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YHE Publishers have to apoligise to -those:. of
their subscribers who have ordered back
numbers of the Reader, for not supplying them
more promptly. The demand for ba¢ck numbers
and bound volumes, has heen so unexpectedly
large, that the printing and binding arrangements
have been found totally inadeqnate, Every effort
is being made to get orders executed promptly—
both as regards bound volumes and back num-
bers—and subscribers may rest assured that no
unnecessary delay will beallowed to take place.

“ LIST OF NEW BOOKS.”

—

For the information of these of our subseribers
who object to having the list of books, which
appear under the above heading, inserted in each
number of the Reader, the publishers degire to
say that their contract to publish it will expire
in a few weeks—at the end of the present
volume—when it will be discontinued altogether,
and the space devoted to literary matter.

THE WAR—WHO IS TO BLAME ?

—

HE political earthquake of 1848, which
shook the monarchy of Louis Philippe to
pieces, extended also to Germany, and levelled
with the dust the dynastic idols, which the trea-
ties of 1815, and the plotting of the crafty and
cold-blooded Mctternich had set up for the per-
petual worship of the Teutonic and other conti-
nental peoples. The democratic movement was
iwresistible—the King of Prussia, the Emperor of
Austria, and lesser German potentates, yielded
to s might. Freedom of the press was guaran-
teed, new constitutions were promulgated, and
it seemed to the theoretical politicians of Ger-
many that their country had entered upon anew
era of unity, liberty and national prosperity.
But king and kaiser and petty potentsate broke
faith, and the golden dreams of the German
liberals melted away at the sight of armed hosts
of their own countrymen, and at the sound of

growling menaces which were uttered by the bear
of St. Petersburg. :

When the German revolution was at the flood-
tide of success, the passion for national unity
became universal. Thé duchies of Schleswig-
Holstein contained a considerable portion of in-
habitants of German descent; a great number,
however, were Sclavoniang or Celts, and for two
hundred years the duchies had formed a portion
of the Danish dominions. The revolutiong at
Paris, Berlin, and Vienna, produced the ntmost

excitement in the duclries, and the people, chiefly
those of German descent, clamoured loudly for
a union with the fatherland. This movement
for annexation was warmly seconded by agents
from the Prussian capital, and. by the principal
German patriots, who promised the duchies the
support of the whole Germanic confedera-
tion in the assertion of their- rights. The
excitement in the two provinces was. intensified
by the arrival of summonscs from the Vor-Par-
liament at Trankfort, whieh, treating the two
duchies as already members of the confederacy,
commissioned them to send deputies to the ap-
proaching General Diet.

Qur friends of the Saturpay Reaper will
doubtless wish to see the historical bearings of

this be-muddled Schleswig-Holstein question ;'

and we shall be a3 brief and explicitas possible.

From an carly period in European listory, the’
duchies of Schleswig and Iolstein, thougl not
an integral portion of the kingdom of Denmark,
belonged, nevertheless, to the Danish crown.
Bui the right of the,crown of Denmark to those
duc’:’:s wag sold in “the year 1326, when King
Wal.i:mar, the Danish monarch, gave to Count
Gerbard de Holstein, as an hereditary’ fief, the
duchy of Schleswig, or south Holstein Jutland—
on the condition, however, that it should never
be united with the kingdom of Denmark. In
consequenge of 1his condition, the states of
Schleswig-Holstein claimed, subsequently, the
right to choose their own dukes. This was
granted on the 6th of Mareh, 1540, by Christian
1., King of Denmark, who acknowledged the
right of the two duchies toselect their own duke
from any son of his family they chose. The right
was not cxercised till 1588, and afterwards fell
into abeyance. It is unnecessary to enter into
a history of the family squabbles and territorial
complications which afterwards took place;
suffice it to say, that, with the consent of the
Euaropean powers, the King of Denmark, in 1773,
became vested with the entire right to the
duchies of Schleswig and Holstein, which con-
tinued to form part of the Danish dominions up
till 1848,

In 1848, five of the chief leaders of the agita-
tion in the two duchies demanded of the King of
Denmark a formal recognition of their independ-
ence, 80 that they might form part of the Ger-
man confederation. The monarch replied, he
looked with no disfavour on a eloser connection
between Holstein and the confederacy, of which
its inhabitants formed a part; but in that event,
it must be separated from Sehleswig, which had
never been a portion of the confederation. The
people of Sehleswig took sides with the King of
Denmark, and were unanimous against being
absorbed in the confederation.

On the 24th of Mareh, Prince Frederick of
Voor, a younger brother of the Duke of Angus-
tenburg, raised the banner of revolt in Kiel, in
Holstein.  On the 4th of April, the first meeting
of tho insurgent estates was held at Rendsburg,
on the river Eider; and a motion was passed
for annexing both duchies to the Germanic con-
federation. The German powers cagerly em-
braced their oppertunity of conquest. Prussia,
from her geographical proximity, was first in
the field ; and, on the 6th of April, a body of
her troops crossed the Holstein frontier, and
joined the insurgents. The German Diet ac-
knowledged the provisional government of the
duchies, and ordered troops from Hanover,
Mecklenburg, and Oldenburg, to assist the Prus-
siang and insurgents,

The King of Denmark protested against the
act of the confederacy, and war immediately fol-
lowed. The contest wag fearfully dispropor-
tionate. But the spirit of the sons of the old
sea~-kings was up; the untamed Raven of the

North scented, as in the days of yore, the battle-
banquet afir off, and fearless ag to his fate, an-
swered the scream of the German eagles with a
defiance prouder and more terrible than their
awa, e

The Danish regular troops entered Sehleswig
on the 7th of April, completely routed the ingur-
gent troops, 4000.in number, supported by 6000

-regular goldiers of tho copfederation. On the

same day the Danish fleet degiroyed the batteries
which the encmy had erected near Kjel. - A fow
days after, the Danish troops burled the Ger-
mang over the Eider. A howl of indignation
rogse throughout Glermany, and 40,000, gqldiers
were thrown upou Denmark, who eould only
bring 12,000 regular troops. to oppose them. The
Prussian troops; owing to their numbers, had the
advantage on land, though the Danes opposed
them, inch by inch, with-the utmost desperation.
On their own element, the Danes swept all before
them, The Pryssian fleet was chaged from the
oeean, their harboursblockeded, pnd their foreign
trade nearly destroyed. Atlength Sweden inter-
fered, and Russia was also preparing to side with
Denmark, when a conference was openedin Lon-
don, and the Prussian forces were -withdeawn
from Jutland, which was avowedly beyond the
limits of the Germanic eonfederation. But be-
fore their withdrawal, the Danish traops, in a
bloody battle, had defeated the Prugsians, and
driven them izax:k to,Gravenstein, To revenge
thig defeat, the Prussian and Hanoverian troops—
even while negotiations were pending—-made a
combined attack on the Danish forces at Duppeln.
There'was a desperate combat of two days; both
parties retained nearly the same positions. An
armistice of seven months followed, the terms of
which were highly favourable to the German
confederacy.

The Prussians violated the armistice by ad-
vancing troops close to Jutland, the last refuge
of Denmark on the continent. On the 3rd of
April, 1849, the Danes and Prussians recom-
menced hostilities, and the formor had a slight
advantage. On the 6th of July, the Danes made
an onslaught on the Germans; 18,000 strong,
then besieging Frederica. The besiegers wero
totally defeated, and lost 96 officers, 3,250 men
killed and wounded, and all their siege artillery
and stores; the Gerinans soon after retreated
from nearly the whole of Jutland, A treaty
soon followed, and gave satisfaction to all par-
ties ; and peace was signed on the 2nd of July,
1850, between the King of Denmark on one side,
and the King of Prussia and the Germanie con-
federation on the other. But Prussia, smarting
under the defeat of Frederica, secretly stirred
up the disaffected in the duchios, Things came
to a crisis on July 25th, when the battle of
Idstedt was fought. The insurgent army was
32,000 strong ; its commander was General Wil-

lison, & Prussian, and half its officers of German

origin. The Danes numbered 28,000. The
battle was bloody—the loss on both sides being
about 8,000, or about an _eighth of the troops
engaged. The insurgents were totally defeated,
and abandoned the whole territory of Schleswig.
The final pacification of the duchies was effected
by the Olmiitz conference. - The King of Den-
mark made a noble use of his victory, for of
those who fell into his hands, not one suffered
death ; the geverest punishment was banishment
for a temporary number of years,

1t will be seen that Prussia has always been
foremost in attacking the duchies, and this be-
cause she -desires, by further territorial aggran-
dizement, t0 counterbalance the influence of
Austria in the German diet, with the ultimate
view of agsuming the leadership. Both Prussia
and Austria are robbers of other nations, and
their mutual action in the late Danish war was
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only in consonance with their former policy;
and they are now, like hungry wolves, about to
rend each other over the spoil. Neither nation
dueserves our sympathy, though it is sad to
reflect on the horrors which their strife may
bring on Europe. Still strife will not be in
vain, if the first cannon-flash of the rival despots
usher in the dawn of a better day for human
progress, for the permanent tranquillity of Eu-
rope, and the deliverance of the long-suffering
nationalities.

Arxpregoxvinie Prigon. By Ambrose Spencer.
New York : Harper & Brothers; Montreal :
Dawson Bros.

So much has been said and written respecting
the sufferings of Federal prisoners at Anderson-
ville, that a calm and impartial statement of
facts, bearing on the condition and management
of this celebrated military prison, would be &
valuable addition to the history of the great
rebellion. We look in vain, however, for such
calmness and impartiality in the work before us.
The author is ul‘?orthem man, who, although he’
resided in the State of Georgia throughout the
war, does not appear to have ever entered the
precinets of the prison. We are told, at the out-
set, that he wishes to be regarded, in the state-
ments which he makes, as impartial and unpre-
judiced as his sentiments will permit him to be.
We imagine that the man whe thus openly
admits that his sentiments may colour his facts
is precisely the man who ought not to have at-
tempted to write the history of * Andersonville
Prison.” Throughout the work tricks of rhetoric
are resorted to, to fire the indignation of northern
readers, for whom this book is specially prepared.
Vague hinta of untold horrors which the author
could reveal, if he only would, abound ; and to
crown all, nearly half the book is occupied with
the argument of the judge advocate at the trial
of Wirtz. Common fairness would indicate that
some notice should have been taken of the rebut-
ting evidence offered at that trial, and of the
speeches of the counsel for the defence; but
there is no whisper of anything of the kind. It
is rather too much to expect us to form our judg-
ment upon the special pleadings of an advocate.

That sufferings and hardships were endured by
the prisoners at Andersonville is more than pro-
bable—nay, certain ; but we know, also, that the
brave men who composed the southern armies
were frequently called upon to endure terrible
hardships, and to subsist upon rations of the
most meagre description, We are no apologist
for reckless cruelty, if such was practised ; but
it is well known that at any time the Federal
government could have procured the release of
the men confined at Andersonville, had it seen
fit to agree to a general exchange of prisoners.
It must be quite evident, then, we think, to any
impartial mind, that the authorities at Washing-
ton were largely responsible for the sufferings
endured by northern soldiers in the military
prisons of the south. :

If northern presses continue to issue books of
the class now before us, it is vain to hope that
any real union can subsist between North and
South. Such books can but serve to embitter
the hostility which exists between the two sec-
tions. A true and enlightened patriotism de-
g:zxi(‘ls that the dead past be allowed to bury its

e

THE MAGAZINES.

‘We have received from Messrs Dawson & Bros.
8 first instalment of the July Magazines.

Loxpox Sociery.—This favourite monthly is
perhaps richer than usual with illustrations, and
the letter-press is quite up to the average, The
number opens with chapters one to four of atale
of the London Season, entitled, * Who Wina Miss
Burton.” * Books of the Season” is a gossipping
review of several of the popular works of the day.
Among the more interesting articles which fol-
low we notice “ Swimmers and Swimming.”
“ Coffee House and Tavern Life in Paris,)
« Commemoration, an Oxford Mixture,” ¢ Paris
after Easter,” and the continuation of Mark
Lemon’s ¢ Up and Down the London Streets.’

¢ Caught at Last” the concluding tale, is
amusing and cleverly written,

Goop Worps.—Mrs. Oliphants tale, ¢ Madonna
Mary” is becoming more interesting, and weo may
add not atall too soon, for more life in this story
was sadly needed. ¢ The Mill in the Valley,”
which follows, is a charming poem by Isa Craig
Kunox. ¢ Curiosities of Plant Life” and * Summer
Days at Chalcedon,” are interesting papers. The
Editor contribates a religions article, and the
Rev. Charles Kingsley’s Notes of a Tour through
the South of France, from the Atlantic to the
Mediterranean, entitled “ From the Ocean to the
Sea.” ¢ Ruth Thornbury; or, Tho Old Maid’s
Story,” is well written, and promises to be mode-
rately interesting.

THE DRAMA.

—

ATTERS have greatly changed in the
dramatic world since the time when Mrs,

iddons, standing upon no larger a stage than
the hearthrug of one of the rooms at Windsor
Castle, and costumed only in her ordinary attire,
terrified King George the Third to an extraordi-
nary degree, by the intensity of her acting as
Lady Macbeth. At that period something more
was thought requisite in an actress to please the
intellectual public than the mere possession of a
fine figure and a showy wardrobe ; but, as the
French say, “ we have changed all that"—and,
at the present day, many a lady ¢ star,” like the
deer in Asop’s fable, is more indebted for success
to her feet than to her head. Miss Rushton is
certainly a “great” actress — physically — for
she stands nearly six feet high, and is propor-
tioned accordingly, but mentally she does not
rise above mediocrity, and her style is decidedly
stagy and affected. %Ve have seen “ Ogarita, or
the Wild Flower of Mexico,” and a very blooming
flower it was, none other than a tropical climate
could have produced a plant of such luxurious
growth. We read in a daily paper that “Oga-~
rita’s dress in the second act cost two thousand
dollars! which knowledge, as a matter of course,
added a good deal to our enjoyment of the play,
for though our fashionable belles are extravagant
enough, it is a rarity to see such a large amount
spread over such a comparatively small surface,
for of the dress there might be a good deal more,
witbout auy harm being done to good taste; if
such is the ordinary costume of Mexican squaws,
they cannot suffer much under the hot sun, from
the weight of their apparel,

Mr. Vining Bowers, as the honest sailor Ba-
rabbas, was as funny as usual. This gentleman
has certain mannerisms in his style of aeting,
which he reproduces in nearly every part, cer-
tainly they are of a side-splitting nature, and
almost compel laughter, but they give the im-
pression that any charaeter he appears in might
be supposed to be acting the part of Mr. Vining
Bowers, instead of Mr. Vining Bowers playing
it. Too many first-class low comedians, finding
how easy it is to raise laughter by broad carica-
ture, substitute it on all occasions for that
artistic though ludicrous delineation of charac-
ter that marks the true artist. Mr. Charles
Dickens understood this, when he created “ Sa-
muel Weller,” a man that one would not be
surprised to meet at any time in the streets of a
large eity. True, Mr. Dickens's work of art is
fiction and not the stage, but the fundamental
principles of art are the same in all its branches,
its end being, while copying from nature, to
idealize it, with tho object of clevating humanity
in the process. We have seen Mr. Bowers when
he hag shown that he possesses all the qualities
of an artist. As Major de Boots, in “Every-
body’s Friend,” last year, he was quite unlike
himself, and seemed the character he acted.
His Asa Trenchard is another character-part
that gives evidence of his possession of that
artistib power which he does not take pains in
every part to demonstrate.

Mr, F. A. Gossin played the part of ¢ Carlos
the Adventurer ” more quietly than is his wont.
This gentleman has talant, but he has not yet
learned the best manner in which to exercise it.
His parts are t0o often over-acted ; he has yet
to reach the happymiddle course between tame-

ness on the one hand, and too much action on
the other. We must say, however, that Carlos,
in his hands, was a more natural villain than
any of the melodramatic scamps we have been
treated to this season. The ®heavy villain” of
the old school of melodrama, that blusters about
in large jack-boots and slouched hat,and carries
a small armoury of pistols in his belt, to dis-
charge at unoffending innocence, is a great
mistake, Scoundrels both of the past and pre-
sent year, have been, and are generally, very
pleasant fellows—until they are found out.
What a nice fellow Iago appears to everybody,
until he is discovered; and do not the annals of
crime abound with cases of gentlemanly poison-
ers and fascinating forgers?

The other parts were, on the whole, passibly
performed ; but we might say of the whole play,
with Sir Charles Coldstream, ¢ There’s nothing
in it,” except a medium for displaying the attrac-
tions of # Ogarita.”

There has been but little to criticise this week,
as far as the drama is concerned ; the struggles
of pretentious mediocrity give but little scope
for aught save reproof, which is ever an un-
grateful duty—and to praise that which “ cannot
but make the judicious grieve ” would be to aid
that system of indiscriminate ¢ puffing” which
is oue of the most powerful causes of the decline

of the drama. JonN QuUiLL.
MUSICAL.
Continued from onr last numbes,

N the next one (Second Set No. 6), which is

a quicker movement, marked Allegretto tran-
quillo, and in the key of F sharp minor, there is
& more stirring and exquisite delight. It rises
to a higher pitch of enthusiasm, asif the heart in
its still joy overflowed. The beauty of naturo
seemns almost too much for the soul, the harmony
of all things too complete, Fancy's images rise
thicker than before. The hills, the clouds, the
gleaming waters, seem more living than before,
and the soul stretches out its arms to them.
Listen to that long high trill, which seems to
carry the thoughts up and afar, as if they had
left the body to play with the fleecy, pearly
clouds about the moon, while the boat glides on
in its sleep unconsciously below; and then the
rapture of that bold delicious cadence, with
which the reverie is ended, as if the skies came
down with us to earth! The memory of that
aérial excursion haunts the following melodies;
the song floats in the middle, between two ac-
companiments, the waves below, and a faint
prolonged vibration of that same high note
above, like a thin streak of skyey colour in a
picture.

The last one, which is No. 5 of the Fifth Sct,
is perhaps the most beautiful of the threc. Itis
in A minor, Andante con moto, and still the
same rocking six-eight measure. There is even
more of the physical sensation of the water in
this, Ever and anon the stillness is startled by
a loud stroke of the key-note, answered by the
fifth below, and sometimes in the lowest octave,
which gives onean awed feeling of the depth of the
dark element, as if a sounding line were dropped.
And again the mingled gurgling and laughing
of the water, as it runs off the boat's sides, seems
literally imitated in those strange chromatic ap-
poggiaturas, which now and then form a hurried
introduction to the principal note. The whole
tone.and colouring of the picture is decper than
the others. It is & song of the depth of the
waters. The chords are richer, and tho modula-
tions, climbing towards their climax, are more
wild and awe-inspiring. But by degrees the
motion grows more gentle, and the sea more
smooth, and the Strain, melts away in a free
liquid cadence, in the major of the key, like
closing the eyes in full assurance of most perfect

ligs.

You feel that no soul ever conversed moro
intimately with nature, than did Mendelssohn
when he composed this music. And mausic only
could reveal whatis hererevealed. If you would
know Mendelssohn truly, study him in these
‘“Songs without Words.” They are of his most
genuine, most individual inspirationg
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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

——

Miss Majoribanks. A Novel. By Mrs. Oliphant,

author of ¢ Chronicles of Carlingford,” ‘ The Per-

ctual Curate,” &c., &o. Montreal: R. Worthing-
gon. Price 60c.

The Toilers of the Sea. A Novel by Victor Hugo,
author of ‘ Les Misorables,” &., &o. Montreal: K.
Worthington. Price 60c.

In Trust; or, Dr. Bertrand’s Ilousehold, By Amanda
%&l. 215)ouglas. Montreal: R. Worthington. Yrice

Btwninstro: A Xovel. Bythe anthor of ¢ The Silent

oman,” &c., &e. Montreal: R. Worthington.
Yrice $1.25.
Brave Old Salt; or, Life on the Quarter Deck. A

Story of the Great Rebellion. A Book for Boye.
By Oliver Optio. Pricc 81. R. Worthington.
Montreal.

The Game-Birds of the Coasts and Lakes of the North-
ern States of America, &c. By Robert B. Roose-
velt. Montreal: R. Worthington. Price $1.40.

Every-Day Cookery; for Every Family: containing

nearly 1000 Receipts, adapted to moderate incomes,
with llllustrsﬁons. Montreal: R. Worthington.
Price $1.

Broken to Ilarness. A Story of English Domestic
Life. By Edmund Yates. Second edition. Mon-
treal: R Worthington. Price $1.75.

Only a Woman’s Heart. By Ada Clare. Montreal:
R. Worthington. Price $1.25.

Devotion to the Blessed Virgin MaH in North Amer-
ica. By the Rev. Xavier Donald acleod, Professor
of Ithetoric and Belles Lettres in St. Mary’s College,
Cincinnati, with & Memoir of the Author. By the
Most Rev. John B, Parcell, D. D., Archbishop of
Cincinnati. New York; Virtue & Yorstan. Mon-
treal : R. Worthington. Price &3.

