Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes tachniques 2t bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur {i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or iilustration./
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

\/ Bound with other material/
Relié avec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distostion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de ‘ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear
within the text. Whenever possibie, these have
been omitted from filming/

1 se peut que ceriaines pages blanches ajoutéas
tors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont
pas été filmées.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu‘il

{ui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire gui sont peut-étte uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damagad/
Pages ecndommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
\/ Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piguées

Pages detached/
Pages détacheées

Y Showthrough/
AV,
Transparence

Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de 'impression

\/ Continuous pagination/
Pagination continue

includes index(es)/
Comprend un {des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de I3 livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/
Générique (périodiques) de la livraison

22X 26X 30x

12X 16X

24X 28X 32X




THE SATURDAY READER.

Vor. I.—No. 17.

FOR WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 30, 1865.

Five CENTs.

CONTENTS.

CARLYLE.
REvIEWS,
LITxRARY GOBSIP. '
LisT or NEw Boogs. |
CANADIAN BOOKS.
How 1 KISSED THE
BLARNEY STONE.

. AZREEL AXD THE THREE

\ BROTHERS.

QUR DICTIONARY OF
PHRASES.

PARTIMES.

. ACROSTIC—CHARADES,

ARITOMETICAL PROB-

RICHARD WILsoN, R.A. ; LENMS,
T'HERE'S ROOM ENOUGH. &c., &o., &o
IN My HEART (Doetry). . CHESS

HaLr A MILLION OF |, ANSWERS TO CORRE-

SPONDENTS.
Sc1ENTIFIC AND USERPUL.
Wi1rry AND \WHINSICAL,

Continued from week to week, the NEw STORY,
¢« THE FAMILY HONOQUR.”
By Mrs. C. L. BALFOUR.

MONEY.
IRISB GAVELKIND.

CHRISTMAS.

ERY pleasant is the echo of that song which,
almost nineteen ¢enturies ago, floated o'er
the fields of Galilee, and heralded His advent
whose mission was to proclaim Peace and Good
Will towards man. It was the world's best birth-
day, and the songs of angels fitly graced it. And
who does not feel his heart grow warmerand every
kindly feeling of his nature expand in the presence
of our great festival. True, in this age the obser-
vance of Christnas is robbed of mvch of the
romance which enveloped it in olden times. The
huge yule log no longer blazes upon the hearth
—the merry Mummers no longer flit upon the
scene—and, at least with us, the midnight song
of the “ Waits” is never heard. Still we in our
sober way rightly make merry, and are glad.
Ere we again have the pleasure of addressing
our many thousand readers, another Christmas
tide will have passed, and we now gladly avail
ourselves of the privilege of wishing them for
the first time, ¢ A right Merry Christmas.” We
trust and believe that we shall enjoy many
opportunities for like kindly greetings, and that
each year will largely swell the number of our
friends, and knit more closely the bonds which
unite us. .

CARLYLE.

——

N oor last nnmber we expressed our intention
of making some remarks on the moral ten-
dency of the Life of Frederick. Before dolng so,
however, we ynust say a few more words as toits
other properties, The labour expended by Mr.
Carlyle in procuring materials for his work must
have been immense, and his industry has been
richly rewarded in that respect. No nook or
corner has been left unsearched to serve his ob-
ject, from the printing-shop to the royal cabinet ;
and he draws contributions alike from the buried
lumber of “Dryasdust” or *Smelfungus,” and
the sparkling pen of Voltaire. We have ({oubls,
nevertheless, if a considerable portion of these
materials might not as well have been left undis-
- turbed under the dust and cobwebsin which the
bad go long reposed. Indeed, Mr. Carlyle's dili-
gent resurrection of some of the rubbish, forcibly
reminds one of the equally useful employment of

“ Dropping buckets into empty wells,
And working hard in drawing nothing up.”

It appears to us that not a little of the infor-
mation he has thusaccumulated is not only of no
value, but is an incumbrance to the work. It
neither develops the course of events nor throws
light on the characters of the chief actors on the
sceno. It is the mere rattling of dead bones,
Without purpose or effect, Another objection is,

that the Carlyle dialect is widely different from
that in which the rest of mankind express their
thoughts or relate their own acts, or those of
others. No man in his scnses ever speaks, orever
will speak, we hope, as the author of the Life of
Frederick writes, when he is in the eccentric
vein. Ancient Pistol, or Edmund in Lear may ;
but then Pistol was created to be laughed at,
and Edmund affeets inganity. This we consider
the true test: Can the Carlyle dialect become a
spoken language, the speech of men and women
in this working-day world? In some future
millenium of folly such a revolution may occur,
but not before. In a healthy state of socicty,
writings like those of Mr. Carlyle canto,at most,
but temporary harm ; for .the sound mind rejects
them after a short trial. But they are among
the signs of the intellectual decline of a people.
The decline and fall of Rome marched at equal
pace with the decline and fall of Roman litera-
ture. The Anglo-Saxon race have not come to
that pass yet; but our literature may undergo a
partial eclipse in the end of the present century,
ag it did t.wards the close of the two that have
preceded it, if we are not the more careful ; and,
above all, if we do not discountenance a vicious
taste in such popular writers as Mr. Carlyl¢, who
have possession of the public ear. A taste such
as he would introduce in letters, marked the
fall of Gothic architecture in Europe, the
evidence of which can be seen in several i)uild-
ings still extant in England and elsewhere,

It exhibited itself in the form of what is
called Grotesque Architecture. The Collegiate

Chureh in the city of Manchesteris a fine speci-
men of the order. Its design and form i3 in

many points elegant and striking; but the

interior is studded with sculpture of the most

ludicrous character; and what is still more

extraordinary, it is the work of Roman Catholics
in Roman Catholic times. It is thus described:

Rows of grotesque heads look down into the

nave from the spandrils ; some twist their features

to the one side of the face, some to the other;

some wink hard, as if exceedingly in joke ; some

troll out their tongue ; some give expression to
a most lugubrious mirth, others to a most

ludicrous sorrow. In the choir—of course, a still
bolier part of the edifice than the nave—the
sculptor seems to have let his imagination
altogether run riot. In one compartment there
sits, with a birch over his shoulder, an old fox,

stern of aspect as Goldsmith’s schoolmaster,

engaged in teaching two cubs to read. In

another, a respectable-looking boar, elevated on

his hind legs, i3 playing on the bag-pipe, while
his hopeful family, four young pigs, are dancing

to the music behind their trough. In yet
another, there is a hare, contemplating with
evident satisfaction, a boiling pot, which contains
a dog in a fair way of becoming tender. But in
yet another, the priestly designer seems to have
lost sight of prudence and decorum altogether ;
the chief figure in the piece is & monkey admin-
istering extreme unction to a dying man, while
a party of other monkeys are plundering the
poor sufferer of his effects, and gobbling up his
provisions, Is not this our Carlisle in stone and
mortar? In the one case we have religion, in
the otber history, turned into farce. All very
clever, no doubt, but all out of place. To work
is to pray, says the adage; and Mr. Carlyle's
workers pray like men who had undergone a
Circean transformation, monkeys being the pre-
vailing tribe.

Yet with all the embarras de richesse with
which these volumes overflow, one does not
acquire much really valuable knowledge from
them. The youthful student of history, espe-
cially, rises from the perusal of the Lifo of
Frederick with a very confused notion of what

he has been reading. He has been dazzled with
a panorama, crowded with figures of all shapes
and sizes, until the whole becomes a chaotic
mass which is more painful than pleasant to
survey. Untenable, though ingenious paradoxes,
and the distortion of facts, are not calculated to
make us wiser or better men, and with these
every page of this work is filled; for at best, it is
only a Romance founded on fact. The two prin-
cipal characters, Frederick William, and Fred-
erick the Second, are no more the men of actual
history than many of their opponents are the
knaves and imbeciles they are described asbeing.
All Mr. Carlyle's arguments lead to a foregone
conclusion ; no enemy of his heroes could by any
possibility be endowed with a single ‘virtue or
talent. To admire Frederick is to insure the
admiration of his historian ; to depreciate him is
equally certain to bring down the vials of the
Carlylean wrath, contempt, and ridicule. If all
histories were like his, Sir Robert Walpole's
doctrine would be true to the letter, when he
said that he knew them to be false; a sad cen-
sure from & man who had made so much history
in his day. The following account of the battle
fought on Abraham’s Plains, on the 13th Sep-
tember, 1759, will convince the North American
reader that Mr. Carlyle, to say the least of it, is
sometimes loose in his statements of facts:

“4bove Quebec, Night of September 12-13th, In
profound silence, on the stream of the St. Law-
rence far away, a notable adventure is going on.
Wolfe, from two points well above Quebec ( As
a last shift, we will tzg that way "), with about
5,000 men, is silently descending in rafts; with
purpose to climb the Heights somewhere on this
side the City, and be in upon it, if Fate will. An
enterprise of almost sublime nature ; very grea
if it can succeed. The cliffs all beset to hig left
hand, Montcalm in person guarding Quebec with
bis main strength.

Wolfe silently descends; mind made up;
thoughts hushed quiet into one great thought;
in the ripple of the perpetual waters, under the
grim cliffs and the eternal stars. bonversing
with his people, he was heard to recite some pas-
sages of Gray's Elegy, lately come out to those
parts; of which, says anear-witness, he expressed
his admiration to ap anthusiastic degree: * Ah,
these are tones of Eternal Melodies, are not they
A man might thank Heaven had he such a gift;
almost as we might for succeeding here, Gentle-
men!” Next morning (Thursday 13th September
1759), Wolfe, with his 5,000, is found to have
scrambled u by some woody Neck in the
heights, which was not quite precipitous; has
trailed one cannon with him, the seamen busy
bringing up another; and by 10 of the clock,
stands ranked (really somewhat in the Friedrich
way, though on a small scale) ; ready at all
points for Montcalm, but refusing to be over-
ready.

Montcalm, on first hearing of him, had made
haste: “ Oui je les vois od ils ne doivent pas étre,
Jje vais les écraser (to smash them)!” said he, by
way of keeping his people in heart. And marches
up, beautifully skilful, neglecting none of his ad-
vantages. His numerous Canadian sharpshooters,
preliminary Indians in the bushes, with a pro-
voking fire: “Steadyl” orders Wolfe; “from
you, not one shot till they are within thirty
yar&sl" And Montcalm, volleying and advan-
cing, can get no response, more than from Druidic
stones; till at thirty yards, the stones became
vocal,—and continue 8o at a dreadful rate: and,
in a space of seventeen minutes, have blown
Montcalm’s regulars, and the gallant Montealm
himself, and their second in command, and their
third, into ruin and destruction. In about seven
minutes more, the agony was. done: “English
falling on with the bayonet, Highlanders with the
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claymore ;” fierce pursuit, route total:__and
Quebec and Canada as good as finished. The
thing i8 'yet well known to every Englishman;
and how Wolfe himself died in it, his beautiful
death. :

“ Truly a bit of right soldierhood, this Wolfe.
Manages his small resources in a consummate
manner; invents, contrives, attempts and re-
attempts, irrepressible by difficulty or discourage-
ment. How could a Friedrich himself have ma-
naged this Quebec in a more artistic way? The
small Battle itself, 5,000 to a side, and such odds
of Savagery and Canadians, reminds you of one
of Friedrich’s: wise arrangements; exact fore-
sight, preparation corresponding; caution with
audacity; inflexible discipline, silent till its time
come, and then blazing out as we see. The pret-
tiest soldiering I have heard of among the
Euglish for several generations, Amberst, Com-
mander-in-chief) is diligently noosing, and tying
up, the French military settlements, Niagara,
Ticonderago; Canada all round: but this is the
heart or windpipe of it; keep this firm, and, in
the circumstances, Canada is yours.”

This is written in the author's moresober style,
and is intended to be an effective episode from
his main narrative. Butitis full of misstatements.
In the first place, the English troops did not
descend on rafts, but in boats. In the second
place, the cliffs were not “all beset,” but the
contrary is the truth. Thirdly, the language
attributed to General Wolfe, in reference to
Gray’s Elegy, is pure rubbish, wholly incon-
sistent with the simple character of the man.
What he did say, as recorded by Professor Rob-
inson, was that he would rather be the author
of the Elegy than beat the French and take
Quebec on the morrow, or words to that effect.
By the way, if we remember right, Mr. Carlyle
mistakes Mr. Robinson’s rank in the navy, when
the incident occurred. Fourthly, the British
troops stood ranked at daylight, long before 10
o'clock. Mr. Garpeau asserts that Moutcalm
attacked them about 8 A M. Fifthly, the num-
bers of the respective armies are incorrectly
given. The French force, for instance, was
originally about 13,000 ; and allowing for the
militiamen who went home to house their crops,
the detachment under Bougainville at Cap Santé,
and some on other services, Montcalm must have
had over, 7000 men of all sorts with him. Sixthly,
although there is doubt as to the exact point at
which the heights were scaled, Mr. Carlyle’s
“Neck” is only one of his neck-or-nothing
guesses. It appears to us, too, that he is under
the impression that General Amherst was in
immediate command both at Ticonderago and
Niagara, while the forces operating agaiust the
latter position were commanded by Prideaux and
Johnstone. The extract givenabove is followed
by a flippant criticismof Col. Beatson’s pamphlet,
% the Plains of Abraham,” of which we shall only
remark that the Colonel was well acquainted
with his subject, which his censqr evidently was
not. Bat enough on this head.

