquainted in Lansing?”

“Somewhat,” I replied,

“You sco that tiny drummer boy there on
that rock ?”

1 answered that I bad noticed him,

& Well,” he resumed, “about fourteen years
ago, Iwas a smart, active young fellow, residing
with my parents in Lansing, Mich, At that
timo there also resided in that city a family by
tho name of Frasncisco, composed of tho father,
mother and an only daughter, a blooming young
girl of seventeen, with a skin as fair a3 a lily,
long golden locks which hung in wavy tresses
over her faultless neck and shoulders, cheeks
which looked ag though they bad been kissed by
the first roses of May, and her step was light
and graceful as a fairy’s. And her disposition
was so mild, so sweet, her mind sopure, her con-
dact so artless, that sho was, in fact, the very
perfection of womanly loveliness. Beautiful in
the fullest senso of tho word, and unassuming in

hermanner, she won the love and admiration of all
with whom sho camo in contact. I met ber, and
admired—but alas! raine was not love—not that
pure, cxalted feeling whics God hos implanted
in tho breast of man to givo him a foretasto of
heaven. I paid my addresses to licr, was constant
in my attentions, and at length with my faie ex-
terior and honcyed words succecded in winning
ber undivided affectivn, But my end was
not yet gained. I invented a plausible
story, about tho objectivn my parents (who
wero wealthy) would urgo to my marrying a
girl in her positivn in life, and as 1 was not yet
quite of age, proposed a runaway marringe, and
by dint of misrcprescntations and coaxing suc-
ceeded in gaining her consent. Accordingly I
made tho necessary arrangements, and ono even-
ing just as tho shades of night wero gathering
round, wo Ieft tho picturcsque little city of Lans-
ing fur Detroit.  Arrived in that city of iniquity,
I was not long in finding & man, who, in consi-
deration of o ten dullar gold picce, consented to
perform & mock marriage, and forgo a certificate.
When I looked at tho lovely innocent unsus-
pecting being at my side, my conscience su-oto
me, but drowning tho promptings of my better
nature, I resolved to carry out my scheme, Tho
ceremony was performed, and after spending a
few days in the city, showing Fanny the wonders,
wo returned to Lansing; I,of course, impressing
my compauion with the nccessity of keeping tho
occurrenco o profound scerot,

¢ Matters progressed quietly, and Imanaged to
spend a great portion of iy spare time in Fanay’s
company. At length I decemed it advisable to
leave tho town, and movo westward, of course
promising Fanby to send for her shortly. Soon
after I left, foul-mouthed slander-mongers began
to breatho storics harsh and strange about tho
lovely girl,  Bravely she boro tho contempt and
derision of hier old associates and fricnds, con-
fident in her innocent simplicity that timo would
unveil the gloom, and show all things right.
But as the days flew by and the clouds of the
future looked blacker every hour, her pallid check,
sunken eyes, and deathlike paleness told too
plainly how tho anxiety and suspense was un-
dermining ber delicato constitution. I learnt the
position of affuirs from o lotter from an acquaine
tance, snd immncdiately sat down and wrote her
a lctter, making & full confession of my decep-
tion, and offering her a considerable sum of
money if she would never discluse the treachery
I bad practiced.

« A fewweeks after Ireceived abrief note from
my father, informing me that ho knew ak; that
Fanny had had a young son; that she wasdead!
yes, pEap! had died of o broken heart; that I
bad been the causo of ber death.” ©

Hero tho sergeant gavo a slight shudder, and
closing his eyes rolled on to his back. I thought
ho too wag dead, but after o few moments X per-
ceived that he still breathed; so taking tho stop-
per from my flask of “ Apple-Jack,” I applied it
to bis lips, and in a few moments, he revived.
Thelittle drummer now came forward, and kneel-
ing down besido the wounded man, bathed his
feverish brow with water from his canteen. Lan-
guidly opening his cyes, the sergeant continued:

tQh, now, I recollect. Fanny was dead!
dead! and I was an ountcast. Stung by remorse,
an outcast from the home of my youth, disowned
and cast off by my father, I spent my time wan-
dering up and down, carning a living as best 1
could and ill at ease anywhere, Iwas tolerably
successful in myundertakings, and acquired con-
siderable property, but still was far from happy
or even contented. On the breaking out of tho
war I enlisted, thinking to drown the gnawings
of conscience, amid the adventure and exoite-
ment of campaigning ; but all was to no purpose,
and I still lived under the curse of Cain. But L
am growing weak, and will soon kuow the fear-
ful secret of the dread hereafler, and must draw
my tale to an cod! You seo this boy, this little
drummer. Ho resembles my poor, dead Fauny
so much, so much. The request I bave to make
of you, Captain, is this. I, as a dyisg man, wish
you to take this (taking from around his waist,
o buckskin money belt). It contains oy will
bequeathing all my property to Fanny’s child, if
still alive, stipulatin,, but & sufficient sum shall
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bo applied to tho crection of a suitable moun-
ment over her grave. It contains clear deeds to
geveral valuablo lots of Jand, and about $2,000
in moncy, I want you to ascertain if my child
still lives, and if he does, give him thig; and if
he, too, is dead, give it to the ¢ Orphan’s lIomc,_"
Detroit. This is my dyinr request, will you fulfil
it, Captain??

I replied that if in my power T would do so.

“Here,” he continued, taking from his bosom
a small go*d tocket, “hereis a present Fanny gave
to mo. It contaius hier daguerreotype and a lock
of her hair. Open it, and Iet mo behold her coun-
tenanco once more before I die.”

. I took tho lockdt, and, touching the spring, be-
held as beautiful o face as it is possible to con-
ceive. I handed it to him, and he took one long,
earncst fook, then raised his eyes to tho face of
the youthful drminmer at hig side. o repoated
this two or three times, and then let the locket
fall from his hand on to his breast. The boy
picked it up,and giving onoe glancoe at it, jumped
to his feet, with a scream.  Looking at it again,
he drew from tho iuside pocket of his waisteoat,
#aotber locket, which ho opened, and comparing
-ho two, cjaculated.

«The same,—My mother!”

Tho sergeant raised himself up; and grasping
the boy in his arms muttered, “my son I’ and
fell back again on to the ground still holding the
1ad in hisarms. I again applicd the flask to his
lips, but to m purpose; and in a few moments
his hands dropped to the ground, the muscles of
his face gave o slight twitch, his whole frame
quivered for an instant, and sergeant James
Seo** was among tho dead.

T 5 drummer-boy now commenced to sob
violently, but tho sharp, rattling fire of the rebel
skirmishers, the occasional ¢ whizz” of a bullet in
closo proximity to my ears, the uncasiness of my
horse, the roll of drums and the blast of trumnpets,
and the heavy boom of an occasional picce of
artillery, reminded me that the carnage of the
day previous was to be repeated.  So raising the
weeping drummer-boy, I ploc+d him on my horse
behind the saddle, nud mounting myself, was
soon with my own command, cager for the fray.

Tho fight ended, and still we had gained no
material advantage over the battle-scarred hosts
of tho veteran southern chief. Then came the
countermarch, and strategic flank movement of
the northern commander, and after another con-
test and countermarch at Spottsylvania Court
House, woe found ourselves a few days after en-
camped beforo Petersburg, the Key to the rebel
strongbold. A couple of recomnoissances con-
vinced Gen. Grant that the attainment of his
end would be no casy matter, so siege operations
wete at once commenced. Extensive mining
operations wero begun; and at length on the
pight of the 29th of July, the trains were all laid,
and everything in readiness for a grand assault
on the morrow. Just at day-break the following
morning the mine was sprung, and in a few se-
conds tho rebel fortress looked like a heap of
smouldering ruins. An attack was at once or-
dered, but through some misconception of in-
structions only onc brigade of the whole corps
was in readiness for action. After a delay of
about twenty minutes the commanding rencral
ordercd the brigade forward, and with the gallant
27th Michigan Skarpshooters,Col. Fox command-
ing in advance, the assault was mwade. The re-
giment marched steadily up to tne very mouth
of the breach caused in the works by the explo-
sion of the mwne. Up to this time they had not
103t & man, but in an instant a ternble enfilading
firc was opened from the rebel works, which
threw the regiment into confusion, and but
very few of the men got back into tho trenches.
Among those who wero so fortunate as to got
back, was my brave little ward tho drummer-
boy, but he had received & ba. wound in the
arm. Howas atonco sent to City Point Hospital,
and every attention paid him. Mortification,
however, set in, and amputation was considered
necessary. The gallant lad bore the pain bravely,
and although for somo weeks lying ic & very
precarious condition, ho at length recovered.
Whenconvalescent he received nsdischarge, and
a pension wag settled on bim, I also got a leave
of absence and came North, and confided to o

responsible person the valuables placed in my
care by thoe dying sergeant on tho blooly ficld
of tho Wilderness, The ex-drummer-boy is now
attending the University at Ann Arbor, Michigan,
intending to qualify for tho profession of the law;
and if ho is spared, I doubt not but tho one-
armed Iawyer will yet record his name among
the notables of his nativo State.

SNOW FLOWERS.

\ HAT! flowers! flowers at Cliristmas-tido;

when cvery aspect of nature repels the idea
of their existencoe ; when tho carth dons its white
vesturo that seems o shroud but that is & warm
raiment shiclding tho ground with its embryo
fruits from tho biting frost; when plants and
trees have laid aside their verdant garments, and
their nourishing saps—the blood of their lives—
havo descended to their carth-bound hearts; and
when no vestige of floral blo som i3 to be scer
Flowers, too, whoso forrs r'val in beauty thuse
of the pampered ornaments of the garden ; whose
huo i3 pure and spotless as that of the lily.

And yet the botanist knows them not ; they do
not full within his category, and he would doubt-
less dizown them as objects of hig study. For
they arc rot the offspring of the carth but of the
air; their seeds aro tiny rain-drops, their nursery
i3 the cold wintry sky. ¥or our flowers—the flowers
of our story—are the Leanteous blossoms of the
falling snow. In scientific language they arc
known a3 snow crystals, but wo bave preferred a
name that more accords with the floral forms they
assume, Ever sinco men's eyes learnt to look
for nature’s finest handiwork in her smallest
creations, these beautiful formations have been
tho subject of wonder and admiration; they were
food for tho spcculations of Aristotle, Kepler,
and Descartes; tho Arctic voyagers, seeking for
ought to wife away tho tedious hours of theic
protracted winters, found in the observation and
delincation of them o charming pastimoe; and me-
teorologists havo attentively studied their varied
forms a3 a branch of their complicated science.

And yet they are but jittle known beyond the
splhiere of ¢ tho enlightened few” Although
they gently tap at our windows or light on our
shoulders, as if to court the admiration they
deserve; they nevertheless pass unnotice?, and
uncared for j as the desert flowers that are * born
to blush unseen” Possibly their modest dimen-
sions may account for this, for many of the
prettiest of them aro no larger thanthat popular
standard of magnitude—a pin's head,  But this
need not be a bartoouracquaintance with them :
a magnifying glass, magnifyingsome half & dozea
times, such ag well-nigh cevery houscho'd con-
tains, or such as any optician will supply for a
shilling or two, isall that is required to fawmiliar-
iso us with these feats of fuiry handicraft, and
tho kaleidoscopic yet ever lovely forms and
features they cxhibit,

Farnished with this small fnstrament, the ob-~
servation of these snpow flowers i3 simple and
eagy enough. 'We have only to walk out when
the snow is falling in a cold calm atmosphere—
for wind breaks up and destroys the blossoms—
and catch the dakes on the coat sleeve, or any
other dark substance ; and, provided the air and
the sleevo be not so warm as to melt them too
suddenly, wo shall find them composed of
aggregations of delicate flowery forms; while
single flowers, isolated from the flakes, will ever
and anon come pattering down, to charm us for
a few momentsth their short-lived beauty, and
then tomeltand vanish ; returning to the element
from which they sprang, and leaving no other
trace of their existance than a littlo bead of water,
Theso singlo efflorescences will Lest repay our
careful gerutiny; to the naked eye they will
appear but as little hexagonal or star-shaped
particles, from a quarter of an inch downwards
in diameter ; but under the greater eye of the
magnifier, a multitude of structural details of
infinite variety and of most delicate tracery will
bo revealed.