Ecce Homo: A Survey of the Life and Work of Jesus
Christ. R. Worthington, Montreal. Price &1.

Betsy Jane Ward, Her Book of Goaks, just published.
Price $1. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Mrs. L. H. Bigourney’s Letters of Life. R. Worth-
ington, Montreal.

Hidden Depths: a newnovel. R. Worthington, Mon-
treal.

Jargal: a novel. By Victor Ifugo. Illustrated. R.
Worininglon Montmli. ttle I fin. Dy th
The of a Little Ragamuffin. By the
.um"o?f?t{ﬁben Davidger.” ~ R, Worthington,
Montreal. Price 400

Epidemic Cholera: Its
and_ Havocs, Pathology
marks on the question of Contagion,
of Fear, and ﬁ‘“med and Delayed Interments.
a former Surgeon in the service of the Honourable
East India Company. Pp. 120. Yrice 80¢c. R.
‘Worthington, Montreal.

n Cholera. A mew Treatise on Asiatic Cholera, By

OF, ‘A. Burrall, M.D. 16mo. Price $1.20. R. Worth-
irgton, Montreal.

Diarrheea and Cholera: Their Origin, Proximate Cause
und Curc. By John Clnpmfn, 'M.D,, M.R.C.P.,
M.R.C.S. Reprinted, with additions, from the ‘* Me-
dical Times and Gazette” of July 29th, 1866. Frice
26 cents. R. Worthington, Montreal,

The above prices include postage to any part of
Canada.
R. WORTHINGTON,
Wholesale and Retail Album Depot.
30 Great St. James Stroet, MONTREAL.

Mission and Mystery, Haunts
and Treatment, with re-
the Influence
By

i

Vol, IL. of Napoleon’s Life of Julius Czsar. Fine
Library edition, Incloth $250, R. Worthington,
Montreal,

The Albert N’Yanza, Great Basin of the Nile, and ex-
lorations of the Nile Sources. By Samuel White
aker. With Maps, 1llustrations, and Portraits,

Cloth. Price $4,50. R. Worthington, Montreal.

. Mistress and Maid. A Houschold Story. By Miss
Muloch, author of * John Halifax, Gentleman,”
&c., &c. Pricn40c. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Sans Merci, or Kestrels and Falcons. A novel. By
the autho- of ¢ Guy Livingstone,” &c., &c. DPrice
40c. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Apnes. A novel. By Mrs. Oliphant, anthor of
5“(:hronicles of Carlingford,” &ec., &c. Yrice 60c.
R. Worthington, Montreal.

Maxwell Drewitt. A novel. By F.G. Frafford, author
of * George Geith,”” * Phemie Keller,”” &c. Price
60c. K. Worthington, Montreal,

Miss Carew. A novel. By Amelia B. Edwards, author
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A FATED PIC-NIC.

A LEGEND OF THR MONTMORENOCI.

1 am not mad; I would to heaven I werc!
For then, ’tis like I should forget myself:
Oh, it f could! what grief I would forget!
K1ixa JouN, Act 111. Sc. 4.

T was & bright June morning, many & long

year ago, when that gay Quebec society
was flourishing, of which Emily Montagne wrote
to her friend Bella Fermor in such a charming
geries of gossiping letters, that a merry party
passed, in a string of vehicles, through Palace
gate, and, by the fuubourg St. Roch’s, out over
the river St. Charles, on their way to do the
Falls of the Montmorenci, and enjoy & pic-nic
at the natural steps.

Now every Quebecer, and almost cverybody
who has ever been in Quebec during the summer,
even if only for a day or two, knows the locale
of the natural steps, and the charming beauty
and magnificent grandeur of the scenery which
environs them. They consist of a succession of
limestone terraces, regular enough to be very
remarkable, and rough enough to be natural,
descending for thirty or forty yards from the
woods.to the brink of the precipice that over-
hangs the river Montmorenci, which there,
lashed into a maddening whirl of seething water
and foam by a long succession of rapid descents
through stcep mountain valleys, rushes past in a
raging turmoil through a deep, dark, and narrow
gorge.

In the back ground, how great the contrast
to the endless chafing struggle of the water!

There the old pine woods stretch their great
arms over the green mossy quilt beneath, whose
silence is seldom broken, except by the distant
noise of the torrent ever rumbling on in the
depths of its mountain way, the song of the wild
birds, or the chatter of some impudent squirrel,
unawed and unimpressed by the solitude or love-
liness of the scene. There, too, just at the edge
of the woods, there wells forth from a mossy bed,
all surrounded by violets and sweet twin-flowers,
a little spring, the icy virtues of whose waters
were even then well known to pic-nicers, better
perhaps for the facility of & natural wine cooler,
than as a beverage ; for on such occasions, who,
even from among the most ascetic, isnot inclined
to say with Friu¢ Lubin—

¢4 Mais pour boire belle ean claire—
Faites le boire & votre chien?”

And in the times I speak of|, the scene was not
o whit less lovely or less grand than it is to-day,
though o great deal more difficult of access;
while the distant cottages of the habitants were
the only places of accommodation, if the tourist
or pleasure-party were not fortunate enough to
have the entrée of the seigniorial manor-house,
which was shortly to become the residence of
Edward of Kent, the future father of our present
beloved sovereign.

The ‘“manseion house,” however, was the pleas-
ant destination of our party, who, in fact, were
to be the guests of Sir Frederick Haldimand, the
then Governor-General, and the hospitable oc-
cupant of Montmorenci Lodge,

Merrily, then, the line of vehicles rattled on
their way, by the Chaudiére, and over the Beau-
port hill, their occupants finding ample sourcas
of enjoyment on the route—the merrier in fling-
ing jokes at the simple inmates of the pretty
clean-looking cottages which were scattered
along the whole length of the road—the more
romantic, in admiring the beauty of the scenery
that stretched away on every hand.

Truly a magnificent picture! To their right
lay the broad harbor of Quebec, studded with
the merchantmen of the spring fleet, and ren-
dered animated by the white sails of the new
arrivals, and the numbers of small craft in con-
stant movement upon its bosom, while beyond it
rose the wood-covered heights of Notre Dame de
1a Victoire.

The vast St. Lawrence stretched away in
front, its surface broken some six or seven miles
down by the Isle of Orleans, christened by
Jacques Cartier the ¢Isle of Vines,” on account
of the numbers of wild grape vines which he
found growing upon it: the tourist of to-day

seeks in vain for any traces of them, and is

!

almost tempted to wonder if it can, indeed, be
the same island as that described by the great
Freneh navigator. Along the left Wk of the
river straggles the rather pretty village of Beau-
port, and in the distance can be seen a break in
the heights, marked by an ever-risiag column of
spray. There the Monimorenci, after a troubled,
changeful course of ninety miles or more, pours
its tributary waters into the stream of the great
river. .

To their left, a league or so away, stretched
the chain of the Laurentide hills, at whose base
the Intendant Bigot erected his stone hunt-
ing-lodge in the depths of the old primeval
forest, in the vain hope of hidiag from jeal-
ous eyes his handsome Indian paramour. It
was only the old story. The secret leaked
out, and Fair Rosamond’s tragedy was re-
enacted, and the tomb where the Indian beauty
sleeps is still shewn among the ruins of Chateau
Bigot. The legend was told o this morning of
our tale by a young Irishman, who had just
heard it the evening before, to one whom he was
driving, and for a mile or 80 a sadness hung over
a fair young face.

Behind lay Quebec, with its imposing citidel,
truly a city set on a fxill, but wanting then the
tin roofs which now make it appear to the morn-
ing traveller approaching it from tlie east, like a
mount of burnished silver.

Rollo Black, the young story-teller whom we
have just mentioned, had but shortly before ar-
rived from Ireland, to seek a home and fortune
in the new eolony, which had been opened out
to British enterprise by British valour. In phy-
sique—an Appollo, with dark brown hair, and
clear, intelligent, grey eyes. In esprit—clever,
cultivated, independent, and enterprising. He
had left the over-crowded old-world eities to
seck a breathing place, and found a name in the
boundless west. He had known 8ir Frederick
Haldimand st home, and this most likely was
the cause of his directing his steps to (Janada;
at the same time he brought with him letters to
several of the principal people of the place. And
now, in the first fortnight of his arrival, he was
revelling in all the enjoyments of the colonial
capital, recruiting from the fatigues of his long
and tedious sea-voyage, and preparing for earn-
est labour in whatever sphere of action might
fall to his lot,

On the day in question he was driving la belle
et piquaste Malvina Dambourgés, whom he had
met one or two evenings before at a ball given
at the house of M. DeSalaberry. Miss Dam-
bourgés was the daughter of & member of theold
French seigniorial noblesse of the Province ; but,
sinco she had found in the fair danghter of an
English officer her dearest confidant aud bosom
companion, and had sncceeded in mastering the
language of Albion to perfection, she had been
afflicted, like many of the jeunesse Frangaise of
to-day, with what is now generally known as
Anglomania. Having, moreover, a. desperate
predilection for deep flirtations, and being o
thorough-paced coquette, she had, as soon as her
eyes fell on the frank, manly face of the young
Irish stranger, determined to enlist him in her
train of followers. We see how well she has
gucceeded, when, in 8o short a time, he, after
much solicitation, thinks himself a lueky fellow
to be allowed to drive her to the governor’s pic-
nic.

As they roll along the conversation becomes
confidential, and he tells her of his boyhood in
Armagh, his youth in Dublin, and his hopes and
dreams for his fature life in Oanada ; and Malvina
Dambourgés finds herself moro seriously and
earnestly interested than she had ever feltin a
mere acquaintanoce before ; for, gay and thought-
less as she gonerally seemed, at bottom she had
a true and womanly heart, and the earnest young
stranger, with his thoughtful face, ever and anon
lit up with bright flashes from the depths of &
hopeful, humorous soul, had struck a new chord
in her bosom, one that had long lain silent, and
could never have been reached by the butterflies
by whom she was usually surrounded. She was
not in love, though, mark you; not she, but she
might eventaally have become 80, had not—but
I anticipate. . .

By this time, though, the mansion-house is
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reached, and the guests arec beiog welcomed at
the door by his Excellency. = A déjeuner d lu
fourchedls is waiting for them, which despatched,
with ample justice, they sally forth to see the
grounds, then perhaps the finost about Quebec,
and to view the falls fromt above and below, as
taste or their guides-directed. A couple of hours
thus passed pleasantly away. Miss Dambourges
acted aschaperone to her friend Lucy Hurst, and
Mr. Black, who were both enchanted with the
beauty of the cataract, witl ite wild and enchant-
ing scenery. . ' .

It were-us¢less for me to attempt to describe
these beautiful falls ; for to those who have seen
them it.would ba an annoying work of super-
erogation; while to these who have not, in a
simple word-paiating: I could not. hope to con-
vey any $dea of their grandeur or loveliness.
Higher then Niagara, with more pictaresque
environs ; almoat as beautiful as those of Tivoli,
with the advantage of being natural, and much
move imposing. The waters, blue as sapphire at
the top, in'an instant roll over, and are shat-
tered into an ever-falling avalanche, white and
wild as a driven snow-storm 3 while the presid-
ing'nymh of the rivér, wrapped in an everlasting
robe of Irie' own spjnning, ever dances about
their feet in and out of her dark grotto, situated
beliind their mightyroar. Thestranger is always
delighted with these splendid falls, while their
familiars 1ove them daily more and more.

About threé o'clock a horn sounded, the signal
of departure for the natural steps. Some of his
Excellency’s servants had been engaged, during
the morning, in constructing a path thither which
might be passible for the ladies, and had brought
on before ﬂ.b‘; utgcemgng hampers, for a thorough
enjoyment of the eve . :

"]l‘ho wds ot long assembling, and in
valiant encduntér: with stock and stome, and
worrying mosquitoes, were soon merrily making
their way through tlie woodland path, which led
to the spot selected for the pic-nic. When
arrived there most of the servants were sent
back, as the ladies wished to do all that was
necessary, in preparation, themselves, with the
awkward assistance of those of the gentlemen
who did not indulge in the fragrant weed--then—
oh! ye vanished days!—a majority of thosc
present, 80 the tloth was speedily laid, the
viands spread, while the wine was set to caol by
the mossy spring. "Phen as each was best able,
they set .themselves to work upon the inviting
array, in as comfortable positions as were
possible  under the circamstances. Miss Dam-
bourgés and Miss Hurst secared easy seats upon
a natural step all overgrown with moss, while
the one above served as a table; there, under
the shade of a spur of the wood which ran
down close to the river, waited upon by Rollo,
they had a right merry time of it.

Of the others the gréater number seemed to
be also enjoying themselves amazingly. His
Excellency was in the best of humours, and his
smiles were reflected upon every face. Byeand
bye a song was proposed, and, at the request of
their host, Malvina Dambourgés sang the
national chansonette of « L Claire Fontaine,”
while the others joined in the chorus. Other
songs followed ; but Malvina, agsoon as she had
got through hers, escaping from the rest of the
company, proposed to Lu¢y Hurst and Rollo a
hunt for wild’ flowers, which grew about in
aburidance, and for stme time they wandered
contentedly along by the edge ofy the woods,
gathering such as they found there ; but getting
tired of this Miss Dambourgds saw, what she
imagined to be, a much finer bunch of red-
‘deaths, frillium fatidum, a crimson vase-ghaped
flower, common in our woods in May and June,
than any she had yet seen, just on the lowest
ledge of the steps and immediately overhanging
the preeipice. Turning to Rollo she said, * Will
you be my knight DeLorge, and fetch me that
bouquet of flowers you see down there ? but be
careful, it might be dangerous,”

-.Lucy Hurst just heard' the last words, and
looking up from her arrangemeat of a wreath
of violets and winter-green, with its scarlet
berries, beheld{ Malvina pointing towards the
edge of the cliffy but could scarcely believe
her eyes when ghe saw Rollo leaving them,

cvidently with the intention of getting the
flowers. “ Mr. Black,” she almost screamed,
¢ whero are you going ? Malvina, calkhim back.
How could you bo so silly ? he will surely fall
over.” But it was too late, be was already with-
in a few feet of the futal coveted treasures, when
—oh, my God! for the giddy thoughtlessness
of & womanl—he slipped upon the smooth
rock, wet with the spray from the rapids, and
the waters of the little ‘spring, which trickled
over just near the spot, and having nothing
wherewith to save himself, not a branch er pro-
Jection of rock within reach, he slid over the
brink ; there, turning, for a moment, he wildly
clutehed the little bunch of flowers and carth,
his fuce, white and drawn, was turned towards
the paralysed and awe-struck girls; then with

‘s shriek of agony he slid out of sight, down

into the turmoil of rocks and water bencath.

Those two poor girls!

Malvina rushed towards the brink, to save or
to follow him, then stopped, screamed, and lost
consciousness, while Lucy instantly gave the
alarm. That, however, there wags little need to
do; for'the rash attempt and its sad termina-
tion had been witnessed by more than half the
party. Somse one or two ran cautiously to the
brink, but all traces had disappeared. A terrible
scenc ensued among the ladies—some fainted,
others screamed, while a few retained their self-
possession, and aided the gentlemen to look after
the rest. Nothing could be done for Rollo,
excopt send off messengers to set watches for his
body—to recover it, if possible, above the falls;
fot if once it went over them, the chances were
that it would never be seen again. The rest of
tho party, carrying with difficalty Malvina Dam-
bourgés, who was falling from ono hysterieal fit
into another, sadly followed them to the man-
gion-house, by the same path they had come so
joyously along a few hours before. Arrived
there, three or four of the ladies volunteered to
attend to Malvina, while of the rest some, per-
suading their gentlemen friends to leave, started
at once for town, others gathered in gloomy
groups about the house, waiting for news and
speaking in hushed voices, while most of the
gentlemen went down to aid the watchers.

Thus an hour or so dragged slowly by, Mal-
vina it was pitiable to behold. At every return-
ing dawn of consciousness she would exelaim
in an agony of remerse « Mon Dicul Mon Dieu!
quelle folle! quello sotte!” and immediatcly go
off in another paroxysm.

At length news was brought that the body
had been recovered, and was being brought to
the house, and it was thought best to communi-
cate this to Malvina, who thereupon insisted

n seeing it; in spite of the cndeavours of
those around her she made her way to the hall
and met it as it was entering the door. But
the cold, white face, marked in horrid contrast
with a deep crimson gash, the thick masses of
dishevelled bair, dank and dripping, and the
stairing eyes, were too much for the already
over-excited girl, She fell on her knees beside
the corpse with a passionate scream for pardon.
But the balance of her mind was gonc—she
became again insensible, and awoke delirious,

For many days the fever raged, while kind
watchers relieved each other by her bed. Her
ravings were terrible to listen to. Her suffer-
ings frightful to behold. For hours together
she would talk, and mutter, and scream of fall-
ing precipices and snaky flowers living and
growing round her, entwining and choking her—
of friends slowly slipping over cliffs in their
sleep, and falling—ever falling—on jagged rocks
~-andshe watching them and unable to help;
of ocean caves full of dead, white bodies, chatter-
ing and gibbering, or coldly upbraiding, and she
all alone with them ; then of cool green woods
and the soothing murmur of waters, and the
song of summer birds. At length the fever
passed, and she awoke towards the close of a
long afternoon in the carly harvest, very, very
weak, but calm and quict, and with no distinct
recollection of anything. But with the first
dawn of memory the agony of remorse again
sgized upon her. In her then depressed state it
wag tao much. Praying for pardon, with bit-
ter weeping, she sobbed her life away.

Since then, the old French burying-ground
itgelf has disappeared, where for many a year
the turf grew green over the graves where
Rollo Black, with all his fair young hopes, and
Malvina Dambourgés’ broken heart lay at rest,
gide by side, the victims of thoughtlessnessand
remorse, WyvanT.

Quebec. 9th July, 1866.

A GREAT BORE MADE USEFUL.

BOUT fifty years ago, a sharp-eyed, quick-
witted man, ready to draw-wisdom from
any and every fount, was one day looking at a
piece of old ship-timber, whieh had been ruined
by the attacks of the marine animal known as
the Teredo navalis; and he bethought him of
Watching the mnner in which this worm manages
its destruetive work. He found that the animal
is armed with a pafr of strong shelly valves,
which covelop its anterior integuments ; that,
with its foot as a fulcrum, a rotatory motion is
given by powerful muscles to tho vaives, which,
acting on the wood like an auger, penetrate
gradually but surely; and that the particles of
wood, as they are loosened, pass through a lon-
gitudinal fissure in the foot, and go upward to
the mouth, where they are expelled.

This sharp-eyed man was Mark Isambard
Brunel ; and the use which he made of his obser-
vation, some few years later, was to derive from
it the principle of constructing his wonderful
shield, with which he excavated the Thames
Tunnel. A great work was that. Many inge-
pious men had tried their skill, long before
Brunel took up the matter, in carrying a road-
way under the Thames. So long ago as 1798,
Mr. Ralph Dodd, the civil engineer, made public
& plan for forming a tunnel, more than half a
mile long, from Gravesend to Tilbury, which he
thought he could effect for the wonderfully
small snm of sixteen thousand pounds. He had
been led to tbe idea while thinking of the useful
services which might be rendered by a similar
tunnel under the Tyne from North Shields to
South Shields. Indeed, there had really been a
tunnel made, by miners if not by road-engineers,
under the last-named river ; sesing that the
workings of the Wylam Colliery had been
carried beneath it from the Northumberland to
the Durham side. Nothing definite, however,
resulted from Mr. Dodd’s suggestion. Next, we
hear of a Mr. Vazie, who, in 1802, succeeded in
forming & Company (the Thames Archway
Company) for the construction of & tunnel from
Rotherhithe to Limehouse, not far from the lo-
cality of the present Thames Tunnel. He sank
a shaft, to explore the ground on the Surrey
side, and from the bottom of this shaft, seventy-
six feet below high-water level, dificulties aceu-
mulated in such number that Mr. Rennie, Mr.
Chapman, and Mr. Trevethick were called in to
report and advise. Engineers differed, directors
quarrelled, and the works were suspended till
1807, The workmen then proeeeded to dig
away, until they had got twelve hundred feet
across the breadth of the river. The river broke
in; bags of sand and clay ware used to stop up
the gap ; another irruption and another stop-gap ;-
and so over and over again—until, at length, the
Company had lost all their money. They made
ono more move, however : they offered a pre-
mium of five hundred pounds for the best plan
of continuing and finishing tbe work. Plans
fllowed in upon them by scores; and they sub-
mitted forty-nine of them to the careful examin-
ation of Dr. Hutton and Mr. Jessop. The report
was a discouraging one. The examiners said :
¢ Though we camnot presume to get limits to the
ingenuity of other men, we must”confess that,
under the circumstances which have been so
clearly represented to us, we consider that an
undergrqund tannel, which would be useful to
the public, and beneficial to the adventurers, is
impraeticable,) This decision gettled the whole
affair ; 80 there was an end of the first great
bore. A few years afterwards, in 1816, Mr.
Hankin obtained a patent for a mew mode of
making & tunnel under the Thames, by sinking
two brick shafts into the river at certain dis-
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tances from the shore, working from both of
these shafts towards the centre of the river, and
using the shafts as pump-wells to drain the
works as fast as they proceeded. Nothing, how-
ever, resulted from this invention,

At length, the era of Brunel arrived. That
man of fertile expedients, in 1818, took out a
patent for an excavating machine on the prin-
ciple of his old acquaintance, the Teredo navalis.
He was urged by some of the promoters of the
former scheme to develop some practicable plan
on the basis of his patent. He did so; but
various circumstances delayed until 1823 the
practical announcement of bis plan, A general
meeting was held at the London Tavern; a
Company was formed ; a capital of nearly two
bundred thousand pounds was raised ; and an
act of parliament was obtained in 1824, Forty
borings were made at different parts of the
river's width ; and the borers arrived at.a strang
blue clay, which was pronounced favourable.
Brunel was engaged as engincer, at a salary of
2 thousand pounds a year; and ten thousand
.pounds was to be given for his patent, contin-
gent on certain conditions. In 1825, he began
work in earnest. Never, perhaps, was engineer
more tried by the difficulties of an undertaking.
Water and obstinacy were his two chief troubles
—water that burst into his excavations as fast
as he made them; and obstinacy on the part of
some of the directors of the Company, who often
thwarted the plans which he wished to adopt.
He began at the Rotherhithe side of the river,
sinking a brick shaft fifty feet in diameter by
more than forty deep. This cnormous shaft was
built on the ground, and sunk by digging away
the ground beneath it. While this was being
done, Messrs, Maudslay were constructing the
teredo shield, a wonderful plece of mechanism,
which enabled a large number of men to work
at once, digging away the ground in front of a
number of cells or recesses, and travelling onward
as the work procecded. This shield has been
the admiration of all engineers, who regard it
as perhaps the most fertile creation of Brunel's
fertile brain. ¢ Beneath the great iron ribs of
the shield, it has been said, ‘a kind of me-
chanical soul seems to have been created. It
had its shoes and its legs, and used them too
with good effect, It raised and depressed its
head at pleasure; it presented invincible but-
tresses in its front to whatever danger might
there threaten; and, when the danger was
passed, it again opencd its breast for the further
advances of the indefatigable host.’