As regards the moral teaching of Mr. Carlyle
in this work, we believe it to be decidedly bad.
His great object is to prove that two of the vilest
men that ever sat on a throne, were of the true
heroic mould. Now, from the facts related by
his panegyrist himself-—~and he conceals much~—
Frederick William was, in plain English, a
drunken brute, a child-beater, and a woman-
beater, a tyrant, a man-slayer, who escaped the
murder of his own son, more by chance than
design. He was, besides, grasping and avari-
cious in the extreme; qualities which his son
inherited from him. The execution of Katte by
this crowned miscreant is almost without a
parallel in the worst acts of the worst of the
Roman Emperors. As for Frederick, he was
certainly a man of a higher order of intellect
than his father. But how much higher? Napo-
leon places him among the great generals of the
world, and no one caun doubt his capacity for
judging in such a matter. But, then, Napoleon
was 80 thorough an egotist that his praise and
blame of others must be received with caution.
In praising Turenne, Marlborough, and Frederick,
he always had an eye to himself, He wished to
persuade the world that these commanders were

great men; but, iftheywmmt!the

.able German translator in Dr. Friedrich Alfield,

necessary inference, how was much greater was
he, Napoleon. At all events, it must be admitted
that Frederick was lucky in the opponents he
had to contend with. In no instance did their
talents amount even to mediocrity. Daun, the
best of them, was an accomplished tactician,
learned in the military art of his day, but his
caution degenerated into timidity. Frederick
regarded war a3 he would a game of chess; in
fact, after his great defeat by Daun, at Horch-
kirk, he declared it to be such; and knowing
himself to be a better chess-player than those
opposed to him, he felt certain he would win in
the end, even against heavy odds. Yet chess-
playing is a faculty or an instinct and not a
talent, much less is it genius. But be that as it
may, Frederick played his game well, and we
must accept Napoleon’s dictum to that effect.
In other respects there ig little to admire in him.
He attempted authorship both in prose and
verse; and his prose is common-place, and his
verse mere doggrel. Yet Mr. Carlyle admires
both, especially the poetry which he calls
psalms.  So much so that the profane and
obscene trash written by the royal rhymer after
the battle of Rossbach is pronounced by the his-
torian to possess epic grandeur, though too
filthy to be quoted. Then, as a statesman,
Frederick is almost contemptible ; his ideas of
government being those of an Eastern despot.
Of political economy, he had not even a twi-
light couception ; and the consequence has been
that most of his works have perished with him;
his only permanent legacies to Prussia, being his
code of laws—which is not his—and his own
and his predecessor's military organization
which has been a curse to the couuntry. Nor
can sophistry gloss over this man’s crimes. His
unjust seizure of Silesia, his cruelty to Saxony,
his participation in the robbery of Poland, are
stains on his character which never can be
effaced. Mr. Carlyle is, therefore, preaching a
false doctrine when he holds up him and his
father to the admiration of mankind.

A HisTorY oF THR LATE ProvINCE oF Lowkr
Caxnapa; Parliamentary and Political, from
the commencement to the close of itsexistence
as a separate Province. By Robert Christie.
Vols. 5 and 6. Montreal : Richard Worthing-
ton, Publisher.

We have so often noticed this work, that we
would seem to take a special interest in it. Well,
so we do; for we consider it & valuable addition
to the history of Canada, and North Americs,
during the period of which it treats, It has been
called “ a scrap-book of Canadian history.” But
if 80, what & valuable scrap-book. Who would
not prefer such a record to most of the laboured
nothings we receive as historics of past times ?
We have only to repeat our opinica that no
Provincial or North Americanlibrary can be com-
plete without this work, which will be a valuable
legacy to leave to a man’s children. The sixth
volume is the last of the series; and we trust
that Mr. Worthington will have no cause to
regret his spirited undertaking.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

The death of Lieutenant-Colonel James Glen-
cairn Burns, the youngest son of the poet, is an-
nounced. He died at Cheltenham, from the
effects of an accident.

Buxyan's ¢ Pilgrim's Progress” has found an

of Leipzig, where the work has recently been
published. .

Dg. LiviNesTore’s “Narrative of his Expedi-
tion to the Zambesi” has just appeared at
Leipzig, in a German translation, in two octavo
volumes.

Mr. Hood is at present engaged upon a life of
his father, to be published in a cheap form. It
will contain some interesting matter, an unpub-
lished farce by the late Thomas Hood, and large
selections from his correspondence, including
letters, hitherto unpublished, from Scott, Lamb,
and other contemporaries of the sabject of the
memoir.

£y

The editor of the Boys’ Own Magazine is husy’
compiling a life of Tom Sayers. o

The heads of the Freemasons' lodges in Paris’ -
bave proposed to give to the widow of Proudhon
th9 som of 25,000f. Itis thought, however, that
this amount will be trebled, as the members of the’
fraternity Jare sending in from every direction:
The Librairie la Croix has given Madame Prou.-
pon 130,000f. for the right of publishing and scll-
ing herlate husband’s works during the nexteight
years.

Mr. Georee Horwn, who recently discovered,
amongst the papers of the family of Miedel of
Baireuth, & MS. on the cover of which was
docketed, ¢ Lettres de Voltaire,” in the handwrit-
ing of the Markgrafin of Baireuth, the sister of
Frederick the Great, bas published them, under
the title of # Voltaire und die Markgrafin von
Baireuth.” The whole are in the bandwriting of
Voltaire, from 1742 to 1758, and presenta curious
and interesting picture of German court life of
the time. There are twenty-six letters in al|
twerrty-five of which areaddressed to the Markg‘ra:
fiu, and one to the Marquis of Adhemar,

We hear that M. Thiers has completed a ¢ His-
tory of Florence,”in ten volumes, and, further,
that he has disposed of the work for 100, ’000f. A
Paris correspondent surmises that he l;as per-
haps, completed the first volume of the hzstory
and sold the whole work for the amount
named.

Of the new Sixpenny Magazine, the Argos
Messrs. Sampson, Low & Co. sol’d upwardgs zi‘
20,000 copics on the day of publication. It hag
been whispered that some of the longer artigles,
which, from press of matter, cannot find a place‘
in Good Words, will make their appearance before
the reading world in the pages of the new
Magazine. .

On the opening night of the Royal Irish Aca~
demy, the executors of the late W.Smith O'Brien
offered to the Society, in aecordance with his
v?ill, a gold cup, value 800.., with a large collec~
tion of manuscriptsand some printed books. The
Academy unanimously declined to accept the
cup, for‘ the sole reason “ that they hadnot a place
of sufficient safety to put itinto I The manuscripts
were accepted, with thanks.

Macmillaw’s Magazine starts the new year
with a novel from the pen of the Hon. Mrs. Nor-
ton. It will be entitled “ Qld Sir Douglas

The Cornkill Magazine will also inaugurate
1866, by giving its readers a new novel, to appear
from month to month. The title has not yet been
disclosed, but the author i3 Mr. Anthony Trol-

lope.
Good Words has issued its programme for the
coming year. It promises a new story by Mrs.

Oliphant, entitled “Madonna Mary, a St
Modern English Life ;” a new seriZ; ofs'l?:ayvg{
Papers by Norman Macleod, D.D. ; & series of
Papers on our Common Faith, by Dean Alfor
Dr. Guthrie, Dr. Hamilton, and others : and a
series of Character Sketches, by Anthon’y Trol-
lope, William Gilbert, Sarah Tytler, Mrs. Henry
W(X)d, Alexander Smith, and others, -

new English Monthly i3 announced
entitled The Ifousehold, a Magazine of D(;m'fsgg
Economy and Home Enjoyment.

The “ Handbook” mania has spread toFranca:
and, amongst other odd subjects treated of in thig
convenient manner, may be wmentioned one by
the Count de Montigny, bearing the singular title
of ¢ The Handbook for Outriders, Coachmen
Grooms, and Stable Boys.” - ?

————————

TrerE i3 & well-known perversity in the human
disposition, from which it arises that the more
inaccessible any object becomes to us, the more
do we exaggerate its desirable features,

THE art of a great writer is seen in the perfect
fitness of his expressions. He knows how to
plend vividness with vagueness, knows where
:l;]lages are, needed, and where by their vivacity

ey would be obstacles to the rapid appreciati
of his thought. Fie appreciation

Fgar.—What a strange thing is the fear of
death. Death is a necessary end, and will come
when it will come, and yet are men ever afraid
of it, because perbaps they never prepare for it
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LIST OF NEW BQOKS.

Just publiched, thls day, by IR, Worthington:

istoryofthic Iate Provinee of Lower Canada, Paclia-
mentary and Pofitical, from tho commencement to the
closo ot'ita existonco as a separato Vrovince, by tho lute
(tobort Christio, E3q., M. 1. 1*, with Illustrations of
Quebes and Moutreal,  As there aro oulv nbout 100
copics of this valuablo History on hany, it Wil soon bo
nacarce bovk=—the publisher lias told more than 400
coples in_the United Stated  Insix voluwes, Cloth
biudwng, £6,03; in haif Calt kixtea, $3.00.

Artemus Ward, © Ehs Book ' Just ‘nubh*hod. thixs
day, by It Worthington, Artemns Ward, « 113 Book,”?
with 19 Comic iliustrations, by Mullen. Elegautly

wriuted on best paper. Paper Covers uniforis with bis

‘ravels, 'rice 2oc.

‘Thia Iidition of Artemus i« complete and unabridg.
ed. and has the conue jllustrations of the 81,60 copy-
nght edition.  Tho clhicap Eugiish cdition is not
caomplete, and hus 1o ilustration,

This day published, by It Worthington, The Iarp
of Canaan, by tho ltevd, J Douglas Borthwick, inone
vol. octave, PPrinted on best paper, 300 puges, §1.00 1
extra binding, $1.60. .

Watl be pu’iﬂishod this week by R. Worthington the
Bizlow Papers, complete in one vol, VPaper Covers,
uniform with Artemus Ward, lustrated and printed
on tine paper, prico 2je. .

Will bo published this week, by R. Worthington, the
Advocate,a Novel by Chas. ilcavysege, author of Saul,
ul,)mma;.)cphthah'a Daughter, &o.$1.00; tine edition
Iast 9 New Bools suitable for Christmas and New

Year's G{fts?

Life of Man Symbalized by the *lonths of the year-
Tuenty-fivo Mustrations,

Christian Ballads, by the Right Rev. Arthur Cleve.
land Coxe. Hiustrated. 3

Christian Armour, or Illustrations of Christian War-
farc. Illustrated, oue vol, 4to. B

The INustisted Songs of Seven By Jean Biglow.

sehiller's Lay of the Rell, travsiated by Sic E.
Bulwer Lytton, Bart, |

Tho Tour ot Dr Svntax In search of tbe Dictu.
resque, 8vo. Hlustrated.

A Konud ot Daye.  Described in ’oems by some of
our most celebrated Pocts Lilustrated dto,

Birket Foster's 1'ictuies ot Eonghsh Landseape, large
4to. R. Worthington, Great sto James st. A

1iomo Thoughts and Itome Scenes. R, Worthing-
ton, 80 Great St, Jamces 3t., Montreal.

Boutledgo's Every Boy's Anuvual tor 1856, 1 vol Evo.
Mustrated, 1,60,

Knight's Yictorial Shakespeare. 8 vols. Royal §vo.
Tenuyson. The Mustmted Farringford Edition of

Tennyson's Complete Works,  $5.60. 3
Lougicllow's Poctical Works, Loudon Edition, beau-

titully Dlustrated with over 200 Hiustrationy on

wood and steel,
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I'HE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY AMSB. 0. L. BALFOUR.
QUAPTER V1. LOST OR STOLEN?
Continued from page 245.

# Tha flnme of passion has burnt out,

And lot the ashes.* NON.

The letter which most touched Miss Aust-
wicke's heart, and to which wo have refered in
the last chapter, read as follows :—

« My Drar Love,—I am in grate greif; my cen
run down wi' tears, fur my puir auld father is
dead. 1le went awa thinkin' his Isa pure an'
true as a vree bit wean, Ilis blessing i3 a sair
burden to me. Yo caunna now tell lnm abootit,
but, oh! if ye do in vera deed luve me, come an’
tell wy sister—she’s & hard womman; I would
not for anything have her find it out. O, come,
love! or I'will dee wi’ greif. Ever your ain,

“IgapgL.”