But, varied as arc the details of these ice-
jewels, thero is a striking characteristic unifor-
ity, » sort of prevailing family likeness per-
vading tho whole of them. The flowers are all

six-petalled, and the petals invariably inclino to
each other at an anglo of sixty degrees ; further,
tho spiculwx, shooting from the petals, and tho
still smaller shoots from these, all diverge at tho
same angle; in fact, that cvery form of detail
is hexangular, Fora long timo the causo of thig
regularity of form remained an cmgma, even to
scientific minds ; it was not till the curious laws
of crystallisation came to be studied and known
that tho key to tho wnystery was found. The
scicnce of crystallography teaches us that when
the integrato particles, of which wo mustsuppose
cvery substance is composed, aro left freo to
arrauge themselves in their own way, they tako
up certain definite positions with regard to cach
other, aud build up a mass of the substanco ac-
cording to an order of architecture peculiar to
itself; and it is one of naturc’s sublimo schemes
of order that tho stones or bricks, so to defino
these particles, of any onoe substanco shall havo

& shapo exclusively their own, and differing from

tha. of tho particles of any other materinl; and
that when they cumbino or aggregafe, they shall
produce a pile or heap whose forin 13 simitar to
or derivable from that of thg individual atoms
themselves. The resulting piles of particles aro
crystals, and it is pretty well knowa that the
crystals of any crystallisable material have a
form peculiar to it and to it only. The crystal's
form is determined by the shape of its sides or
facets, and the angles at which’ they incline to
cach other. Water, in solidifying by cold, <. c.
in freczing, forms itself into crystals whose
facets are hexagons and incline to cach other at
a constant avgle of sixty degrees. The little
globule of water, then, that would .cdinarily
constitute & rain-drop, in falling through an at-
raosphiere of a lower temperature than tho freez-
ing point, passes to the svlid state, and its par-
ticles, piling themselves into their appointed
hexangular forms with geornetrical precision,
produco these exquisite crystalline flowers ; thus
obeying that supreme order of the wuniverso
which ordains that even ico shall put forth its
blogssoms. But why these blossoms should as-
sumeo the complicated and varied forms in which
we find them; whether these variations are due
to clectrical conditivns of the atrmosphere, or to
the chiemical constitution of the water from
which they are formed,~—are questions yct to be
solved.

The graceful ice-ferns that ornament our
windows ia frosty weather aro produced, from
moisture coudensed on tho cold glass, by this
samo regular crystallising process; their sprays
and leaves form the samo co.  wb angle with
cach other as the parts of the snow flowers, At
the cdges of ponds and lakes similar filagreo
work is to be scen at tho commencement of &
frust, and befure the whole mass of water is con-
solidated.  Hoar frost—frozen dew——presents tho
same fantastic, though symumetrical arrangement
of its spiculz ; but nowhero aro the phenomena
of water crystallisation so attractively manifested
a3 in the pretty objects that bave formed the
subject of this paper.

We have no desire to invadn the territory of
a lady’s newspaper, by recommending “ patterns
for ornamental needlework ;” but we think we
way venture to saggest the objects wo havebeen
describing fur tlo consideration of our fair
fricnds, as affording excellent desigus for their
cmbroidery work. Any amount of variety, with
the necessary foundation of uniformity, caa bo
obtained by copying these snow crystals; they
may be magnified to any extent without sacri-
ficing an iota of their beauty. A rather quick
eye und hand will be required, at first, to catch
the details befure they thuw away by the radiat-
ing warmth of tho body; buta little practice
will soon make perfect, and their geometrical
formation will be found to greatly facilitato their
delinecation : besides, it i3 only nccessary to
draw one petal of the flower from nature, for as
they aro alt the same in any one flower, they can
bo repeated the remaining five times at leisure.
Weo would suggest as the materials to be used in
working them, puro white and transparent glass
beads upon a black or dark g. ound of velvet or
cloth., Thoe effect cannot fail to be successful, be-
causo 80 closo an imitation of nature can be
secured,
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LONGINGS IN LONDON.

DY ALEXANDER M’LACHLAN.

My soul Is alck of thoso miles of brick,
I’m weary of ‘' London town;"’

1 long to fico from this dlsmal sea,
And to Scotland hurry down.

I'm weary of smoke, and palo-faced-folk,
Anund I long to flco away;

1 long to breathio on tho mountain heath,
As tho school-boy longs for play.

I'm sick of routine, I would ohango the scenay
0! givo me tho lifo that thrills;

Excliaugo dead books, for the living brooks,
And tho Joy of tho savago hills.

0! sct mo freo, and away I'll fico
With the livo things of tho rocks;

And be as of old, a hunter bold,
In tholand of herds and flocks.

0! for the Joy without alloy,
*Mong tho hills of Highland lec;
Where tho torrent wars, and tle eaglo-goars,
And the stag is bounding free.
0! for tho tent on tho licather bent,
And the hardy Highland faro;
And the wild halloo of our Jovial crew,
In our short relicf from caro.

0! for the flock, at rest by tho rock,
Each stag with his lordly crown;

ow still they lio! ‘neath tho bending sky,
Aund tho great hills looking down;

O! for the dash at tho nifle’s flash,
\Whilo the wrunded roe-buck strains;

And tho bounding blood, like a roaring flood,
Is sweeping through our veins.

As wo take the track, with the yelliay pack,
And tho startled hills reply;

Delirious joy ! all carth’s a toy,
When tho chase lights up tho eye.

O! respito rare, from the city’s care,
Andits artificial pains,

With tho pack to bo, on the mountaing freo
And thosavage in our veins.

Weo stated in a lato issug that wa believed Mr, Mec-
Lachlaa was still in Scotland., We flod that wo wero
nustaken, and gladl ﬂ welcome him back to Canadaand
to tho columns of tlie Reader.—Ep. 8. .

SECRET OF STANLEY HALL.
BY MRS. J. V. NOEL.

AUTHOR OF THE ‘/ CR0OSS OF PRIDE,” * PASSION AND
PRINCIPLE,” * TUE ADBEY OF RATHMORE,"” ETC.
Continued from page 317,

« And now, after giving you an account of all
that befel me in the New World, I shouiq like to
know what has occurred at homo during my
absence,” Phiip gaily observed as the night wore
«u, and bo had cxhausted his fund of informa-
tion xelative to his trip across the Atlantic, in-
cluding his me2ting with Gertrude,

« Thornton has, I suppose, attended to my duty
regularly, and the congregation havo felt no io-
convenience from my absence.”

¢ Mr, Thornton has certainly done as well as
he could, yet the peoplo have missed you sadly:
you koow ho is but a poor preacher.  Lady Ro-
salic Gascoigne, who was hero yesterday, asked
when I expected you home.”

A sudden start of surprise, and the crimson of
pleasuro mounted to tho curate's brow, as he
asked cagerly, “ How did you get acquainted
with her?”?

]In visiting the poor; she is very charitable,
and seems asgood assheisbeautiful, Mr. Thorn-
ton’s preaching does not please her at all; she
declared hig prosy eermons set her to sleep, and
she had a great mind not to attend church
until you returned.”

« 2re thers any visitors at Templemora?”

¢« Yes, a few have come down to spend the
Christmas. Lady Templemore's pew was full last
Sunday. Among tle stiangers I observed ono
elegant-looking man, Viscount Waldegrave, who,
i3 said to be very attentive toLady Rosalie, Re-
port-hius already given her to him,”

This remark sent o thrill of pain to the heart

of Trevyllian; tho expression of his countenanco
cbanged, ¢ .4 tho flush of joy faded from his
brow., ¢ How aro tho fhmilyat the Hall?” ho
asked, as if to change tho conversation.

«Qh, I forgot to mention that Sir Alfred has
met with a dreadful accident: poorfellow! ho will
be n cripple tho rest of his lifo; he was thrown
from his horse, and his spine i3 scriously in-
jured.”

“«What a severo blow to Lady Stanley! how
does gho bearit?”

#“ As a woman of her character will always
receivo such trials, with bitter complainings, and
openly-cxpressed murmurs, against the hand that
has stricken down in his youth tho idol ¢f her
heart.”

tSho nceded some trial, somo punishment,and
it hos come at last,” observed Trevyllian, se-
verely. .

« And this is not’ all;? continued his mother.
“Her married daughter dicd some months since
in India. The nows camo justafter you left; and
tho other day Lady Stanley’s two grandchildren
arrived &t tho Hall, sent home by the bereaved
husband, who feared to loso them also, should he
keep them any longer in tho Eest

A small French clock on e mantel-picce
now struck the hour of eleven. Trevyllian rose
hastily. -

I suppose I must preach to-morrow,and it is
timo I should give somo attention to my sermon.
Will youexcuse my leaving you?” hie added, turn-
ing to Gertrudo. I must spend an hour in my
study before retiring for the night.”

% Can you writo & sermon ik 8o short a tim??

“Ho does notwrito his sermons,” brokein afrs.
Trevyllian, proudly. ¢ Philip preacheaextempore;
ho is a very popular preacher, Miss Carlyle.
Lady Rosalio declares he i3 tho best gho ever
heard.”

“Did she say that” and again tho pleased
look broke over the curate’s fuce. ¢ Oh, Lady
Rosalio is o flatterer,” ho added, smiling, ¢ She
said so to gratify tho preacher’s mother

“ Sho did not,” said Mrs. Trevyllian, seriously,
as Philip closed the door after him. “Sho said
what she thought, Every ono sdinires Philip's
preaching. You will hear him to morrow, Miss
Carlyle: he is very talented, I assure you, and so
good! just what a Clristian minister should be,
and what 80 fow are, I regret to say.”

“Y am sure he is very good. How happy you
must, bo to havo sush a son.”

“Qh. yes, blessed in that respect, but —-”
Mrs. Trevyllian paused—tho look of exultation
dicd out of her face, and was succeeded by one
of the deepest dejection, while tears welling up
from some bitter fount of memory filled her oyes.
¢ Unmixed happiness falls to the lot of none. |,
liko others, have wy blessings and my trials also.
But ob, if it had been any other trial but that, I
think X could have borne it better; some day I
will tell you al} about jt.”

“#Mr, Trevyllian has already told me some-
thing 0f == of his sister —— of your great sor-
row.”

“Did he? poor Philip feels it deeply too. He
was so proud of Maud ; sho ¥as so beautifu’,and
wo thought so good. How prone wo aro to take
pride in something or some ono belonging to us!
The frail human heart twines itself about some
beloved object, priding itsclfin it, and giving to
it that homage of tho affections which is due
to God alone. But this sin brings its own pun-
ishment, for are wo not often wounded by those
wo cherished too fondly, and those whom we
have unduly exalted have been tha cause of our
bitter humiliation. But I mustnot trouble you with
1y SOITOWS ; young as you are, youhave hadyour
owan. How sad your lifo must have been, thrown
into daily companionship with those you could
neither love norrespect, but whom you never-
theless believed it wa3 your duty to honour.”

“Yes, hitherto wy life has been shadowed, but
I do not regret it now; the human heart must
gseck happiness, the youthful mind must find it
in something; and I, in my desolation, was led
to seck it from a heavenly source. God has been
gooq to mc, to lead me in my loncly suffering to
himself”

#I am glad to hear you say that. It ig not
always that sorrow has such an effoct upon tho

young. But it grows late, and you must feel
tired after your journey. I will conduct you to
your apartment; you will find your trunks al-
ready there. I hopo you will sleep comfortably,
and f}\vako refreshed to enjoy o happy Christ-
mas.

Tho hours of the night wore silently on, and
whilo tho inmates of the Parsonage are buried in
sepeze, I shall relate a few events in the lives
of the Trevyllian family, which may be interest~
iug to tho reader.,

CHAPTER IV, LADY ROSALIE GASCOIGNE,

About five years beforo this story opens, Philip
Trevyllian, having finished his collegiate cours
and been ordained, while waiting for & cumcy,
accepted the situation of tutor in o nobleman's
family, Besides the young heir, whom it was his
duty to prepare for Cambridge, Trevyllian had
another pupil, the Lady Rosalie Gascoigne, who
studicd with her brother tho higher brauches of
English, of which her French governess had no
knowledge. Lady Rosalio was in the bloom of
girkiood, and cminently beaatiful—of queenly
presence, with a faco that might rival tho crea-
tion of a Phidias in its pure Grecian contour and
ideal beauty—sho seemed, to the dazzled cyo of
Trevyllian, like a creature of another sphere.
Thrown into daily intercourse with such a being,
was it surprising that tho poor tutor, forgetting
the differenco of rank, birth and position—tho
wide gulf that divided them—should %l deeply
in love with his fascinating pupit. Ono year
passed, & period during which Philip lived in
clysinm every day, bendiug in lowlier homage
beford this beautiful shrine, for his love for Lady
Rosalioc amounted toidolatry. Suddenly atlast
was this delicious dream of love broken, its
haleyon fancies dispersed, aad tho bewildered
young man roused to & bitter awakening. His
passion for his beautifal pupil, though carcfully
hidden in tho depths of his heart, was at
last suspected by the French governess; and per-
cciving & growing attachment to the handsome
tutor in tho guileless Lady Rosalie, mademoiselle
privately communicated her suspicions to her
Ladyship’s mother, tho Countess of Redclyff.
Tho tutor was immediately dismissed, without
any reason being assigned, and the Lady Rosalie
placed under the strictest surveillance, 8 precau-
tion which Lay Redelyff would have decmed
unuezessary had she known the noblo nature of
theyoung man, whosestrict senseof honour would
have prevented his taking advantago of tho girl~
ish prefsrence shown to him by her dauggwr.
Driven out thus from the presence of his idol—
from tho Eden in which ho had been living—
Philip wandered back, liko o miserable ghost, to
the world of cvery day life, feeling bereft of all
that could render existence desirnble; for with
tho loss of Lady Rosalie, his crushed heart re-
jected, in its wild agony, everything clso that
carth could offer in her stead.

Returning in his deep dejectionwethe gloom of
a hopeless affection casting its dark shadowover
the future—to his mother’s home, he found that
another sorrow awaited him there. A letter had
just been received from the gentleman in whoso
family his sister Maud had been living a3 gover-
ness, containing the startling information, that
Miss Trevyllian had sccretly left his house, and
it was suspected sho had cloped with an elegant
looking stranger, in whose company sho had
been seen tho previous day.