In the beginning of 1826, the horizontal work-
ings commenced, and then also commenced the
real difficulties. The story of the Thames Tun-
nel is a story of irruptions and inundations.
Sometimes therc wags so little ground or soil left
between the top of the tunnel and the bed of the
river, and the stuff was so soft and loose, that
stones, brickbats, bones, coals, and pieces of
glass and earthenware fell through into the
workings. A diving-bell was once lowered
from & barge above; the diver thrust an iron
pipe right down into the tunnel ; and Mr. Ben-
Jjomin Hawes made a curious present from the
nether world to the world above, by thrusting
up a number of gold pins through the pipe to
the diving-bell, as a memento of the singular
operations, From time to time there were found
in the shield a piece of brass, an old shoe-buckle,
and a shovel, which had sunk through the soft
soil from the river-bed. No one but a civil en-
gineer can appreciate the anxieties which Brunel
bad to bear during the progress of the works.
The lives of such men exhibit a perpetual strug-
gle against difficulties. The water of the Thames
made an irruption into the tunnel in 1827, a
second in 1828, a third and a fourth in 1837, and
a fifth in 1838; these were great irruptions,
apart from the less important, but more nume-
rous influxes of water. " Let us take the first, as
an example of the whole.

The younger Brunel (Isambard Kingdom, who
was destined to fame as the engineer of the
broadgauge railways and the mighty Great
Eastern, in later years) was one of the assistant=
engineers under his father, in 1827; and Mr.
Beamish was another, On the 18th of May, at

two o'clock ig the morning, Beamish relieved
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young Brunel in superintending the workmen
and workings, a duty which they took alter-
nately. At five o'clock, the tide rose, and the
earth in the workings was evidently in a very
disturbed state. The men, throughout the day,
exhibited much ‘reluctance to go to work. On
that same evening the troubles began. Water
from the river found its way through the soil,
rushed into some of the cclls of the shield, and
literally washed the men out of them. The
water in the finished part of the tunnel was
rising fast ; Beamish and the men bad to strug-
glo amongst floating casks and boards, and to
wade back to the shaft as best they could. It
was a critical moment. Scarcely had the shaft
been reached, when the entire tunnel became
filled with raging water—that tunnel which, on
the self-same afternoon, had been visited by
Lady Raffles, and a distinguished party. Even
at the shaft, the danger was not over; for the
water rose almost faster than the men could
seramble up the ladder. At ten o'clack, the
elder Branel, tlie Tunnel King, heard of the cala-
mity. Ilc hastened to the spot, and spent the
night in planning how to meet the difficulties.
He descended in a diving-bell on the following
morning at a particular spot in the river; and
there found a gap in the soft muddy bed,
through which the water had cntercd into the
unfinished workings of the tunnel. Iow to fill
up the gap ? Bruncl obtained a large number of
old salpetre bags, filled them with clay, and
dropped them from barges into the gap; hazel
rods being so thrust through the bags as to en-
able them to cling or interlace. For five days,
this tbrowing in of bags continued ; and then a
raft of timber; laden witn a hundred and fifiy
tons of clay, was sink over the spot., It was
not, however, until thousands of cubic feet had
been thrown in, and many hairbreadth escapes
encountered, that the gap could be stopped, the
water pumped out of the tunnel, and the works
resumed. Brunel and Beamish both became ill
in consequence of the intense mental and bodily
labour and excitement during this anxious
period. This conquest over the waters was cele-
brated by a dinner in the finished portion of the
tunnel, the grandces partaking of good cheer in
one arch, and the workmen in another.

Over and over again, however, did troubles
from inundations occur. Druncl had to grieve
over the loss of the lives of many trusty men;
to invent remedies for every disaster ; and to en-
counter the dissatisfaction of directors and share-
holders, who complained that he had exhausted
all the resources of the Company. Onone occa-
sion, tho younger Brunel himself had a narrow
escape. “ On the 12th of January, 1828, says
Mr. Beamish (ZLife of Brunel), © a strange con-
fused sound of voices scemed to issuc from the
shaft; and immediately the watchman rushed in
exclaimining : ¢ The water is in—the tunnel is
full? They had felt as though it would burst.
I rushed to the workman's staircase; it was
blocked up by the men. With a erow-bar, I
knocked in the side of the visitors’ staircase ; but
I had not taken many steps down wheén I re-
ceived Isambard Brunel in my arms. The great
rush of water had thrown him to the surface, and
he ‘was providentially preserved from the fate
which had already overwhelmed his com-
panions.” Six hapless men were drowned on
this occasion.

Onc of the remarkable features connected with
the history of this great work, was the excited
state into whieh the minds of the workmen were
brought. The dangers were so many and so
varied, that the men were always on the lopk-
out for them, and were prone to belicve in them
and dream of them cven when they did not oc-
cur. Watchers were set in the tunnel] all night,
to report on any appearance of the incoming of
water. On one of these occasions, the head
bricklayer was heard to voeiferate: « Wedges,
clay, oakam! the whole of the faces coming in
—coming altogether!” On hastening to him, it
was found that he was fast asleep on a bed of
clean straw : the exclamation had escaped him
in a dream. On another occasion, a panic seized
the men; and the engineers wero set hastily
gearching for a disaster which had not occurred,
Mr. Beamish recorded in his note-book tho exact

account of the affair given to him by Miles one
of the overseers. I seed them Irishers a e¢omeo
a-tumbling through one o’ them small harches
like mad bulls—as if the devil kicked ’em.
iScreech of Murther! murther! Run for your
lives! My earr got a-singing, sir; all the world
like when you and me were down ip that’ero
‘diving-bell=~till I thought as the water was
close upon me. Run legs or perish body, says
I! when I see Pascoe ahiead o' them there miners
along as if the devil was looking for him, Not

‘the first, my lad, says I; and away with me——

and never stopped till I got landed fair -above
ground. . Then I began bellowing like mad for
the rascals to get ropes and throw ’em down,

‘making sure the water was coming up the shaft.

Well, sir, we was a-swinging about the ropes,

‘but the devil a ond would layhold. So I looked

down, and what should I see? Why, nothing
at all, sir—all a hoax 1”1

8o cestly and disheartening, however, were
the real disasters, that there was a douby for
some years whether the tunnel would ever be
finished. By the close of 1828, all the capital
was gone, and the “ money-market” declined to
come totherescue. A deputation to the govern-
ment failed in obtaining any supply, and the
shicld was bricked up, denoting a total stoppage
of the works. In 1830, Messrs. Prit¢chard and
Hoof brought forward a plan for finishing the
tunnel on a cheaper plan ; it was submitted to
Mr. Peter Barlow, Mr. Waller, and Mr. Tierney,
clerk, for examination; but they could make
nothing satisfactory of it, and therefore it was
abandoned. Four years more passed away, and
then, in 1834, government agreed to advance two
bundred and fifty thousand pounds, wherewith
to finish 4 work of which all Englishmen felt
proud, despite its misfortunes. The warks re-
commenced in 1835 ; but even then, eight long
years crept away before the double tunnel was
finished from the Rotherhithe shaft at one end
to the Wapping shaft at the other. It was not
till 1843, just twenty years after Brumel had per-
feeted and made known his scheme, that the
Thames Tunnel was finally opened to the public
—after making a very decp inroad indeed into
half a million of money, .

Concerning the techpicalities of this notable
work, we nced not say much ; most visitors to
London, know it pretty well, The excavation
is really a vast one, considering that a large and
busy river flows  so immediately over it. The
actual area of earth Scooped away was no less
than thirty-eight feet broad by twenty~two high ;
this, with massive brickwork all around, snd
still more masgive brickwork up the middle, di-
vided the tunnel into two parallel passages,
somewhat horsd-shoe shape, each about fifteen
feet high, and wide enough for & carriage-way
and a foot-way. Arghed openings at pvery few
feet lead from the one passage to the other. The
whole length of each passage, from the Wapping
shaft to that of Rotherhithe, is about twelve
hundred feet. The tunnel js not quite level ; it
is a little lower at the middle than at the two
ends, the gradient béing quite easy emough for
any ki d of vehicle. o ,

1t can hardly be said thag the Thames Tunnel
has been of any great use hitherto; for the des-
cending roadways, necessary for the aceommo-
datjon of hqraes and vehicles, Lave never been
constrycted ; and the penny passengers across
that part of the river have never beem more in
number than a few ferry-boats could easily ac-
commodate. The peopls, poer folks, whe &y to
earn a living in this queer place, have but hard
farc of it. There is & smell of the earth, earthy,
and a smell of gas, and sometimes a dampness
on the walls. The penny buns, somehow, don't
eat like other penmy bums; purses and
trinkets look damp; the photographs are rather
weird-like; - the  cosmoramas are flabby, the
camera dingy, the music dolorous, How can it be
otherwise? It is doubtful whether the philoso-
phy of Mark Tapley would make one jolly in auch
a place. .There they sit, those patient traders,
caph under mﬁ-hgbtad areh, hoping that 4beir
takings in y will yield a profit sufficient
to pay the.rent and keep themselyes. & bard

©.
The tuanel ig now (or aoon) to be & railway,
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On many occasions, during the last ten or fifteen
years, the Company have looked out for a cus-
tomer in this direction; but never until the pre-
sent time has the proper combination of circum-
stances presented itself. :

Pity 'tis that neither of the Brunels is left. It
would be a glory to the old man,and a satisfac-
tion to his son, to know that the tunnel which
they made .for on¢ kind of traffic is, after so
many vicissitudes, deemed suitable for another
of a superior kind. Thoss who ought to know
best say that the Thames Tunnel is assound as a
rock, in all essential particulars, and quite fitted
to bear the rumbling and vibration of railway
trains,

FAR AT SEA.
L

“ H!" Isays, “you've been a hard and a

bitter mother to me; and yet it goes
again the grit to turn one's back upon you. I've
toiled on, and lived hard, and yet you've always
showed me a cold, crucl face;” and as I said
that, feeling quite beartsick, I leans my elbows
on the side ¢’ the ship, and my chin on my
hands, and has a long, long look at the old
couutry as we was leaving—perhaps to sce no
more. .

I looked round, and there stood plenty, tearful-
eyed and sad withall the lines of sorrow marked
in their foreheads, while I could see lips trem-
bling and breasts working with the pain they
could bhardly keep down. And then I don’t
know how it was, but it seemeed to me that we
thought together the same sad things, aund that
I knew their thoughts and they knew mine.
There was all tho old life—plain as could be;
and then came the long, long struggle with sick-
ness, and death, and want; and 1 knew that
people said such poor folk should not marry, and
many another bitter word, as if it was wrongful
to love and try to be happy. The wind whistled
through the ropes above our heads, and the
clouds seemed gathering, too, in our hearts, for
though the gitterness was gone, I could sec
plenty of sorrow and sadness all around.

“Won't do, my lad,” I says, rousing up, and
wetting both hands as if I meant work ; and
then I goes down in the steeraga to try add
make things a bit comfortable, for you sce all
the poor things were in aymost miscrable state.
Somo was ill, some down hearted, some drunk
and foolish, some drunk and noisy, some drunk
and quarrelsome. Then there was children
crying, and women scolding, and altogether it
wag anything but a eheering prospect for the
night, for, a8 you my say, we weren’t shook down
into shape yet.

“Good time coming,” I says cheerily ; and
having no young ones of my own, I set to, to
help them as had. I got hold of a young shaver
—about two and a half, I should think—and he
was a-letting go right away as if he'd got all the
trouble in the ship in his presious young head.
But he soon turned quiet, playing with my
knife, and all at once I finds as he'd made a
hammock o’ me, and had gone off as sound as
a church. During the next next three days its
mother was very ill, poor thing, and I had to
regulary mind the little one ; and I did, too.

Well, 'tian’t a.very pleasant life in tho stecr-
age of an emigrantship bound for New Zealand,
’gpecially if tho weathers a bit rough ; and so
wo found it. For the next morning, when I
went on deck, there was a stiff breeze blowing,
the ship heeling over; and as I thought the
night before, 80 it was—there was nothing in
sight but waves all round. One sailor did point
tosomething which he said was home, but it might
have heen a cloud.

The fourth night had come, and as I lay in
my berth listening to the ¢ wash wash” of the
water past the side of the ship, the creaking and
groaning of the timbers, and every now and
then the heavy bump of a wave against the side,
I couldn’t help thinking what a little there was
between us and death; and somehow or other
the serious thoughts that came kept me wide
awake.

It was two bells, I think they call it, for they

don't count time as we do ashore, when all at
once I could hear as there was a great bustle
up on deck, where all through the watches of
the night every thing’s mostly very quict. Then
there came a good deal of tramping about and
runuing to and fro; so I gets out of my berth,
slips on one or two things, and goes cautiously
up the ladder and gets my head ahove the hatch-
way, and then in & moment I saw what was up,
and it gavo mo- such a shock that I nearly let
go my hold and fell back into the stcerage.
There was a thick cloud' of smoke issuing out
from between the hatches, right in the centre of
the ship; and almost before I could thoroughly
realise it all, or make myself believe as it was
true, a woman ran shrieking along the deck in
her night-dress, and calling out thoso fearfal
words on board ship—

“Fire! fire! fire!"

Hundreds of miles from land, standing on &
few nailed-together pieces of wood, and them
burning beneath your feet.

I couldn’t help it; all my bitter feclings of
being ill used came back, and I says to my-
self’;

“Your usual luck, mate ; would’nt be you if you
weren’t unfortunate. But never mind ; you have
your choice, fire or water.” Aad then I thought
of the danger, and I ketched myself such a
thumb in the chest, and rolls up my sleeves, and
goes up to the captain as was busy giving his
orders.

“ What shall I do?” I says.

“Pump!” he ghouts; “and fetch a dozen
more up.” :

Lord bless you! I had ’em up in no time from
amongst the crying woman ; and I found time,
too, to get the wonren and children up on deck
in the poop, which was furthest from the hatches,
where the smoke kept pouring out, besides which
the wind took it away from them.

There was plenty of shrieking and screaming
at first; but thcy had got the right man in the

runs to the poop, where all the shivering things
was a-standing, and with a few words he quiets
them. Then he runs to the men a3 was scuf-
fling about, here, there, and every where, and gets
them all together; and then at last he gets a
lino of fellows with buckets, a lot more at the
pumps, and some more at the little engine as
was there; and then when all was ready, and
every man standing still at his post, he goes
with some more to the hatches and drags up a
couple, when up rose a regular pillar of fire and
smoke, with a snaky quict movement, and in a
moment ¢very face was lit up, and there was
quite a glare spreading far out to sea. Sails,
cordage, masts, everything seemed turned into
gold. For a moment [ couldn’t help forgetting
the danger, and thinking what a beautiful sight
it was ; when directly after there was a regular
ringing cheer, the engine and pumps went
¢« clang-clang,” and the water was teemed into
the burning hold from bucket and engine-
nozzle.

How the water hissed and sputtered! while
volumes of smoke and steam rushed up where
it had been all flame but a moment before, and
as wo saw this wo cheered ; but we'd nothing
to cheer for; it was only the fire gathering
strength ; and then, as though laughing at the
water we poured in, it came dashing, and crawl-
ing, and running up, licking the edges of the
hatchway, and setting on fire the tarpaulins at
the sides, and then it began to shoot and leap up
as if to catch at the cordage and sails.

“Pour it in, my lads,” shouted the captain.
“ Don’t be afraid ; we shan’t run short of water,
like they do at your London fires.”

“No,” says a chap on my side; “and thero
ain’t no running away into the next street.”

Then I saw the captain run to the man at the
wheel, and he changed the course of the ship, so
that all the smoke and flame wentover the side ;
and then at it we went, sending in the water at
a tremendous rate, but to all appearance it did
no good—not a bit.

“ Now, my lads,” says the captain, “with a
will;” and then we chcered again; and that
noble fellow stood with the engine-nozzle in his

hand, leaning right over the fiery hole, where

right place when they chose that captain, for he

the flames darted out, scorching him, and there
he stood battling with them, and aiming the
water where he thought best.

You see T stood close aside him, so that I
could see all as he did—a brave fellow—and it
was hot, too. You kmow I was taking the
buckets as they were passed to me, and sending
the water in with a regular splash as far as [
could every time ; and the captain nodded at me
every now and then, and, “ Welldone!” he says,
when it was him as ought to have had the praise.

It was like looking down into the mouth of a
furnace; and, as far as I could see, we might
Just as well have been playing with a couple of
boy’s squirts ; but I knew enough of my duty to
feel what I ought to do; and though I'd bave
liked to havo been aside the wife to comfort her,
my duty was to stand therc a pouring in that
thero water till I couldn't do it no longer; and
the more it didn’t scem no good, the more I
warmed up—obstinate like—and meant to try;
for I didn’t see any fun in being beaten off by a
fow flames and sparks, while the look as I got
00w and then from the captain went right
through me, and in went the water.

All at once a lot of the sailors stops pumping
and one shouts out :

“'Tain’t no good, mates. Boats out!”

But he hadn’t hardly said it, before I saw the
captain dart back; and then there was a bright
light as the copper branch of the hose-pipe
flashed through the air, and then down came the
sailor on the deck.

“Back to your work, men,” sang out the cap-
tain; “and let a man go to the boats if he
dares!” And then they stood hanging about,
muttering, and one Dutch chap pulls out a knife.
Just at the same minute, too, a couple of the
sailors as had been handing me the buckets
strikes work, too, a-saying they’d be hanged if
they'd stop there and be frizzled.

I felt that if the men did as they liked, it
would be all over with us; and that meant a
regular rush to the boats, while the poor women
and children were left to burn; so what did I
do but I ups with the leather bucket I had in my
hand—I've often laughed sincc—and brings it
down like a ’stinguisher right on the top of num-
ber one’s head; as to t'other—he was a little
chap, and I'm six foot and pretty strong-I gets
hold of him by the scuffof the neck and strap of
his trousers, and afore he knew where he was, I
bad him up in the air and over the hole where
the flames were pouring up, and so close, too,
that he could feel the scorching; and then —
I ain’t given to swearing, but I rapped outsome-
thing fierce, that if he didn’t work I'd hurl him
in.

Lord, you should have heard what a shrick
there was as the fellow twisted abouat like an eel
to get away, and then I put him a little nearer;
when he begged and prayed tobe put down, and
he'd work till he dropped; and then up comes
the captain, for he had bolted off into the cabin,
but now rusbed out again with a revolver in
each hand.

“ Well done, my man,” he shouts to me, for he
saw what I did; and then he gives mo one of
the pistolg, and swore he'd shoot the first man as
disobeyed, and I'm blessed if I didn’t believe he
would, if they’d have tried it on ; but they didn’t,
but began pumping away like mad again, and
and we two went to work pouring in the water,
while I'm sure I heard a regular groan from the
captain, though his face was like a bit o' wood.