Then followed a sneaking sort of letter :—

“Hoxourep Sin,—I am to tell you that Isabel
Grant was turned out of doors by her sister, Mrs.
M'Naughton, when she learned what I told her
of your honour being & married man. 1 got the
youug woman Isabel a lodging, and my wimmin
Lodics attended her. She has twin children, a
Iass and a lad bairn, Loth strong and likely.
And I make no doubt, as a gentleman, yowll
provide for them, The wimmen i3 rearing them
so far, and shall continue to do so for & proper
cousideralion, which, doubtless, an honourable
gentlernzu hike you shall not be slow to give,
the more thut Isabel Grant has had to be put
away, being off her head—that is, lunatic. The
money alrcady sent is well nigh done, for the
expenses bave been great—vera great, an’ the
trouble, and nothing on our part spared of
charges. Your humble servant to command,

“Saxpy Burgs.

«p.8.—My sister Jane and ber husband had
gone to Canada when I got your instructions,
and I telled AMrs. M'Naughton 1 saw your lawful
1ady with my own cyes, as 1 did at St. James's
Church, London.”

To tbis letter there was appended, on a slip of
paper, in Wilfred Austwicke's handwriting,

# Miserable subterfuge!  This man, by Isabel's
request, had come to seck me in London. Isaw
him, and gave him money, the week before I
cmbarked for Tudia. e said, ¢Maybe your
honour marricd before T T canght at his words,
and answered, ‘Yes! Basil's wife accompanied
me to St. James's Church, and wag the innocent
means of helping my deception. I was by this
time ashamed of the connectian I had formed in
the previous autumn.”

1What had become of this unhappy victim of a
sublle fraud? Did she live a maniac, as the
letter seemed to indicate, or was she long since
dead?  If so, according to Miss Austwicke's
prejudices, the course she had to pursue would
pot be sodificult. Two children of fifteen might
be assisted as to education, and, if presentable,
patronised—tle boy placed in some way not un-
worthy of the Austwickes. The girl was a
greater difficulty.  One thing was certain: her
brother Wilfred hiad inherited the profuse tastes
that bad distinguished his father and clder bro-
ther.  Money always scerued to melt in his
hands, 1is personal propcrty would not be
much.

Miss Austwicke, as she revolved these per-
plexities, bethought ber of the shrewd, sarcastic
tongue of her sister-in-law Gertrude, or rather
Mrs. Basil Austwicke, who was continually ridi-
culing those family prejudices which Miss flonor
hugged the most closely, more from o spirit of
contradiction than from any want of similar
pride; therefore, she shrunk in thourht, gs if
from the rough haudling of a festering wound,
from Mrs. Basil Anstwicke knowing this humili-
ating sccret—at alt events, precipitately. Sho
(Miss Austsicke) would meko o journey aund in-
vestigate for herself,

It was a relief to her, in her perplexity, to re-
collect that her brother Basil could not be at the
funeral; ke was spending the long vacation with

his wife and the boys of his family in Switzor
land, and \benceo on to Italy. By the Inst letters
received it would certainly bo n month befors
their return.  Sho waust, then, order the funcral
of hier brotner, and arrango without him,

Whether thinking over theso matters, or the
weariness of a sleeplessnight exhausted her, Miss
Austwicke sank into an overpowering slecp, and
the room, meanwhile, beeamo quite dark, " Tho
papers stillin her hand, fell from it on to the table.
There was a tap at the door, just as the clock on
the montlepieco was striking six. Had Miss
Austwicke been awalke, she eould not bave heard
that tap for the measured sound of the clock, It
was not, therefore, to be wondered at hat she
did not wake. The door slowly opened, and a
woman screant entered, and stood & moment
looking into the room, a ray from the fire falling
on the face of the sleeper. The woman crept
noisclessly to the table, and, drawing off the
cloth, took it and its contents into the passage ;
and, in & minute after, returned and spread the
cover over the table, with the letters and papers
all on it, except one.  Though this operation was
conducted as quicetly as the first, and the woman
left the room, Miss Austwicke started from her
brief sleep, and rising from the sofit, looked round
on the darkness, shivered, and rang for lights.

er ring was answered by the same woman,
whoso face owed its stolid cxpression to two
wide-open, blank-staring, light blue eyes, so full
that they had no shade from the brow—and
broad, rather than high, cheek-bones. Her
gaunt form scemed so awkward, ag she reached
up to light the gas, that her dragging the table-
cover sufficicutly off to scatter the papers which
Miss Austwicke now, for the first time, was con-
scioug she bad dropped from her hand, was a
result to be expected. She was, however, civil
and diligent in picking them up and replacing
them; thoe lady crushing them together cagerly
in her hands as they were laid on the table, and
inwardly thankful that it was not Martins keen
cycs that were everso casually scrutiniging them.
Impatiently Miss Austwicke watched the awk-
ward creature make up the fire, which & chilly
cvening, as much as ber illness, rendered very
grateful. Suddenly she started forward a2 mo-
meat as a blaze passed up from the bars,

#“What is that

¢« Only a bit of paper, ma'aw, in the fender?

As the attendant thus auswered, sho wasobey-
ing the dismissing wave of Miss Austwicke's
hand, and, without lingering, left the lady toher
contemplations. These consistedin reading over
agaio and again the few letters, and piccing out
the suameful, yet alas! pot uncommon story: a
girl induced to cobsent o a secret marriage,
which iavolved the sin of decciving her own
fricnds, and the danger of being herself deceived
—the speedy reaction of feeling on the part of
the man—his plot, favoured by ciccumstances, to
appear abroad with his brother's wife—his lie—
the torn lines and broken ring, sent off in femi-
nine rage—the coarse anger of relatives—the
shame and madness closing the scene—tho help-
less survivors.

As the bour drew nigh at which she knew
Martin would be sure tocome to urge her mistress
to take some refreshment, Miss Austwicke gather-
ed together the papers o replace them safely
under her own seal.  She missed one in count-
ing them over, the most important one—the
warriage record or certificate. She sat up in-
stantly, shook the ends of her shawl, then rose
10 her feet, smoothed out the folds of her dress,
looked carefully under the table and the sofa,
scarched and opened out the doubled-up memo-
randa over again. It was gonel At leagth, in
a pavic, she rang the bell. The same gaunt,
impressise woman asuswered it,

“You have upset my papers from the table;
there is one lost. Look for it instently. No,
don’t call my maid: you look for it.”

The woman stared a moment, then koelt down
on the floor, and went creeping carcfully over
the roor, peering under the chairs: and in every
corner in vain; the paper was not there.

«YVhat can have come of it ?°

At that moment, clear 18 the light that had
startled ber a little whils ago, a thought flashed
on Miss Austwicke's mind.
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“Why, what was that burning that I asked
you about 7"

“ Nothing but a dirty bit of paper, ma'am.
Yos, that was certainly just nothing but a bit of
rubbasly, left when the fire was kundled.”

A dirty bit of paper!” repeated Miss Aust-
wicke, in dismay ; for the very description was
50 just, it assured her that her fears were right,
“Woman! what have you doue?”?

Even as she spoke, she was vexed at having
shown she was so moved, and uttered her words
in such a tone,

# Indecd it was nothing, ma'am—nothing in
the world but a dirty it of paper.”

¢ Bank-notes ace notlung but dirty bits of
paper.”

¢ Dear me! i3 it a bank-note you have lost 7
gaid the woman, gazing out of her ronnd cyes in
blank astonishment, almost ludicrous.

“ No—no. There, go away. low very awk-
ward | how very—"'

The woman left the room, giad to cscape ; and
Nise Austwicke finished her sentence—

# Terribly perplexing — the most important
paper of all—lost—burnt! Was ever anything
80 strauge? If I was very superstitions—and
certainly, in this littlo matter-of-fact age, a litle
superstition is o sort of duty we owe 1o the past
—I should say tlat it was never meant that
Wilfred's bad marnage, and worse condncte—
poor fellow ! that I should say so, and he lying
dead a few paces off—1 should say it was a
proof that Providence never meant it should be
known.”

How readily we interpret Providence by our
own wishes)

CHAPTER ViI. WEHO INTERRUPTED THE JOURNEY ?

¢ Then into ber being stole
Sweetuess, and imbued the whole,
Avd jtluinned fuco aud soul.””
ALEXANDER SMITH.

On the Friday that followed that Sabbath
smmmons to Soutbampton, Miss Austtiche sat
in her own small drawing-room at the oid Hall,
after the funeml of her biotber, which had bueen
very private, merely attended by his Ja syer frum
Y.ondon, Mr. Webley, and Dr. Bissle, of Svuth-
ampton, Mr. Grifliths, the land steward, the two
oldest tenants of the Austwicke fiurms, aud the
servants, headed by Gubbins, who shicd the most
sincere tears that §ull on the coflin.  There weie
uo geutey very near the Chase, and Miss Honor
had kept at & due distance all the upstart pos-
comers of the neighbourhuod. Indeced, as her
father's old friends, in the course of naturg, hal
followed him to the grave, hicr brothers, buing
noo-resident, had made no intimacies, The
clergyman, s we have seen, did not preach Miss
Austwicke’s ethics, so that the scclusion of the
Hall was not likely to be much brokhou by visit-
ors, Its lady, for the time being, was lett alone
in her dignity to bemoan the dead, and to pre-
pare for the fulfilment of the promise that she
began to consider had been exturted frum hier by
surprise.  Miss Austwicke, ncvertheless, required
to stand well with hersedf, she could nut fice
the thought of the long, luncly winter tughts,
and her dying brother’s moauing voice in lur
cars, ¢ My children,” and thanking lier in death
gasps for Fer prowise to succour them, and sce
them righted ¢ Cowardly and base1™yes, thyse
were the condemnatory words lie had uttered.
Sbe shut them up as resolutely in the unvisited
depths of ber mind as possible, but they vibraed
at times, and pained her. The only way to
gilence them completely wonld be to make a
journey iu scarch of these orphans; learnall that
was to be known of them and their surrouudings,
and of thrir mother — that terrible ruck o
offence; and then to see what was to be done as
to acquainting the rest of the family with the
facts.

Captain Austwicke had left no will. It was
evident that ie had not thought his illucss so
dangerous, and that he had purposed going on
without delay to Scotland, for bLis principal lug-
gage, as Miss Austwicke learned, was directed to
the carc of Mr. Webley, of Lincoln's Inn Square,
the family lawyer, and ono portmanteau alone
was packed and directed to Glasgow.

Before Mr. Webley left the Clhase the evening

of the funeral, he had an interview wwith Miss
Austwicke.

“I fear, madam,” said the lawyer, «if the
family—that i3, Mr. Do Lacy Austwicke, who is
the heir-at-law, or your brother, Mr, DBasil—
should have had any expectations as to the
eaptain’s property, they will nut be realised,
His Lfe was jusured for two thousand puinds,
but money has been raised on the policy, nud 1
thiuk the other liabilities will searcely be covered
by the effects  However, my dear madawm, 1
need n rouble you with these details. 1 merely
thought it right to name the matter befure lean-
ing I shall write to Zurich to Mr. Busil Aust-
wicke to-morrow; letters until the 11th Qctober
will reach him there.”

“ He returns about the 28th,” said Miss Aust-
wicke, in # fuint voice. She was thivking for
the moment whether it would not be better to
take the old lnwyer into her confidence. A single
sentence would have opened the matter : she
need only have said, @ De Lacy Austwicke is not
wy Urother's heir ;" but shio shruuk frum the
avowal, and the opportunily passed. The thought
that there was nothing to iubietit, that De Lacy
would be no gainer, southed her.  After the in-
terchange of a fuw courteous generahities, the
lawyer departed on his way to town,

The next morning Martin was not a little
amazed at hearing the unlovked-fur intelligence
that her mistress intended travelling wto the
North,

In her Lof iest manner, tu the hope of chiecking
the torrent of inguiries on Martin's part, she gave
her directions ; and that functionary, having
served Miss Ionor from her childhood—mistress
and maid growing old together—bLiad a very
great affection for her; so that, when the lady
said, # I am doubtful, Martin, whether 1 had not
better leave you here, and take Betsy Comlit,
who has travelied, she told we, in her last place,
and who certainly hnows also how to be quiet
and unobtrusive,” Marun understoud an implied
censure in those last words, and kouchling those
resisiice eyes—that certaunly were Like Cormsh
wrusilers in Standing their ground—sae sobbed
out, * Try me, Mis Honor. Me not know aud
nut able! Why, if yuu please to remember, you
was goud enough to spare me, and I was cent
once by Mrs. Basit to feteh Miss True home
fium Lord Dunoon's, at Glower U'er, and I
brought the dear clild—tue young lady least-
ways—and mysclf as cosy as kiltens m n rug
fly g through the har, home to Loudon. It
Butsy Cumfity as knuwanotlung that ever I could
see, but dung ‘airy hiad been it to go, and worth
trustuing, would Mrs. Bresil haveasked you, Miss
Honor, to spare me? Betsy ! Why her aunt have
said tines and again—that's Mrs. Comifit, I mean
—Marun,' she sayg, * she'syust now full of noth-
g but getung marned ; and all the wits she
cver had is at that Eastup Mill, a grinding with
Nat Nixon's corn.'”