This stunning blow, added to his other sorrow,
prostrated Philip ca a bed of sickness, anad brain
fever threatened for a time his life; but a good
constitution, and his mother's careful nursing,
triumphed over bis discase, and he again awoke
to the outer world and to aun intolerable sense of
dreariness and woe. But through the desolation
of his soul camo the voico of merey, calling upon
him to renounce the creature, and lift his heart
to Him who alone ought to fill it. Unresistingly
did he, in his broken-heartedness, allow his
thoughts and affections tobe drawn heavenward ;
and now as & new light dawned upon himw,
another world awoke around him. Life was no
longer aimless, he would devote it to Him whom
ho bad vowed to serve, Earthly lovo would stilt
hava its placo in kis heart, bat no idol shouald

any longer occupy tho inner sanctuary. The
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loss of Rosalie should not again render him un-
nundtul of the duties and interests of life. Thus
was Pinthp Trevyllinn fitted for the ministry—
thus did sorrow hit hun nearer to Heaven, filling
Bt soul with holy resolutions and aspiving hopes.
e recovered slowly, but st length with renewed
beahth ho again went forth into the world,
strengthened fur the Lattle of life, though carry-
mye svout with bnn the remembrance of his sor-
tow, lus weak human heart siifl blecding, and
yearmng—alus how vainly I—for the one coveted
carthly blessing,  Being appointed to the curuey
ot C——, he removed there with his mother, de-
voting himself to soothie her grief, and hoping
that tuue would heal the wound lher erring
daughter's desertion had made. But time, in such
it case, brings no heahing balin to the fond heart
of a mothier, for she mournsnot only a daughter's
luss, but her dereliction from the path of virtue.

The Trevylians had resided at C—— more
than three years, when an event occurred, which
bt up with sudden sunshino the pathway of
Platip.  Lady Redelyif was dead, and ber
daagliter, Lady Rosalie Gascoigne, came toreside
with her annt, Lady Templemore, whose princely
home was suuatedafew miles from C—-. Philip
wits not awarcof this, until one Sunday ske made
lier appearance uneapectedly at church. lle was
entering the sacred building, robed in hissurplice,
when at thic vestry door he happened to glance
up at the gallery, aud there, in the Templemore
pew, he saw a youuny lady of distinguisbed ap-
pearance.  One look at that fondly remembered
face—so peerless in its beauty—caused a thrill
of glad surprise, and sent the crimson of sudden
anotwn manthng over his usually pale face
How gladly did he lide that agitated face in the
fulds of lus surplice, as he knelt in prayer on
cntering the reading desk.  That prayer was of
unuseal leagth tns Sunday morning, but the
curate was mastering his cihotion, and when he
rose from tus Kncelmg atutude, his countenance
was ctlm, although the pulsations of his weak
human heart sull throbbed wildly A few of the
congregation had noticed the currte’s change of
countenance, but only one had guessed the causc.
The Lady Rosalie Gascoigne, suspecting that
Mr. Trevyllian, the popular preacher of Co—y
was her ci~derant tutor, s» well remembered and
vet fondly loved, had seated herself in Lady
Templewmore's pew, so as to command a view of
the vestry-door.  She was watching very intently
the egress of the white-robed clergyman, when
he suddenly appeared and glanced up at the
gallery, atncted probably by the magnetism of
Lady Rosulic’s violeteves.  The sudden joy that
flashied over his fice, colouring it to the very tem-
ples, cansed nbright hope tospringupin herheart,

. whbich thrilled it with delight; for hidden away
in ity innermost chamber was the hnage of the
handsoino tutor: and Philip Trevyllian possessed
un unextinxuishable interest in the affections of
the Lady Rosalic Gascoigne.  How carnestly did
she gaze at him, fram that curtained pew ! noti-
cing the changes which sorrow had snade in his
intellectual face, and cagerly listening for the
well-known voice. At length the organ crased,
and as the full melody died away, there sounded
distinctly through the silent hailding the clear,
rich tonesof the clergyman  Philip Lad recoser-
cd lig self-pnssecsion, and as his soul became ab-
sorbed in the selewpn service in which hie was en-
gaged, even the presence of Lady Rosalic seemed
forgotten, in the worship of Ilim, who thus
chiimed every thought, and requized an undivided
homage.

From that day, the attendance of Lady Rosalic
at chiurch was so pegular as to call furth praise
from the humbler members of the congrega-
tion. Her devout deporiment during the prayers,
and the absorbing interest with which she
listened to the sermon, devearing the preacher
with her mdiant eyes, as if fascinated by his ¢la-
quence, were worthy of commendation in onc so
fashionable as the Lady Rosalie, The happiness
which the beantiful girl enjoyed in seeing, Sun-
day after Sunday, the object of her secrct attach-
ment, was, after a few weeks, interrupled by his
being obliged to visit the United States. Iis
Teturn was anxiously looked for by biscongrega-
tion, and tho news of his arrizal on Christmas
cve soon spread, and, through the servants,even

reached Templemore; so that on Chlristruas
morning, Lady Rosalie drovo to churchin buoy-
ant spivits; for—I regret to say—mingling with
the devout happiness suitable to this joyous sca-
son, was the carthly joy, arising from the expee-
tation of sceing again tho handsome curate of

CHAPTER V., THE CURATE AT TEMPLEMORE.

Joyously tho church bells rung out fur Divine
Service on Christmas Day. It was carly when
Mrs. Trevyllian and Miss Carlyle wended theie
way along the private path, leading from the
parsouage to the Church, fur the cucate's mother
wished (o set n good example by arriving in
time.  The sacred edifice was built in the Gothic
style; thero were two small galleries on cither
side of the altar—onc occupicd by the organ aud
choir—in the other, were the pews belonging
to the aristocracy of the neighbourhood.
The Rector’s pew, which the curate’s fuuuly at
present occupicd, commanded a view of this gal-
lery, and Gertrude, as she sat, silently watching
the entrance of the congregation, felt no little
curiosity tosee the Lady Rosalic Gascvigne, of
whom Mrs. Trevyllian spoke in raptures, and
who scewe] to possess an enthralling influence
over the curate himscif,

It was late when the family from Templemore
arrived ; but though the service bad begun, Ger-
trude’s ¢yes, I am sorry to say, fulluwed the
aristocratic party, as they traversed the aisle,
lcading to their pew. Lady Templemore was
still a fine looking woman, thongh past the me-
ridian of life; but the cold, baughty expression
of hier countenance, repelled rather than attracted
the gaze of Gertrude. With her were three
young ladies, one of whom, from her imperial
beauty, Gertrude thought, must be the Lady
Rosalie. Two gentlemen were of the party, onc
with a dark handsome face, and that air of high
breeding peculiar to the aristocracy. He was
probably the Viscount Waldegrave, the devoted
admirer of the Lady Resalie. It wasa bright,
frosty day, the glittering sunshine streamed
through the the windows of stained glass, ghsten-
ing on the dark green leaves of the laurel and
bolly which, interspersed with searlet bernes,
were used to decorate the chureh for this Chnst-
mas festival. It was just such weather as adds
by its brightness to the joyousness of spirst,
which every one scems to fect at this happy sea-
son. During the prayers, Gertrude's attention
wandered considerably, for the new scene
brought its teptations to the young girl; but
when Trevyllian ascended the pulpit and the
scrmon began, hier every thought was engrossed
by the preacher, whose sweet, persnasive clo-
quence chained theattention of the congregation,
and movcd many among them to the depths of
their being.  The morning scrvice was over, and
the carate had retired to the vestry, when, 1o his
surprise, the sexton brought lum a message from
Lady Templemore. She begged Mr. Trevylhan
to drive homo with her, in order to be present at
the distribution of Cliristmas preseats to the poor
of the neighbourhoud.  She wishied bun ta do so,
to prevent her gining to the uaworthy, and to
assist her in purtioming out to the deserving, ac-
cording to their wants. What atumault of pleas-
ing cmotion did this uncxpected invitation
cause Philip Trevslliant bat concealing it under
a digoified demeanor, he joined Lady Temple-
moze at the church door. Somé of her party had
already driven off, Lady Rosalic was waiting
with ler aunt.  Lady Templemoro courtcously
accosted the camte, thanking bim for his com-
pliance, then introduced her nicce. And thus
Plulip Trevyllian met Lady Rosalie, after an in-
terval of nearly four years. They met as
strangers, but in the sby glance she mised to
him, as shie held out her small gloved hand, he
saw recognition.  Sbe bad not forgotten hir.

A pleasant drive of twenty minutes, and the
geey old towers of Templemorcappeared in view,
surrounded by o noblo park of many acres.
Around the lofty poctico of the stately mansion,
and lining tho wide avenue, anumber of indigent
creatures were congregated—their  care-worn
faces beaming, for the time, with tho pleasuro of
expectation.  What a contrast did they preseat,

in their poverty, to the lugh-born and wealthy

inmates of that palaco home! Surely, fuithin a
world of compensation is needed to sustain tho
soul amid the trials of lfe, and teach us that
Ho has dono all things well, who has allotted so
unequally tho portions of earth,

In the large, antiquo hall—with its tesselated
pavement, its wido oak staircase,its hugo hearth,
onwhich crackled and blazed immenseyulologs—
o Jarge supply of Cliristinas presents hiad been pre-
pared, consisting chicfly of blankets and warm
clothing for the winter. Theapplicantsfor theso
necessacies, provided by the charity of the mis-
tress of the mansion and her beautiful nicce,
were brought snto the hall in groups, and all re-
ceived according to theic necessity.  Afterwards
they were supplicd with a plentiful dinner to
take to their humble homes, angd in this manner
was the juyous scason of Christmas made to
shower blessings on the suffering poor in tho
vicinity of C——, When this work of benefi-
cnce was ended, Mr Trevyllian was invited to
partake of lunch with Lady Templemoreand her
guests, and balf an hour passed quickly in
pleasant conversation, while cnjoyinﬁ the de-
licacies of the rich repast.  The short day of an
English winter was fast closing in, before the
curate, intoxicated with the happiness of enjoying
the socicty of Lady Rosalie, thought of leaving
Templemore. When he was making his adicus,
she asked him in a low voice to waita few mo-
ments until she gathered a bouquet for Mrs. Tre-
vyllian, who she knew was passionately fond of
flowers. The spacious dining-room opened at
one cnd by glass-doors into a large conscrvatory,
filled with rare exotics, the rich fragranco of
which floated into tho apartment and made tho
wintry air redolent of summer perfume.

Without twaiting for a reply, Lady Rosntie
moved with quick grace towards tho conserva-
tory, and disappearcd among its orango trces
and magmfcent plants, Trevyllian hesitated,
but the desire to follow her was jrresistiblo ; the
next momeant ho bad passed through the glass
doors, and was staading beside her Ladyshipas
she stooped to cull a splendid camellis japonica.
The crimson light of the coloured lawps with
which the conserratory was lit up—for tho
shades of night bad faller upon Templemore—
streamed upon her graceful figure bending among
tho beatifnl exotics, and gleamed on the jewelled
bandeau that confined her soft, glossy braids of
palo auburn hair. How very lovely sho looked
as on the approach of Trevyllian sho raised hier
sweet violet eyes, and said, with o playfully bril-
liant smile,

« Do you remember when you were trying to
mako oo learn botany, Mr. Trevsllian, how very
stupid I was? and how impossible I found it to
recollect the difficult Latin names of the plants?
But you weroe very patient with me, so_ualike
Mademoiselle D’Aubrey, who used to scold so un-
mercifully, in French, when I did not know my
lessons; 1 was very thoughtless then, and gave
you a vast deal of trouble. Do you ever think
of that time, Mr. Trevyllian 2

“ Do I cver think of it!” burst from him in
tones quivening from intenso fecling, “tho re-
membranco of it is often present with me, Lady
Rosalie. Butyou, in theexcitementof fashionablo
life, T thought had enticely forgotten it”

« Ah, no! it xvas a happy timo thoso by-gono
schiool days. I have never cnjoyed such unwmixsd
happiness since,” and the whitelids drooped over
the bright cyes to hide the sudden moisturo that
filled them. “ Tho halcyon decams and, delicions
hopes of carly youth leave us too soon,” Lady
Rosalio resumed sadly, “and as wo hasten on in
tho pathway of life, wo ficd tho flowers of enjoy-
ment more sparsely strewn, their hues less vivid.
Has this been your experience, Mr, Trevyllian?®
Thero was no answer. Tho sad tones of the
sweet voice, the gleam of ter.derness in thoquick-
Iy averted glance, had flashed a suspicionaszapt-
urous as it was startling across the mind of the
poor curate, and ho was silent from very beswil-
derment.  Could it be possiblo that the remem-
berancs of thosoe days breaght keen regret to tho
wind of Lady Rosalic, as well asto his own;
daro ho hopoe that hio possessd an interest in her
affections ? And now, foramomentforgetting tho
restraint ho bad imposed upon himself, the differ-
caco of rank, forgetting everything bat hislova
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and misery, ho was about to pour into her ear
the talo of his devotion and of his suffering.
declaration trembled on his 1ips, but it wag only
for » moment. Bitterly camo the recollection of
his poverty,—of Lis humble station inlifo. In
what an absurd position would ho placo himself
by the declaration of his passion! How would
it bo received 2—Perhaps with scorn—his pro-
sumnption ridiculed. A few moments of bewilder-
g happincss, and again tho barrier between
him and Ludy Rosalic, erected by their difference
of fortunc and rank, roso up a3 impassable as
ever.