This didn’t take above five minutes ; byt [
believe it lost us the ship, though we had secmed
to mako such a little impression when we turned
on the water. But five minutes at such g time
was ruin; the flame rose higher anq higher, and
tho heat was awful; 5o that, do what we would,
we were beat back, and instead of g quict crawl-
ing flame now, there was a regular roar, and the
wind set towards the great fiery tongues in a
herce draught.

«8tick to it, my man,” says the captain, in a
low voice. “It's our only chance.”

“ And I wouldn’t give much for it, sir,” I says,
in the same tone.

“Hush!” hesays; and then to the
“Pump away, my lads !

They pumped away hearty cnough, and kept

men,
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trying on a cheer; but it soon could be secen
with half an eye that the ship must go, for the
flames darted up, and, almost before you knew
it, the rigging was on fire, and the tongues like
leaping from rope to rope, till the tarry things
blazed furiously, right up to the mainmast-head,
and little fiery drops of burning tar kept falling
on 1o the deck, or cissing into the sea ; while for
far enough off, out into the dark night, the great
flaky sparks went flying along, for all the world
like a beautiful golden snow-storm.

“ There,” says the captain, throwing down the
copper branch with which he had played on the
fire, and shaking his fist right in the flames, so
that they must have burnt it, ¢ thore,” he says,
savagely, “[I've fought it out with you, and
you've beat! Now for life saving!”

And then, quiotlyand coolly, he had one boat
lowered down, with the first mate in and a crew
of sailors, and the shricking women and children
lowered in, while the quiet ones he kept back.
Then there was a water-cask and a lot of biscuit
bags thrown in, and that boat, well loaded,
pushed off on the calm sca, and lay to, watching
us. Then the second mate was ordered into the
sccond mate, with a crew of sailors; water and
bags of biscuit were thrustin; and then, well
loaded with women and children, and onc or
iwo of the men passengers, that was carefully
lowered down, unhooked, and pushed off.

The two other boats were not swung over the
gides, but lay between the masts of the ship, right
in the middle of the deck, and were full of stores
and odd things put there to be out of the way;
but the captain and men left soon had the tack-
ling fastened to the boat that was right in front
of the fire, and it was hauled up, swung clear,
and lowered down with a couple of men in, and
they rowed it back to the hinder part of the ship,
while wo who had been launching it had to
make a regular dash through the flames, which
now extended mnearly across the deck. One
man, however, did not darc to come through,
but plunged overboard and swam after the boat
till he was took in.

“ Now, then,” said the captain; and the rest
of the women were slung down.

I did not mean to go as long as I could help
the captain ; and then half a dozen of the men
passengers were lowered down, and they were
just going to shove off, when I shouts out—

«Sgop!” and the captain turns round angrily
to me ; and I says, ¢ No water!”

Sure enough they had none, and a little cask
that stood on tho deck was slung down, and
they were going to shove off again, when I heard
a shriek as went through and through me, and
saw a bright glare; the man at the rudder
leaned over, while at the same moment there
was a roar and a rush of fearful light, and the
great mainmast, blazing from top to bottom, and
covered with burning rope and canvas, toppled
over towards where the boat lay, for the fire had
becn eating into it below deck for long enough.
It was all in a moment, and like the flashing of
some great sheet of lightning, as in the midst of
%ov;ild and fearful ery it fell right towards the

IL

That was a fearful moment, that was, and we
held our breath with terror; and I—I could not
help it—I covered my face with my hands, and
dared not look, till I heard a loud cheer, and
saw the boat safely floating within a very few
yards of the half-extinct mast which had nar-
rowly missed falling on the little haven of safety.

And now they were going to get the last boat
out, and the three others lay off at a little dis-
tance, while above the hoarso orders of the cap-
tain there was the crackling and roar of the
flames, now leaping up at a fearful rate. And
yet it was asplendid sight, in spite of the horror;
for every now and then pieces of the copper wire
rope used in the rigging regularly caught fire,
and burned with a most beautiful blue light,
brighter than in any fire work I eversaw ; while
now the forcmast had taken fire, and the flames
were tearing along the rigging till the ropes
seemed illuminated with little beads and tongues
of fire. The heat grew awful, and every now
and then picces of blazing rope, spars, and

blocks, fell red-hot and glowing into the sea, to
send up little columns of hissing steam. The
whole of the centre of the ship was now on fire,
and tho flames rose prodigiously, floating off,
and flashing amidst the clouds of smoke ; while
far away, still lightly flitted and spun about the
golden flaky snow, eddying amongst the smoke,
and darting far on high, in the most beautiful
way imaginable.

I think I said before how the tremendousheat
caused a regular draught to set towards the fire,
80 that a3 you were almost scorched before, the
wind came with quite a cold rush behind; but
then, how it made the flames again, and burn
more fiercely than cver! It was a sickening
sight ; for every now and then the cruel forked
tongues seemed to keep lapping at and threaten-
ing us, and then dancing and licking everything
up, as if in devilish joy at the prospect of soon
devouring us poor sinners.

It was a horrible sight, and though I didn’t
show it, yet I could feel my heart sink every
time I was idlo for a few moments, when I went
at it again like a savage. I didn’t go down on
my knees to pray; but I don’t know—I think 1
prayed earnestly in my heart then, and thoughI
would gladly have been with the wife safc in the
other boat, yet I couldn’t feel ag it was suited
with a fellow’s duty to leave such & man as that
captain had showed himself all in the lurch; so
[ says to myself:

«Be a man, too, Phil;” and I did try to, any-
how.

All at once the flames scemed to veer round,
and began blowing towards us, while_the posi-
tion of the boats was changed; and I couldn’t
understand it, till I saw the captain run from
helping to get tho last boat—the one as was on
the deck close to the mizenmast—over the side;
and then I found it was the man had left the
steering wheel, and had run up towards the
boat.

«Back!” T heard the captain say; ¢ back, or
Tl fire '

«Fire away, cap,” 8ays the man, sulkily;
« one may just as well die by fire one way as an-
other, and I won't stand there and be burnt.”
And then the captain’s hand—the one as held
the pistol—fell down by his side, and he looked
regularly done.

“ Whats up?” I says. “Can I do?” and I
followed the captain to the wheel, which he
turned so as to put the head of the ship right
onco more ; and as he did it, she just changed
round again ; but while all this had been going
on, the mizen or third mast took fire, and now
was blazing away fiercely.

«Hold on here, my man,” says the captain,
«and keep the wheel justas it is. That's right ;
hold the spokes firm; and if her head swings
round, call to me to come and help you.”

« Al right,” T says; “but mind,I don’t under-
stand it & bit.” And now my troubles seemed
to begin; for though it was bad enough to be
bustling about fancying that the ship would
either go down or yowd be burnt every moment,
yet to stand stock-still holding on to the spokes
of that wheel was awful, and do what I would
to stop it, a regular tremble came all over me,
and my knees kept on shake, shake, shake.

They got the boat over tha side, and then the
men rushed over one another to get in, and it
was only by stamping about and hitting at them
that the captain got the poor chaps to take in
the things they wanted ; sueh as food, which he
fetched out of the cabin himself; and water,
which they did sling in, but dropped one little
cask overboard. But, one way or another, he
got them at last to take in & good many things
such as they'd want, and a compass; and then,
with three more men, he rushed down to the
cabin again for more fpod—biscuit-bags—sayiug
as the other boats w>uld want more, and that
wo must supply ’em. And then up they ¢ame
staggering and shaking, one man with a little
water-keg, and the ¢aptain with a side o'bacon,
and two men with bags ¢ biscuit; and they
goces to the side, and I wished my job was done
a3 [ saw ’em go.

All at onco one of the men gives a yell,
throws down his bag, and leaps bang overboard,

and the others running after him, did 8o too;

and then I could see that the cowardly beggars
had pushed off—for they lay close under the
side, where I couldn’t see ’em before, and now
they were rowing hard to get away, and I could
geo that the boat was 80 full that the least thing
must make her fill and sink,

It was pitifal to hear the shrieks of those
poor follows as was left behind, a8 they swam
with all their might to get up to the boat, and
it was pitiful to soce, for it was as light as day,
and the waves that gently rose and fell seemed
waves of blood—glowing blood—with golden
crests as they softly broke. But though one man
swam so fast that ho got up to the boat, they
pushed him off with the oara; and then I saw
him cling to them, and onc man pulled out a
knife to stab at him if he came nearer; while
just then I saw the boat-hook rise up and fall
with a heavy thud on the poor chap’s head,
and he went under, and I said, ¢ God help him?”
for he cams up no more.

There were two more swimming after them,
and when the next saw all this, he just turned
round and looked back at the ship, and paddled
with his hands a bit, and then stretching them
straight up towards the sky , he gave one wild
bitter shrick, and he went under; and this time
1 tricd to say, “ God help himI” but it was only
my lips that moved.

Thero was the other, though, a fine lusty young
fellow, and as soon as he saw what took placo
he turned off to the leftand tried to reach the
nearest boat of the other three; and manfully
lhe swam for it, raising himself well up in the
water at every stroke, and gradually lessening
the distance till he got close up to the stern,
where I could see quite plain some one holding
out his hands to him, and he was took aboard
the boat.

Now all this took place in a very few minutes;
and, in spite of the danger, we, the two last on
board, could not help stopping to gaze at the
terrible incident; but now the captain comes up
and takes my hand, and says:

« Brother, it was a cowardly, cruel, gelfish
action; and I don’t know but what I'd rather
die with a brave man than live with curs.”

I know my hand shook, but I dow’t think my
voice did, though I thought of life being sweet,
as | said to him,

« It i3 very hard to die, captain?”

#Yes” he says, “I believe it is, to a strong
man : and as God gave us life, and we've done
our duty so far, why we must finish it by trying
to save two more.”

«But how 7" I says, getting hold of him.

«Don't leave the wheel,” he says; and then,
again, “But it don't matter—she makes no
way. Lend a band here.”

And I helped him, and together, roasting
almost, we draggod three great fowl-coops and
a grating to the side, and Fa tied them together
—lashed them, he called it—in no time; then
we shoved them overboard; and as the vesscl
slowly swung round, we were out o’ sight o’ the
boats, which were about a quarter of a mile off.
Ho had a rope to the coops so that they could
not float off, and as he told me, I slid down on
to them and squatted there trembling, while he
lowered down to me the little water-keg, some
rope, the bacon, and two of the biscuit-bags.
Then he pitched some loose pieces of woodwork
and the eover of the eabin stairs and a hutch
thing and tarpaulin into the water by me; slid
down the rope, and was by my side in a few
minutes ; with the coops sinking about, so that
I was glad to lower myself into the water and
hold on. . .

«That's right” he says, opening his knife
with his teeth and cutting the rope, and then
getting the tarpaulin and bits of wood and
things in the centre in the handicst way pos-
siblo same as only & sailor could do. Ho tells
me to hold on tight, and then lowering himself
into the water he pushes off from the burning
ship and begins swimming and guiding our bit
of raft away very slowly, but still farther and
further off. :

« P11 1ash the coops and the grating together,”
he says, “ a3 soon a3 we're out of danger.”

«Qut of danger!” I says; “and when will
that be?”? -
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““Well,” he says, “I mean when we arc out
of reachof being sucked down when she sinks.”

 Will she sink ?” I says,

“Yes,” he says, “and before long now;” and
then he went on swimming hard, while I could
do nothing hut watch first the hoats and then
the burning ship,

It was grand, though awful, to see the noble
vessel standing ‘there like a pyramid of fire
whose heat we cculd yet feel on our scorched
faces. From every part now tho flumes were
rushing even from the cabin windows beneath
where I had so lately been standing, and I could
hardly keep from shuddering as I thought of the
awful danger.

It was hard work farcing the raft through
the water on account of the breeze which set
towards the ship; but we got further and further
away, and were some distance off when the
mizen-mast went blazing over the side ; but still
the captain said we were not safe, and swam on
till we could not fecl the breeze; and at length
and exhausted he hung on motionless, and said
we must risk it now

Then we were both silent, and watched the
boats now further away from us, and the blazing
ship seeming to be the centre of a glorious ring
of light, on the outside of which like sparks we
all lay waiting for the end we knew was soon to
come. Everywhere clse was dark as pitch, not
even a star tu be seen, while the waves just rose
and curled a littlo over as they washed against
our raft: cxcepting the dull roar and crackle of
the flames, everything was as still as death.

All at once I started, for the captain spoke
sadly as ho looked at hig vessel ; and out of the
silence his voice sounded wild and strange:

“1f P'd had a crew like you, my man, I think
we could have saved her;” and then he spoke
no more, for just then, from being quite still, the
good ship seemed to roll a little towards us, and
then to the other side, slowly, and as if just
bending to the breeze ; and then we could almost
sce the water creeping up her burning sides as
clouds of steam arose; and with one caln
steady dip forward she seemed to plunge right
down bendath Eh‘e olden watcers, Then there
was a riting and falling of the sea, and a decp,
dense darkncss, out of which close by me came
one of the bitterest, heart-tearing sobs I ever
heard from the breast of a man; and I did not
speak, for I felt that it was the captain sorrow-
ing for the loss of his good ship.

Por a good piece the silence was as deep as
the darkness, and then the captain was the first
to break it in quite a cheerful voice:

“QOan youlay your hand on thé. rope?” he
says; and I' passed it to him, and then I could
hear him in the dark busily at work tying and
fastening ; and at last ho says: “ Now crawl on
again; it will bear you better ;” and faint and
wearily I managed to crawlon, and lay with my
logs in the water and my head on the bag of
biscuit; and directly after I felt him crawl ou
too, and we took hold of hands and lay there in
the deep darkness while he said that prayer out
aloud in such a soft, deep voice—that prayer
as wo first learnt kneeling down years ago by
our mothers knec. When he came to “De-
liver us from evil,” he stopped short; and soon,
worn out there in the great ocean, floating on a
few pieces of wood, we both feltin Whose hands
we were, and slept till the warm bright sun
shone upon us and told us that another day
was here. © ’

The first thing the captain did was to stand
up and look round, and then ho said he could
see only one boat; but he Loisted .up one of the
pieces of wood, and wedged it in the coop with
a handkerchief flying at the top, after which we
mads a hearty meal of the biscuit, raw bacon,
and water.” After this the captain got one of
the codps un the other, and by binding and lash-
Ing, he made a much higher and better raft, so
that we conld keep our biscuit and bacon out of
the water and sit dry ourselves,

And sowelay all that day till towards evening,
when we faund that the boat was coming to-
wards us, and just at dusk it wag within hail ;
and if ever I'd felt hopeful or djoyful before in
my life, it was then. They had no room for us,
but they took us in tow, and the weather keep-

ing calm, we all rowed and worked in turns,
steering according to the captain's direction for
tho nearest land; for when our turn came we
two went into the boat, and two others came
out on to the raft, and so we toiled on for days,
when one morning there was a joyful cry :

“A saill asailI?

Ard it was, too, within a mile of us, plainer
and plainer as that glorious suu rose ; and then
somo laughed, somo cried, and one er two
scemed half mad with joy, as after a while she
ran down towards us, picked us up, and proved
to be a British man-of-war, homeward bound.

In another week I was back in the port Ileft,
without clothes, without money, but with as
good and true a friend in Captain Ellis as ever
walked. I had life, and with it came hope;
and somehow, since then, things have prospered
with me in the old country—the old Lowe that
I once left to go far at sea.

A “TANGI” IN NEW ZEALAND.

ADIES, when making a great merit of offer-
L ing their tears as a precious gift to man,
accompanied or not by other indications of sym-
pathy and emotion a3 the caso may be, forget to
draw attention to the luxury whichis to be found
ina “good cry,” and the readincss with,which
the charming sex bas invariably indulged in its
fuvourite enjoyment in every age, and in all parts
of the world. ~ As it was in the days of the Old
Testament writers, and of Aschylus, Sophocles,
and Euripides, who all make meution not only of
emotion publicly exressed, but of professional
“howlers,” ready to provide tears, sighs, groans,
and shrieks wholesale, retail, and for exportation;
80, happily for all of us,—(for a woman without
sympathy is a garden without flowers)—it is in
many parts of the world to this very day. If
we take the trouble to survey mankind “ from
China to Peru,” wo shall find, that woman
relishes her “ good cry” as keeuly, and culti-
vates it just as assiduously in a settlement of
savages when squatting, wrapped in a divty
blanket, over the smoke of a wood fire kindled
in a hole in the ground, as in a delicious boudoir,
with eau de cologne and sal volatile ad libitum.
When, therefore, one sweet summer’s afternoon
I rode into a peaceful little native village, in
New Zealand, and found all the female jnhabi-
tants engagedina ¢ Tangi)” or weeping concert,
preparatory to a grand banquet of ceremony, I
nced have discovered nothing singular therein,
though it scemed at once to carry the spirit back
for nearly four thousand years, to the days of
the patriarels, when Jacob ¢ kissed Rachel and
lifted up Lis voico and wept,” as he rolled away
the stone from the well's mouth to water her
tflock. The sccnery around, and the air, like a
bath of liquid gold, with the murmur of the
adjacent forest, all fostered a feeling that Time
Lad stood still, and that we were all patriarchs
together, performing an every-day observance.

A chief, a fine looking fellow Wwith aquiline
features and the appearance of a ruler of men,
who was a personage of rank amongst the
northern tribes, having just returned from a
long absence, was being welcomed on his ar-
rival by the customary « Tangi,” indicative of
affectionate joy performed by the ladies of
his settlement, while the gentlemen expressed
their scntiments by rubbing their noses against
his.

The ceremony may be decribed as follows.
Upon the death of a relative or friend, or his
serious illness or misfortune; or upon any
occasion of rejoicing similar to the one in ques-
tion, the old women of o tribe assemble for an
affectionate * Tangi)’ o1 cry together. What
a cup of tea i3 to some ladies or what a friendly
glass.of gin is to others in different circum-
stanees, and what a “ go¢d ery?” is to all the
.8¢cx, i3 the “ Tangi” to c'derly Maoris of the
feminine gender, soothing to the spirits, a cure
for spasms or little tempers, and, in fact, a ge-
reral clearer of the air. Oue may see, on enter-
ing & settlement, & number of women sitting on
the ground in a circle, some with their face
wrapped in the blgnket with which they are

draped shawl-fashion, some carefully exhibiting
with ostentatious vanity great circular head-
dresses of turkey’s feathers of dog's hair. They
appear to!be bowing their brows together at
intervals, at the same time raising their hands
and dropping them on their laps with gesturcs
of hopelessness, great grief, or weariness. On a
nearer approach they are heard to be keeping
up o kind of wailing chant of dreary repetition
of three notes in a minor key, sung in chorus.
Every now and then, at a particularly affecting
part of the imprompta recitation, they will bring
all their faces together, and pressing nose to
nos¢, maintain that attitude for nearly ten
minutes, while they continue the wailing in a
murmur. One old woman may generally be per-
ceived taking the lead, who is evidently the
most experienced “blabberer,” knowing exactly
where to bring in the nose business with the
greatest effect, and able to keep it up longer than
anyone else ; sho will be making the raost tre-
mendous and fearful contortions of the face that
can be imagined, as an accompaniment to the
act of weeping, if that be not a word suggesting
too deep a feeling to be used here. With her
head ruised, her mouth drawn from ear to ear,
and her eyes squeezed up and swollen with tears,
she lets out & how! that would discomfit a dog
at the full of the moon, only stopping to—in
point of fact “ge moucher,” in the primitive
manner of patriarchal times—wipe Ler eyes with
her blanket, and expectorate freely and noisily
previous to beginning over again with renewed
vigour, the whole party seeming to think it a
point of honour to procuce the most disgusting
amount of grimacing ever witnessed out of g
nightmare. At another moment one woman
perhaps may be sitting with her head bent for-
ward and inclined to one side, her eyes cast
down, and her hands clasped over her knees,
silently sighing, the very picture of quiet, ab-
sorbed, heart-broken misery ; while next to
her an old lady will be nodding, winking, and
exchanging fecetious remarks with a friend
for a minute's interval, after which she will
take up her crying again with tenfold vio-
lence,

The “ Tangi” never interferes with business ;
any of the party will at any time leave off the
work to sell a basket of peaches, or take a turn
at peeling and boiling the potatoes for her lord’s
dinner, afterwards rejoin her circle of friends,
and will screw up her features into their former
grimace and continue her performance precisely
where she left off. Real grief or feeling, of
coarse, shou!d be respected and sympathised
with, but the “ Tangi” is no more real than the
polite condolences of the civilized world. In
fact a Maori would no more hesitate to knock
out the brains of a man with whom he had pre-
viously rubbed noscs and wept in a Tangi,”
than, in former times, he would have felt com-
punction about serving up a fricassee of his
grandmother as a choice dinner for a favoured
guest. And so, on the present oceasion dinner
and business both being pressing, the “Tangi”
was rnot allewed to occupy too much time.
Enough having been done to satisfy the most
aecomplished and punetilious of formalists, the
ostensible cause of the meeting was introduced,
the head-dresses laid aside, the countenances of
the ladies smoothed and composed into thejr
customary beauty, and decorated each with g
short pipe, the sorrow of all the world was
assuaged and the tears dried, till they shoylq
be again ordered and paid for. J.J. P,

A xew mode of smuggling cigars has been
discovered by the custom-house authoritjes at
Paris. Some large blocks of stone, weighing
about a hundred weight, having arrived from
Switzerland, it was found, on inspection that

they were hollow, and that they were stuffed full
of cigars of the finest brands,

OYSTER PLAGUE 1N NoRwAv.—Thbe latest plague
out i3 the oyster plagne, In N orway it has cau-
sed the death of several people. The earth is
afflicted indeed with divers plagues, and it is

curious that no inference has been drawn from
the fact,
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REVERIE.