“« Well, well, Martin ; too many words—too
many words, that's your fault, your great fault,”
saad Mixs  Austwiche, not ummpressed by the
fact, which she had overlooked, that Martin had
made the journey.

% 1 humbly ask pardon, Miss Ionor ; it’s my
feclings can't stand more than flesh and blood-
And when 1 thunks of your going to bed, and
gottng up, and traveiling m outlandish parts,
where the wouds and waysis dreqdful, naked feet
and oatmeal iy g abont everywhere, and no one
that cver saw tie hke of it with you, it so flus-
tered me, I couldw't but up and speak. Butof
it silence you wabt, sce:f I won't be as mum
as——"

Now it happened that on Miss Av twicke's
wantleshelf there was a vase, with adevice more
quaint than elegant, common ¢noughat Winches-
ter + an vdd figare in Livery, with a swine's face,
ass’s cars, and deer’s feet, called « The Faithful
Servant”  This picce of aucient honour haa for-
med the text of many homlies which Miss Aust-
wicke Liad gaven to her houscliold, how seivants
should be swift of foot and slow of speech 3 and
Martin, to show that the lesson had not been
Yost, put hicr finger on bier lip,and stretching her
other band out like an car at onc side of her
head, nodded to the symbol, and made a low
curtsey.

There was something at ounce ludicrons and
appealing in the gesture, and Miss Austwicke
who was pretty certain that no ono but Martin
would care 8o for her comfort, was eontent, after
a few more cautions, to give consent for her
faithful waiting.woman to share her journcy.

If any cunwsmity a3 to tho purpose of this un-
wonted and great underinking did enter into
Martiu's mind, she was careful to canceal it 5 and
whatever pught be her own infirmities of that
hind, she was Cuthful enongh not to encourage
or satisfy tuo inyuiries of others.  She merely
supplemented Mi=s Austwicke's unno..ncement of
ajourney to Gubbims and the rest of the house-
botd with the Lrief ex) tanation, “ Mistress wants
a change ; I hope shell go ona tower, When
any one's sperits i3 luw—Ileastways, aony oue of
the quality —it's the best way to vaise ‘em,”

However, Miss Austwicke was not destined to
try the process her woman recommended, for
even while she was speaking, the sound of
wheels on the drive that led to the east porch
were suedible ; and the lond clangour of the door-
bell, at that late hour, cansed i commntion in the
quict honseliold,  As quichly as Jus age permit-
ted, Gublans answered the summons, and Martin
enscotteed herself m a recess of the Hall, behind
a statue of some wemorable Austwicke, from
whenee she could see the arrival.

“ Don't be seared, Gubbins, and dow’t Jet my
auat be foghtencd,” sandasweet, winning coice;
and a little sprite, about the height of a child of
ten years, came teippmg into the Hall, followed
by a female compamon or attendant,

% Why, Mi33 Gertrade, can it be you?? said
Martin, rushing forward in cager surprise.

“ Bless my eyes alive, it's missy !” said old
Gubbins.

“ Al Miss Morris, itisasI thought ¢ the letter
has not arrived,” saud the bright little creature—~
for she was indeed an elfin-lovking visitor—ad.
diessing her companion in a tune of vexation,
She tonk off her crape-trimmed bat as if it had
wearied her, and o quantity of shiving fair hai
fell in soft waves, lihe a veil, round her lithe
little form. Was she & child?  Not nearly so
young as her stature indicated, that could be
seen at o glanee ; fur the little face had an air of
intetligence and command, and the delicate fea-
tures were, in their fine tracery, past the fiest
dimples of childhwod.  Indeed, as she shook back
her rippling lair, and, speaking to Martin,
asked, ¢ How i3 my aunt? I hear she hag bad
great tronble Iately,” she glanced down at her
black dress with an air and mauner that were
womanly, adding, * You must announce me carc-
fully, Martin ; 1should be sorry to alurm her”

“ Qur coming,” said Miss Morris, speaking to
Martin in an explanatory tome, as the scrvants
ushered them into the nearest parlour—t our
coming was n case of necessity.,”

# We will explain all that to oy aunt,” inter-
posed the young lady.

In a very fuw winutes they were both conduct-
cd to that lady’s dressing-room, where her port~
mantean was lying open and half packed.

« Why, whatever, Gertrude, has brought you ?
Il do you do, Miss Morris?” said Miss Aust-
wicke.

WL, aung, evil has brought us—though, 1
think, it's agoud tome to come to Austwicke in
the autun, .d sce the dear old woods 1 their
splendour.”

« Jt's soun explained, Miss Austwicke,” replied
Miss Morris. @ Gertrude has been visiting her
fricnds at Kensmgton, durmg the Michaelmas
liolidays, and the younger chldren at Pentreal
Lodge foll 1l with seaslet fover,  Dr. Griesbach
said that it would not be night for Miss Gertrude
to return to school from Pentreal Lodge, and
that she shouuld not contivuc to stay there, so i
wrote last night to you, and Miss Webb sent mo
wath her.”

« And here we are, aunt, and the letter is still
on the way. Don't be afraid of me—I have
never been near the nursery at Pentreal Lodge.”
She came closc as she spoke, and rising; on tiptoc,
put up her mouth, with a pretty giclish gesture,
to be kissed.

Miss Austwicke kissed her forehead lovingly-
# My litlle True, you do not grow ; you are, I
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think, less than when I last saw you,” sho said
regrotfully.

Tho young Indy reared her head, drow herself
up, and walked somo paces off to the otherend of
tho room, aud ilien, tutning round, faced Miss
Austwicke, and said, * Let mo inpiess upon
you, Aunt Honor, that I have grown niore than
balf an inch—very nearly three-quarters—sinco
last Christmas. Aud why doyouall bemoun me
s0? I'vo plenty of years to grow in. 'l not
for on in my tecns yet.!

“ And every Austwicke, T am sure, was talier
at ten or cleven,” said ber aunt,

% QOh, that may be. Tho poet Burts says—

¢ Agk why God mado tho gem £o small,
And why so hugo tho granite ¥

Becauso ho meant maukiud should set
Tho highce valuo onit.’ "

“ T don't know, Gertrude” said Miss Austwicke,
“ that your ancestors, the Austwickes, wero gra-
nite. ‘The Dunoons, being Scoteh, might be,”

“ And the Austwickes chalk, perhaps 7"

Fortunately, ler saucy rejoinder was not
heard, for Miss Morris was taken with » congh
that drowned the words.  Yet, as shestood crect,
making the most ofher small stature, it was diffi-
cult to Gind fault with a creature at once sospark-
ling and solovely. Theface that loocked outofits
shining aurcolo of pale golden hair was of & pear-
1y, pink-tinted fairness, that warmed into so glow-
ing o tint, that the little mouth resembled a cleft
cherry, The dimpled cheeks and finm chin com-
pleted the sweetest ghort oval shape ; and the
open forchead would have been too wide, but that
it was softened by browsso flaible aund delicately
traced, that they gave at will an arch or peusive
character o the countenance.  Had thesleepiest
palo cyes that ever blunde possessed gone with
this combination of funtures, there would have
been beauty—and great beauty——in the face ;
but when the soft, white, full eyclids raised their
dark fringes, and revealed clear browa eyes, full
of light and fecling, both their colour and
radiance twero a surprise to the heholder.

It might be, for'tisa lore soon learned, that
the child whose cradle bad been surrounded by
flatterers of her beauty would Lave prized it too
highly. But thero was a wholesuroe drawback,
as yearg passed on. The fairy of the nursery
still continued a fairy in size, and there were ime
patient exclumations aod pitying murmurs. It
atttered not that the furm, like the face, was
delicately perfect, if it was always to be a were
tiny miniature ; for the Austwickes, a tall apd
stalwart race, reckoned it a necessary adjunct to
comeliness in man or woman that they should
be what is called # well grown?

However, if mental growth had contented
them, Gertrude was certainly well developed in
that. Kept carcfully from books in early child-
hood, from a fear that her growth might be re-
tarded, she had found means to cxerciso her me-
mory in every sony, poem, story that she heard,
and when she was allowed to begin her school
studics, her progress was that of one who, biaving
been kept from the exercise of afaculty, was sud-
denly freed. Miss Motris, who had beeu the
nursery governess of the child, when Mrs. Basil
Austwicke wasadvised to place her only daugh-
ter &t school, became, by that lady’s recommen-
dation, o junior teacher in the establishment that
her young chargo was transferred to, and after-
wards continucd Lo be regarded o8 a sort of
attaché to Gertrude.

While wo bave been thusdiverging into deserip-
tion, the littlo nicce had crept close to her avats
chair, and, touching her black dress, said—

¢ I nover knew my Uncle Wilfred, aunt. Will
his death be a great gricf to papa or to you??

¢ 1t occurred in the prime of his days, cbild
He bad been long away from us all. It issad.”

#1 wonder ho did not marry, and bave some
ouo to love bim and make a bhome for bim. It
scems hard to think he dicd at an ino, as your
letter 8aid.”

Her wordsstung Miss Austwicke. ¢ We'll not
talk, little True. You're tired, and want refresh-
ment”

The coming of this young lady so'suddenly to
Chaco 1Iall of coursc suspended the purposed
Journey of her aunt, who, it may be, was not

sorry in her secret heart that a postponement of
an investigation so foreign to her usual regular
habits should have occurred.

Al littlo did she know that a time would
come when the guilty secrecy she was maintain.
ing would eat like & gnawing cancer into her
heart, ard banish for ever all peaco At present
these unknown children inherited nothing, as she
argued, but & name—Dbarren to them of woalth—
it might bo of influencoe ; what, afterall, could it
matter?  Why should she goil the fawmily honour
by such & disgraceful avowal? Littlo did she
deem that the family honour would be perilled far
more by concealment. .

(To be continued.)

CANADIAN BOOKS.

—

\ AXNY years have gone by since th Rev,
L Sydney Smith asked the question, ** Who
has ever read an American book?’ The Repub-
lic can now answer the inquiry by pointing to
such names as Washinglon Irving, Cooper,
Longlllow, Bryant, Prescott, and Motley. 1If
somo cynic of the present day were to propound
the query, “ Who has ever read a Canadian
book ?" what respouse should be returned 2 Still
there aro some cxcellent Cavadian works, the
seeds of which will one day be a vigorous na-
tional literature, but whichnow lic biddcnaway,
and like the graing of wheat in the cerecloths
of an Fgyptian mummy, still retdin the vital
principle, and only await the lapso of time, a
moro wellowed soil, aud more of the sunlight, to
grow up into a fair and fruitful intellectual
harvest.

A nation without & native literatare is like o
body without & soul, In tho rudest times, the
people of the British Isles, as well as those of
Western Europe, had a literature of their own,
and only awaited the advent of the printing
press to give it permanency, and secure for it
the recognition of the world. Unatil it assumed
a more artistic shape in after days, it was com-
posed of the kindred clements of poetry and
legend, with here and there a group of historic
facts, softencd down by time, and tinged with
many a hue of the imagination; but still it was
as much a part of the life of these nations as the
air they breatbed; it kept cach of them com-
bined, watchful, sometimes warlike, and jn most
cases progressive. And these results were
achicved by bolding up before the memory the
deeds of the past, and by appealing to one of the
most powerful passions that sway the human
nind—that of emulation.

If then, in tho cra of the troubadour, and the
tournament, most of the European nations
could lay claim to a literature of their own,even
though this literaturo wero oral and not written ;
ifat the present day, tho United States have won
for themselves an bonourable nicho in the
tomple of letters, why is it that the Canadians
have not yet steuggled further than the portal?
The answer is simple, but it i3 humiliating , they
have refused that encouragement to talent at
home, which is one of the essential clements of
Success abroad ; and if a writer may have done
well, they have never stimulated bim to do
better. To acquire fame beyond the Province,
is to reflect credit upon the Province itself, but
fame, even within its boundarics, i3 dealt out
with o sparing hand; not perhaps so much from
lack of tho power to appreciate, as from utter
indifference to anytbing doue in the way of
authorship by thoso of its citizens who launch
their literary barque on the treacherous waves
of local popularity.