While this tumult was going on in the mind
of Phulip, Lady Rosalie had culled a choice
bouquet, Gracefully presenting it to him for his
mother, she said she must guther a few of his
favorite flowers for himself, and again she stooped
amid the fragrant plants.

« Now interesting i3 the language of flowers,
Mr. Trevylian. [ have not forgotten that part
of my botanical studies—it was the easiest to re-
member.”

Philip was standing beside & monthly rose-
bush ag tho remark fell on hisear. A dclicate
rose-bud caught his eyc, and the temptation to
offer it n tacit acknowledginent of his love was
strong within him, Iastily he broke it from the
ste m, but when he was going to present it to the
object of his secret homage, he was prevented
by the appearsinco of Lady Templemore's stutely
figure at the duor of the conservatory.

« JTaving missed you from the dining-room,
Mr. Trevyllian, I thought you were gone,” site
said, slightly elevating her eycbrows, asif in sur-
prse. ¢ Whenever youfeel disposed toreturn to
the parsonago the carriagoe will be in waiting.”

Had Lady Temnplemore's penctrating cye de-
tected the curate’s love for her nicce, and indig-
nant at his presumption, did she intend this for
o polito dismssal? Yt mightheso. Philip must
no lopger hinger in this garden of Eden, his téte-
d-tele with Lady Rosalicmust end.  Brief happi-
ness it had been, but so sweet, so unlooked for,
that tho very remembrance of it would bo like
that of a delightful dream from which he bad
too soon awakencd. Crushing the rose-bud in
his bLand, in his bitter humiliation, ho bowed
coldly to Lady Templemore, then turncd to
thank Lady Rosaliec for her kindacss. For
a moment he held the jewcliled band which sbe
courteously offered him, then with a sigh re-
linquished it. The next minute ho bad passed
from tho couservatory out into the darkness of
the night, with as deep a gloom gathering round
his Least as bad fallen on the face of nature,

(To be continued.)

A RIDE ON A SNOW PLOUGH.

HUNDER and lightning in January! Ther-

mometer 20 below zero and upto temperate.
Snow storms in rapid succession for five days; and
as & wind-up, n furions galo and rain stormt
Sucly is the bill of fare for tho third week of this
opening year, 1866. No English mail——notting
Canpadian cven, except a Christnias dus, with the
gentlo intimation that unoless the bill be scttled
by % return mail,” costs of collection twilt be
incurred—and a notice from tho Grand Trunk
Station, that a lot of ¢ Tommy-Cods and
Oysters™ aro waiting on tho platform, sutject to
charges for demurrago for delay. When tho
mail will return, who can tell?. Never, unless
somebody turns out to clear tho roads, and we
had better not set tho cxample. It is clearly
against our interest with ¢ costs of collection™
aliead of us to interfere with any arrangement
for further time that old Boreas with bis gon-in-
law, Jack Frost, and his virgin daughter, may,
for all wo knaw, bo making for us. But then
the ¢ Tommy-Cods and Oysters—"wo wanted
them for the New Year; aod if wo wait for any
amrsagements Old Winter may make, wo may os
well rest contented, until wo again hear the
“#gweet music—"in plain language, the shriil
screpch of tho dirty littlo * Dixic,” or gaze with
delight on the loyal streamers of tho* Prince,” as
sho scuads tbrough tho Bluo Walers of tho
Outawa: and assurcs 03, 03 sho glides
along, screened hero apd there by the leaves of

tho budding boughs of the maple and lilac, that

A | spring has again really returned. But ¢ Tommy-

Cods and Oysters” or  Odds Bobs and Butter-
king," [whichover cxclamation tlio gentlo readers
of the # Saturday” may think most to tho pur-
pose] what has all this to do with a ¢ rido upon
a snow plough 7 Welll we will try aud tell you,
Wo resolved upon getting rid of ¢ ennui,” and
ordered out the team—¢ Jumais” « trés fret,”
“ Monsienr” % Qui, mon ami, ce vrai,” in John
Bull French we replied. And we set to work
with auger, hammer, and nails, to ¢ fix up” &
plough, which i3 sitoply a machino constructed
of two of tho shortest and broadest slabs culled
from the © waifs and steays” of tho river, stoutly
pinned together in tho shape of tho letter V,
with o box on the cross bar for a seat. The
road, through which we had to plough, was
everywhere blocked as high as the fencing, and
oftentimes higher.  “ The team will never face
it, much less get through,” is the first thought,
but ¢ nil desperandun” the sccond.  At, in, and
through, was the result of the first effort of the
brave littlo team, as they floundered out of the
drift, with their heads only visible, aud stopped
1o tako breath for another chargc—and so on,
till the post and villago were reached. Shooting
the rapids of the St. Lawrence may be, and is
cxciting—but let no onc say, there is nothing to
be done in a enow storm, o long as a snow drift
is to be found. The fountains of snow pouring
from the sides of your plough, arc tho purest the
eyc can cver behold, and the sensation makes
you cxclaim, “wecll & snow plough is the
pleasantest motion I know,” while the work donc
is positively marvellous. A steam engine would
bo powerless, cxhausted, and buricd alive in no
time; while 2 tcam of lively active horses will
force their own way, and clear, by the plough, a
track behind them, through which they will trot
on their return, as merrily as if no obstacle had
everimpeded them.  Our box, ou which wo sat,
was singularly cnough, stamped, ¢ Malaga™—
certain it is, wo wero not in a Mediterranean cli-
mate—and yet, for all we koow to the contrary,
this very box was but # a chip of the old block,”
hewn from somoe noble denizen of the forest, in
the shape of abass wood tree, fclled on the
shores of the Ottawa ; rafted to Quebec—shipped
to tho Mediterrancan—packed with raisins at
Nalaga, and re-shipped to Montreal—its contents
having formed a principal ingredient at some
Canadian Christmas fireside, and itself doing
duty on the shores of its native river, an inglo-
rious part of a once glorious whole.
@ Sic transit gloriz mundi.”
: Brast.

J.. B. C.

I me, the years that bave fled! And yet how
vividly I can reeall tho sixth danco of the

first ball of the season of 18—1 When Weip-
part’s band played tho opening bars of the Valse
d’Amour, I had no need to look at my card ; the
name of Cousin Ellen was engraved too deeply
on my heart for that. I found her sitting be-
hind tho door, in the ice-room, talking to Carrol),
tho barrister. She jumped up with alacrity.
 Here you arc at lasti” sho cricd, taking my
am ; ¥ now I shall cnjoy my first danco to-
night®

¢ Why,” said 1, ¢ you have had three, for you
camo in time for tho sccond, and bave not sat
out once.”

¢ Oh, that polka with Captain Moore wasa
perfect peosnce—bo cannot keep step at all,
and as for walking through tlo last quadrille
with Ar. Carroll, I donot call that dancing. But
I never enjoy waltzing with any ono so much as
with you, Bob ; it is tho oo thing you can do to
perfection.  Every ono bas bis or ber specialty,
you know, and dancing is yours.”?

¢ Ah,” said I, as tho fumes of the music eave-
loped me, ¢ do you remember when woe were
cbil('llx;cn, and used 1o danco at Christmas-par-
tics

& Yes, and what a bore you used to think it

% Trae, I was blind and idiotic enough for
that; I never liked dancin%ﬂ:ill I was about
seventeen, Bat I always liked you, Ellen”

Iero I gavo her hand a gentle squeeze, and it is
ny firm impression that—  But no, not on tho
rack would I divulge it. Let mo suffer, and bo
strong. ‘ Do you. remember that you promised
to be my little wife ¢?

“Did1? How foolish children arct”

“ How delightful it would be" (Idenounce tho
composer of tho VFulse d’inour as the person
who forced me to say all this) * if such a child-
ish daydream were to prove some day a waking
reality {7

Ellen was out of breath, and uttered no reply
with her tongue, but the gipsy made a most
nefarious uso of hier cyes. Al, ¥ yorng ladics
knew the cffect they produce by glancing softly
up at their partuers in a languishing waltz, and
then looking down immediately on tiio ground,
they would notdo it : or perhapsthey would do
itall the more ; there is no trusting them,  Tho
waltz came to an end, but its cfiects did not
cease all at once, and Bob was by no means hime
sclf again in consequence.

¢ 1 must make the most of this ball, for we
aro not to remain in Loundon long, and I shall
not have many this summer,” said Ellen as we
promenaded.

“What!” I exclaimed in & tono of disappoint-
ment, for the words were like lumps of ice drop-
ped down the back. ‘

“ Papa has taken a house on the banks of the
Thames, at Longreach. It is delightful ; there
is & lawn sloping down to the river, and a boat-
house. You used to row when you were up at
the university, did you not?”

® A little”

# That is delightful. Youn must come and
stay whenever you can, and take an oar.  Papa
has gone wild on aquatics.”

I went down to Longreach, when the Martins
were scttled in their new house, on & Saturday
to Monday visit, aud found cverything unexpect-
cdly delightful.  Unclo William, who was accus-
tomed to dwell upon the insignificance of my
patrimony, and theimprobabitity of my cver mak-
ing an income ont of my inkpot, whenever I met
him, never alluded to those chilling topics;
Aunt Maria substituted her pleasant cordial face
for the ordinary cold-shoulder with which she
treated me ; Dick, the hopo of the family, was
less mischicvous, now that he had left Eton, and
commenced cramming for the army ; and as for
the gicls, their bebaviour was cousiniy aud com.
fortable as alwayss

Eden had one snake, and that wore the like-
ness of Carroll, who came to dinner on the Sun-
day in a very free-and-casy sort of way ; thatis,
upon o general, not a special invitation.

After due reflcction upon the state of things, I
formed the following conclusious: That the
Martin family saw that my carly friendship for
Cousin Nelly had become transmogrificd into
love ; that my uncle and aunt bad at length
perceived my many merits, and were no longer
inclined to discountenance my atteations to their
daughter, that the sentimeats of Ellen berself
coincided with these of her parents upon this in-
teresting subject ; but that Carroll wasa rival,
and must be watched. I made 2 master~move.
Carni.il was nailed by business to London, and
haad but slight cxcuse for constant visits to tho
darting, whilc my movements were free, and my
presence welcome.  So I found that the heat of
my chambers disagreed with me, and I took
bachelor lodgings in Longreach.

¢ lave you come into tho country for a spell,
Bob 7" said my uncle, when he first learned
the fact. @ That is right ; your new novel will
be all the feesher forit. You maust join the L.
B. C. I will put youn up to-night, and Thwarts
shall second you. Thrvarts is our Hon. Sec.”

¢ Proud and happr, I am sure.” I lied. # What
is the L. B. C., though ?*

% \Why, the Longreach Beating Club, to bo
sure.”

« Well, I will pay my subscription, of course ;
but I do not know cnough about rowing to bea
very active memnber”

# 0 como I"said my unclo; ¥ that will not
do. I kpow better than that”

That cvening, I was unanimously clected into
the L. B. C,, and introduced to tho members at
o cold supper, which my unclo gave at his owa



364

THE SATURDAY READER.

{Fch, 10

house ; for his menals had got all queer and
straggling since he hud appearedan the character
of & jully uddle-aged watecman , and lunch
wvas & hind of dunner, taken at irregular hours,
and tur seemud to be going on all the afternvon
aud evening ; while the only real and comfort-
able repast was taben when it was dach, and no
more Loating could be done till the mworrow.

# You will bu n great aceesswa to our club,”
said Mt Thwarts to me. » you used to pull at
Cambridge, 1 believe,”

# Not much” I replied. © Of course I sub-
scribed 10 the cullege-buat, but I never rowedin
it. My boating has been entirely confined to
pottesing abuut wuli o cgar in my mouth, 1
never got ot over L in oy e

« O Bub ! cr. & Nelly, * when you won that
handsome cup!” The handsome cup was a pew-
ter pot with o glass bottom, aund tho collego
anns engraved upon it, underneath which wero
inscribed the names of four victorious oarsmen
und theic cockswain, and I was handed down to
posterity 13 o successful No. 3.

The put was a swindle : we only gottwo boats
to enter fur the cullege scrateh fours that year,
and as the day fixed for the race was a wet one,
we fossed who should be supposed to have woa.

Alas' I bhad yiclded to the promptings of
vanity, and displayed the mendacious trophy to
my aunt and coustns when they came to funch
at my chambers une day, in the course of a shup-
ping carnival; and as 1 bad suppressed the
details of the mce, they had gone away firmly
imnpressed with the idea that I was fit to row for
the chawypionship of the Thames. I now told
the real story, which was received with shoutsof
incredulous laughter.

« The invention of similar anecdotesis his pro-
fessional pursuit,” said my uacle in cxplanation.

« But this is s fact, I assure you,” I cricd.

« Oh, of course,” said my uncle. * But the
next time you tell it, Pob, tahe my adsice, and
season it with a little fiction, to make it sounl
more probable’?

“  am sorry to press you to row, if yuu du not
like it,” said Thwarts ; ¢ but we have accepted
a challenge from the Dedwater Rowing Clud,
and can only get seven oars together, Mr Mar-
tin must row, if you will not.”

“ Yes,” cried my uncle; # and I can hardly
pull my weight ; besides which, the tramng
wonld kill me ; §0, if you persistin your refusal,
Bob, you will be guilty of avunculicide.”