——n

»Twas in an opening grassy dely,
High up our leafy mountain,

W here peaceful flow'd a little well
Or fabled fairy fountain;

¥rom cut which wound a singing rill
Down thro’ the blossomed clover:

In the Juue of life, such scene would thrill
My heart. But June is over.

No sound the solemn silence stirred
Save breath of eveuing sighing,

Or plantive soug of drowsy bird
Proclaimed tho day was dying;

The varied wild-flow’rs clustering there
Breathed fragranco in profusiou—

As if the charms of earth and air
Dwelt only in seclusion.

»Twas there, within that calm retreat,
8o silent, peaceful, holy,
An inward voice said soft and sweet
In accents whispered slowly: 5
«Look on the grave; thedoom of birth,
YWhere earthly dreauws lie sleeping—
Embrace thy cross thou child o carth,
Thy soul is in thy keeping.”’

The sun was sinking in the west,
The dew was on the clover—
A blue-bird plumed his downy breast
Perched on a greei branch over;
Tho fire fly flashed his transient flame,
Tho rdl went downward singing,
From out tho towers of Notro Dame
‘The angelus was ringing.

Whilst here within this grassy dell,
High up our leaty mountain,
‘Where peaceful flows a little well
Or fagled fairy fountain—
The future opened to my view,
And I saw, ‘midst wreck and étorm,
Marked on a stone, & name I knew,
A grave, and a spectral form.

Montresl, July 1st, 1866.

SLANEY.

THE

TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

Translated for the Saturday Reader from the
French of Paul Féval.

Continued from page 314,
CHAPTER XI.

As soon a3 Phillip ‘Augustus found himself
alone in’ his apartment he gave a great sigh of
fatigue. .

«Ingeburge,” murmured he to himself, “was
the daughter of a king, and the sister of a king
—Ingeburge was beautiful... . but there is a
demon in the heart of man !”

He then, without noise, pushed two smallbolts
which secured that door from within, which that
faithful friond, Amaury Montruel, was guarding
on the other side. Then smiling at the precau-
tions he had taken, he approached his magni-
ficent bed, whose canopy, supported by large
square columns, reached to the ceiling of the
apartment. In short, this splendid picce of
furniture was like a closed cabinet, which formed
an inner chamber to the room.

On reaching the bed, the king called mechani-
cally, according to his custom, for his page,
Albret. e did not raise his voice, for the ear
of the handsome page was very keen and never
allowed the king to wait. When he had called
him, be gave himself no further trouble about
the page—for he never remembered having been
obliged to call him twice.

He drew the heavy curtains of the bed aside
and stood a moment in an attitude of reflection
before the great bed which was ready to receive
him.

s« Ingeburge is a pious woman,” said he to
himself, ¢ she is now about twenty-two years of
—she has suffered much. What a spectacle
that would be, to witness her joy, if we were to
determine to make her happy "

Just at that part of the bed where the cover-
1id came up to the pillows, some brilliant object
that lay there sent back its corruscations to the
light of the lamp. Phillip Augustus at first
took it for the glittering of some jewel that had
been lost, and found its way to that spot by
chance—for the beautiful Agnes had often lost
some jewel in the king's bed.

But scarcely had the king touched the object
than he was seized by a violent trembling, and
allowed a smothered cry to scape from his lips.

The glittering object was a poignard of sharp
glass, pointed like a needle, and having some
arab characters engraved apon its blade, For
the first time in his life Phillip Augustus felt
that cold perspiration which is always the con-
comitant of sudden fear,

Nobody was ignorant, in those days, of the
mysterious executions that were made by the
terrible orders issued by the old man of the
mountain.

They knew the meaning of that verse from
the Koran which wag inscribed on these poisoned
daggers, and they knew also that name which it
bore—* The grand master of the brotherhood of
assassins.”

The conclusions of the king were natural ; the
ditches of the Louvre must have been filled up—
the walls must have been raised to the ground—
the garrison must have been either corrupted or
conquered, since the inner chamber of the king
bad been invaded! Popularopinion at that day
atiributed a supernatural power to the assas-
gins, but Phillip Augustus had no faith in the
supernatural. He held the chrystal poignard
in his hand and could not take his fascinated
eyes off it.

« Albret!” he called again, and then added
mentally, ‘“can it be him 7”

But Phillip Augustus wore a strong head on
his shoulders. Any one clse,at such a moment,
might have been reasonably carried away by his
guspicions and have distrusted every body around
him, Though roused by the threatened danger
that was banging over him, Pkillip’s nerves were
not shaken, and the clear glance of his eye
showed that his mind preserved all its serenity.
Without turning bis head in the direction of the
door where Montruel was watching, ho said to
himself—

“No! no!” it is not poor Albret; the traitor
is on the other side of the door. But as I have
bolted tha door, the assassin will not be able to
follow his dagger.”

At this moment he heard a slight noise be-
hind him—

“Thou art very late this evening, my son,
Albret,” said he.

round, and there saw, immediateiy under the
light of the lamp, a strange vision—there, erect
and immovable, stood a foreigner, clothed in
a sumptuous Saracen costume, with a turban on
his head, sparkling with rich jewels ; from his
girdle, studded with two rows of pearls and
emeralds, hung a dazzling scymetar.

The king stood amazed, believing himself the
sport of some nightmare. The stranger remained
mute and immovable.

The king surveyed tho four doors of the
chamber, as though seeking that one by which
the assassin had contrived to cnter.

“1 came by the same road as the poignard I”
said the infidel, slowly and deliberately, by way
of reply to the silent interrogatory of the king.

The voice of the stranger seemed to produce
upon the king precisely the same effect as would
a spur upon a pure-blooded horse—he stood
erect and assumed that majestic pose, 80 becom-
ing to the king of France.

“1 have been expecting thee,” said he ¢ but
not so soon !’

There was a slight accent of irony in the voice
of the foreigner as he replied—

“The king ought to have been prepared to
see me, gince the king knows all V"

The king fixed an enquiring look upon the
bizarre and intelligent physiognomy of the
Syrian ; but there was no traco left of the first
expression of surprise that the appearance of the
stranger had caused him. Possibly Phillip
Augustus may not have possessed that iron
frame and soldierly dash on the field of battle
which characterised the knight-errants of his
age; at any rate it is certain he did not possess
it in so high a degree as his great rival, Richard
Cceur de Lion—but history tells us that he was
always firm and resolute in the hour of danger.
His courage was the truckingly courage—calm,

reflective and reasonable—and we need not

But as Albret did not reply, the king turned-

waste any words in showing how far that
noble species of intrepidity is above the more
common kind of andacity.

Phillip Augustus, always eager in the pursuit
of knowledge, was already casting in his mind
to turn this adventure to account. In the
assassin who stood before him, he saw a new
kind of police agent, and possibly & most
valuable instrument, Whoever this man might
be, it was plain that he had lost a fine oppor-
tunity. :

Phillip Augustus now stood before him, armed
with his good battle-sword, and Phillip, thus
armed, was not one to be easily assassinated.

« Friend,” said he, ¢ thou hast not much the
appearance of being one of those whe would
put much faith in the knowledge of the king.”

“In my country,” replied Mahmoud, “we
have & proverb which runs thus—¢He who
knows all things is ignorant of everything'—
which means that all human knowledge is vain
and blind.” '

« And was it to teach me the proverbs of thy
country that thou hast forced thy way into my
palace 7 resumed the king. “It is certainly
not for such trifling matters as that, Mahmoud-
al-Reis, that thesons of [shmael ordinarily intro-
duce themselves into the palaces of sovereigns !”

The eyo of the infidel did not quail under the
searching look of the king.

« T wished to kill thee,” replied be, “but I
coullg not; I could have killed thee, but I did
not

¢ Thy first words are trae,” said the king;’
as to thy second, I do not belicve them.”

Mahmoud folded his arms upon his breast.
« Yesterday, at this hour,” said he, ©the king
passed through the avenuo which leads from
the gate St. Honoré to the tower of the Louvre.
The king was unattended, except by his pago
Albret. When the drawbridge was lowered,
did the king rocognise the face of the archer
who took his horse’s bridle ?”

The king’s eyes opened widely, as though a
clear conception had suddenly come to him,
but of some confused remembrances.

¢ It was indeed thce,” said the king, “and
thou hast not lied; for at that momeni thou
couldst have killed me; and,” he added, with
an expression of curiosity, which he found it
it impossible to repress.

« Why did’st thou not do it?

« And why thee 7" returned Mahmoud - and
why thee ? believing that I had come to assas-
sinate thee—believing, also, that I was in thy
power—why did’st thou not, just now, cut me
down with thy weapon? It was because thou
hast a hope of turning me to thine own account;
and thou art right, sire, for I can serve thee
better than ten of thy noble barons. In spite of
the oath that I made to my father and to my
master, I have refrained from killing thee ; and
it is because there is one thing in this world—
and that one thing the king of France only—
the living king of France—can give me.”

« Oh! ho!” exclaimed Philip, « that must be
o costly favourt Then it is some. bargain that
thou hast come to propose to me, seigneur Mah-
moud ?”

« It is & bargain.”

«Does it resemble in anything that bargain
you made with the Caliph Selim?" demanded
the king, sarcastically.

« T have already told that story onee to the
friend of the king, in order that the king might
know it,” replied the Syrian, with great gravity.
«If the king had been ignorant of it, I sbould
have been under the necessity of telling it again ;
for it is necesrary that the king should kuow all
that Mahmoud-el-Reis can do.”

The king did not allow himself to be offend-
ed at this kind of equality that circumstances
seemed so have established between the Ishmae-
lite and himself. It must not be forgotten that
in spite of the high order of his policy—in spite
of the enormous weight he threw into the bai-
ance of his age—Phillip Augustus bad his
share of the contagion of the spirit of adventure
which had been imported into Europe from the
land of the Orusades. Nor especially should
it be forgotten that Phillip Augustus was 8o
devoted to the romances of chivalry, that all
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the wonderful inventions of the poets of his time
found in him an enthusiastic protector.

“ 1 do not require any proofs of thy ability,
friend Mahmoud,” replicd the king. ¢ The Eng-
lish archer can put an arrow into the butt at
five hundred paces; the Dane can swim like a
fish in the open sea; the soldiers on the Rhine
can kill a fly on the wing with a stone from their
sling; and the Italian subjects of our holy fa-
ther the Pope can poison a man only by speak-
ing to him.” God keep you! Every nation has
its aptitude. As to your people from the Anti-
Liban, you are most accomplished assassins;
nor,” added Philip, with an involuntary expres-
sion of triumph, ¢ do I require to be told whose
will it is that directs thy dagger. It is not the
noble Saladin who fights a loyal friend in that
treacherous way. It is the infamous English-
man who has armed thee against me—it is John
Lackland who has paid thee the price of my
blood.”

Doubtless Phillip Augustus thought he was
making a certain impression upon Mahmoud by
thus showing himself so well informed ; but the
Syrian regarded him with that indulgent smile
with which the learned professor regards the in-
fantine efforts of a young pupil that he does not
wish to discourage.

¢ 1f the poor servant of the king,” said he,
bowing reverently, “should lay him down on
the dry moss of tho forest between the den of
the lion and the nest of the viper, think you he
would accuse the strong and noble beast of
giving him the virulent sting by which his foot
would be swollen on his waking. Letnot the
king deceive himself; the lion and the viper
know their own strokes.”

“ And the people of the East their long par-
ables,” muttered Phillip, with annoyance. A
truco to all this)” he added, “ and let us know
at once what it is that thou desirest ?”

« [ wish to know, in the ffrst place,” replied
the immovable Mahmoud, “ whether it is neces-
sary to deceive thee, like a king, or to inform
thee, like & man.” ’

Phillip Augustus now knit his brows. ¢ Speak
quickly and speak with respect,” said he, in a
voice which shook somewhat with anger, “if
thou would’st escape from here with thy head
upon thy shoulders.”

% Come, then,” said the Syrian, designedly,
¢ ginco thou threatenest me, we havo only being
losing our time. I see that in order to gain
thy consent to treat with me on equal terms,
king, I must prove to thee, here in the heart of
thy palace, that you are not the strongest of us
two,”

# Tako care what you say,” said Phillip, who
glanced at Lis gword, % for my patience is near
exhausted.”

« I have patience enough for both of us,” said
Mahmoud.

Phillip moved some steps from his antagonist,
then seated himself with his naked sword lying
across his knees. After a short pause, he re-
sumed again, in a severe tone:

“ Thou art bere il my power, Mahmoud-el-
Reis. I know not by what means thou hast
introduced thyself into my dwelling; but the
traitor who opened the door to thee can no
longer protect thee. Mark me well,” added he,
extending towards the infidel his muscular arm,
% dost thou think that the chances of a combat
between us would end in thy favour 2”

“On the plain,” replied Mahmoud, “ on thy
vigorous horse, and thy heavy lance, 1 would
not answer for the issue; but as we stand here,
thee with thy sword and I with my scymeter, I
believe that thy life would be in my hands.”

Phillip Augustus sprang to his feet. ¢ Then
I will not attempt the uncqual struggle, friend
Mahmoud,” said he, in a tono of sarcasm. %I do
not think that tby poorsplit skull would add any-
thing to the glory of Phillip Augustus, Itisthe
Lusiness of others to despatch such as thee,” and
thuasaying he approached the double doorsnear
Lis bed, and behind which two halberdiers of his
guard watched day and night; he shook the
draperics on their rods, without even looking in
their direction, 5o eager was he to watch the
look and expression of the infidel, on finding
banself takea in & snare. But the infidel re-

mainea with his arms toided on nis breast, and
preserved the same impassibility ag ever. The
king turned his Lead from him to the scene pre-
sented behind tho curtains, and at sight of which
he was nearly losing his balance.

Instead of two halberdiers of the guard, he
beheld two negroes’ faces, plastered over with
white, with their eyes rolling and shining like
carbuncles.

“Albret1” cried the king, in that voice which
had 80 often risen above the fracas of the battle,
“Ho! pages and squires! Help herel—help!”

At the cry of the king, Mahmoud at length
moved ; and crossing the apartment slowly, he
raised another drapery which hung behind the
negroes, and now Philip Augustus could see his
page and two of his squires lying on the ground
as motionless as corpses.

A sharp cry escaped the king’s lips, for he
thought they were all dead.

“ They are only sleeping,” murmured Mah-
moud, in a melancholy accent. « He who gave
them that sleeping draught, could, if he had
chosen, have given them poison; but that man
will never kill any one again ; and, suiting the
action to his words, he unchained his scymeter,
and threw it at the fect of Philip Augustus.

“King,” said he, humbly bowing %Lis head,
‘ wilt thou now trust me, and listen to me ?”

COAPTER XII.

That was a strange spectacle. The guards
overcome by a magic slecep; the two negroes,
sword in hand, immovable in their niches, and
rolling their demon eyes, and the king standing
stupefied before the assassin, who had cast his
weapon at his feet. The king might well have
believed himself the toy of some wild and extra-
vagant dream.

Mahmoud el Recis was still addressing the
king, and his voice, though firm, was still tinged
with melancholy.

“Ho who fails in his oath,” said he, “ is taken
at the hour of noon, stripped and tied on a hurdle,
and taken into the great forest of Khyam. The
ancients and priors, who surround him, recite
over him the prayers for the dead. For the space
of twelve hours, twelve times an hour, the war-
riors and the fedavi como and strike him on the
face, saying, ¢ Traitor! traitor! traitor!? And
when the twelfth hour is proclaimed from the
tops of the minarets in the city, the Iman, the
ancicnts, tho priors, the warriors, the fedavi,
and the people, uttcr a supreme curse on the
criminal, leaving him alone with the execu-
cutioner. The executioner then makes twelve
scores with his knifo across the condemned man's
breast, and retires in his turn, because the blood
which flows from the twelve wounds is sufficient
to attract the tiger—however far may be his
den—and the tiger completes the work of the
executioner. Such, O king! is the fate that
awaits me, and that I am willing to accept.”

Philip Augustus was now seated on a high
seat, surmounted by the escutcheon of France
and the royal crown.

Mahmoud was still standing in the same place,
The rays of the lamp fell between the two, but
all the remainder of that vast apartment was
buried in comparative obscurity.

It wag the habit of the Syrian, whén he spoke
at any length, to secem to be rather thinking
aloud than speaking.

Phillip Augustus listened with a passive and
distracted air,

1 have described to you the destiny which I
have chosen,” said he: “ now hear the destiny
whieh I lose. It was neither gold, nor diamonds,
nor fertile lands, nor power over the people, that
they promised me as the price of my devotion : it
was happiness. Thou, who hast trified with thy
crown, and more than with thy crown—with
the well-being of thy people, for the love of
a woman—thou ought to be able to understand
what love is. She isbeautiful. She is holy and
pure. She loves me; and it was thus that they
spake unto me—

“ Thou shalt be her husband, and dwell with
her on the banks of the Black River, under the
shadow of impenctrable trees, where the fierce
rays of the mid-day sun can never penetrate. I
can sec now, in my dreams, the small isolated

house where Dilal’s mother hides the beauty of
her daughter, as the miser buries his precious
treasure. In the evening, when the breeze
ripples the dark waters of the river, I see Dilal
coong her naked feet in the wave that washes
the shore. DLilah has pledged me her faith in
the face of heaven. All this—the cool shadows,
enchanting river, and the unrivalled beauty of
tho sister of the Geniis, was to be mine.”

Ho remained silent for a moment, with his eye
plunged in space. Then, turning his eycs full
on Philip Augustus—

“King! such was my destiny, and T would
not.”

Phillip regarded him for a moment in silence,
a3 though he would divine his most secret
thoughts; but as ever, the countenance of Mah-
moud remained a closed book.

“And what price dost thou ask of me,” at
last demanded the king, * to renounce all these
gifts, and accept misfortune ?”

“I ask of thee,” repliecd Mahmoud, ¢ what
neither the threats of kings, nor the prayers of
the people, nor the thunders of the church, have
as yet been able to obtain from thee.”

Philip Augustus half rose upoa his chair—

“ Thou comest,” said he, ¢ on behalf of Madame
Ingeburge,” while his eyes suddenly changed
their expression, and were full of suspicion aud
distrust.

There was a shade of disdain in the smile of
Mahmoud-el-Reis—the blood rushed to his pale
brow and his voice became more animated.

“ Oh! no! thou dost not know all, king!” said
he, with bitterness, “ or, indeed, if thou dost
know all, God has deprived thee of thy reason ;
for she who deceives thee, thou lovest; and she
who adores thee, thou repellest !”

“Tam the master here!” said Phillip drily.
Then turning his head and trying to rally, Le
added—* Madame Ingeburge chooses singular
ambassdors.”

¢ Madame Ingeburge.” said the Syrian, “ weeps
and prays;” then suddenly‘subduing his voice,
eontinued, ¢ yes, she weeps over and prays for
thee. It is four days since I introduced myself
into that monastery, where thou hadstimprisoned
her—it was to assassinate her ; for they promised
mo that I should have the blood of the king for
the blood of the queen. But God is great: God
placed his hand before the. I saw the image of
Dilah, likea beautiful angel spreading her wings,
decending and protecting the heart of that saint.
And when the armed men entered the abbey, [
feared for thee, as I had fearcd for thy people;
I was already the slave of queen Angel.” Smile
not, O king, ” said he,“ we were just now spealk-
ing of my destiny<—poor worm of the earth as [
am: it isnow thy destiny, powerful prince as
thou art, that we have to decide this moment. |
was afraid, because I knew that queen Angel
was an obstacle in thy path, and that it is thy
custom to remove all obstacles. I defended the
quecn against the fury of the people; I wishel
also to protect her from the interests of thy
policiy. If I have deceived myself, pardon me,
an 1shall soon seo whether I have been mis-
taken.”

The king preserved a disdainful silence.

¢ I carried her off in my arms,” resumed the
Syrian, ¢ in .those very arms which she had
ordered to be loaded with chains, in order to
protect thy life against my poignard. Ibore her
off, all fainting as she was, into & secure retreat,
known only to myself, It is fourdaysago ; and
during those four days, I never left her. "And
if it i necessary to explain to thee, in one word,
the secret of my conduct, which defies thy proud
reason and the sul?tletles of that intelligence of
which thou, oh king! art so vain—know that
that pious queen, thy wife, hath performed o
miracle, and that I stand before thee~—a Clris-
tian ” .