One of tho principal causes which militate
against a native Canadian literature, is the vast
swarm of publications which the United States
send across the borders every week ; they are
expected with intense anxiety, and their contents
cagerly devoured by Canadian readers. Such
broadsheets as the New York Ledger cxerciso
~ wost demoralizing cffect on the minds of youth
Jby exciting their passions, unsettling their
imaginations, supplying an ushealthy mental
stimulus, and 1ast but not least, perverting and
corrupting their moral sentiments, Xt would be

absurd to deery native patronage of forcign
literary excellenco; but such pestilent trash as
the Ledger and its kindred should receive not
tho support but the exccration of tho reading
public of all communities. How can the perusal
of such publications ndminister to the intellectual
cravings of tho reading public, and how do they
cffect such a task? How, but by means tho
most pruricnt and most reprekensible. Tho
novel, as it was understood by Goldsmith and
Sic Walter Scott, was as much a medivm of
instruction ag entertainment ; it had an aim, and
that aim was to paint in jts real colours, that
rare aud varying picturo which we call human
nature—to bring out in truthful lights and
shadows thoso virtues and vices of which the
best of us aro composed—in 8 word, to direct
and not to mislead, to purify not to vitiate. Do
publications like the New York Ledger pursne a
similar course? Their wission is to supply
uworkid food to depraved appetites, and what
they serve up is as foul a compound as ever
seethed in tho witches’ cauldron,

To judge, by the number of vicious novels that
now find readers whereverthe English languago
is spoken, one would be led to believo that the
public taste of the days of Waverly and of our
own time are widely diflerent things; but such
i3 tho fact, and tho extravaganzas of Miss Brad-
don find favour whero Ivanhoe and the Bride of
Lammermoor lic dusty end neglected. Time,
however, will set this right, and we are suro,
will also bring to light many a work of merit,
tho production of Canadian talent—bat on the
other hand, posthumous reputation isbut a sorry
recompensc, a poor incentive, to sustained effort;
and when wo think of such a reward, wo aro
coropelled to remember the case of Buras, who,
bad ho received in life tho half of the money
spent after bis death, in commemorating bim,
might have lived to a green old age, and given
to Scotland and the world the productions of a
more matured genius.

That thero is an abundant ficld for & Canadian
national literature there can bo no doubt; that
workers can bo found is also beyond question;
but then arises the query—ill they be rewarded
for ¢ bearing tho burden and hest of the day 77
The experience of the past is agaitsi such a
probability, but thero are strong reasons for
hoping that the tido has begun to turn, It i3in
the power of the people of the Province to hasten
the day when Canadian books will find readers,
not only within but beyond the boundaries of
their country. So far, the intellectual classes
of Canada would seem to have the same sort of
respect for their authors as actuated 1ue Italicn
who preferred to be sent for a long term of years
to tho galleys, rather than read the history of
his own country written by Guicardinni,

Tas Power oy Huvsue.~An inedividaal who
opened a small tavern near the field of Waterloo,
says an Awerican, was frequently questioned as
to whetber Lo did or did not possess some relics
of the battle, and be invariably and honestly an-
swered in tho negative. But he was very poor;
and onc day while lamenting to a neigbbour not
only his poverty, but the annoyance to which
travellers subjected him, his friend cut him
sbort with, #\Vell, mako ono help the other—
make somo relics”—*But what can Ido?”in-
quired tho pcor man.  “Tell them that Napoleon
or Wellington entered your shopduring the bat~
tle and sat down in that chair.” Not long after
an English tourist entered the tavern, and, in-
quiring for relicg, was told tho chair story. The
chuir was bought at an incredible price. The
next comer was informed that Wellington had
taken a drink, and the Wellington tumbler was
sold. Tho third arrival gazed with breathless
wonder at the nail oo which Bonapartehad hung
his hat; the fourth purchased the doorposts be-
tween which he bad entered; and tho fifth be-
camo tho happy possessor of tho flour on which
he bad trodden. Atlast adwices, the fortunaw
tavern keeper hiad not a roof to cover his head,
and was sitting on 8 bag ¢f gold in the corner
of o deep pitformed by selling the carth on.winch
tho houge bad g100d,
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THE BLARNEY
N,

— 4

‘Thero I8 a stono there,
Thut whoover kisses,
Ob! he never missea
To grow cloquent,
'Tis o may clamber
To o Judy’s chamber,
Or becomno a Member
Of Pacliamuent.”
FATuLR 1’BOUT'S RELIQUES.
¢ \! OW mind,” said a friend, as I stood on the

] railway platform at Dublin, and was
about to start for the pleasaut city of Cork,
“mind when you get to Cork you drivo straight
to the Imperial Hotel and secure o bed; you will
be sure to get & good ouc, aud there's anexcellent
table d'héte.”

1 tovk my friend’s advice and my ticket, and
on arriving at the Cork raitway statien, jumped
into an omnibus and was soon set down at the
Imperial Hotel. 1 was not a solilary visitor.

The good reputation of the hostefry had evi-
deutly been imparted to others, and the arrivals
that day were numerous. [ alighted frowm the
‘bus, preceded by a fine port-winey looking
Bcclesiasticm~who seemed Bishop, Dean and
Cliapter rolled into one—and followed by an
unmistakably strong-minded female, who wore
abroad Leghorn bat with green veil, 16 crinoline,
gold spectacles, badly fitting black gloves, and
carried an umbrella and a toy terrier,

My other fellow-passengers were less remark-
aible, but thero wero plenty of them ; aud, as they
all brought u faie share of luggage, the vestibule
of the hotel was soon choked up with a perfect
taricade of Loxes, portmanteaus, carpet-hags,

HOW 1 KISSED
Sro

&c, &e.

Wby it is that some English travellersalways
will encumber themselves with such heaps of
luggage is a problem I need not now stop to
consider. I am content to record it as a fact,
apropos to which I may relate an incident that
oceurred to o fricnd of wine who journeyed this
last summer with his family, and an abundance
of other lug3zage, to & certain watering-place.

# Coachman,” be said, ¢ that box is mine, and
gv is that portmanteau; that large treak, too,
belungs to the same Jot, and so does the kip bath,
and” # Ob, yes, sir,” interrupted th. driver,
«1 see, I see, you scer to bave brought every-
thing with you, but the Litchen-range.” 1 was
reminded of Jehu's sarcasms as I watched the
quaatity that wos shot from the roof of the
ownibus upon the steps of the hotel; but my
reflcctions were soou interrupted by a swmart
squeal, and turning vound, I observed the con-
centrated Ecclesiastic profuse in his apologies to
the strong-minded 1ady, on whose toy ter.jer he
hed inadvertently trodden. But the 8. M. L.
and her pet alike refused to be comforted.  The
unhappy cur shivered and whined in a paroxysm
of fright, whilst its indignant foistress, looking
rot ®daggers,” but a fuwl cbarge of bayonels,
excitedly observed, “ Very clumsy and very un-
fortunate, indecd”—which bricf utterances sbe
appeared to burl vocally at the head of the
reverend aggressor. .

Leaving the Ecclesiastic, * Dusky” and his
mistress to scttle the contretemps between them,
1 walked to the bar, where a modest, pretty-
looking young lady allotted me my bed-room,
and then, it being mid-day, sud plenty of time
to spare, I ssllivd out to take a look at the
# Lions” of Cork and the neighbourhood.

Lionising by yourself is dull work. Solitude,
as a tule, should be avoided; but the worst soli-
tude of all i3 solitude in u crowd. I was forcibly
struck with this as I strolled through the streets
of Cork. So, as the best way “to drive dull
care away,” I hailed the driver of a car, and bade
bim to take mo to any place in thoe neighbour-
hood that was worth sceing.

« Shure, thin, yer honour, ’tis Blarney yud like
to see,” said he.

« And whats the face to Blarney ?” I asked.

« Faith, "tis 2 cheap ride, yer honour; only five
shillings there and back, and maybe ye'll give
the boy & thrifle” (the *boy” being umself & pro-
mising youny dare-dovil, aged ffty).

4 Well, then, Blarney be it,” 8aid 1, as I took
py seat in the car.  * Hep, hep V" shouted my

Jehw, giving thoe reing a friendly jerk., But the
horse refused to budge, so the promising youth
jumped off bis seat, turned the animal round,
sprang on tho car aguin, shouted ** Lep, hep I
onco more; brought tho whip bheavily down on
tho animal’s tlanks, and away we went, for at
least fivo minutes, at the mte of about ten miles
an hour. We then moderated our pace, and I
began to chat with my charioteer, our conversa-
tion being carricd on somewbhat in the following
fushion :

¢ Blarney i3 the place where the celebrated
stoue is, is it not?”

“ Yes, yer honour—Come up, you baste” (the
latter remark being addressed to the horse.)

« And do mapy people kiss the Blaracy stone 7"

& Well they kiss one stone, but faith it's not
the Blarncy stone at alL”

¢ How do you mean ?”

# How do } mean? You baste (this last obser-
vation again to the horse.) Shure, sir, there are
two stones, one inside the tower—but the rale
Blarney stone is on the top, and ye'll have to go
out aud kiss it, but most people kiss thevther, and
come away desaved catirely.”

“’;:hcu won't they let you kissthe stone ou the
top

“ No, I don't think she will, yer honour)

« Who's she 7

« Tho old lady that shows the Castle, shure.”

% Al, well, I shall try it on”

# And good luck to yer honour, thin, for hewe
ye are—there's the Castle, sec; you'll just walk
across that ficld to it, and I'll be waitiug fur ye
when yo come back—and, yer honour (speaking
slowly and with marked distinctness,) perhaps,
—~the—~poor—Dbasic—may — be—wanting—i—
dbrop of—Dbeer—to—drink—meanwhilo.”

# Beer! your horse don't drink beer, I'm sure.”

“\Well, yer honour, shure what he laves It
dbrink mysclf, it sban’t be wasted.”

The appeal thus made was irresistible. T don't
cavy the wan who would have refused torespond
toit,

As I walked across the field leading to Blarncy
Castle, I was accosted by a ragged looking youth
of about eighteen years of age, who suggested
that ¢ His honour would want o guide.” In reply,
bis honour expresscd the opinion that he had no
occasion for a guide; the Castle was but a short
distance off, straight before him, and he could
not well miss it. But ¢ Ilis honour would hike to
see the groves.” His hovour thought he should
ouly have time to kiss tho Blaruey Stoue, ¢ Al,
bis honour would not bo able to do that” s
honour inquired the ¢ reason why.”

“# You have no companion wily ye, sir, and
they won't let gentlemen go up singly.”

% But [ can teke you, can't 1?”

# Shure guides are not allowed up at all.”

By this time I had arrived at the front of the
Custle, and my guide stopped and spoke to a
comely-looking ofld woman, who, sitting on a
stool placed on the lawn, was busily engaged
like the poect Hood's sempstress, ¢ plymg her
peedle and thread.”” She did not, however,
recall any of the painful associations counccted
with the song of the shirt.  ler fingers were
not weery and worm, ler «yelids not ¢ heary
and red,” not was she attired in “ unwomanly
rags” On the contrary, she was a fresh colour-
¢d, trim, sturdy, Tittle dame, dressed with perfect
neatness, and at the sight of whom one was
irresistibly reminded of the fairy tales of child-
noud. As you looked at Jier, clad in a neat
print gown, spotless white iandkerchicf, and neat
little cap, fitting close to her braided silvery hair,
you might have imagined ber ¢ the Little Old
Woman cutshorter,” the « Old Woman who lived
in o Shoe,” ¢ Goody Two Shoes,” or even that
eccentric lady whose scrupulous love of cleanli-
ness led ber to ¢ sweep the cobwebs from the
sky
}\,Vhilst, as I lay upon the grass, these thoughts
wero passing through my mind, my gnido was
busily engaged with the object of them. I could
not, however, well hear what was said, as they
spoke in a low tone, and the conversation appear-
ed to he carried on in Irish, Butfrom the glances
that the old lady occasionally cast askance at
me, I bad every reason to believe that X was the
subject of the palover; 5o, making towards her,

F At Saarde: !

I raised my hat, and expressed the wish to bo
permitted to kiss the Blarney stone.

« Ol no, indeed, sir, it can't be done: we don't
opeu the Castle doors agnin to-day.”

“ Tudeed! why not?”

#9Tig past the time, sir.”

“ But it i3 not so very late,” I urged.
not five o'clock yet.”

¢ [udeed its oo late, sir?