# Dear papal” said Ellen pathetically. ¢ Oh!
cousia Bob!” What could a poor fellow do bat
yicld? I yiclded. When I called on thefollotr-
ing moraing, I found that Ellen was out shop-
ping with hez mother, so I took two of the younger
girls out on the water; for I cnjoyed aquatic
cxercise when taken in a rational manner—I
lolling ou tho cushiuns in the stern of the boat,
aud they rowing we about.

¢ Who is this Mr Thwarts 7 I asked, thinking
to cxtract information from Jenny, £a obseriant
puss of fiecn.

¢ \r Thwartsisa very greatman,” said Jenny ,
# he owns cverything and eversbody ncacly
ubout here, and is cver so rich. And ho is a
magistrate, and could be 2 member of parliament
if bo wished, only hie prefers boating , and he
likes Nelly, and papaand mamma are glad of it.”

# Aud does Nelly like him ?”

¢ I don't thiuk she docs, much,” said Jeany,
resting on her oar, and looking mysterious—** at
least, not in the way you mean. Bul you must
not tell I said sol?

I vowed sccreey, and macditated.  Carroll,
tben, was not the rwan{ had to fear, but Thiwarts,
and I made up my mind to Thwart lum. Ouoly
1 could not do it ; on the contrary, he thiwarted
me—1hat ig, he made me row No. 5 an cight-
oaragainst my will. 1 hadalways pitied galley-
slaves with a thearetical puty, but now 1sympa.
thised with them from my soul.

Never shell T forget my first ¢ spin” up the
river. It was all very well at first, while we
padded ensily along with a slow and lingesing
stroke, thougheven then the cockswain's renarks
were unpleasant, who addressed me as ¢ No.
5," ag ifI had really heen a prisoncr at Brest,

© Time, No. 5 ¥ Aoro forward, No. 5P « Don't
pull so much with your arms, No. 51°

As if any one could pull with the legs! But
after a while Thwarts began to quicken his
stroke, and the cffects were most unpleasant; I
broke out in a violent perspiration, ¥ got out of
breatth, my hands felt as though they had received
the putishment of the cane, and the remembrance
was invidly enforced upon me that that scholastic
instrument of torture is sometimes otherwise
applied ; for those mee-lovking white rugs
which are tied on the seats of boats ure delu-
siuns and snares, especially when they wriggle
round i sucl, @ manver that the kuots cowe
uppermost.

At the cxpiration of five minutes, which
seewed Btko fifty, I cried out «Stop!”

 Easy all?” said the cockswain.

“ Whats the matter?” asked Thwarts.

 The matter is, that Lawm composed . of flesh
aud blood, not iron and brass," I gasped ; # that
lam a man, and not a steam-engine of forty
hiorse-power.”

 Ab, you arc out of condition,” said Thwarts.
“ A week's training will bring you up to the
mark. ilowever, we wiil take it easy to-day.
Paddic on ait ?

So I paddled on in silence, hut I formed an
inward resolution, which 1 broached to Nelly
that very eveniug.

“ Well,” said she, as I put a gentle on the
line with which sbe was angling at the bottom
of the garden, « how does the boat go??

“ Bother the boat!? cried I. “ Look therel!”
Apd I exhibited my hauds, which were covered
with large wbite bladders,

% Oh, that is nothing” said she.
a man who has no bhisters.”

« Indeed ? Then I shall be sorry to incur your
scorn, but I mean to fit myself for it as soon as
possible. I will not row any more.”

# O Bub, when papa bas set Ius heart on our
beatfug the Dedsvaters, and we cannot make up
tho .zht without you; how unkind i?

“ You are very warm about this boat-race,”
said I sarcastically.

# I am” she replied; I skall be so disap-
pointed if you do not row.”

« Yes, because you wish to pleaso this Threarts.
Lut I have no reason for currying favour with
the fellow. Hang Thwarts §?

« With all my heart; after the match?

¢ You litte humbug!” cried I. ¢ I kpow all
about it:?

#\What! arc you too against me?” sho said,
pouting. ¢ § thougtt I had one friend in dear
old Bob!” .

# What! you do not wish ¢o have him then??

She shook ber head,

# Honour bnght 7

She nodded.

«“ \Why do you wish me to make a water-
mattyrt of mysulf, then??

« Beeause I want to beat that horrid L. R, Q.
Besides, [ have o reason. Do not ask me what;
I will tell you some day.”

After much solitary self-communing, I now
came to the conclusion that my former specula-
tiwes as to the state of affairs were all wrong3
that uncle and aunt Martin had settied the mateh
Letween Ellea aud Thwarts in their own minds,
aad were cordial to me because [ was no longer,
in theic estimation, danggrous as a lover, though
as a faumnihiar cousin I might act as a spur to the
hesitating lover's intent; that Elles, thoogh not
liking to run countcr to her parcats wishes,
tnuch preferzed wyself, and that sho urged mo to
rewain in the Loogreach eight to keep me near
hier.

1 longed to put ancnd to my doubts and anx-
icies by a formal offar of marriage, and had
often tried to doso.  But I had been making love
10 hier na jocular mannor ever sinco I was
twelveand she ten years of age, and she persisted
in taking overything 1 said in fun. Sull 1
tsoughtmy chaances looked so well, thatI obeyed
}:ctnw%bcs and remained onc of the crew of the

tHave you begun trining yet?' aseed
Thwarts, when we met ot tho boat-houss next

“ I despise

a5,
“No,® said I. € Is it roally necessary 22
4 Of coursoitis. Nomancanlastoveramile-

cours¢ unless ho igin training. And after all

whatig it? A healthy X of moderation, tem-
peranco and exercise in thoopen air for six weeks,
which will be of the greatest possible & vantago
to your constitution, besides clearing your brain
after the bard work you must have been giving
it lately. By the by, what a capitl stury your
Jast novel is.”

In an evil bour, and totally ignorant of what
was before me, 1 nllowed myself to be cajoled,and
promised o euter ou n courss of training the
very next day. 3y uncle was delighted; Ellen
smiled approbation and gratitude; and my seven
fellow-sullerers declared that 1 was n thorough
good-fellow ; and as that time I was still foolish
cnongh to care for the praise or blamo of my
fellow-creatures, I rejoiced in their applause, and
went toun carly couch, sovthied by the conscious-
ness of virtue,

1 always sleep in swmmer with my bedroom
window open, a_practice which was peculiarly
pleasant in my Lougreach lodgings, because of
the honeysuckle and jessamino which grew luxu.
riantly over the veranduh immediately beneath,
allowing fragrant sprays to struggle through tho
casement.  ‘There was a nightingale, too, who
made a practice of serepading mefrom an opposite
tree, and whose song on this particular night
was particularly sootbing and brilliant, though it
must have been after I bad dropped off to sleep
that he adapted human words to his mclody, and
treated me to—

0Ou? had you ever a cousin Tom?
Did that cousin happen tosing?

Of sidters you'vo got o round dozen, Tom,
But 2 cousin’s o different thing.

Doubtless I dreamed that, for my slecp was pro-
fusely illustrated, and dissolving views chased
cach otber across my retina with the rapidity of
the #Scenes from the Holy Land” upon thg
white sheet at the Polytechnic; and all my
visions tbat night were of & pleasing nature, cs-
pecially the last, which represented an eight-oar
skimming overasmooth sea, withabride crowned
with orango blossoms, and bridegroom attired in
whiteducks and s straw hat, reposing luxuriously
in the stern,  1was that comfortable bridegroom,
and cousin Nelly was—

 Halloal not up yet!” roared a voice of
thunder, which brought me from & horizontal to
a sitting posturo with an clectric start; and on
looking in the dircction from which tho sounds
procecded, I saw with horror o man’s head and
shoulders protruded through tho window?”

# Go awagl I cried. # I will call the police?
I will shoot you! I bave & revolver under tho
pillow.”

« Hare yon, though? That cannot bo per-
mitted till afler the race, for you migut meet
with an accident.”

& Thwartsl® I cried, recognizing him. * How
did you cver get there 37

 Clitabed up the verandal, of course” ho
replied.  © I could not wake you by shouting
and throwing stoncs from below.  But come,are
you going to lio in bed all day? It is nearly
seven o'clock.”?

# What! in the evening?® I cried, springing
out.

*t No, no, of course not; scven 4. &. to bo
sure.”

« Thea in another three hours T will talk to
you; but my constitution will not stand night-
work,” said I.

4 Nonsense,” replicd Thiwarts, introducing the
whole of himself into my desecrated botwer.
“ You bavo promised 1o train liko tho rest of us,
and our rule is to meet at the Angler'sJoy ata
quarter past seven; bathe, just a beader, and
out againj; run from the Willows to the Rushes,
which is & measured mile; cool down, and dress,
and then breakfast together at the inn. Disperso
ull twelve, then tako o short row, retarning to
dinner at two, Dine together, and separmato till
five, whea wo take a good spell up tho river, re-
tarning {0 supper at cight, and {urning in at ten
sharp.” :

#Wo tako all our meals together at tho
Avgler's Joy, then? ¥ remarked.

¢ Yes?said Thwarts, #or somo of us would
bo tempted to cat unlawlul food, Bat come,
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look sharp; you bad hetter do your washing and
shaving afler your mile run, and then you will
bo comfortablo for breakfast, A jump in the
river will do for tho present.”

Being in for§t, I thought I would go through
with i, and yiclded myself up like a lamb. We
found our six fellow-victims gathered at tho
Angler's Joy, and I rejoiced to seo that they one
und all looked surly: tbey wero good-tempered
fulluws, as your brawny, strong-armed men for
the most part providentially are; but to be torn
out of bed iu the middle of the night, and told to
jump into a river, is trying to the most amiable
disposition.

Tuat somewhat dreaded plunge, however, was
in reality very pleasant, and mado ono feel as
feesh and active as a lark ; sensations which
were too soon obliterated,

 You nead not take so much trouble to dry
yourself,” said Thwarts to me; “you will not
tuhe cold if you go in and bavo a rub down
directiy after your run”  And he sfarted off at
around trot, an example which, one after the
other, we all followed. Some ran the whole
mile, others, as it was the first day of regular
{raining, only half that distance; while I had te
stop at tho cud of about threo hundred yards,
blowing like a grampus. ¥owever, with many
rests, and sitting down at frequent intervals, I
managed to come in & very bad eighth, and then
1 retired to my lodgings, and -mado mysclf com-
fortable ﬁ()]r the breakfast, for which I felt very

t nced.

¢ How stalo tho bread is!” cried I.
stalo bread ?

¢ Of course the bread is stale!” was the reply.
« Ngr,v bread is the worst thing possible for tho
wind.”

& There i3 no teal”

“Teal Itis poison. You may have a pint of
small-beer.”

¢ How dreadfully underdone these chops arel”

¢ Not a bit; the gravy is the nutritious part.”

Howerver, extreme exhaustion cnabled me to
mako an unpalatable meal, and then I drew forth
my pipe.

¢ What i3 that?” cricd Tuwarts, “My dear
fellow, you must not smoke at this time of day.
One pipo after supper is all we allow, and
cven that is bad for tho wind.”

“Bat,” cried Iin dismay, “my allowance is
Lialf a pound of shag and a quarter of a box of
cigarsa week1?

 Sois mine, quite that,” murmured No. 2.

¢ And mine,” said Bow.

“Ono pipe &fter breakfast could never burt,”
added No. 4.

1 bad verynearly excited a matiny ; but Thiwarts
talked his crew over, consoling them with the
reflection that their abstinence was only to bo
fur six wecks, at tho expiration of which timo
they might smoke another penny off the iscome
tax, if they liked.

Having my pipe put ont was not the worst
part of the buciness. Imust confess that I do
like my dinncr, and am accustomed to look for-
ward it to with considerable checrfulness, and
now that 1 had a ravenous appetite, which I
could not remember being blest with sinco the
happy daysofchiidhood, I wasobliged tosquander
itupon disgoasting raw beefsteaksand vulgarmalt
liquor, and any secret infringement of tho rules
1aid down for our guidance, produced a sensation
as if the heart was bursting whenwe ¢ putit on
during the evening’s spin up thoriver.

Well, my “wind” certainly improved, and my
muscles grewmore powerful ; but myunfortonate
hands became completely flayed, so that I had to
row in gloves, and I was obliged to have my
fiannel trousers thitkly padded, so that tho joys
of training did not grow upon me, as I had been
assured they would after the firsst; on the con-
teary, I marked off the six weeks in my almanac,
and scratched out every day as it passed with the
cagerness of a school-boy watching the approach
of the holidays, Aund oh! how I enjoyed the
Sandays.

One thing fairly puzzicd me, and that was the
interest which Carroll the barrister suddenly
took in tho L. B. C. cight in general, and my un-
worthy sclfin patticular. I bad known bim, it
was frue, from boylicod, but of late years

# 1 hate

wo hiad only seen each other occasionally, our
paths of life being diverse, Why, then, did he
conte bustling up to Loagreach and calling at
my lodgings fivedays in theweek? \What mado
hitn so hostile to the inoffensive Dedwaters, that
he outuncled my uncle in his desire that wo
should hemble their pride, or, as lie inclegantly
expressed himself, “should take the shine out of
them?? To what could his anxiety lest I should
“ gverdo ity and the cunning ointment Lo provi-
ded for my abrasions, ho ascribed 7 Did he con-
clude that we were both unsuccessful lovers,
and had he a sympathy fur me, the result of our
common misfortune? Did ho wish to prove, by
takmg an interestin the success of Thwart's boat
that he had not been cut out by that landed
young man, but had merely felt a fricndship for
Ellen, which was in nowise affected by her en-
gagement to another?