The king was still specchless.

To understand the depth of certain emotions
it is neccssary to connect ourselves with the
spirit of the pericd of which we write, and de-
nude ourselves of the inert indifference in regard
to religious matters which characterizes our own
day. Wemust call to mind that the great ques-
tion in Phiilip's day—that question which demol-
ished the walls of cities and which sctall Europe
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against Asia, and caused rivers of blood to flow
—was the question between Christ and Mahomet.

Wemust remember that Phillip Augustus him-
gelf had invaded the holy land in Christ's name
—-and that Mahmoud-el-Reis had come from
Syria, across scas and deserts, concealirg under
his vestments the poignard upon which were
engraved the words of Mahomet.

The king rose.

« [low, a Christian ?” he repeated, ¢ wherefore
then dost thou desire to return to thy savage
country. Why accomplish what remains of thy
impious oath ?”

« Because Dilah is still under the shadow of
the pure,” replied Mahmoud, ¢ and because it is
necessary that Dilah also should become a
Christian.”

The hours of night were passing rapidly away
—in the outer silence nothing could be heard
but the watch-cry of the sentinels and the dis-
tant clocks announcing the progress of time,
A leaden sleep still weighed down the cyelids
of the page Albret and the two halberdiers.
When the rays of the rising sun began to strug-
gle through the casements against the weak
light of the lamp, Plillip Augustus was still
standing beforc Mahmoud-cl-Reis. They had
drawn near to each other and were conversing
in a low voice.

« There are eight of them,” said Mahmoud,
« gand I was the ninth. There was Ierbert Mel-
fast, lord of Canterbury, who came to Syria to
seck for me, in the name of king John; there
was Honoré, the freemason, who follows the
orders of the duke de Bourgogne; Jean de Va-
lenciennes, who is in the pay ef count Dammar-
tin; there is Steinbach, from the city of Ham-
burgh, purchased by the emperor Otho ; there
are the three brothers Guiscard, cursed souls of
Beaudouin of Flanders...... R

He stopped here.

« And the cighth,” demanded Phillip, “ does
he not come from Denmark?”

“« Nol" replied Mahmoud, “he comes from
France.”

¢ And thou callest him ?"—

« Amaury Montruel, lord of Anet!”

«Tho friend of the king 1” said Phillip bitterly,
then added mentally, with a singular smile ¢ the
same who led Madame Agnes into la rue de la
Culandre, alone! on foot! at eleven o'clock at
night.”

«The bargain is made,” he added, rising
abruptly and giving his hand to Mahmoud, “ thou
bast the word of the king of France for it.”

« And thou hast the word of Mahmoud-el-
Reis,” replied the other.

« At midnight,” resumed Phillip Augustus,
¢« in the choir of Notre Dame.”

« At midnight,” repeated Mahmoud, “ out of
nine of the assassins of the king there will
remain but me alive I”

ALPH’S MISTAKE.

—

HE night set in carly. The mists, which had

been gathering and banging over the valley

all day, at length settled down into a heavy,

drizzling rain, as the struggling sun sank faint

and low in the western hLorizon, and the night
came in dark and dreary.

As the shadows deepened and }he day went
out, Edith Reed drew the curtains of the cosy
sitting-room closer about the windows, and
lighted the lamp which stood upon the tablo;
then, placing a large easy-chair and pair of
slippers before the glowing grate, she sat down
to await ber father’s return.

Doctor Reed had been absent since the early
morn, at Which time a messenger had come for
bim from the Hall, and with whom he had has-
tily ridden back ; and new, in the darkness and
gloom of ihe night, his daughter awaited him.

‘As she sat there before the fire, her blue eyes
fixed in thought, and her long curls of abundant
hair falling in waving masses around her pale
face, framing it ix, she looked like some sweet
picture of rapt saint.

And thus thought the young clergyman, Ralph
English—the ward of Edith's father,and a distant

conncction of her dead mother—who had been
an immate of Doctor Reed’s home for ten ycars,
in the interval between his college terms and
a curacy which, within a few months, he had
been compelled to leavo on accountofill-health,
rendered worse by the proximity of the place to
the sea. Ho now stood in the doorway, his en-
trance unobserved by the young girl deeply
wrapped in reveric, upon whom his gaze rested
with an expression of admiration.

« Cousin Edith!” he said, at length, as he en-
tered the room and drew near the hearth whero
she sat ¢« Cousin Edith, pray tell me of what you
were thinking when I entered, for your face
was calm and beautiful as the angels I used to
dream about when a child. Your thoughts must
bave been purc and good, for none¢ but such
could call that look to fage or brow. My
mother used to wear it, when she spoke of my
dead father, and of meeting him in heaven.”

“ Why, Ralph!” exclaimed Edith, recallod to
herself by the entrance of her cousin, a blush
mounting her face. “ My vague thoughts were
scarce worth repeating, so I will not weary your
cars by a recital. But I am glad you came to
interrupt them, for 'tis a sad habit I have fallen
into of late—dreaming day-dreams. Oh, how the
wind blows !” sbe said, as sho shivered and drew
near the fire. “I wish papa would come; for
the storm increases, and, somchow, to-night, a
presentiment of coming evil forces itself on my
mind. I pray thatthere will no harm befall papa
on his return!”

“ He has gone up to the Ilall, has he not,
Edith ?” asked the young man. ¢ The servant,
who came this morning with the summons for
him, said that his mistress could notlive the day
through, and uncle has probably decided to re-
main till the end. Itis a case of much bodily
pain, I thiuk ; and your father would not rest
content without doing all in his power to alle-
viato the last moments of the dying.”

“ Yes ; Mrs. Georgoe has been a great sufferer
for more than three ycars. She has been in the
slow, but sure grasp of consumption, whieh no
carthly medicine has been able to heal; and
now she is near to the cntrance of the other
world,” added Edith. “I pity her daughter,
Miriam, who will be left alone on the earth.”

¢« It will, indeed, be a lonely life at the Hall
she will lead,” said the young man, ¢ for I once
visited it with your father, on one of his calls, a
short time since. It is a dreary old house, and
gloomy enough to cast a chill over the prospects
of Miriam George, whom I saw upon that visit,
She is young and pretty, I think, Edith ; and
her years ought not to be clouded by living
there alone with the old servants.”

« It will, indeed, be a dreary life for her,
Ralph, with very littlo sunshine to brighten it,”
replied Edith, gravely. ¢ But Mirlam’s nature
is naturally stropg and hopeful ; so that it will
not be so cheerless for her as for many. Butl
hear the sound of carriage-weels outside. Papa
must have returned !"—and Edith sprang for-
ward to the halldoor, which in a moment was
thrown open, giving ingress to Doctor Reed.

« You havo been anxious, I sce, Eda, dear!”
said her father, as he bent down and kissed his
daughter’s forchead.

Edith eagerly drew forward a chair for him
and her father smilingly took it, saying :—¢Ab,
Eda, dear, you will spoil your old father by thus
attending bim so assiduously. Were I a youn-
ger man, I might be inclined, knowing my
power, to prove more cxacting ; but old people
like me know how to use their vantage ground,”
he said, mischievously, turning to Ralpb, who
bad taken a seat near.

“ Yes, it might do for yow, uncle!” said Ralph;
% but in & younger man it would be unsecmly.”

« Why, said Edith, blushing. «One would
think you were inclined to be eruel persecutors,
ifI did not know you both so well; but my
heart is light now that you are here, papa, for
to night I have felt an unusual anxiety about
your absence. Tell me,” she added, “ how they
are up at the Hall?”

Doctor Reed’s face grew sad as he replied,
softly :—* Mrs. George died at sunset. I re-
mained till all was over, and Mirian had been
induced to seck a little rest, which the poor

child sadly nceds, for she fainted away when
her mother died.” Then he added : ¢ Edith, I
promised her dying mother that I would endea-
vour to stand in place of & parent to Miriam, as
the poor lady entreated me to look after her
orphaned girl.”

« And I know you will do so, father,” gaid
Edith, in a voice whose sweet tones thrilled
with emotion. ¢ Poor Miriam, I pity her "—sho
added, tenderly.

« It is a sad case, uncle!” said Ralph English.
« For the young girl is left almost destitute, is
she not, by the death of her mother ?”

« Nearly ; there won't be much left afier all
the liabilities are scttled,” replied Doctor Reed.

“ What will become of Miriam, then?” asked
Edith. “ What will you do for her, papa? She
ought not to be left at the gloomy old Hall,
alone, with only the servants.”

« That is what I will leave to your kind heart
to suggest,” replied Doctor Reed.

“ What do you mean, papa?—that Miriam
should come here ?” Edith asked. ¢ Would it
be your wish papa ?” she added, as she looked
inquiringly into his face.

# As you will, Edith. I promised her mother
to stand in place of a garent to the girl. Will
you be a sister to her, and invite Ler here to
your home ?”

“ Qh, papa, bow can you doubt for one¢ mo-
ment that it would be my wish ?” replied Edith.

“ Bless you, my own dear, noble-hearted
daughter "—and Doctor Reed spoke huskily, as
ho tenderly stroked the soft curls away from
Editl’s forehead, It is setiled, tyen. Miriam
shall como here to live with us ; and we will all
try to make her forget her grief in the kindness
and warmth of our love, Do you not think it
a good plan, Ralph ?” asked the doctor, turning
to the young clergyman.

“ Yes; I think it the best thing that, under
the circumstances, could be done ; and, for my
own part, will endeavour to do all that lies in
my power to make it pleasant for the orphan
child,” replied Ralph English, ,

Two weeks later, Miriam George was esta-
Dblished a future resident in Doctor Reed’s fawily,

Miriam, with her large dark eyes, her raven
hair, and clear, olive-hued face, was a brilliant
shadow to Madonna-like Edith Reed. Eighteen
summers had shed their rose-perfume over her
life, upon which now lay the cloud of her mo-
ther’s recent death ; and 8o, beautiful and child-
like in her gricf, came Miriam George to her
new home. }

And thus, also, with her coming, the cloud
gathered which was, for a while, to envelope
Edith’s happiness ; that cloud, of which her
gentle heart had had warning when she awaited
her father’s return on the night of Miriam's mo-
ther's death.

The winter months passed ; and, with their
icy breath, the first grief of her loss passed from
Miriamn’s heart. Smiles and hopes came once
more to light her face, and the tones of her mu-
sical voice oft broke out like some bird’s light
carol.

The winter glided on ; and when it had died
out, and spring-came in, with her treasurcs of
buds and blossoms, Ralph English was offered
the incumbency of the parish of Glenwood—a
chargoe which he decided to undertake.

The cvening after he had accepted the ap-
pointment, Ralph English sought out Edith in
the garden, where, in the soft, moonlight May
cvening, e saw her pacing one of the sheltered
walks.

His was a tender, reverent nature ; and as he
approached Edith, whose image had ever beeu
first in his oind, e felt a trembling and hesi-
tancy which he could not shake off. ~ Edith had
never shown, by word or look, that she cared
for him save as a cousin. “ Did she love him ?”
He agked this question tremblingly of his heart
now. He had never dared ask it before, though
he had often wished it ; for, without fortune, it
would have been out of place, even had he
known that her heart was tender towards him.
But now he did put the question to his own
heart ; and could not answer it satisfactorily.
Yet it demanded an answer, a3 the parsonage,
if he entered it, needed her presence to make it
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happy and homelike to him. So, as her white
garments fluttered in the shaded walk in the
moonlight of the evening, Ralph English, with
trembling heart, yet unwavering purpose, fol-
lowed on, tiil he stood beside her whom he sup-
posed to be Edith.

¢ Edith,” he said, in & voice whose tones were
low yet distinct,— Edith, you know I have
accepted tho inoumbency here; and it will
probably take me from your home, for the par-
scnage is vacant, and needs a tenant.”

“1 am so glad of this opening for you,
Ralph ; 80 near to us, too 1” replied the voice of
Miriam, whom he had mistaken for Edith. « But
you mistook me, and would tell Edith of it
first. I will go and summon her, that she may
listen to the good mews from your lips. But
must you leave us, Ralph ? It seems so pleasant
to me to have you here ; and I was just begin-
ning to find an interest in living again. Do not
leave us yet, if only for my sake, my kind bro-
ther !” said Miriam, in impulsive tones.

“I hardly know yet that I shall change my
home,” replied the young man, ¢ At least, I
ghould not think of it unless I could make a
happier one for myself, which, perhaps selfishly,
I might be inclined to do, I am glad if my
society has contributed to your happiness,
Miriam, and hope we shall never be so far sepa-
rated that it will not continue to do so.”

Miriam, replied.
for, if you go away, my life will miss you too
much. It may not be so with Edith, for her na-
ture is different from mine, and she finds enjoy-
ment in all around. I sometimes wonder if she
could really care sufficiently to make her life
unhappy, were the loved object to be removed

m it.”

% Burely, you misunderstand Edith,” said
Ralph, earnestly. “ Hers is a deep, silent nature,
not eagily ruffled ; but when it is moved, it is
like the bed of some mighty river carrying every-
thing before it, and unchanged in its course, flow-
ing on over all obstruetions.”

“ It may be so, Ralph,” said Miriam, sadly,
“and I may have misjudged her who has so
kindly welcomed the poor orphan to her home.
She has been careful and tender of me as of a
sister ; but it secmns to me more in the sense of
duty than in another light. But I would not
influence your feelings towards your relative,
and one whom you have known from childhood,
and for whom, perhaps, & moro than cousinly in-
terest may have become strengthened. She may
be all you think, Ralph. I trust, for your sake,
you will find it o, and that I am sadly mistaken
in my thoughts,” added Miriam, in tones which
seemed reluctant to wound Edith’s character.

¢ Miriam, you know not what thoughts your
words have called into existence. They are
as an arrow with a poisoned shaft I” exclaimed
Ralph English, in a voico whose tones bore a
thrill of doubt and dread.

¢ What have I done, Ralph ?” cried the young
girl, impulsively, as she tenderly placed her
hand upon his arm “ Oh, Ralph, how could I
have pained your unsuspecting, sensitive heart?
Forgive me, my dear, kind brother! In future,
my words shall be well chosen ere they find ut-
terance ;”—and she gazed up into his face with
a sad look in the depths of her beautiful dark
eyes.

“ Nay, Miriam, I am glad you spoke them, if
they are indeed true,” said Ralph, sadly.

4 Oh, Ralph, do not talk thus, or I shall never
forgive myself for my thoughtlessness ! cried
Miriam, in impulsive language. “ Your grief
wounds my heart, my dear brother ! Oh, how
unwise I was to mention this!” she added,
sadly. ¢ Forgive me, Ralph, for the cruel know-
ledge ; but I could not bear to see you go on
longer, thinking, as you have, in regard to
Edith, while I saw so clearly that if she docs
care for any one, it ig Otho Liscomb, her father's
assistant, whom she mentions so often to me.”

# Miriam, believe me when I say you are not
to blame. If Edith loves her father's assistant,
then it is not what youor I can help. Perhaps,
had I been a closer observer, I might also have
seen it, long ere this, and so spared myself the
bitter knowledge of learning, too late, what
causes me to-night a bitter heart-pang.”

¢ Do not leave us, then ;7

“Tam sorry for you, Ralph,” said the girl,
softly, as she again placed her hand upon his
arm. ‘¢ Believe me, Ralph, I would sooner have
suffered deeply than have willingly caused you
pain. You forgive me, do you not ? for I cannot
rest unless you say it |” she uttered, with her
shadowy eyes uplifted, searching his face.

 Yes, Miriam, I dounreservedly pardon you,”
he answered, looking down into the brilliant
face raised so pleadingly, and apparently so in-
nocently, to his. ¢ It is something to know
that, in you, I have a true, sympathising friend,
Miriam ; would that a heart like yours had ani-
mated Edith’s breast 1"

¢ Thank you, Ralph,” said Miriam, her voice
sinking to low, faltering, trembling tones.
“ Could it have been me—oh, what bliss would
have come to my heart, Ralph 1

¢ Miriam, Miriam! What do yousay ? Surely
you tempt me by your words and your beautiful
eyes!” cried Ralph, impulsively, her gaze holding
his own. ¢ Say it not again, or my poor dis-
tracted heart will not know to whom it owes
allegiance.”

‘ Ralph, my more than brother,” went on
Miriam, as she still looked into his eyes; ¢ pity
me! Edith does not love you!”

 And you do, beautiful sister Miriam !"—and
he drew her closer, till her head sank upon his
shoulder.

% Wo will forget Edith and her lover, will wo
not, Rulph 7 she said, gazing tender up, as be
held her thus.

The young man shuddered, and a pang of
suffering shot through his heart as he replicd
gravely, putting heraway alittle,—Yes, Miriam,
we will try and forget all save what brings you
happiness ; for, Miriam, as I know your heart
now, so I consider it mine in the future ; and if
my care and untiring devotion can render you
happy, shall my life be given you in return for
your sweet, unselfish love.”

Halfan hour afterwards the two sought the
house together, neither seeing the figure, which,
a few moments later, glided out from the arbour
and also entered the house, where, in the hush
of her silent chamber, Edith Reed poured out a
prayer for help and direction for the future which
stretched out so black and drear beforo her.

The next day Miriam George came to her,
with sweet words of affection upon her tongue,
and told of Ralph’s love for herself, and his wish
to take her as his wife to the parsonage with
him. :

¢ You will go, of course ?” said Edith, calmly,
looking into the dark eyes searchingly with her
own truthful blue ones.

“Would you advise it, Eda, dear ?” asked
Miriam, affectionately. ¢ You have known
Ralph always, and Ifor so comparatively short
a time : yet I am confident of his love, and it
would break his heart were I te refuse.”

“ Do you love him ?”

¢ Yes, yes, he his my hero, Edith! I do love
him”  Miriam spoke warmly, her beautiful
face in a glow ; and Edith knew she spoke the
truth,

 Then, as you love him, and be wishes you
for his wife, go with him, and be faithful towards
him until death !” said Edith, solemnly.

Miriam looked up startled by her reply.

“ Why, how ominous your words sound!” said
she, tremblingly. But Edith had turned away,
and Miriam was left alone.

Onc month later, the parsonage received its
new inmates, Ralph English and his beautiful
young wife, Miriam. Were they happy ?

Edith Recd hid her own heart-throbbings under
the folds of the rich dress she wore at their wed-
ding, and noue knew of the doubts she cherished
Leneath.

Ralph English had many a hard battle to fight
in his own breast. As he looked. upon Edith’s
calm, impassive manner, he thought she carried
a heart of stone, and that she was incapable of
love, caring nothing even for Otho Liscomb,
whosoe manner towards her was tender and res-
peetful a3 o brother's, His own heart beat
tumultuously at times. Miriam’s love did not
satisfy him, only when in her presence; and
only when she exerted herself to the utmost, with

her strange, bowildering beauty, did he in any

degree forget Edith. But he tried to be content,
and, believing Miriam loved him, was in a
measure satisfied.

Time passed on. A year had elapsed, Miriam
E.uglish gave birth to a child—a beautiful little
gxrl—and then her own life grew feebler, day by

ay.
Beaatiful Miriam English, with a faithful,
affectionate husband, a darling babe, and appa-
rently everything to make life desirable, lay
upon the couch from which she would never
rise again in life. Doctor Reed broke it to her
husband, and Ralph knew he must impart the
sad tidiugs to Miriam. But he, who so oft wag
called upon to administer words of consolation
to the suffering, felt his heart sink at breaking
these words to his own wife.

“ Edith must tell her,” he faltered to her
father. ¢« Qh, Edith, can you break the tidings
to Miriam ?” he entreated, as Edith camo out
from the sick-room.

Edith's face flushed a little,

“ My father has told you, then, what he said
to mo last eve—that poor Miriam's life is depart-
ing! she said, sadly. %I see she docs not
realiso it yet. Heaven helping me, Ralph, I will
try to tell her, as you wish, but not to-day. Let
it be to-morrow, for she will be spared yet many
weeks to you, Ralph ;"—and Edith went back
to the sick-room. .

It was a pleasant, calm morning in the early
summer, when Edith gently and tenderly broke
the tidings to Miriam.

Miriam received them at first with a terrificd
look of anguish ugon her pale features. Clutch-
ing Edith’s hand, she cried hoarsely :—«Oh,
Edith, do not say it! Take back the dreadful
words! Do not tell me I am doomed! I cannot,
cannot die! T am not fit to die! Oh, Edith! Oh,
Ralph! I cannot leave him!"—and she covercd
her face with the white eounterpane, i

Edith turned away in anguish, to hide her
tears; then sho put her face close down beside
Miriam’s, while sho took her white hands in
hers, saying, “ Oh, Miriam, dearest sister, how
gladly would I give my life to save yours; to
bring you health! But it cannot be. Heaven
knows best. Ob, Miriam, sister, let us trust
Him, and bow to His will,”

“I cannot! Ah, Edith, you know not how
wicked my lifs has been!" cried Mirlam, pas-
sionately. ¢« Qh, Edith, I am not fit to die ; and
I cannot leave Ralph! Tell me—cannot your
father do something for me?” and she raised
herself in bed as she spoke.