# Gome, madaw,” [ suid, endeavouring to coax
a bit, © don't bo hard-hearted. 1'm surc you
don't look so. Ll've come all the way from
Canada to kiss the Blarney stoae, sud 1 hope you
won't refuse me,”

# But I can't help it, sir; sure it's against the
rules,”

# Oh, never mind the rules, mu'am ; let me kiss
the stone, and when I get back to Montreal, §
shall say I kissed it by the permission of the
nicest little woman in atl Ireland

The old lady looked at me steadily and scru-
timzingly for a second, aund theve was nu intelli-
gent twinkle in her eyes as shie replied, % And
indeed, sir, I don't think youuneed tokissitat all,”

Unabashed, however, by this rejoinder, 1 con-
tinued to plendmy sust, and whilst doing so, two
other tourists appeared upon the seene, who
were auxions 1o Kiss the far-famed stone.  The
old lndy evidently did not like to turn away
these visitors; all of whom would, no doubt,
remember the doorkeeper. But what w3 to be
done ?  She had already refused me admission,,
on the ground that it was after time, and could
not, with a good grace, grant to the fresh arri-
vals the fuvour she biad dened to another.  Her
wotnan's wit soon came to her aid. « Well,
gentlemen,” said she, ©if [ let ye go up, will 5o
take care of this gentlemen, who has no compa-
nion, d'ye see 7"

The new arrivals looked at e, pulfed their
beanls, looked at each other, and thew smattered
sowething about my being ¢ old cuough to take
care of myself” 1 assuted them I was perfectly
able to do so whenever occasion requived, and
begged that they would not trouble themselves
on wy acconnt, as I had no doubt the good lady
would for ounce break throngh her rule, and
allow the guide to attend me.  There was no
respouse to this ¢ last appeal,” but addressing a
few words to the guide, the stately little dame
latd down her work, produced the keys, vadid
the door, and we stood within Blarney Castle.

Here the old lady soon shcwed my the slono
inside the tower, of which I had Leen previously
warned by my Jehu,

&« And thats the Blarpey stone?” said L

“ Yes (without the slightest hesitation), that’s
the Blarney stone, siry—~kiss it, sir.”

I did as I was bud, and observing, “and now,
ma'am 11l go and Kiss the genuine article. 1
followed the other strangers to the top of the
tower, my guide coming after,

« Many writers assert,” says my Guide Book,
that the # freal stone’ is not to be reached unless
the curious traveller will have himscelf lowered o
distance of twenty fect from the top ;” and we are
further informed, that “in order to sip inspira-
tion from the stone it is required that the tourist
be suspended by the heels in the mid-air.”

Speaking from expenience, Ican say that in
tlus, as in other instances, the writersare at fault.
1t i3 not at all necessary that the tourist should
be subjected to any such inconvenience. Two
strong iron bars are let into the wall of the tower.
Between the bars and the Blarney stoue there is a
chasm yon have to stretch before you can kiss tho
stone. To do this, you lay hold of the bars, lie
down flat, ike a sprawling turtle, stretch out your
ueek, and with & httle care the feat is accom-
plished. Of course, were you to slip throngh the
chasm, you would fall a distance of about 120
feet, be balked of kissing the stone, and kiss
mother earth for the Iast time instead. But to
avoid this danger, you arc held tightly by the
heels, and this is tho reason why no one is
allowed to perform the ceremony singly, and
why, as I now uuderstood, the old lady was so
anginus th, t some oue should take care of me.
It took but « very short time to perform the
wonderful feat. Having empticd my pockets of
watch and purse, I laid down flat, whilst the
guide grasped mo tightly round the ankles: thep

“It's
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sliding gently forward, I reached the stone,
pressed oy lips to it, and tho deed was done—
I HAD KISSED THE “BLARNEY STONE.”
“And did yo kiss it, sic?" said tho old lady,
as I et her again at the gatewny, where she
stood, evidently expecting o gratuity. “Did yo
kiss the stone, sir?” “1 did, ma'am,” I replicd,
dropping a douccur into her and, #and I don't
miud telling you there are many things in this
would I'd much rather kiss thun the Blarney
stone.” There was a bevy of beauties close by as
1 spoke, and they audibly tittered as I expressed
this opinion. Tho old lady, too, scemed tichled
with the ides, for sho smiled sowewhat wickedly
-and said, “And thats very true, I dare say, sic

It was “ very true,” and looking back upon the
-event 1 have recorded, I aun still of opinion that
theso-called difficulty in kissing the Blarney stone
is about tle greatest picce of blarney going—in
fact, that, as Sir Churles Coldstream vbserves, in
the well known comedy, “ There’s nothing in
it” And although I should be surry to damyp
tho ardour of any enthusiastic tourist who, be-
licving in Father Prout, thinks that having
kissed the stone he may obtain Parliamentary or
other distinction, truth compels mo to express
the belief that its virtues and difliculties are ualike
exaggerated.,

Upon returning to my car, I found the driver
had fulfilled his promise about not wasting the
beer; but there was not much the matter; he
only ¢ Hep'd, hep'd a little louder to his liorse,
and 1 got back to the “Imperial ? in time to
find that the table d'%ole was, as my friend bad
said, excellent ; and that the other arrangements
of the hotel were well worthy the commendation
ho had bestowed upon them.

RICIHARD WILSON, R.A..

—

TIIIJ story of the life of a man of geniusis always
interesting; but it too often happens that it
is of a mclaucholy character: the subject of it
struggling hard to gain a scanty ving. The
life of Richard Wilsun presents us with o melan-
chiely example,

Heo was the son of a clergyman in Montgomery-
shire, and was born in tho ycar 1713, The
family from which he was descended was of
good standing, his mother being one of the
Wynns of Luswold.

It is said tbat his first rude essays were made
with a burnt stick, upon the walls of his futher's
house; and in common with many others, who
afterwards became emincent artists, in quite early
lifo be evinced many proofs of genius.

It is not known in what manner Wilson gained
the xotice of his relative, Sir George Wyan, but
yndcr h‘xs patronage he sct out for London. Hav-
ing arrived in the great Metropolis, he was
placed 23 a pupil with an artist named Wright.
Lis progress under this master was not marked.
and we soon find himsettled down as a common-
place portrait painter, struggling, like a host of
others, for his daily bread. 1n 1749, he naanaged
to go to laly, where he continued lus practice of
purtrait painting. Itis said that his portraits
were not above the common run. Que critic,
however, asserts that he was not surpassed by
any of his contemporaries in the drawing of a
head—that his stylo was bold and masterly, and
hig colouring like that of Rembrandt; but this
eritic, Nr. Edwards, stands alonc as to this mat-
ter. In [taly be be.d every prospect before him
of gaining riches and fame; but an apparcatly
)t;;ﬁmg incident turned the whole course of his

ife,

Having waited tilt he grew weary, one day,
for the coming of Zucarelli, the Italian artist, ho
amused himself by painting the landseapo upon
which the window of his friend looked. This
being done with considerable skill, attracted the
notice of Zucarelli, who, strongly recommended
Wilson to follow that branch of Paiuting only.
This encomium from bis friend, and a subsequent
one from Vernet, the French artist, when at
Rooue, bad their effect, and he accordingly com
menced landscape painting,

After having remained in Ttaly

six years, bo
roturncd to England, A

and bir¢d abiougein Covent

Garden, e assisted in founding tho Rogat
Academy of Arts, was clected a Royal Academi-
cian, (ono of tho highest honors that can bo con-
ferred on an artst, in England), and on the
death of Francis Hayman, R.A., succeeded to
the post of librarian, The cmotuments result-
ing from his oftice were but small, but his poverty
rendered them acceptable, as the taste for land-
scape painting was by no means general,  Eng-
lish art had rectived a heavy blow and great
discouragement from the Reformation. This
great revolution, so full of blessings and advan-
tages in other respects, was the cause of onc
great evil, the utter repudintion of all ornament
and decoration in places devédted to public
worship. Tho love of the Roman Catholic
Church for gorgeous decoration had been, dur-
ing the middlo ages, the nurse of art, Under
it3 fostering hand the greatest painters and
sculptors the world has ever seen rose into fame,
They drew their inspiration from its doctrines
and festivities, and were rewarded by its munifi-
cence.  The [foly Family, the Adoration of the
Magi, the Flight into Egypt, the Transfigura-
tion, and the Trucifixion, are all subjects upon
which the great masters have lavished all the
resources of their art.

But the very fact that the Roman Catholic
Church delighted in these representations of
great cvents in the history of a faith, on tho
great principles of which all wero agreed, was
suflicicnt to make good Protestants Jook upon
painting itsclf with suspicion and dislike. Under
the Stuarts the arts began to flourish again in
BEngland, but when the Puritans triumphed in
1640 painting was set down as a devico of the
devil, and all love for lnxury, ornament, or
forms of beauty considered as so many evidences
of an unrcgenerate state.  Paintings, whether on
canvas or glass, were destroyed, not only with-
out scruple, but with as hcarty a good will as
if they had been unclean idols, whose presence
polluted the sanctuary. The restoration again
procured protection for the artg, but it could not
wholly revive them. Tho degencrate nobility,
who wrangled about parly cries, intrigued,
gambled, and talked scandal during the reigns
of Aune and the two first Georges, had little
taste for anything that did not gratify their per-
sonnl vanity. Hence, portrait painting, stiff
and lifeless though it was, brought many & man
fame avd fortune for a long scries of years.
About the year 1780, it was the only way in
which an artist could make a livelibood Rey-
nolds brought it to perfection, but to V/ilson's
lot it fell to create and foster a taste for the
faithful delincations of the great scenes of
nature—tho shifting panorama of the clouds, the
gorgeous hues of the sky at the rising snd set-
ting of the sun, the thousand tints thet clothe
the ficlds, and vary in their beauty with every
change of tho scasons, the rugged grandeur of
the mountain, and the solemn peaco of the
valley.

But tho love for that particular branch in
which Wilson shone so brightly, spread very
slowly—so slowly, thatafter ie had sold afew of
bis pictures to themost distinguished connoisseurs,
he could find no market for his works. While
his beautiful paintings remained unsold and were
totally unappreciated, tho ixferior productions of
his contemporaries, Barrett and Smith, wero
quickly purchascd. Tbis, however, mey in somo
degree bo owing to the fact, that he had to con-
tend agaiost the jealousy and intrigue of some of
the most distinguished artists of the day, among
whom was Sir J Reynolds, whv, on no occasion,
lost an opportunity of indulging in a sneer at his
works. The whole world scemed leagned against
him, A kind friecnd who had purchased many of
his productions, when asked to buy another, took
tho poor artist up to his garret, and pointing to
a lot of Jandscapes, said, ¢ Look, Dick, there are
all the pictures you have been selling mo these
threo years.”

Disappointed and cast down, he became ex-
ceedingly coarse and repulsive in his manners;
he could now no longer strut about in the usual
gay atiire in which ho used tovisit the Academy
in St..Martin's Lane. [t i3 even said, that he

pointed two of his best pictures for tho remains
of o stilton cheeso and o mug of porkr,

4
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His favorite drinks wero porter and ale.  Zof-
fani, in his picture of tho Royal Aeademicians,
painted Wilson with his favorito pot beside him,
‘Tho latter mado suro of a stout atick, and swore
ho would give tho caricaturist a sound beating ;
but Zoffani prudently paiuted ont the offensivo
part.

As he grew older hie became still more depruss-
ed in circumstances, his fine house being ex-
changed for a miserable hovel in Tottenhom-
court-yard, * where an casel anvd a brush—a
chair and a table——a hard bed, with o few clothes
—a scanty mecal, and the favourite pot of porter,
were all that ho could call his own.”

Ho would doubtless, have come to a pauper's
death, had it not been that a small estate was
left him by his deceased brother. This piece of
good fortune relieved London from witnessing
the melancholy close of bis life, o took an af-
fectionate favewell of Sir William Beechy, who
wag always a particular friend, and set out for
his native place. He acrived in safety in Den-
bighshire, where he took up his abode with o
relative. One day he was missed from home, his
fuvorite dog which bad accompanicd him re-
turned alone showing every sign of uncasioess.
Secing the movements of the dog, his fricnd order-
ed a search to bemade. They found Wilson sunk
upon the ground in a very cxbausted state. Ile
was taken home, and after lingering forsome time,
he end:d his life of turmoil, trouble and disap-
pointinent, in tho mwerry mouth of May, 1782, in
the 69th ycar of his age.

The following are the names of a few of Wil-
son’s best pictures: Pheeton; View of Rome;
The Death of Niobe; Morning; Celadon and
Anclin; Temple of Bacchus; Bridge of Riwini
The Tiber, near Rome; View on the River Po;
Apollo and the Scasons ; Mcleager and Atalanta ;
Tomb of Horatit and Curatit. The last named
picturc was sold a short time since for 300 guin-
cas. We will close our notice of Wilson, with
what bias been said of him by a few celebrated
wen.