I observed oue evening, after he had run on
the bank for upwards of three miles, coaching
us, that he was very disinterested.

 Not exactly,” he replied.  «Qnc of the Ded-
water crew olfered three to one on his boat at
the club a fortnight ago, and as I liked the style
in which you went the day before, when I
happeaed to see you, I took him.”

« 7o any antount

¢ In hundreds.”

This, certainly, was some slight explanation
of his interest, for & hundred pounds is a nasty
sum to lose, and three hundred a nice sum to win
for a professional man.

At tho end of threo weeks' training, I had an
cruption of boils, which were very painful, and
exceedingly disagreable.  But when I sought for
pity, 1 was told that it wasall right, and they
would do mec all the good in nature, I also ob-
served that Carroll was not welcome to my
uncle and aunt, inspite of hisaquatic enthusiasm,
Ha! was he still to be feared? No, no; Ellen
could never intlict all this miscry upon & poor
wretch, even if ho were a cousin, withoat in-
tending to recomptnse him.  Still I was uneasy
in mind; as for my body, all easc had departel
from that weeks before.

The day of the match drew near, but Idid not
dread it; on tho contrary, had it been a ducl or
a battle, I should have hailed the event which
put an end to the preparation. I have heard
that somo soldiers who have been investing a
town for some time aro madly impatient for the
asault, preferring the most forlorn-hope of not
being blown up, skewered, or chopped down, to
the certainty of work in the trenches; and 1
can easily understand it,

\What puzzles me more is, that when the day
actually arrived, and the hostile boat made itg
appearance, and the river was covered with gay
barges, and the 1awns on the bank with tents
and 1adics, I actuslly caught the infection which
I had escaped during the whole six weeks train-
jng, and becano absurdiy anxious to win. I
could have punched the heads of those Ded-
water fellows; I rejoiced to observe that one of
them had o slight cold, and that another scemed
weak about tho loins. More; as the time ap-
proacbed, I grew socxcited, thatI staked money
ay, a3 much as 1 could carn in three moanths
with this pen, on our boat! It was temporary
insanity. .

My uncle’s preparations for celebrating the
regatta wero grand.  Both the erews were to
dine with him afterwards, and the festivitics were
to terminate in a ball, held in a large marquee
crected on the Iawn; and the trees of thegarden
wero profusely hinng with little coloured lamps,
1o give a fairy-liko cflect to the scene.

Of the race, I cannot tell you much. I can
rememmber paddling up to the starting-place,and
amanina ten-oared waterman's boat saying :
@are yon mady T Gol* Rot Immediately
after that Llost consciousness of everythingexeept
that my framo was t arsting, splitting, blowing
up, and coming %o pieces generally; that tho
iden of snrviving was sbsurd, but that # didnot
much matter ; and that I hoped for speedy dis-
solution, or gome other termimation of the race.
Just as I was perfectly convinced that Thad only
two seconds moro to live, thero was a tremen-
dous shouting, and tho cockswain (oh, how I

loathed that littlo manl) yelled out: “XNow,

then, come away! We're ahead! Six strokes
more with a will, and we can't lose! Hurrahi1”
And I just roused myself fur a finaleffort, which
lasted, not for sixstrokes, but at leastfor twenty,
and rolled backwards upon No. 4. Butit did
not matter; the L. B. C, had won.

I had earned any amount of praise, and as
much reward as I could get, from Ellen; X had
won my money ; I cuuld eat, drink, and smoke
what and bow mach I chose.” Theo training was
over! In spite of cxhaustion, that idea wag
delicious!

So was my uncle’s dinner, heaps of good
things, and nothing interdicted! Even Ellen's
ingratitudo could nut spuil my appetite, aud I
put it to any onc whether she was good.

#Well, Nelly,” I cried, on first seeirng her after
the race,we have won, you sec.”

 So I suppose,” she replicd listlessly,

¢ Are you not glad "

" ?“ Glad? O yes, of course. Very nice, wasn't
1 n

« I tell you what, Ellen,” said I, *if you had
only spoken in that tone befure, you would have
saved me the wust unpleasant six weeks I ever
spent in my life.”

4 Poor old Bob!" she cried, # I am really very
glad: only I have a headache, and am so stupid.”

¢ hope you will be all right to-night,” suid
I, as she went off,

# \¥hat do you mean, Bub?" said she, stop-
ping short, and turning pale.

% Wby, for the ball, of courso.?

¢ Q ye3, to be sure,” she cried with a laugh,
 the ball! I told you I was stupid to-day.”

I repeat that I intenscly enjoyed my dinzer,
but for the dancing afterwards I had no great
mind: I was stiff, I was sore, and I had long
arrcars of tobacco to pnll up. Thero was a
delightful amount of freedom and case about
the party ; thoso who liked, stopped in the tent
and danced, those who preferred it wandered
abont tho grounds; it was of little use
to cogage partners beforchand, and none at
all to hunt for them if they were not in tho
marquce when the baod struckup, 1 took advan-
tage of this state of things, and withdrew to a
qri.t nook I kanew of, under a wlllow which
overhung the river, settled mysclf comfortably,
aund filled my largest meerschaum,

With lights and music at some little distance
belind me, o comfortablo quantum of claret
inside me, and the dark-flowing river beforo me,
time passed rapidly, and I had sat smohing and
idly dreamiug of past trials and future hopes,
the Iatter all connccted with my pretty cousin,
for upwards of an hour, when my attention was
drawn to an object on tho water, which, as my
cyes had become accustomed to tho darkaess, 1
soon made out to be a wherry, stealthily approach-
ing the spot where I sat. It might bo only some
uninvited neighbour, enjoying the freshaess of
the air and the music, but it was a late hour for
indulging such o fancy, and my curlosity was
excited. Norwas it diminished when the boat
stalo quictly under the willow, and was made
fast to the bank; nor when a fomale figure,
cnveloped in o voluminous shawi, and carrying
a large carpet-bag, came hurriedly along the
path : nor when a man leaped from the boat, and
took the carpet-bag afuresaid from her band.

A keen pang of suspicion and jealousy shot
througl. my hieart, as X rosc and approached the
pair, to their evident alarm.

“ It i3 only BobI” said the voice of Nelly pre-
sently. % O Bob, how you frightened me?

# Are youn going fora row 7 Iasked with
desperate calmness.

“ Ycs. Don't say any.bing about it; there is
a good boy.?

“Aay I ask who with? I could mot help
saying.

“ With me, Carroll, to be sarc1” said the voice
of that hatefal barrister. ¢ Why, you must have
seen how the land 1ay, surcly, old follow. We
are sorry to havo to tako this sfep; but AMr,
Mazliv 13 so determined that Ellen shall be
thrown away upon that &llow Thwarts, that
there is nothing elseto be done. Let me tako
this opportunity of thanking you sincerely for
falling in%o our plans, and going in for this Tace,

to givo me an opportunity of perpetually coming
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dnwn here on the pretence of coaching you, and
secing hiow the boat was getting on.  Tho three
hundred pounds, teo, will be most useful for
preliminary expenses.  But we must be oft
Good-bye.” .

“ (Good-bye, dear Bob,” said Nelly, holding
out her hand.

1 roado o violent effort to put a good faco on
the matter; and after baving been so egregiously
duped all along, [ had to put the final touch by
helping theminto the bout and shoving them off,
and in doing this 1 nearly fell into the water,
and had to grasp o handfal of twigs to recover
my balance.

The hoat vanished into the night, and when I
turned from the spot with a heavy Leart, I fuund
o hough of willow in my hand.

“ Pshaw? cried I, throwing it away.

There was a terrible disturbance when the
elopement was kunown, but the Marting furgave
the couple in a few weeks, and when all turned
out well, and Carroll’s position at the bar became
more aud more established, my uncle was even
jocular on the subject.

4 Ah1” suid he, at a certain christening dinner,
“those barristers are such imposing fellows ;
give them an inch and they willtaho a Nelt I?

Itis all very well for him to joke; but Ishall
marry for money.

THE MINNOWS WITH SILVER
TAILS.

(Frem Stories for Children.)

TIIERE was a cuckoo-cleck hanging in Tom
Turner's cottage. When it struck One, Tom's
wife laid the baby in tho cradle, and took a
saucepan off the fire, from which came a very
savoury smell.

Her two little children, who had been playing
in the open doorway, ran to the table, and began
softly to drum upon it with their pewter spoons,
looking eagerly at their mother a3 sho turned a
nice little pieco of pork into a dish, and sct
greens and potatoes round it.  They fetched the
salt; then they set o clair for their father;
brouglt theic own stools; and pulled their
mother's rocking-chair close to the table,

“ Run to the door, Billy,” said tho mother,
‘" and sce if father's coming.” Billy ran to the
door; and, after the fashion of little children,
looked first the right way, and then the wrong
way, but no father was to be scen.

Presently the mother followed him, and shaded
hier eyes with her hand, for the sun was hot.

- ¢ 1€ futher doesn’t come soon;” she abserved, “ the
x&ppl(:»dumpling will be too much doue, by a
eal.” .

“ There heis!” cried thelittle boy,  Le is com-
irg round by the wood; and now he's going
over the bridge. O father! make haste, and
Lave some apple-dumpling.?

“ Tom,"” said ki3 wife, as he came near, “art
tired to-day

% Gneommon tired,” said Tom, and he threw
himsclf on the bench, in the sbadow of the
thatch.

¢ Has anything gone wrong 7" asked his wile;
“ what's the matter??

“ Matter?” repeated Tomw, “js anything the
matter? The matter is this, mother, that Im o
miserable hard-worked slave;” and hie clapped
his hands upon his knees, and muttered in adeep
voice, which frigbtened the children—* a miser-
able slave I°

‘ Bless us” said the wife, and could not make
ont whbat he meant.

% A miccrable, itl-used slave,” continued Tom,
¢ and always have been”

‘ Always have been?” said his wife,  why,
father, I thought thou used to say, at the election
time, that thou wast n frecborn Briton 27

“ Women have no business with politics,? said
Tom, gelling up rather sulkily. And whether it
wa3 the forcoe of habit, or the smell of the dinaer,
that make him do it, has pot been ascertained,
bat it is certain that he walked iato the house,
ate plenty of pork aad greens, and then took a
;iolcmblo share in demolishiog the apple-dump-

og.

Whea tho lite children were gono out to

play, his wifo said to him, ¢ Tom, I hope thoun
and master haven't had words to-day 7

4 Master,” said Tom, * yes, a pretty master ho
Lag been; and a pretty slave I'vo been. Don't
talk to me of masters”

# 0 Tom, Tom,” cried his wife, ¢ but he's been
a good master to you; fourteen shillings aweek,
regular wages~thats not o thing to make a
sucer at ; and think how warm tho children aro
lapped up o'winter nights, and you with as.good
shocs to your feet as ever keep him out of the
mud.”

« What of that? said Tom, “isn't my labour
worth the money? I'm not beholden to my em-
ployer. 1o gets as good from mo as ho gives.”

¢ Very like, Tom, There's not o man for miles
round that can match you at a graft; and as to
carly peas—but if master can't do without you,
Pm sure you can't do without him. Ob, dear,
to think that youand be should have had words!”?

¢ We've had no words,” said Tom impatiently ;
“ hut I'm sick of being at another man’s beck
and call. Its Tom do this, and Tom do
that, and nothing but work, work, work, from
Monday morning till Saturday night; and Iwas
thinking, as I walked over to Squire Morton's to
ask for the turnip sccd for master—~I was think-
ing, Sally, that I am notbingbut & poor working
man after all. In short, I'm a slave, and my
spirit won't stand it.?

So saying, Tom flung himself out at the cot-
tago door, and his wifo thought he was going
back to his work as ususl. But she was mis-
taken ; he walked to the wood, and there, when
he came to the border of a little tinkling stream,
ke sat down, and began to brood over his griev-
ances. It wasa very hot day. .

¢t Now, I'll tell you what,” said Tom to him-
self, ¢ it's a great deal pleasanter sitting here in
the shade than broiling over celery trenches; and
then thinning of wall fruit, with a baking sun at
one’s back, and & hot wall before one’s cyes.
But I'm a miscrable slave. I must either work
or see'em starve; a very bard lot it istobe a
working man. But it's not only tho work
that I complain of,but being obliged to do
just as Ae pleases. It's cnough to spoil any
man's temper to bo told to dig up those aspa-
ragus beds just when they were getting to be the
very pride of the parish, And what for? Why,
to mako room for Madam's new gravel walk,
that she mayn't wet herfeet going over the grass.
Novw, I ask you,” continued Tom, still talking to
himself, ¢ whether that isn’t cnough to spoil any
man’s temper 77

“ AhemI® said a voice close to him.

Tom started, and to his great surprise, saw o
small man, about the size of bLis own baby, sit-
ting composedly at his clbow. Ho was dressed
in green—green bat, green coat, and green shoces,
He had very brightblack cyes, and they twinkled
very much a3 lic looked at Tom and smiled.

“ Servant, sir]” said Tom, edging himself o
little further off.