“ He has done all he can, Miriam,” Edith
replied shaking Ler head mournfully.

Miriam said no more ; but turned her face to
the wall, and appeared in prayer; and, after a
while, when Ralph came in, Edith siole softly
away.

One afternoon, about a fortnight later, Edith
sat by the bedside of Miriam. Miriam had lain
very quiet for a long time, and Edith thought
she slept.  She had been with her a portion of
every day since the morning when she had
broken to her the tidings of her approaching
dissolution; but Miriam had never referred to
the subject again—and Edith, though she would
gladly have spared her feelings, grieved at it,
knowiug that the dread messenger each day
drew rapidly nearer. All at once, this after-
noon, Miriam turned her white face towards
Edith, and said, in a low,feeble tone, ¢ Edith,
there is something which I must confess to you
before I go.”

She paused in weakness & moment, and then
went on,

« You are good and pure, Edith, and have
never dreamt how hypocritical I have been since
I came to your home. But I cannot think you
will forgive me f?r the part I have cnacted—for
the ’t'reachery with which I won Ralph from

ou.

Edith stooped gently down, and looking
kindly into Miriam’s brilliant eyes, gently took
the thin, white hand which lay upon the coun-
terpane in her own warm grasp, saying tenderly
and calmly as she did 8o :—* You need not teil
me, Miriam, Iknow all! I was in the garden
that Spring evening when Ralph sought me
there. I had just stepped into the arbour when
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he passed by, and you at that moment came up
ihe path, and he at first mistook you for me.”

«And you overheard all ?” cried Miriam,
springing up in bed, her brilliant cyes glowing
and glittering, and the hectic rapidly flushing
her cheek.

« T could not help it, Miriam. At first I was
spell-bound by what you said; then, when I
was able to think, I could not go. Could Ihave
stolen away, and you and Ralph not know it, I
would have done 80 ; but you would both have
secn me, and I could not betray you, though you
wronged me so deeply.”

«Oh, Edith, what did you think? You now
it all, and have kept it all this time ! You dit not
love Ralph, then, did you? Tell me, Edith, that
you did not! I fancied you did ; and I loved
him so passionately, that to have seen you his
wife would have killed me. Ob, Edith, say that
what I told Ralph was true, and you did not
carc for him!” cried Miriam, again rising. up
from the pillows.

« Miriam, if it would ease your heart for me to
utter the words, I would gladly do it; but I
could not in truth, for I did love Ralph even as
your own heart worshipped him,” said Edith,
solemnly.

“Qh, Edith! Ob, heaven pity mel” cried
Miriam, hoarsely as she clasped her hands with
emotion.

Edith bent down again. Her face was deathly
pale, rivalling even that of the sufferer.

« Forget this, Miriam!” she said, in a voiceshe
strove to steady. “You won Ralph. He is
yoursnow : and he has been a tender, affectionato
husband to you., Be happy while life lasts to
you, and forget what I have said. Ralph knows
it not; and my nature is strong, so that none
have been able to suspect it.”

«No, Edith. Noble generous-hearted as you
are, I cannot have it thus! Ralph must know
all ere 1 sleep againl”

‘When she next saw Ralph, Edith felt that he
knew all, But now there was no time to think
of aught save of Miriam, who failed very rapid-
1y; and, in & week more, she had passed beyond
earthly sorrows and temptations.

Time passed onward; and, was it strange
that, knowing each other's hearts as they did,
Edith and Ralph for a time shunned cach other?
Miriam had begged Edith to look tenderly after
her babe, anfl Edith had promised it; and ghe
kept the promise made to the dyiug parent.

One day Docter Recd came home, saying to
Edith, who had just returned from a visit of a
few weeks to a distant relative— Ralpl's little
one is very ill; and the nurse is suffering with
gevere influsnza, which, I think, will terminate
in low fever.”

Edith hastened over to the personage, and
round Ralph with the little girl in his arms
pacing to and froin the nursery, the nurse having
become tooill to leave her own room.

« Give her to me, Ralph!” she said, as she beld
out her arms to receive the ailing child; and
the father tenderly laid his little one into them.

« She is safe with you, Edith ; I feel that you
will save her life!” he exclaimed.

Days went by, and the little Miriam grew
strong and well under Edith’s faithful watching
and care. The nurse continued ill : and Edith
decided to take the child home with her for a
time, till the full recovery of the woman.

One morning, several weeks after Edith had
taken little Miriam to her home, she and the
child were out upon the lawn. It was a fall
year since the mother had died. Little Miriam
played and prattled about Edith's feet as she sat
with her work in her hand. The little one, tired
of play, soon held up her cunning little bands
for Edith to take her into her lap.

« Bdith’s darling” cried our heroine, as she
caught the child to her bosom and kissed her
gweet roscbud lips and smoothed the soft curls
of her hair.

Just then, Ralph English came out of the
house. He had seen the sweet picture, and it
sent a thrill through his heart which must find
vent in words. He approached,and Edith blush-
ed as he caught his eyes fixed upon her. Putting
down the child, she would have fled; but he
detained ber.

«Edith, is it sinful for me to tell you my heart
now ?” he said, tenderly. ¢ She is gone for ever;
and in her last moments it was her expressed
wish to me—that you ghould take her place,
and be o mother to our babe. Edith, am I
wrong? Has your heart echanged from its first
love ?” ho asked sadly, as she turned away.

«RalphI"—and now her face was towards
him, her blue eyes filled with tears. She was
holding tho babe in her arms, having caught it
up when she found she was not to go. Ralph,
take me, and I will try to be a mother to your
child.”

Tc passed his arm around her, and drew them
both to him—Edith and the babe.

«Rdith, darlingI” he murmured. * Mine for
ever, now "—and, raising his eyes to heaven, he
exclaimed, as he imprinted the first pure kiss of
love upon her forehead—¢ Lot us he happy in
the way God has appointed for Tlis creatures
lecre on earth, as husband and wife! This wish
wag Miriam’s atonement.”

AN INDIAN ADVENTURE.

N the year 1790, on the banks of Hockhocking,
I a few miles abovo it junction with the Ohio,
stood a small stockade, then one of the frentier
posts of the north-west. Its inmates had been
anuoyed by repeated attacks of Indians; but,
protected by their works, and actuated by the
bardy courage of their class, they had uniformly
repulsed their assailants, and frequently with
considerable loss.

Some time in the month of Octoher, intellgence
reached the little garrison that the savages were
preparing an expedition against tho settlements
in greatforce. A council was immediately held,
and scouts werc sent out with instructions to
ascertain, if possible, the number of the enemy,
and the probable pointof attack. Two of these,
named MeClelland and White, ascended the
river ag far as the picturesque promontory now
known as Mount Pleasant, the summit of which
commanded an extensive view of the surround-
ing country.

{lere the two 'scouts took their station, and
were not long in discovering the objects of their
gearch. The smoke of the encampment rising
through the troes betrayed the presence of their
foes, at a distance much better adapted to seru-
tiny than to securing the safety of the watchers.
Each day brought fresh accessions to the war-
riors; and every new arrival was greeted with
prolonged and exulting yells. Such sounds were
well calculated to appal those to whom they
were unfamiliar; but to our gallant scouts they
gerved, like martial music, to string the nerves
and stir the spirits. From early youth they had
lived on the frontier. It was not likely, there-
fore, that they would either be circumvented by
their foes, or, without a_desperate struggle, fall
victims to the scalping-knife.

On several cceasions small parties left the en-
campment and ascended the hill, at which times
the scouts would hide in the cleft of the rocks,
or creep among the branehes of some fullen
tree, till the danger was past. For food they
depended on the supply in their knaeksacks; for
they dared not kindle a fire, and the report of
one of their rifles would have precipitated upon
them the entirc band of savages. It hadrecently
rained, and & pool of water among the rocks
gerved them for drink. In a fow days, however,
this disappeared ; and the alternative was pre-
gsented of finding a new supply or abandoning
their undertaking.

McClelland volunteered to make the attempt.
Carrying his trusty rifle in his hand, and with
two canteens strung across his shoulders, he
cautiously descended to the verge of the prairie,
and keeping within the thickets of hazcl which
skirted the hills, directed his course to theriver,
on the banks of which he had the good fortune
to find o gushing spring, from whose waters he
filled his canteens, and returned in safety.

Tho success of this enterpriso determined the
two friends to have afresh supply of water daily,
and the task of procuring it was to be performed
alternately. The next day, when White had

filled his canteens, he sat a few moments watch-
ing the limpid element as it gurgled from the
carth. While thus employed, a sound of light
footsteps caught his ear; and, turning, he saw a
couple of squaws (Indian women) within a few
fect of him, the elder of whom immediately nttered
one of those far-reaching whoops peculiar to ber
race.

White at once comprehended the peril of his
situation. If the alarm should reach the camp,
both he and his companion must inevitably
perish. Self-preservation prompted the inflic-
tion of a noiseless death upon the twn squaws—
a proceeding to which, in ail probability, he felt
but little repugnance from any scruples of border
gallantry. The purpose wag no sooner formed
than acted upon.  He sprang on his viotims with
the strength and activity of a panther, and tightly
grasping their throats, leaped withxthem into the
river. Without difficulty he succeeded in thrust-
ing the head of the elder beneath the water,
where she speedily became insensible; but the
younger made a stouter resistance, and during
the struggle, to bis great sarprise, addressed him
in his own language, though in words scarcely
articulate, Ho quickly released his hold, when
she informed him that, ten years before, she had
been made a prisoner by the Indians, who had
brutally murdered her mother and two sisters
before her eyes.

During this narrative White let go his grasp
upon the squaw, whose body floated where it
was not likely soon to be discovered ; and then
hastily directing the girl to follow him, with
wonted speed and energy he pushed for the hill.
They had scarcely gone two hundred yards,
when shouts of alarm were beard about a quarter
of a mile below. Some warriors, on their way
to the camp, had probably reachdd the river as
the body of the drowned squaw floated past.
White and the girl succeeded in reaching the
hill, whero McClellan had remained no indiffer-
ent spectator of the commotion so suddenly ex-
cited. The Indians had immediately struck off
in every direction, and & number of them, before
the fugitives could reach the summit, had com-
menced to ascend the acclivity-—picking their
way with caution, and keeping constantly under
cover., From time totime glimpses wers caught
of their swarthy faces, as they glided from tree
to tree and rock from rock, till at length it be-
came evident that the base of the hill was sur-
rounded, and every hope of escape cut off.

Nothing was left the two pioners but to sell
their lives as dearly as possible. This they re-
golved to do, advising the girl to lose no time in
making her way back to the Indians, whom she
would have no difficalty in convincing that she
had just escaped from capture.

«No!” she exclaimed; ¢ death with my own
people is a thousand times preferable to a longer
life of captivity I

Further remonstrance was useless, and the
gcouts addressed themselves to preparations for
a vigorous resistance. The only perceptible
access to the hill was by a narrow causeway or
«back-bone,” along which the savages were
compelled to advance in single file, though, for
the most part, under the shelter of rocks and
trees. But in passing from cover to cover, each
warrior was obliged to incur a moment's ex-
posure, and two inches of his dusky form was
target sufficient for the unerring rifles of the
scouts.

For several hours the outnumbering foe was
held in check; but a new and hitherto undis-
covered danger menaced the hardy woodsmen.
Their crafty enemies were praparing to assail
them in flank—a movement which might be sue-
cessfully accomplished by means of a detached
portion of roek whieh lay adjacent o ono of the
gides of the promontory. The brave scouts fully
realized their desperate situation; but so far
from being unperved by its hopelessness, they
felt their eourage emboldened by the thought
that the certainty of death was not greater than
the certainty of vengeance.

Qoon McClellan saw a dusky figure preparing
to spring from & cover so near the fatal rock
that a single bound must reach it. Everything
depended on the accuracy of & single shot, and,
though less than half a hand’s breadth of the war-
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rior's body was exposed, and that ata distanqe
of a hundred yards, the undaunted scout saw it
was his only chance, and resolved to take it.
Coolly raising hia rifle, and aiming with the
carefulness of a man who know that his own,
no less than his adversary's, lifo hung on the
result, he drew the trigger. The hammer fell;
but instead of striking fire, the flint, through
Bome inherent defect, was crushed to fragments |

Though convinced that the savage must gain
the rock before he could adjust another flint, he
8set about the task with composure, resolved that
his enemy should derive no advantage from his
remisness.  Glancing from his work to the
place of the warrior's concealment, he saw the
stalwart savage, with every muscle nerved, pre-
pared to take the leap. With the agility of a
deer, he gave a bound ; butinstead of reaching
the rock, his progress was midway arrested as
though by some mysterious convulsion of his
limbs and body, and he fell, rolling down the
rocky slope a distance of fifty fect. He had
evidently received a death-shot from some un-
known hand; and a terrible shout from below
announced the loss of a favourite warrior.

A few moments sufficed to prove that the ad-
vantage so unexpectedly gained would be of
short duration, for alrcady another Indian was
seen approaching the cover recently occupied
by his comrade. ~ Again the attack in front was
resumed with increased fury, 80 as so engage
the constant attention of both the scouts, With
this diversion in his favour, the second warrior
prepared to take the leap essayed by his pre-
decessor. With the spring of a tiger, the fierce
and wary savage darted towards the coveted
rock; but the same unseen hand intercepted hls
carcer ; and turning a complete somersault in
the air, his body rolled down the declivity to
Jjoin that of his companion.

Tho last mysterious sacrifice struck dismay to
the hearts of the assailants, who, it being now
sunset, withdrew to devise new modes of at-
tack—a respite which came seasonably to the
scouts, wearied, as they were, by the protracted
and unequal conflict.

It was now that the absence of the girt was
first discovered ; and the pioneers supposed she
bad either fled through terror to her former cap-
tors, or had been killod in the fight. But they
were not long left in suspense for in a few mo-
ments the object of their conjectures was seen
emerging from the cover of a rock, carrying &
rifle in her hand. Inthe heatof the contest, she
bad seen a warrior fall some fifty yards in ad-
vance of the main body; and crouching in the
undergrowth, she had crept to the 8pot unob-
served, and sccured his rifle and ammunition.
Her practiced eye had not failed to notice the
danger to which they were exposed by the
proximity of the rock; and hers was the mys-
terious hand by which the two warriors had
fallen. The second was the fiercest and most
bloodthirsty of the Shawnees, and it was he
who had, ten years previously, murdered and
scalped her mother and sisters.

The night was dark and cloudy, a circum-
stance which enabled the scouts, under the skil-
ful guidance of the intrepid girl, to elude their
enemies, and withdraw from their perilous situa-
tion.

After a toilsome march of three days, the party
reached the stockade in safety. Their escape
deterred the Irdians from their contemplated

attack, the surprise they had planned being
thereby rendered impracticable,

PATIENT WAITING.

ABRIELLE Lee was a young and beauti-
G‘ ful girl when the shadow of her long
waiting fell upon her. Had she been older,
plainer, less prepossessing. she doub].less might
have escaped the dreary fate into which she was
then led.

Edward Gray had married in his early youth
one as beautiful, gay, and bright as Gabrielle,
and ho had known a terrible sorrow. Scarcely
a year was he the happy husband of this lovely
. young creature, and then she faded from his
sight. For a time the young widower was incon-

solable. “Never was sorrow like ny sorrow,”
was on his lips by night and by day.

Full of this morbid wretchedness, he obstin-
Mely refused for a long time to admit of conso-
lation. Bat that which the sympathy of his
friends failed to accomplish was effocted by one
flecting expression of pensive thought, shading
a bright young face.

He had seen Gabriclle Lee many times. He
had known her from the time that sho was a
merry little child, sporting the hours away with
his younger brothers and sisters, He had as-
sented to common opinion, and the repeated
remark of his wife, who loved all beauty pas-
sionately, that ¢ she had become a most lovely
girl.” But this was merely the external recog-
nition of an indifferent fact, not the powerful
attraction of an appreciative heart such as now
led him to re-ocho feelingly the oft-repeated
sentiment,

By-and-by he said to himself, “She is ag
good as she is beautiful; she will sympathize
with me in my grief for my lost Ella.” Then
again he would say, # She will replace her who
has gone from me for ever; I shall die if I do
not win her.”

But it was by slow processes he arrived at
these conclusions. At first he gazed upon her
from afar, with a feeling that he wronged the
memory of the lost even by that involuntary
acknowledgment that there was aught in the
world remaining of brightness and beauty. Then
be sometimes conversed with her gravely when
she ¢ame to visit his sisters, or when he escorted
ber homeward if no one else were in the way to
perform this necessary office, offering his ser-
vices timidly, as if he were almost committing a
wrong.

After a time the younger members of the flock
were all scattered, and as his widowed mother
was left quite alone, he joined her, making the
two houschoulds only a less desolate one. Then
Gabrielle, who had been his younger sister's
bridesmaid, often came as she had promised, to
cheer the lonliness of his mother. She came
without timidity, for she had never thought of
the sorrowful man, whose heart she believed
buried in the grave of his young wife, as a possi-
ble suitor, and she came freely and lovingly to
render something of a daughter’s affection and
care to the lonely mother whose brood had all
flown away and left the home nest desolate.
She did not think of it, but never had sho ap-
peared more interesting—

A creature not too good
For human nature’s daily tood,
in the perfection of her womanly loveableness,
winning and attractive beyond expression to
this lonely heart-weary man.

By degrees, mecting her thus in an unob-
structed intercourse, and constantly made aware
of her best qualities of mind and heart, and her
genuine sympathy and tender pity for his sor-
rows, he came to love her, and desire her for his
own,cven as he once had Ella,and perhaps even
more fervently.

So one day he astonished, almost grieved her,
by anavowal of hislove. Forso reveront wag this
young girl of the sacreduness of sorrow she had
never known, thatat first she appeared unaffected
by human passions and emotions, Custom, how-
ever, changed her whole feeling. Joy succeeded
paip, a3 gratitude did surprise. Admiration and
pity readily gave way to tenderer emotiong, and
but litdle time elapsed before Edward Gray
knew that his love was fully returned, accom-
panied by the delicate flattery of the ncknow-
ledgment of his superiority in every unconscious
word and aet. From that time forth the
shadows of her fate lay thick around her.,

With acknowledged love came the question of
marriage. Gabrielle’s timidity pleaded fordelay,
but Edward's impatienco would not grant the
boon. Preparations were thercfore made, and
it was intended that the marriage should take
plase in the course of a few months. Thero
Wa8 0 Voice against it, but Jjoyful approval by
every one, for not one of Edward’s friends but
had regretted the morbid grief which he had in-
dulged, and which scemed to shut him out
almost altogether from the enjoyments, the

duties, and the ambitions of life.” But the mor-

———

bidness which had grown upon him wag not
quite overcome even by the cheering influence of
his new love.

It was at this period that his mother, in her
ago and feebleness, experienced a sudden decay
of her mental faculties. The first cvidence of
this was the inexplicable change in her feelings
towards Gabrielle, whom she had hitherto loved
and welcomed as a daughter,

More than once she had assured Edward that
his marriage with Gabrielle had her entire ap-
proval, and that she was prepared to welcome
her as a beloved daughter. To the trembling
girl she had give the same assurance, and the
kiss wherewith she sealed it was as a mother’s,

But suddenly she took a dislike to Gabrielle
that soon amounted to positive hatred. En.
treaties or reasoning could not shake it; it was
violent and uncontrolled; so mueh 80, that if
even safe from personal injury, Gabrielle was by
no means safe from the sharp abuse of words,
Vain were all their endeavours to palliate this
harsh fact. Edward was bound by every tie of
honour as well ag of filial love to remain with hig
mother till her death should free him from the
¢harge voluntarily undertaken. She was not so
changed in other pointsas to be decmed by any
one insane, There was g general feeblenegs of
all her mental manifestations and emotions, with
which this one rabid hate stood out in strong
and terrible contrast.

There seemed no alternative but to wait until
the perturbed spirit gained its release before the
marriage took place. For evidently Gabrielle
could not, however willing, share the charge of
his parent with her betrothed husband, while at
the same time neither her high principles, nor
his sense of right and duty, would allow him to
delegate it to other hands. And so commenced
the long and dreary years of waiting.

Year after year the same routine went on.
Edward’s days were given to business and to hig
cheerless home, his evenings to Gabrielle. At
home she waited for him at nightfall, and through
rain, or under the shine of stars, or under the
radiance of the moon, he took his way thither~
ward, with a punctuality that only love could
have made an unvarying habit. And the years,
with their quiet routine that marked no start.
ling event, were yet not without the wondrous
miracle of change which goes on for ever.