Allan Cunningham says: To paint the varied
aspect of inanimate nature, to clothe the pastoral
hills with flocks, to give wild fowl to the lekes,
ring-doves to the woods, blossoms to the trees,
verdure to the eartd, and sunshine to the sky, is
to paint landscape, it is true; but it is to paint it
like a district surveyor, iostead of grouping its
picturesquo beauties, aud inspiring them with
what tho skiiful in art call the sentiment of the
scene.  Wilson had a poets fecling and a poet'
eye,~selected his scenes with judgment, and
spread them out in beauty, and in all the fresh
luxury of nature, Ho did for landscape what
Reynolds did for faces—yrith equal genius, but
far different fortune. A fine scene, reandered stiil
moro lovely by the pencil of the arust, did not
reward its flatterer with any of itg productions,
either of corn, or oil, or cattle; as Kneller t:ound
dead men indifferent paymasters,—so inanimate
nature proved but a cold patroness to Wilson.”

John Opio says: # Of Wilson, who, though
second to no nawe of any school or country in
classical or heroic landscape, succeeded with diffi-
culty, by pawning somo of his works, at the age
of sixty-nine, in procuring ten guincas, to carry
him to dicin unhonored and unnoticed obscurity
in Wales.” .

And Fuselisays: « Wilson's taste wasso exqui-
site, and bis eye so chaste, that whatever camo
from his cascl bore the stamp of elegance and
truth. The subjects he choose wero such as did
credit to his judgment; they were tho selections
of taste | snd whetber tho simple, the elegant, or
the sublime, they wero treated with an equal feli-
city. Indeed, be possessed that versatility of
power, as to Le onc minuto as an eagle sweeping
the heavens, and the next a wren twittering a
simple noto on the humble thor ”? ARTIST.

Montreal, December, 1863,

Ir it be peritons to disappoint friends in their
just demands, it is ten times moro dangerous to
encourage cnemies by endeavouring to conciliate
them by any sacrifioo of principle.

Tur small things of life are often of more im.
portanco than ths great; the slow than the
quick ; tug stifl thau the nelsy.
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THERE'S ROOM ENOUGH.'

A Caxapiay Cuoristyas TaLe.

T had snowed incessantly for three days. The
fall had at last cgased, but bad, as is so
cominonly the ease in Canada,been succeeded by
a stormy wind, as bitterly cold as it was violent,
Tho dnft had completely covered cverything,
and the lua of fence around IHarry Whittaker's
farm could only be distinguished by its slight
clevation abovo the common level of the clear-
ance. ILvery vestige of s path had been obliter-
ated and the snow was piled high agaiust the
gides of his house. The stars, however, were
now shining brightly, but the wind bowled
fearfully as it drove the clouds, which the storm
left Lehind, past tho moon,

It was Christmas Eve, and Harry sat alone
beforo the log fire, which was blazing upon the
hearth. Ho had but lately returned from o
weary drive through the drifted snow to the resi-
dence of his nearest neighnour, Mrs, Armstrong.,
The journey had been attended with much difli-
culty, but the nced was urgent, and braving the
biting blast and the dangers of the nlmost impass-
able road, bo had safely reached bis destination,
and returned accowpanied by his neighbour.
Mrs. Armstrong had at once assumed complete
control of his establishment, and just as the cap-
tain of a ship cutering a foreign port obeys the
pilot whose foot has barely touched the deck, so
was Hurry compelled to yield implicit obedience
to this good wowau.

But what was the occasion which rendered it
compulsory upon Harry to yield for the time his
authority, and consent to assume a seconda.
position in his own bouse? Come nearer, gentle
reader, and I will whisper it ju your ears. Harry
and his pretty wife, Mary, had been married
somewhat more than a yeur; they bad left the
old country and their old fricnds ; they had set-
tled in the back wouds, and now—a little stranger
from baby-lund was hourly expected.

Harry bad been banished to the outer roowm of
the hut (it buasted two apartments) and Mrs.
Armstropg had aroused his fudignation by tell.
ing bim thatthe best ting be could do would
be to “go tosleep,” a3 if in his deep anxioty,
sleep were possible. He had, however, resigned
himself to fate, and scttling himself in dogged
obedicnce on his scat, watched the crackling logs
and playful tongues of flame leapupwards to the
chimuney. At length, in spite of bis anxiety, he
gradually fell into pleasant meditations on his
cacly life, and on those happy duys when he iest
wooed and won bis Mary.

s thought upon their carly childhood, when
Mary’s merry face, as innocent as gay, greeted
him at their sports; of their walks to school,
and of the afteruoons spent in nutting ; when, as
in duty bound, being tho cldest and the biggest,
he would climb and press down the branches of
the hazels for Mary to gather the ripe clusters
Ho thought of a period less remote, when Mary
was bis companion aeross the pleasant ficlds to
the humble village church, where they worship-
ped and sapg from the same prayer and hymn
book. Hec thought of the young lord of the
manor, and his undisguised admiration of
Mary's pretty face—those youug squires are so
audacious and so wicked !—and of his determin.
ation to removo her from his impertinence and
from all similar temptations to which her un-
usual beauty and frec and cheerful manners ex-
posed her. Then Lo thought how tho death of
an aged uncle, who had bequeatbed him a few
hundred pounds, enabled him to fulfit his deter-
mination, to win bis gentle Mary, and to over-
come the rcluctance of Ler parents to their
scheme of emigration, and finally, how he bad
become a sort of lord of the manor himself—a
proprietor of the free soil of Canada.

His thoughts, then, by a specics of reaction,
dwelt upon thos toils he bad eadured since Lis
arrival in the country; the tedious journeys he
had made in scarch of a suitabla place for scttle-
ment; the solitude of tbe backwoods, and tho
almost entiro absence of congeninl associates;
the tedjous nature of the work of clearing land;
—=the felling of- tho trees—tho severing and

L

hieaping togethier of the branches and the brush-
wood —the piling and burning of the logs, all
whii had to be cflected before the humblest
crop could be planted, and another lengtheued
interval bad to clapse before the crop coukld bo
harvested acd made use of. larry had per-
formed this labour at tho timo cheerfully and
gaily; but his mind had, unawnares, fallen intoa
moody and discontented state, which led him at
this moment to look upon tho gloomy side of
everything; the real cause beiug the reflection
hat he had brought his Mary into the lonely
wilderness, away trom all ber friends and relu-
tives, and that now, ‘in this, her time of
trouble,” she had nonc to aid her but a compa-
rative stranger.

While these and similar reflections occupied
his wind, the comfortable warmth of the fire and
that tendency to slumber, which its scductive
heat is so certain to induce in those who, like
Harry, are fresh from the cold outer air, neatly
betrayed himi more than once into & doze; but
lic angrily roused himself from an influence, to
have yielded to which, ho would, under the cir-
cunstunces, have considered a disgrace.

His reveries wero interrupted by & murmuring
sonnd, as if of whispering voices, and looking up,
he beheld with exceeding astonishment, seatud
on the large logs, which he bad rolled to the
hearth in readiness for the fire, a group of about
» dozen baby buys and girls, m size mere minims,
but sturdy or graceful inappearance. When they
saw that they had attracted his atteatios, they
rose up, bowed, and shouted in concert,

¢ Father! fatuer! father!”

% You are pretty creatures,” said Harry to
them, “and if you camo once by o1ae, I should bo
delighted to own you; but httlo ones, this if a
hard country to gain a living in, and this is my
ficst year in . 1 am hale and hearty, and [
love my wholesome labour, but as yet [ have
cleared only a few acres of land, and my barn
and corn-bwss have but httlo in them. If 1 were
to call yot mune, 1 should tike to keep you sleek
and warm, but by what possible exertion can wy
pour Mary and [ provide food and clothing for so
many of you ?”

The sturdiest buy stepped forward, He was
infantile iu form and features, but his fuce bore
on it the stamp of thought, which gave it a
strange weird look, as if ho were quite aware
that he was bora into & world where ho would
have to cucounter toil, and faco reponsibility ;
and lus lutle budy was clothed with flesh so
muscular, as to promise to carry bim success-
fully through any troubles which it might be his
Jot to encounter.  He carried & woodimans axe,
which he waved over his head, a3 ju low, sweet
tones, he sung cheerily—

“ I wield my good well-temper'd axe,
1l tetl tho forest tree;
There's soun envughin Canada
For do.cns hihe to ue.”

A trim and tdy little maden, with o broom in

her baud, folluwed hinn, aud carolled saucily—
« Pl sweep tho room, he diuner cook,
111 do up atl the chores;
‘There’s roum envugh in Cavada
For tho hhe of mo 12 scores.”

A ruddy-faced urchin hurried forward after
lier, clad in o smock-frock aud holding a plough,
who sapyg in a sowewbat londer tone—

« I'Nl drivn tho oxen to tho figld,
I'HI tiranly hold the plough;
1 wiall bolony betore old Canada
Gets of such a3 mo cuow.”

Then cawme as comely a little lass as ever
tripped an fury ring; she had o mnlk-pail on her
arw, aud a cburn stood uear her, as she gaily
sang—

«* I'l] churn tho cream, the butter make,
I'11 tend tho paticut kve;
‘Thero's room coougl.  Canada
For hundreds such as 1.

A bare-stmed brawny urchin, from whosy
brow the perspiration freely flowed, as ho leaned
upon an anvil, chaunted the nest ditty at the top
of hiis shrill and somewhat cracked voice—

« I'It ghioo tho horee, the fron weld,
And swing the hnmmer froe;

There's room enough in Canada
For hundreds liko to mo.”

[To was succeeded by a laughing spinster, witk
a distaff and o bundle of wool, “whose song was—

“ 1'N spin the wool, I'l weavo tho cloth,
Right merry will § be;
‘Lhero’s room enough in Canada
For thousands lthe to me.”

A fellow, with a paper-cap upon his icad, with
a saw and plane, was next, and this was the
burden of his song-—

“ Il drive the nails, aud planc tboe beand,
And aaw the tough pine tree;
Thero’s room enough in Canada
For myrivds liko to we.”

Then came the lust of the little maidens, with
those truly indispensable female implements, the
ucedle, the scizzors and the thread, and like the
rest, she came singing—

“ ' stitch tho shirt, tho coat 1’11 wake,
1"l chatter checrily s
‘Thero's rootn enotgh in Cavada
For myriads liko to me.”

They all now lifted up their voices together,
and sang in full chocus—

“Wo'lt milk, wellsow, we'll reap, we'll niow,
Wao'll tell the torest trees
‘Thera room envugh in Canada
For mitlions such as we.” .

As they thas chirruped mirthfully, they struck
up a sportive danee to the music of their voices,
and leaped, and capered, reeled, whirled aud
twisted in the most fantastic fashion, while
Harry, in mingled wonderment and delight,
threw himself back in his cliair, Linghing meruly.
As soon, however, as he could sober himself sat-
ficiently for intelligible speech, he thought an ex-
planation of what all this meant was st Quesi-
rable, and thus addressed the singing, laugling,
dancing urchins:

 You are a funny crew of boys and girls, my
fairy cnildren, and I feel gquite suro that when
you have grown a little bigger, your services
will be of priceless value, but, mennwhile, 1t
will be hard work to house you warmly, to feed
and clothe you comfortably  Still, by HeavenI?
e excluimed “aloud, a3 he sprung upon his feet,
and stretched bis powerful arms and thighs, “ by
1lcaven! if these four bones can do it, it shall bo
done.”

Wonder upon wonder! While Harry gazed
upon tho urchins in astonishwent, they Beem
half to vanish in amist, and then one by one creep
closer to the hearth, hover for a mumentover the
Llaze, and then sweep swifily up the chimney,
ceach as he disappeared dofling his cap to Harry.
As Harry rubbed kis eyes again and again, as if
to rub out the glemour that Bewitched them,
he heard a shrill though feeble cry behind bim,
and turmng round saw Mrs. Armstrong, with a
baby in ber aws; she smilingly addressed him,
% Why, Harry, have you been asleep? Cong, sir,
and kiss your wife, and Ler pretty Cliristioas gift
—A Ngw-poux Davcures.

C. IS

Vewvocity oF Ergcrriciry.—Of the velocity of
the spark discharge some notion may be formed
from the brief duration of its light, which cannot
illuminnte any moving object in two successive
positions, however rapid iis motion. 1f o wheel
Le thrown into rapid rotation on its asis, nono of
its spokes will be visible in daylight, Lutif the
revolving wheel be illuminated in a darkened
roow by the discharge of a Leyden jur cvery
partof it will be rendered as distivctly visible as
thoughit were at rest.  In a siwilar wmunner, the
trees, cven when agitated by the wind in a vio-
lent storm, if illuminated @t night by a flash of
lightning, appear to be absolutely motiouless, By
& very ingenious application of this principle,
Wheatstoue has shown that the duration of the
spark is less than the ouc-millionth part of a
second. The apparatus is the same in principle
as the revolving wheel. By a modifieation of
the apparatus, Wheatstone was also enubled to
measare the velocity with which the discharge
of & Leyden jar was trausmitted through an ine
su'ated copper wire, It was at the rato of 288 -
050 miles in a second.
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IN MY -HEART.