# Miscrable slave,” said tho small man, ® art
thou so far lost to the noblo sense of frecdom
that thy very salutation acknowledges a mere
stranger a3 thy master 77

“ Who arc you,” said Tom, ¢ and how dare
you call me a slave ?°

* Tom,” said tho smali man, with a knowing
look, “ don't speak roughly. Keep your rough
words for your wifc, my man, sho is bound to
bear them—iwhat clse is sbo for, in fact?”

“ I'll thank you to let my affairs alone,” inter-
rupted Tom, shortly.

% Tom, I'm your fricnd; I think I can help
you out of your difficulty. I admire your spirit.
Would I demean myself to work for a master,
and attendto all his whims ?° Ashesaid this, the
smali man stooped and looked very carncstly
into the stream.  Drip, drip, drip, went the water
over a little fall in tho stones, and wetted the
watcrcresses till they shone in the light, while
the leaves fluttered overhiead and chequered the
moss with glittering spots of sunshine. Tom
watclied tho small man with carnest attentiones
ho turned over tho leaves of tho cresses. At
last ho saw bimsnatch something, which looked
gil;o a littlo fish, out of tho water, and put itin

pocket
“1ts my belicf, Tom,” ho said, resuming. the

conversation, ¢ that you havo been puzzling your
head with what people call Political Ecounomny.”

# Never heard of such a thing,” said Tom.
‘ But I'vo been thinking that I don't sco why
I'm ’to work any noro than those that employ
me.”

“ Why you gec, Tom, you must havo moncy.
Now it scews to e that thero are but four ways
of getting money : there's Stealing”~——

“ Which won't guit me,” interrupted Tom.

“ Very good. Then there’s Borrowing!—

© Whichi [ don't want to do

“ And there's Begging’—

‘ No, thank you,” snid Tom, stoutly.

“ And there’s giving mouey’s worth for the
money ; that is to say, Work, Labour.”

 Your words are as fine as a sermon,” said
Tom.

‘ But look here, Tom,” proceeded the man in
green, drawing his hand out of his pocket, and
showing a hittle dripping fish in bis palm, “ what
do you call this ?”

“ I call it o, very small mionow,” said Tom.

“ And do you sc¢ anythi~e particular about
its tajl

# It looks uncommon bright,’ answered Tom,
stooping to look at it.

% It does,” said the man in green, “and now
P11 tell you a secret, for I'm resolved to be your
friend. Every minnow in this stream—they are
very scarce, mind you-—but every onc of them
bas a silver tail.”

 You don't say 80,” exclaimed Tom, opening
his eyes very wide; ¢ fishing for miunows, and
being one’s own master, would be a great deal
pleasanter than the sort of life I've been leading
this many a day.”

4 Well, keep the secret a3 to where you get
them ; and much good may it do you,” said the
wan in green, # Farewell, I wish you joy of
your freedom.” So saying ho walked away,
leaving Tom on the brink of the Stream, full of
Jjoy and pride.

He went to his master, and told him that le
had an opportunity for betfering himself, and
should not work for him any longer. Tho next
day ho rose with tho dawn, and went to work to
scargh for mingows, But of all the mirnows in
the world, never were any so nimble ag those with
silver tails. They were very shy too, and had
ag many turns and donbles as a bare; what o
life they led him! They made him troll up the
stream for miles: then, just as he thought his
chasc was at an end, and he wag surc of them,
they would leap quite out of tho water, and dart
down the stream again 1%o little silver arrows.
Miles and miles he went, tired, and wet, and
hungry. e camo homo late in tho cvening,
completely wearied and footsore, with only three
minnows in his pocket, cach with a silver tail,

# But at aoy rate)” he said to himself, as ho
lay down in his bed, * though they lead me o
pretty life, and I havo to work harder than ever,
yet 1 certainly am free; no man can order me
ghout now.?

This went on for o wholo week; hs worked
very bard; but on Saturday afternoon he had
only caught fourteen minnows.

“If it waso't for tho pride of the thing,” he
said to himself, ¢ 'd have no more to do with
fishing for minnows. This is tho bardest work
Iever did. Iam quite a slave to them, Irush
up and down, I dodge in and out, I splash
myself, and fret myscl, and broil myself in the
sun, and all for the sake of a dumb thing, that
gets the better of mo with o wag of its fina.  But
it's no uso standing here talking; I must set off
to the town and sell them, or Sally will wonder
wby I don’t bring her the week's money.? So
he walked to the town, and offered his fish for
salo as great cuiiositics.

“ Very pretty,” said the £irst people he showed
them to; but “they never bought anything that
was not uscful®

“ Wero they good to eat?” asked the woman
at tho next house.  # No! Then they would not
have them?

“ Much teo dear,” said o third.

# And not so very curious,” said a fonrth; but
they hoped ho had come by them honestly.

- At tho fifth house they said, ¢ O pooh ¥ when
Lo exbibited them. ¢no, no, they wers not
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quito s0 silly as to helieve thero wero fish in tho
world with silver tails; if there had been, they
should often have heard of them before.”

At tho sixth house they were such o very long
timo turning over his fish, pinching their tails
bargainingand discussing them, that ho venture
to remonstrate, and request that they wonld
_muke more haste, Thercupen they said if he
did not choose to wait their pleasure, they would
not purchase at all. So they shut the door upon
him, and as this soured his temper, ho spoke
rather roughly at the next two louses, and was
dismissed at once as & very rude, uncivil person.

But after all, his fish were really great curio-
sities; and when hie had exhibited them all over
the town, set them out in all lights, praised their
perfections, and taken immense pains to concenl
his impaticnce and- ill temper, ho at length
contrived to scll them all, aud got exactly four-
teen sbilllings for them, and n. more.

“ Now, I'll tell you what, Tom Turner,” he
said to himself; ¢ in my opinion you've been
making & great fool of yoursclf, and [ only hope
Sally will not find it out. You was tired of
being o working man, and thatman in green has
chiwated you into doing the hardest weck's work
you ever did in your lifo by ruaking you believe
it was more free-like and easier.  Well, you say
you didn't mind it, because you had no master;
but I've found out this afternoon, Tom, and I
don't mind your kuowing it, that every one of
those customers of yours was your master just
the same. Wbyl you wero at the beck of every
man, woman, sud child, that came near you—
obliged to be in & good temper, too, which was
very aggravating?

‘ True, Tom,” said the man in green, starting
up in bis path, ¢ 1 knew you wero a man of
sense ; look you, you're all working men, and you
must all please your customers. Your master
was your customer; what he bought of you was
your work. Well, you must lct the work be
such a3 will please the customer.”

% All working men; how do you make that
out?” said Tom, chinking the fourtcen shillings
in his hand. #JIs my master a working men;
and has he got a masterof his own 2 Nonscase I

¢ No monscnse at all;—ho works with his
head, keeps his books, and rianages his great
<vorks. Ho has many masters, clse why was he
nearly ruined last year ?

“ e was nearly ruined because ho made
some new-fangled kind of patterns at his works,
and peoplo would not buy them,” said Tom.
¢ Well, in a way of speaking, then, ho works to
please his masters, poor fellow! He is, a3 one
may say, & fellow-servant, and plagued with
very awkward masters! So I should not mind
his being wy master, and I think Ul go and tell
him so?

“1 would, Tom,” said tho man in green.
¢ Tell him you havo not been able to detter your-
self, and you have no objection now to dig up
the asparagus bed.”

So Tom tradged homs to his wife, gave her
the moacy he had earned, got his old master to
take bim back, and kept a profound secret his
adventures with the man in green, and the fish
with the silver tails.

PASTIMES.

]

ANAGRANMS,

Well known books :
Made a bed.

P

. Every law,

Hit while hot, Wat wild,
You tasted hare, Aon,
Tax patience, go rest.

CHARADES.

1. My first s good althongh *tis bad,
Aly last is wirero wo got whon sad,
My twchele tho weary long to ind,

To easc tho hoad and calm tho mind.

2. 1 am composed of 7 letters; my 3,1, 5, 6,
2,4, 5, 2, 3, i3 a drink that somoc people are too
fond of; my 3, 4, 1, 7, is sometimes necegsary to
alady's dress; my G, 3, 4, G, is employed in all
modern battles; my 6, 5, 4, 2, 7, used formerly

eorw

. Spend nine, ’

to bo worn by gentlemen; my 6, 1, 4, 5, has a
fondness for chimneys; and my whole is the
namo of a sea,

3. A weary traveller, to promote his comfort,
struggled to pull of my first; not succeeding, he
called in my second, ina rage, to bring my whole.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. A toast proposed by the Lord Mayor of
London to the Ladies.

Amy reith ceivs eb as Imlag sa herti bentsno.
Nad herit suitvre sa ceedntxd sa rhite ociirnele.

2. Neeers dealcomichsp ruefhcch utb ton oldu,
Giantsininu hutiowt nationusini,

3, OTEGNIQTCU. A fushiouable amusement.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Complete, I signify to draw o ; behead me
twice, and L do & great deal of good , once niure,
and I am an exploit.

2. Complete, I am what peoplo wish to be in
winter ; behead me, I am what I trust my readers
may neverlose; transposed, I signify to spoil.

3. Complete, I signify violent action ; behead
me’ and’ [ am often scen at court; again behead
me, and I am, though sometimes unwelcome, of
more value than gold,

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS.

1. There are three numbers, such, that the sum
of the third with six times, tho first is equal to
six times the sccond, and the sum of the squares
of the first and third is cqual to 45. TFind the
numbers,

2. A person bought a certain number of
apples for 12s., but if he bad bought 8 dozen
less for the same sum, cach apple would have
cost him one farthing more. Find the number
of apples, and the price of each dozen,

3. A gentleman called in the other evening,
and on looking at the clock, I observed it was
between 7 and 8; and that the minute hand
pointed between 10 and 11, When he left, the
hands had chaugoed places—how long did my
{angr‘xzd remain, and what was the exact time he

t

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, &c,, No. 21.

Pozzies.—~1st. I am above making quarrels in
the midst of a family between husband and wife.
2nd. .3 1 21 23 11
16 13 9 12 15
2 18 7T 14 24
19 11 20 10 6
25 22 8 6 4 .
Decarirations.—1. Clark-latk-ark, 2 Drafte
raft-aft,

TRANSPOSITIONS,

1. Early joys, how false and flecting
Vanishing within the hour;
Envious murky west winds beeting,
Comp and wither every flower.
Can I in tho verduro gladden,
Casting now its gradual shade,
WWhich tho autumn storms must sadden,
And whoso fairest forms must fade?
20d. To-morrow.
AcrosTtic.—Grecce—Athens,
1. Ganges. 2 Rouen,
3. Eric. 4 Edinburgh.
5. Connecticut. G Etna.
AriToxericAl Propreys.—1st, 35 and 15,
2nd, Eehought 89 sheep at 1 50=133 50
4 cows ‘52 00=208 00
7 oxen 65 50=458 50
8§00 00
e sold 89 sheep at 1 80=160 20
4 cows #60 70=242 §0
7 oxen %71 00==497 00

———

€00 00

Tho following answers have neen received <

Puyzsles—1st, A. A. Oxon,J. B, H. H. V.
Cloud, Argus; 2nd, J, L., Nestor.

Decapitations—Botb, G. F. T., A. A. Oxon,
Cloud. H. 11, V.; 2ad; J. B., Argus, Ellen W.

Transpositions—J. L., A. A. Oxon, Argus,
Nestor, W, W., Cloud, J. B, McFadden.

Acrostie—G. F, T, Oloud, J. B, A. A. O=on,
McFadden, Argus, Ellen WL

JArdhmelical Problems—Both, A. A, Uxon, 1.
11, V., J. B,, Nestor, Cloud, . W, Lilen W,

Received too late to be acknowledged in our
last issue, J. L., Ambrose, Johu 1I., Violet.

CIIESS.

—

TO CORRESPUONDENTS.
Allzswcrs to Correspondents were crowded out last
week.,
u MAraTHoN.~\Ve thall bo glad to receivothat posts
otl.

J. Mcl.—By all means doso.

G. Groves, St. CaTianNES=—I1ave not had leisuro
to examiuo that last * pusish,”

Pronrex No. 8.—Solutions received from ¢ St.
Urbain §t.;* J,McL.; Victer; Theo., Quebec; aud
R. B., Toronto,

ProprLey No. 9.~Solutions received from St Ur-
bain 8t Marathon; 3. Mel,; Theo,, Quebee; W. 1.,
Hamilton; J. 4. M., Toronto, and Alma, Brantford.

—

SOLUTION OF FRUBLEM No. 9.

WHITE, BLACK.
1 Kt. to K. B. iith (ch.) K. to K. §th or (a)
2 B.10 Q. 8rd (ch.) Auything,
3 Q. Mates.
(a)1 —_— K. to Q. 7tb.
2 B. to B. sq. (dis. ch.) I, moves,
3 Q. Mates,

—

PROBLEM No. 11.
By WM. ATEINSON, ESQ., MONTREAL,

%/ %m\cu. 7/_ —
AR
7,///$’ //‘%/ //%‘7// ///%% //
4%2%/%%/%gyz/@¢%%/|
e /y ///%y %v//iy g

,77/%
WIHITE,

A

N

N

White to play and Mato in four moves.

Tho follcwing raliling skirmish was glaycd last
fcar at tho Dundeo Chess Club, Mr. G. B. Fraser (tho

cading Dundeo player) giving tho odds of Q. Kt. to
Mr. C. M. Baxter.