To Edward they brought mature manhood,
then gray hairs, the fulness of form, and tho
rubicund face, which often signify that the full-
ness of one’s years has been reached, and that
their decline has hardly commenced. A more
settled gravity, an added stateliness pervaded
his demeanor. The impatience of youth was no
longer his, but disappointment had soured the
sweetness of his temper, and embittered hig
judgment of his kind. He had suffered much,
and even his best joy had been tinged with the
dark shade of sorrow. He bore this trial less
patiently than any other. He was happy in
Gabrielle’s love, but manlike, he wanted her in
his home, to be the daily, hourly compensation
for his former griefs, the sharer of his present,
and the soother of his past cares, which memory
so often brought before him, L.

He did not see how the years, with their silent
fingere, had changed Gabrielle—how they had
robbed her of her bloom, and the light and joy.
ous brightness which had been one great elex}lent
of her beauty. To him sbe Was perennially
lovely, this angel of his life. For l?xm she could
never grow old, mor fade. Th'e_lmage of the
lovely young girl who had first pitied, then loved
him, was never to be erased from his heart.
Well for Gabriclle that to him ghe was still
charming, for in other eyes all in her exterior
that made her attractive had long passed away.

The peachen bloom of her cheek, and the
rosy sweetness of her mouth, the tender bright~
ness of her eye, the soft whiteness of her brow,
her abundant glossy locks, and the exquisite
countour of her figure—where were they ?

Edward did not miss them, but others did.
They saw that the cheek was ashen and hollow ;
that lines of pain were drawn around her mouth,
that her eyes were dim as if with unshed tears ;
her brow sallow and wrinkled ; her hair thin,
with many a bright lino threading its darkness ;
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and her form stooping as beneath the burden of
her sorrows, and its roundness displaced by an
angular attenuation.

While this dreary waiting went on, her young
companions, one by one, deserted her. The
young girls she had played with werc now
Dustling matrons, raothers of boisterous boys,
and girls fast growing up to fill the places they
once occupied. Her ancient beaux were now
grave and anxious men of business, plodding on
in humdrum faghion, or weighed down with care
or the demands of an exorbitant ambition.

Sho stood alone—neither matron nor girl.
The elders had their own cares, and Lopes for
thought and interest; the young almost despised
the old woman, whom they sneeringly named
#0ld maid,” as if it were an epithet of oppro-
brium that trenched not on actual-wrong-doing.

Hers was indeed an anomalous position, Her
father’s homo still sheltered her, but the bustling
wifa of & brother was now its actual mistress;
she and her little brood filling the wide cham-
bers, and often impatient of her as an inmate
who had overstayed her welcome.

But that she could never be unwelcome to her
parents, who had been the joy and comfort of
cheir deelining years, she had indeed been most
unhappy under the new reign which bad super-
geded that of her girlhood ; and sometimes her
longing for the safe shelter of a husband’s heart
and home beeame almost greater than she could
bear. But through all these years there was no
waning of her steadfast love.

Edward sawlittle of this. To him she uttered
neither complaint nor longing. Only once,
during an illness of her mother, and when grief
had made her father’s feebleness more apparent,
she had said, with the weary sigh that bad be-
come habitual to her when alone, but was always
repressed in Edward’s presence, ¢ When my
parents die I shall be homeless.”

Edward was struck with the depression and
weariness of her tone, and for the first time in
all these years, the thought rushed across his
mind that he had done her an injustice as well
as himself, and that she, too, had suffered, but
more patiently than he had done.

He clasped her to his heart, and soothed her
with tenderest words and caresses, till she grew
calm and happy ; and not till he was alone be-
neath the stars, walking homeward, did he let
his own SorTows rise uppermost.

«She has a home, at any rate, while her
parents live,” he said to himself, ¢ and that is
more than I have had all these yeags. My
mother grows feeble ; perhaps, as she notices so
little, I might bring Gabriclle home now, and
make the old place cheerful.”

And then he went on thinking of the lonely
hearth beside which he would sit to-night, and
wondering when it would brighten for him.
And meanwhile Gabrielle had retired to her
watch beside her mother's sick bed, with a
warmth at her heart not often felt there. For the
tender words, and the loving caresses of that
night, had become unfrequently of late, a3 Ed-
ward, like an old-time husband, forgot thateven
the truest love necds constant renewed assur-
ances.

This long and patient love had its reward at
last, after many Weary years ; but its freshness
and its beauty had long departed. It bloomed
upon the long desolate heartb, but—like an
autumn blossom—if gorgeous in tint, destitute
of the fragrance of the flowers of spring.

M. C. V.

PASTIMES.

ANAGRAMMATICAL REBUS.
1. Nosefor L.eh = A general in Nebuchadnezzar’'s

army.
Say,is ABin? = A Kingdom in Africs.
Rum rug, Ben = An ancient town of Bavaria.

2.

8.

4, Asa sun = A town of Germany.

6. Has pain == A celebrated ci o¥Pmia.
6. Drip, Robt. = A seaport town {n England.
7. Anut,ale = A town of Hanover,

8. Aglimma  — An Asiatic religion.

The initials compose the name of an ancient
%cneral, and the finals that of & place which he
esieged and took. Ew.J.
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ARITHMOREMS.
Eminent writers.
1. 50 and Jane see how Sam drinks.
2. 60 % Oh my last race.
3. 1000 « Ak Wilton 1 am ill.
4. 500 “ No,J. Hope is sad.
6. 550 ¢ If he has Jane, run on.

E.W.J.
SQUARE WORDS.
1. Anamusement.
2. Name of & noted man.
3. To inquire.
4. A girls name.

TRANSPOSITIONS.
flowers.
1. ANSSSRICU.
2. LHADAI
3. GROEFTTEONM.
4., YLOTLVLFHIAYELE,
MeTA.

MeTa

Names of

CHARADES.

Count Schubert von Schinn
Committed a sin,
A sin of the deepest dye;
And Fatber Laverst,
Whose head was my first,
Decreed him the penalty,
On second, from home,
To journey to Rome,
And at Bt. Peter’s fair shrine,
His penance should do
Times fifty and two, )
Ere he returned to the Rhine.
Count Schubert complied,
Abasing his pride—
With pentient thoughta being fall—
¢ My second shall be
MY first?”’ exclaimed he;
“’S80 will 1 travel my whole.” °
W.8. L.
2. I am composed of 14 letters.
My 6, 7, 5, 11, 1, 9, 12, 4 is desired by many.
My 5, 7, 3, 6 ought to be used daily.
My 6, 3, 8, 10 is past.
My 3, 13,1 is an insect.
My 2, 7, 3, 14, 10 is what ladies desire to rule.
My 4, 17,10, 11,7, 13 is an idea.
And my whole is the name of an amusement.
MgTA.
3. My whole is my first, and both my whole
and my first have often to pay my second.

PUZZLE.

Find a word of five letters, which by being
beheaded, curtailed, transposed and otherwise
changed represents the following :=—

A Knave ; the great topic of the season ; what
the writer and the reader do; to impart know-
ledge; an article of daily consumption ; four
different parts of speech; an article of wearing
apparel ; a pain; oneof a pack of cards; and a
word signyfying action. PoLvry.
ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREM, &c. No. 45

Arithmorems.—Regiopolis. 1. Richmond hill.
2. Edmund Ironside. 3. Guicciardini, 4. In-
dianapolis. 5. Osgoode Hall. 6. Pomegranate.
7. Ogdensburgh. 8. Longfellow. 9. Illimani.
10. St. Catherines.

Decapitations—1. Drink-rink-ink. 2, Price-

rice-ice. 3. Scowl-cowl-owl-cow.
Riddle.—Preserved pairs (pears).
Charade.~—Carpathian.
Acrostic.—Epaminondas. 1. Edward. 2. Peter

the great. 3. Archimedes. 4. Marathon. 5.

Iris. 6. Nelson. 7. Otho. 8. Neptune. 9.

Duncan. 10. Aristides. 11. Samuel.
Anagrams.—1. Gratian. 2. Pupienus. 3.

Maximian, 4. Constantine,

SQUARE WORDS.
WIFE
1DO
FOO
ELLA
The following answers have been received :

Arithmorems.—Polly, H. H. V., Argus, Flora,
Geo. B. .

Decapitations.— Measles, J. A. W., Polly,
Argus, H. H. V., Flora.

Riddles.—Polly, Measles, Argus, Geo., B.
Flora, H. H. V. -

Charades.~J. A. W., Argus, Polly, H. H. V,,
Geo. B.

Aerostic—1H. H. V., Geo. B.. Flora, Camp.

Anagrams.—Dido, Mignonne, H. H. V., Camp.

Square Words-—Measles, J. A. W., Polly, H,
H. V., Argus, Camp.

Received too late to be acknowledged in our
last issue, Dido and Mignonne.

CHESS.

The British Chess Association is going to issuo a
‘World’s Chess Directory, under the supervigion of its
manager, Herr J. LOWENTHAL. All Chess Players
everywhero are invited to send their names and ad-
dress to Herr L., 28 Camden Road, London, N. W.,
England.

The Glasgow and Dundee Clubs have played a
match, each side sending ten champions to battie. The
result was that the Glasgow won 16 games; Dundee,
11; and three were drawn. E. PINDAR, ., the
Russian amateur, so well known in New York, and
the Achilles of the Dundoe forces, was not in the field.

——

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

0. A, BROWNSON, JR., DUBUQUE, JowA.—Are glad
to welcome ﬁou into the ranks of our correspondents.
Will reply shortly.

J. C. RomeYN, KINasTON, N. Y.—Thanks for your

liberal euclosure.  Hepo to report on the Che.
when thoe ¢ heated term’” has somewhat moder::;"difu

th:. {1. Cwngsx{dmamx,tg. C.—-Protll)xlem receivod.
anks. ill endeavour to procure the missing No.
of the Reader, No

—t—

PROBLEM No. 35,
By THR LATE L. B. O BRIDPORT.
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WHITE. .

‘White to play and Mate in three moves.

.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 3%

WHITE. BLACK.
.KttoQR 7. to QR6or(a)
2. QtoQQKtsq.(ch.) 31&0%1&6. ¢
3. Kt Mates.
(a) 1. ————— Pto QKte.
2. Kt to Q Kt 5. Q or R moves.

8. Q Mates.

EN1GMA No.13
AUTHOR UNEKOWN.

@;a@ﬂa@,%ééé

KR4 Q7. K4 KB3 K3 QB2
4 4
QKt: QR4
& & 2 1 4
Q4. KB3. K4. QKt5. QR4

White to play and Mate in four moves.

This splendid problem was first introduced to the
N. Y. Club from some French periodical, by Mr. Pin-
dar; in the spring of 18565. For a while it baffled all
attempts to solve it; at last Mr. Julien unravelled its
mystery. It was first given in this country in the
NY Y. .rgatusday Courier.

SoLUTION OF ENIGMA No. 11.
WHITE.

BLACK.
1. Bto @ BG(ch.) K to R3or (a.
2. P to Kt 8 pee, Kt (ch.) KtoR 4.
3. P Mates.
(@)1, e KtoR4.
2. I’to Kt 4(h.) KtoR3.
3. I’to Kt 8 Mae.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Eva B.—F. G. Trafford is the author of “ The
Race for Wealth,” now publishing in “Once a
Week.” .

A.F. Arrreron~aThe «Minuet” will appear
in our next issue. We beg to assure A. F. that
our Fenian friends are entirely responsible for
its non-appearance when promised.

Orap—The translation is respectfully de-
clined.

Wyvanr—Please forward the other MS, at
your convenience.

PorLy.—Many thanks!

Inqumen.—The House of Commons, as at
present constituted, numbers in all 656 mem-
bers, viz: 471 for England; 29 for Wales ; 53
for Scotland, and 105 for Freland. The pro-
perty qualification is, for county members, real
estate to the value of £600 stg. per annum.
Members for cities or boroughs are required to
Pbossess. an estate of the value of £300 stg. per
annwm,

TexaTos LovoLa—Ought to know when the
order of the Jesuits was founded ; but since he
appears to have forgotten, we will tell him that
it was in 1540,

Bara—~~Although we are almost roasted,
baked, and boiled intq 1he bargain, as we write,
and our editorial serenity iz somewhat disturbed
by the compound Process, still we are happy to
devote our best attention to the letters of our
correspondents, and we hope « Beta” will not
hesitate to address us even in “ this hot weather.”
To the first question we reply that we shall an-
nounce, in the course of a week or two, the title
of the gerial tale which is to follow the « Twg
Wives of the King”; our answer to the second
is that we are not at liberty to make known the
real name of the writer whose nom de plume
“Beta” refers to.

Tipsrarr.~The article does not possess suf-
ficient general intereat to admit of itg publica-
tion. We think the extracts from the Koran,
&c., must be familiar to the mejority of our
readers,

F. BrxaoNaL.—We will write “you in the
course of a few days. To thoge gentlemen who
hesitate to subscribe for the ReADER; because
they have been ¢ victimized with other publica-
tions,” we would say that the proprietors have
not the slightest idea of discontinuing the pub-
lication of the SaTurpAY READER; on the con-
trary, it is their determination that the next
volume shall eontain such increased attractions
as must secure for the paper large addititions to
its cireulation, )

Ersie C.—~“The Faded Wreath” is declined
with thanks.

ToRONTONIAN.~~The meaning of % Toronto” is
supposed to be « oak trees rising from the lake.”

Young SaLt.—The Spanish armada consisted
of 150 ships, 2,650 guns;-20,000 soldiers, 8,000
sailors, and 2,000 volunteers. In the cngage-
ments which led to the defeat and dispersion of
this mighty fleet, the English lost but one ship.

MzasLEs.—We regret that we are unable to
supply the information asked for.

Ronu.—.’l‘he lines are smooth and musical,
but not quite up to the standard for publication,
—_—_—
MISCELLANEA.

Sate or “ Wouan's CrowNiNG GrLory"—An
auction-sale of hair of young girls who have taken
the veil since 1810, was recently held at a con-
vent near Patis, when 8001bs. of hair were gold
for about .£1,200. .

Tuere will be few Italian journals left in Italy,
all the editors having gone to the war.

Tre work of Russian serf emancipation will
be completed by the middle of next month.

TaE consumption of hair-powder by the sol-
diers of George II. was something enormous.
It was caloulated that, inasmuch as the military
force of England and the colonfes was, including
cavalry, infantry, militia, and fencibles, 250,000,

and each man used a pound of flour a week, the
quantity consumed in this way was 6,500 tons
ber annum, capable of sustaining 30,000 persons
on bread, and producing 3,059,353 quartern

| loaves.

Lorp Brovamaw is deseribed as blooming and
vigorous in the extreme. Ho appeared in Paris
the other day after travelling night and day—
Just washed, brushed his luxuriant hair, put on
the latest style of Parisian male dress, and sal-
lied forth, on conquest bent, for the evening. His
scientific friends, who were assembled, consider-
ing medizval antiquities, welcomed him heartily,
and felt him a worthy contribution to their
studies.

Nover, Uriuizartion or tae Erectrio Trre-
GRAPH.—A Newcastle innkeeper has utilized the
electric telegraph in a novel way. Inecach of
the rooms of his house he has simple telegraph
signals for the use of his customers, in communi-
cation with the bar. On a board above the
mantlepiece are inscribed the names of the dif-
ferent articles supplied. When anything is
wanted the customer presses a button marked
% Bell,” and then sends the order by pressing the
button under the article named on the board.

By-AxD-BY everything is likely to be done for
us by machinery, and hand labour will doubtless,
be entirely superseded. We observe that green-
pea shelling machines,” in four sizes, are intro-
duced in London, and are said to do the work of
cookey’s fingers neatly and nattily, and with as
much ease and elegance.

Axoxost the ¢ revivals” in England is the old
stage coach. There is a four-in-hand which
docs the distance from London to Brighton daily,
in five hours, and stage coaches are to be placed
on several of the roads in the South of England.
People patronize the Brighton one very fairly,
and it pays as a rival against the rail.

THE gas company of Noweastle, England, were
charged with unlawfually supplying gas which
wad not equal to that prescribed by their Act of
Parliament, inasmuch as it contained more than
fifteen grains of sulphur in every one hundred
feet, and for this were fined twenty-five pounds.
We commend this paragraph to the especial
notice of the Montreal Gas Company.

Tee Austrian, Prussian, and Italian officers
are all to be stripped of any outward mark that
would point them out as officers, and, conge-
quently a mark for the enemy. A very wise
proceeding.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

A PREPARATION of paraffin, devoid of smell or
taste, has been made, which, i3 said, will preserve
meat for an indefinite time.

A TRIAL has just been made at Florence of a
cuirass in aluminium, which is as light ag an
ordinary waistcoat, nearly as flexible, and capa-
ble of turning & musket ball fired at the distance
of thirty-eight paces, and of registing & bayonet
thrust from the heaviest hand. Each cuirass
costs only twenty-five francs. Two regiments
are, it is said, to be immediately provided with
them.

A New Ceuenr.—A usefal cement is made
by taking two-parts of fine-sifted, unoxydized
iron filings, mixing them with one part of per-
fectly dry, and finely powdered loam, and knead-
ing the mixture with strong vinegar, until a per-
fectly homogeneous plastic mass is formed, when
the cement is ready for use. It must be made
ag wanted, for it quickly hardens, and once set
is never fit for use again, The cement is said to
resist fire and water,

LisaTing oF Pustio Harrs sy MaoNEsiow.
—At the Royal Institution, London, a Mr. Lar-
king lately exhibited his method of illuminating
public halls by the combustion of magnesium.
The magnesium, in a finely divided state, is
showered on small flames of gas, aud thus pro-
duces a brilliant illumination. It was the first
time the apparatus had been publicly exmbited.
The flame was flickering, but the pure quality
of the light contrasted strongly with the usual
gas flames of the burners in the lecture theatre,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

—

A MELANCHOLY F A0T.—“ When women become
too old for running on their feet;” says a severd
eritie, “ they most generally make up for it in
the running of their tongues.” .

THe ToasT or THR ThREr Ps.—The Press,
the Pulpit, and the Petticoats—the three ruling
powers of the day. The first spreads knowledge,
the second spreads morals, and the last spread
counsiderably.

‘'Ir,” as the poet says, “beauty draws ug with
a single hair,” then what—oh, tell us what |—
must be the effect of a modern waterfall ?

AN eminent artist—American, of course—
lately painted a snow-storm so naturally that
he caught a bad cold by sitting near it with his
coat off.

A PuBLIc DaneER~—A glutton of a fellow
wag dining at a hotel, who, in the course of the
‘ battle of knives and forks,” accidentally cut
his mouth, which being observed by a Yankee
sitting near him, ho bawled out, ¢ say, friend,
don’t make that ar hole in your countenance
any larger, or we shall all starve to death.”

A Nover may be very old, and yet what is
old cannot be novel.

Dox'r addict yourself to grinning ; askull can
beat you at that.

A Wing.—Why talk about not sleeping a wink,
when people in their sleep never wink.

Proressions.—Why are lawyers and doctors
safe people by whom to take example ? Becauge
they always practice their professions.

On being told of a surgeon who amputated a
lady’s arm, and afterwards married ber, Nix
wondered how she could have got around him
so.

‘Waar He Mape.—«I say, Jim,” says one
friend to another on meeting, I hear our friend
A. hasbeen in the oil speculation heavily, has
he made anything ?’— Oh, yes,” says Jim, “he
hag made an assignment.”

Dr. Francis was a wag, and once when carly
peas were on the table, he emptied the contents
of his snuff box over them. « Francis, Francis I”
exclaimed a friend, “ what are you about ?"—
“T like them that way,” was the answer., He of
course had the dish to himself, and when he had
concluded, exclaimed, ¢ You thought it was snuff,
did you? Nothing but black pepper.”

Ax American editor acknowledges the receipt
of a bottle of brandy, forty-eight years old ; and
says: “This brandy is so old, that we very
much fear it cannot live much longer.”

Swinaixg is said, by the doctors, to be a good
excercige for the health, but many a poor wretch
has come to his death by it.

Brutg.~*T think,” gaid a fallow the other day,
“1 should make a good speaker in Parijament,
for T use their language. I received two bills a
short time since, with requests for immediate pay-
ment ; the one I ordered to be laid on the table
—the other to be read that day six months.”

InarATITUDE.—Scared indjvidual dodging
infuriated bull bekind a tree: You ungrateful
beast, you ; you wouldn't toss a consistent vege-
tarian, who never ate beef in his life, would
you? Is that the return you make ?”’

THERE is an old proverb which declares that
none can tell were the shoc pinches save he who
weargit, The maxim has a thousand applications.
A husband who appears to have found his wife a
good deal less of an angel than he had imagined
in the days of his cou.rtshlp, letg out some domestic
secrets in the following graphic manner :-
¢« T own that she hag charming locks
‘That on her shoulder fall ;
‘What would you say to see the box
In which'she keeps them all?
Her taper fingers, it ia true,
Are difficult to match;
I wigh, méfriend, ou only knew
How rribly tﬁ'ey scratch !’

Ax Irishman, giving his testimony in one of
the Dublin police-courts, a few days ago, in a
riot case, said :—‘ Oh, your honor, the first mao
I 8aw coming at me, when I got up, wag twn
brickbats.”