EvaNs' GaxprIr.
{Remore Phite’s Q. Ki,)
wmrs. (Mr. Frascr.) BLACK. (Mr. Baxler.)

1D, to K. 4th I to K. 4th.
2 Kt, to K. B. 3rd Kt. t0 Q. B, 3rd
3 B.t0 Q. B. 4th B.to Q. B. 4th
4 . to Q. Kt.4th B. tekes I
6P t0Q.B . B. to Q. B. 4th,
6 P.t0Q. 4 P, takes I,
7 Castles, .t Q. 3«!.%“\
8 I’ takes B. to Q. Kt. 3rd.
9 B.to Q. It. 3rd Iit. to K. 1, 3rd
10 . to k. bt Castles,
11 1’ t0 Q. Gth Kt. 10 Q. R. 4th
12 I, to Q. 3rd. R, to K. sq.
13 Q. 0 Q. B.2nd. P takes b,
14 B. takes IR, . (ch.) K. to R.5q.
15 B. to Q. Kt.2nd, Q. takes Q. P,
16 Q. R.to Q{ Q. Q. to Q. 1. 6th
17 Q.10 Q. Xt.5q. Y. to K. 5th.
18 B. takcs 1% R. takes B.
19 R.to Qh th (ch.) It to KX, Kt. sq.
0 Kt to K. Kt 6t . to K. R.Gth.
21 1o to K. Kt.8rd. R, to K. R, 4th,
22 K. R, to K.sq.(0) B. takes K. B. P. (ch.)
23 K. takes 18, Q. t0 Q. B. 4th (¢h.
23 B. t0 Q. 4th, Q. to I B, 4th (ch.) (¢)
25 Q. takes Q. 1. takes Q.
20 It takes M. B. . {ch.) ] K, 10 R. 2nd.
27 R, takes 1L,

And White ultimately won tio gamo,

(@) IfP. takes 1., Whito replics with (§) B. takes
K. B. B, checking. ‘

(b) Threatening Mato in two move. R.to Q. B.
&q. ‘;v:n!dalsohavo been 2 very strong move &t this
po : .

{¢) The only movo.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.
J. E. M.~\e wili publisi one, or both, of the
picees, as opportunity offers. ,

J. C. F.—Much obliged. Shall be happy to
hear from you again,

J. G***.—Your contribution will appear in an
carly number.  Pleaso accept our thanks,

Miss Incoa.—Ifaccepted, we witl publish the
tale under any nom de plume you may sclect.
Of course we cannot sny more until we have an
opportunity of reading the manuscript, Please
forward it.

Rouxpnrap.—The appellation was probably
given to the Puntans trom the fact that they
wore their hair short, whilst the cavaliers rejoic-
ed in lung ringlets.  Haydn says the Puritans
were in the halat of putting & rvund bowl or
wooden dish upon their heads, and cutting their
hair by the brim.

R. B. W.—The stanzas arc not suitable for
publication separately. We are cqually desirous
with yourself to render our peoplo independent
of American light literature. Wo believe our
paper to be more healthy in its tone, and supe-
riur in every way to ninc-tenths of the American
Jjournalswhich find their way into the Province ;
and wo hopo the day is not fur distant when
Canadians, generally, will transfer their literary
allegiance from New York to Montreal, or at
Ieast to Canada.

S. B.~—~Respectfully declined.

J. L~—Much obliged. We could not mako
room for more in the present number,  Will be
glad to hear from you frequently.

Harnie. — A much better arrangement.
Thanks!

11. 1. M.—Please forward the solution to the
first problem,

V.—Your article will appear in our next issue.
Will attend to your request with much pleasure.

WrussLgpon. — We belicve the error was in
the * cupy,” but are sorry we did npot ubserve it.
Please furmud the cuntributivns jou refer to.
The #long string” will prove very useful, we
have no doubt.

H. E. C.—Your contribution i3 in type, but
we are unable to find room for it in the present
issue.

St. Grorge.—* Alsatia ” wag the name popu-
larly given to a district in London situated near
the Temple. Itwag a place of refuge for thieves
and vagabonds, who, once within its precincts,
wero enabled to bid defiance to the ministers of
the law. The Mint, in Southwark, was a refuge
of similar character, and to the present day is
one of the very worst districts in London. Sir
Walter Scott has fully described “ Alsatia ” in bis
« Fortunes of Nigel.?

H. B.—~Declined with thanks,

Xexo.—We cannot inform youat present. As
soon a3 the covers are complete we will state
the price.

Daist. — Your note has afforded ns much
pleasure. It i3 always a source of gratification
to us to know that the Reaper is appreciated by
our friends.

SIR HBILARY.

T the request of a correspondent we published
A a few weeks since ono of Mackworth Pred's
celebrated Charndes.  Qur correspondent prob-
ably quoted it frum memory, and we find that
some of the lines were iucorrectly given. As
we have becn asked by scveral of our readers to
print the charade, as written by Pried, we give it
Luluw, togather with onc ur twu answers we bave

received.
CHARADE.

* Sir Hilary charged at Agincourt,
Sooth *twas an awul day!
And thopgh in that old age of sport
Tho Ruffters of the camp and court
Had Jittlo timo to pray, .
*Tis sald Sir Hilary muttered thero
Two syllables by way of prayer.

* 3y First to ali the braveand proud
V0 00 to-morrow’ssun;
My Next with her cuid and quiet clond
10 thoso who find their dewy shroud
Beforo to-day’abo donoe;
And both together to all bluo eyes
That weep when a warzior nobly dics.”

Wyvant writes,—¢In answer to your sub-
scriber’s query in regard to Mackworth Praed's
cclebrated charade * Sir Oilary chargedat Agin-
court &c.,” I may state that in 1845 several adl-
gwers appeared to it in an English Miscellany,
that I happen to havo lately turned up in look-
ing over some old books, Among them I sco
% Heart's-case,” ¢ Gramercy,” and ¢ Good-
night,”—tho last of which was offered by Mr. S.
Williams, in the following lines, and was accept-
ed by Miss Mitford, the talented authoress of the
“ Mcmoirs of Preed.”

+« Tho conflict was over, tho victory won,

And Agincourt saw tho last 1ays of the sun
*Ero Sir Hilary dared to alight;

Ilissteed and hiagrmour wero covered with goro

And, oppressed by his toll, ho counld utter no more
Than tho one feeblo })myer, * Good-Night.”

Ho thouaht with Joy of tho proud and brave,

Who had fought xg hig sido and cscapod thograve,
And ho prayed for all ¢ ‘qood" for thoso;

But be {llmﬁn]f]d for his fricnds who lay dead on

10 flcld,

TUnburicd, expored, withount corslot or shield
‘Tho victiws of battle's wocs,

Aud be {mged that tho “Night” with its quiet

clou

Might over them cast a peaceful shroud,
nd give them safo repose.
Then ho bado * Good-night to those bright bluccycs
Lhat weep when a warrlor bravely dies.

But none of these are satisfactory. I submit
another solution of my own: i

When Sir Hi charged at Agincourt,

His heart was stern and his spirit dour; s

But, amid tho tumuit raging there, o,
1o breathed ono word of heartfelt prayer—
Find * Good,’”” oh Lord! tho deeds of thoso .
Who fsll before tho battle’s closo: .
May *¢ Luck,” for their futuro lives bo won

By thoso who sco to-morrow’s sun ;—
*'Good-luck” to tho dame with beautiful eyes,
That weeps when & warrior nobly dies. R

]
Frontenac gives # Good-night” as the solution.

- .. m—

SCIENTIFIC AND USETUL.

Ot

Fine clay diffused through the water in boilers
has been fuund to put a stop to hard incruste~
tions. The clay particles prevent the consolida-
tion of the deposit, aad it accordingly assumes
a soft, muddy form, which it is casy to remove.

A simple invention was exhibited at the late
Birmingham Cattle Show for making butter by
atmospheric action, the air being forced by a
plunger into the midst of the milk or cream,
which is contained ina cylinder, the result being
the making of butter in a few minutes, leaving
the milk perfectly sweet for family use.

Guxrowper Margs.—A Correspondent of the
Lancet says he has found thefollowing treatment
successful n several cases from the explosion of
Inrges quantities of gunpowder :—To smear the
scorched surface with glycerine by means of o
feather ; then apply cotton-wadding ; lastly,
cover over with oilsilk. The discoloration in
one of the cases was very great—in fact, the
sufferer looked moro like 2 mummy than a living
being. It entirely subsided in o month by the
ebove treatment. It is a pleasant and soothing
application,

Arpaxtic Mop.—Atalate meeting of the Man-
chester Philosophical and Literary Association,
Mr. Sidcbothan read au joteresting paper on the
microscopic cxamipation of the mud of the
Atlantic.  In tho unsuccessful attempts made
to raise the Atlantic cable, the grapnels and
rupes brought up with them aquantity of coze or
mud, somo of which was scraped off and pre-
scrved. Ho obtained specimens of the deposit
from Mr. Faicbairn, and submtted them to micro-
scopic cxaminativn,  In appearance the deposit
rescmbles dirty clay, and reminds one of tho
chalk of Dover; indced, it presentssuch appear-
ances 83 would lead {o the inference thata bed
of cinlk is now being formed at the bottom of
the Atlantic. It was composed cntirsly of
mioute organisms, which cxhibited a very frag-
mentary condition.

Taz Gracizr Tarory or Acassiz. — Professor
Agassiz has found in Brazil confirmation of bis
glacicr theory—namely, thatin « somo remoto
period, tho gleciers, the greatice riversand mov-
ing plains, had flowed over the present homo of
the most tropical nations imtho world® Bat,

what is of far greater importance, he has dis-

covered that Brazil has coal of the true carboni.
ferous cra, This is a confirmation of tho views of
Mr. Plant, an English geologist, rather than a
discovery. Brazil now brings its coal all tho
way from England.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Tng Biul-Sricrsn's Panapisg.—The Great
Wall of China.—Punch.

On tho departure of Bishop Selwyn for his
dioceso in New Zealand, Sydncy Swmith took
leave of him as follows :—¢ Good-by, my dear
Sclwyn ; I hopo you will not disagree with the
man who cats you."

A RarionanOssserion ~Sir Edwin Laondseer,
the celebrated animal painter, and Sidnoy
Smith, met at o (dinner party. The Canon was
in ono of his best bumours, and go delighted
wag the painter that ho asked him to sit for hig

‘} picturo ; to which proposition Sydney replied

—%Js thy scrvant a dog, that he should do
this thing ?

Poron says that o Yankee baby will crawl out
of his cradle, take a survey of it, invent an im-
provement, and apply for a patent beforo he is
six months old,

His Finst Aor—A young candidato for tho
legal profession wag asked what he should do
first when employed to bring an action. ¢ Ask
for moncy on account,” was the prompt reply.
He passed.

PmaLogorusrs bhave widely differed as to tho

seat of tho soul : but there can be no Soubt that
the seat of perfect contentment is in tke head ;
for every individualis thoroughly satisfied with
bis own brains,
: A Goop Reasoxror LavanTse—~A spendthrift
was once lying awake in bed, when Yo saw a
man cnter bis room cautiously, and attempt to
pick the lock of his writing desk. Tho rogue
was not a littlo disconcerted at hearing a loud
laugh from the occupant of tho apariment, whom
he gupposed asleep.

¢« Why do you laugh 7 asked tho thief, .

¢« I am laughing, my good fellow,” said the
spendtbrift, ¢ to thiuk what pains you are taking,
and what risk you run, in hopo of finding money
by night in & desk where the lawful owner can
never find any by day 27

The thief vanished at once.

After the election of Mr. Wiloerforco for Hull,
his sister promised & new dress for the wife of
every freeman who had voted for her brother.
At this sho wasgaluted with the cry, ¢ Miss Wil-
berforea for ever I’ but she similingly observed,
 Thank you, gentlemen, but I really cannot
agreo with you; I do not wish to bo Miss Wil-
berforce for ever.”

Qucen Elizabeth one day seeing a disappointed
courtier with & melancholy face walking in ono
of her gardens, asked him, © What does a
man think of when he thinks of nothing 27—
“ Of & woman’s promiscs,” was the reply. “I
maust not confate you, Sir Edward,” reterned the
queen, ard so left him.

MaacisTeRIAL Crassics—Rather a good story
i3 told about one of the Leith Bailies in the
« good old days” A case was before him in
which & gentleman sued a captgin of a vessel for
luss sustaincd by the death of o parrot, which ho
alleged was owing entirely to want of proper
attention during the voyage bome. Tho Bailie
found the captain in error, and in passing sen-
tence in favour of the pursucr, said, ¥ Yo maun
pay the beast” (meaning tho value of tho parrot).
The captain’s counsel deferentially hinted that
the parrot was not a quadruped, but 2 bird. Our
learned Bailic (who had cvidently not been well
up in the classics, and who supposed quadruped
meant & Latin word implying & plea of non-cul-
pability) thercnpon immediately exclaimed,

‘¢ Qua drappit here, qua drappit there, ye maun

pay the beust1”

Recorzry.—A man in Loadop, by suit at law,
recovered one hundred pounds from n druggist
who prescribed and gavo him mercary pills,
whereas ho should bave administered rhubard,
Tho man fell sick, sucd, and recovered as above,