———

H ' '\)
By J. R, CLERRK. )

{n my heart aro many chambers through which 1
wander free;

Some aro furbished, somo aro empty, somo are some-
bre, somo are light;

Somo are open to all comers, and of some X keep the
koy,

Aud X entor fn tho stlilness of tho night.

But thero’s ono I never entor; it is closed to oven me:

Only once its door was opened, and it shut for over-
more;

And though sounds of many volces gather round it,
ko tho sca,~

It issileut, over silent, as thcsbore.

In that chambor, long ago, my love’s casket was con-
cealed,

And th) jowcl that it sheltered I kne 7 only one could
win;

And my soul forcboded sorrow, should that Jetwel bo
rovealed,

Aund { almost hoped that none might enter in,

Yet day and night I lingered by that fatal chamber-
door,

Till—~sho camo at last, my darling one, of all tho carth
my own;

And sho entered—and sho vanished with my jewel,
which she wore;—

And the door was clos¢d--and I was left clone.

Sho gave mo back no ‘awcl, but the spirit of her eyes

Shone with tenderpess a moment, as sho closed that
chamler-door.

And tbo memory of that mornsent s all I have to
prize;

But that, at least, is mine for evormore.

Wassho cousclous, when she took it, that the jewel
wasmy lovo ?

Did stio think it but a bauble, sho might wear or toss
aside?

I know not, I accuso not, but X hopo that it may
prove

A blessing, though she spurn it in her pride.

HALF A MILLION OF MONEY

WRITTEN BY THE ATTHOR OF ‘' BARBARASHISTORY,"”
¥OIR * ALL £ TEALR KOUND,’” EDITED BY
CHARLES DIULENS.

Continued from page 2563.
CHAPTSR'LXXI. THEGRBAT COMMERCIAL AUTHORITY,

The young mep had no diffienlty in finding the
mansion of Mr. Melchisedek. It was a large,
white, Oriental looking-house, with innumerable
lattices, a fountain playing in tho court-yard, and
a crowd of Nubian and Egyptian servantsin rich
Eastern dresses lounging about the gates.

When Saxon inquired for the master of the
house, a grave Armenian in a Joug dark robe and
lofty cap stepped forward and conducted the
visitors across the court-yard, through a long
corridor, and into & small room furnished liko a
European counting-house. Here they wero re-
ceived by o gentlemanly person seated before a
large desk covered with papers.

“Mr. Melchisedek, I presumo?” said Saxon.

The gentleman at the desk smiled, and shook
his head.

“f am Mr. Mclchisedek's secretary,” he replied.
4 At your service,”

« I particularly wish to seco Mr. Melchisedek
birgself,” said Saxon, ¢if he will oblige me with
five minutes’ conversation.”

The Secretary smiled again; much as a vizler
might smila at the request of a stranger who
asked to see tho sultan.

“If you will do me the favour to state the
nature of your business,” said he, I will acquaint
Mr. Melchisedek with tho particulars. Ho may
then, perhaps, gravt you an interview,”

So Saxon explaiued «ll about the inquiries
which ho was auxious to make, and the sccre-
tary, taking their cards with hii, left the young
men for & fow minutes to themselves.

4 Tho Commercial Authority secms to bo a
mighty wan in the laud,” suid Lord Castle.
towers,

“Tho Commercial Authority has a princely
garden,” replied Saxon looking out of the window
upon o mazo of gorgeous flower-beds, clumps of
sycamores and palws, aud alleys of shadowy cy-
press-trees. .

4 Princely, indeed I” gaid the Larl ; and quoted
a line or two of Teunyson t—

“ A realm of pleasaunce, many a mound,
Aud many a shadow-chipquer'd lawn
Fnll of tho city's sllll{ sound,

And deep myerh-thickets bowing round.

‘Tho stately cudar, tamagisky,

‘Thick rosaries of sccuted thorn,

Tall orient ehirubs, and obelisks
Graven with emblerns of the time,
In honour ot tho goldeu prime
Of good Haroun Alraschia?

by the way, Trefalden, what if the Commercial
Autbiority keeps the Persian girl ¢ with argentlid-
ded eyes’ hidden up behind yonder lattices ??

At thisg moment the door goftly re-opened, and,
instead of the sceretary, the Armenian appeared,

e bowed almost to tho ground, and requested
the offendis to follow him.

Up a broad flight of marble steps they went,
and through a long suite of rooms magoificently
furgished in & semi-Oriental style, with divans
and bangings, carpets in whivh tho foot sank
noiselessly, statutes, wassive bronzes, ornamental
clocks, and large paintings in heavy Italian
frames. Having led them through five of theso
statety reception-ruoms, the Armenian paused at
tho entrance to tho sixth, held the velvet curtain
aside, and stood back to let them pass.

A spacious room, still more Oriental, and, if
possible, still more costly in its decorations,
opened beforo them.  The windows admitted the
last crimson light of the setting sun, Tho air
was heavy with a mixed perfuwe of orange blos-
sowms and roses, and tho sceuted fumes of Turkish
tobacco.

As the young wmen entered, n gaunt figurd
clothed all in whitorose from a sofaat the upper
end of the room, aud stood to receive them.

This was Mr. Melchiscdek.

The great Commercial Authority was, beyond
doubt, a very extraordinary-look g individual,
Ho was a Jew pur et simple. It neaded no oth-
nologist to sce that. A Jew of marked Arabian
type, with deep-set fiery cyes, a complexion
almost tho colour of a Roxburgh binding, a high
narrow, iptellectual forchead, and o “sable-
silvered” beard and moustache. He woro &
crimson fez, and & suit of fine white linen, that
shone all over like tho richest satin. The buttous
of his coat and waistcoat were also of linen; but
in his shirt ho wore three superb brilliants, and
the long, slender browan hand which held his chi-
bouque was all ablazo with jewels.

Handing this chibouque to one of four gor-
geously attired Nubiun slaves that stood behind
his sofa, Mr. Meclchisedek inclined bhis head,
pointed to a couple of divans, and said, in the
tone of a govereign giving audience:

 Gentlemen, you are welcome.”

Pipes and coffee were then brought round jn
the Eastern fashion, and for somo minutes the
trio smoked and sipped in silence. .

Mr. Melclusedek was the first to speak.

« May I inquire,” he said, #which gentleman
1 am to address as Mr, Trefalden?”

« Myself, if you please,” replied Saxon bluntly.

The Commercial Authority removed his pipe
from his lips, and looked at him with some ap-
pearance of interest, .

#] know your nam¢ well, Mr. Trefalden,” he
said. “ You came lately into the possession of
a fortune founded one bundred years ago.”

«1 did,” replicd Saxon, laughingly, ¢ But I
did not expect to find that fuct known in
Egypt.”

All remarkable financial facts aro known
among financial men,” replied Mr. Melchisedek ;
“gand the fame of tho Trefulden legacy has been
considerable.

Hercupon he resumed his pipe, and a second
round of coffco made its appearance.

Saxon and Oastletowers exchanged glances.
Tho semi-Oriental gravity of the man, the pecu~

liaritics of his appearance, tho pacha-liko splen-

dour of his palace, and the train of slaves about
the place, amazed and amused them,

In obedienco toasign from the Earl, Saxon left
Mr. Melchisedek to cot.duct the conversation ac-
cording to his own pleasurv,

Prescotly tho Nabians removed the coffec cups
and brought round a silver bowl of ruscwater,
and three embroidered napkins, The guests
dipped their fingers in tho one and dried
them in tho other. The slaves® then ¢losen the
lattices, lit the lampg, and withdrew,

They were no sooner gone than Mr, Mclchise-
dek turned to Sayun, aud said:

“If T uuderstand my sceretary aright, Mr.
Trefalden, you have been informed that a second
Anglo-ladian Company, calling itself tho New
Overlany Route Company, has lately been incor-
porated ; and you wish to know whether that in-
formation be correct ??

“ Not precisely,” replied Saxon, ¢ for I have
reason to kuow that such a cowpany has actu-
ally been formed ; but—-—"

€ Muy L inquire what the reason 1377 said Mr,
Melcinsedek.

1 have taken shares in it.”

“Will you permit me to sco your deben-
tures 7"

# 1 have none—that is to say, they are doubt-
less in the care of my lawyer. He takes charge
of all my papers, and transacts all my busi-
ness.”

Mr. Melchisedek looked at Saxon with some-
thing like o grim smile liovering about the corpers
of his mouth, and said iu bis oracular tone:

“ Sir, there is no such company.”

“# But——"

#There i3 no such company. All joint stock
companies must be publicly registered as the
act directs. They do notexist a3 companics
til that registrtion has taken place, and, being
registered, they become capablo of legally earry-
ing on the business for which they are formed, ac-
cording to the provisions of their deeds of settle-
ment. No such company as tis New Overland
Route Company has been registered in England
or clsewhere~conscquently no such company
exists,” -

Saxon changed colour and was silent.

Mr. Melchisedek touched a silver bell, and the
Armenian chamberlain presented bimself upon
the threshold.

My volume of maps,” said the master laconi-
cally.

The Armenian vanished ; but.presently reap-
peared with a huge foliv, which Mr, Melchisedek
opened at the Eastern Uemisphere.

 Bo s0 good, Mr. Trefalden,” said he, “as to
show me this supposititious route.”

Saxon drew his finger along the map from Mar-
seilles, through tho straits of Messina, to Sidon
on the coast of Syria; from Sidon to Palmyra;
from Palmyra along the valley of the Euphrates,
down the Persian Gulf, and over to Bombay.
Ho cxplained the scheme as Le proceeded, Tt
scemed so brilliant, so casy, so perfect, that be-
foro he came to the end of his commentary his
touo of voico had beummne quite triur-pbant, and
all his doubts had vanished.

But thoe great Commercial Authority only
smiled again more grimly than before,

« You have been grossly imposed upou, Mr.
Trefalden,” he said. ¢ No offices ag you describo
have been erccted hero or elsewhere. No sur-
veyors have been sent out. No deputafions have
been dispatched. The whole transactiou is less
than a bubble—a mere figment of the imagina~
tion.”

¢ But may it notbe possible tha?, without your
koowledge—"

« No Ornental undertaking can bo set on foot
without my knowledge,” replied Mr. Melchisedek,
stifly. 1 cmploy agents throughout the East,
whose business it is to keep moinformedon thest
subjects.”

« Good Heavens!” murmured Saxon. “Ido
not know how to believe itl”

¢ Besides,” added the Commercinl Authority,
t the thing is impracticable.”

S Why sol”

# In tiie first place, the obstacles to the Euph-
rates routs by land are innumcrable—perhaps
altogetber iusurmountable. Inthesccond place,
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Sidop, which i3 to this schemo what Alexandria
is to the genuina route, is ono of the most danger-
ous points of the Syrian coast.”

g that possible?” exclaimed Saxon. #I
have vead of tho.harbour of Sidon in Homer—in
tho Bibie—in ancicnt and medieval history.
Surely it is the seaport of Damascus 7

]t was,)” replicd Mr. Melclusedele; # Butit
has not been a seaport for moro thau two hun-
dred years. Wken the Emir Fakreddin defended
his territory aguiust the eucroachments cf Amu-
rath the Fourth, he filled the hrarbour in order to
prevent tha Turkish fleet from approaching the
town, Since that time uo vessel of size lms
dared to attempt an entrance.”

Saxon stood bewildered with his cyes fixed
upon the map.

4] fear you have been defranded to a consider-
able extent,” said Mr, Melehisedek, politely.

¢ To be defrauded is, I suppose, tho Jot of the
jgnorant,” replied Sagon; but it i3 not so much
for tbe mouney that [ care. It is for the—
the———"

“Precisely,” said Mr. Melchisedelk.
swindle.?

Saxon shrank from the word as it stnog bim.

“I am very much obliged to you,” be said
hastily.

s Pray do not name it, Mr. Trefalden.
bappy to have been useful to you”

And with this Mr. Melchisedek again touched
the silver hand-bell, saluted higvisitors in stately
fashion, and remained standing tili the Armenion
had ushered them from bis presence.

Back they went again, through the five magni-
ficent rooms, down the marble stairease, now all
ablaze with lamps of quaintand beautiful desigas,
aud out across the spacious court-yard.

1t was now dusk. A delicious breeze was
blowing off the sea; the Frankish quarter was
full of promenaders; aod o band was playing in
the great square, before the French Consulate,

But Saxon strode on towards the lotel de
I'Eurype, observing nothing; and, Castletowers
followed hiw sileatly. Not till they were agein
alone in their own sitting-room did he venture
to break upon his fricnd's meditations,

# 1 am afraid this is a bad business, Trefalden,”
ke said.

“A terrible business!” replied Sazon, leading
moodily out of the window.

The Earl laid his band on the young fellow’s
shoulder.

“1s your loss very heary ?? he asked, gently.

4 Nearly half my fortunc.”

# Good Heavens, Trefalden t”

Saxon swiled Watterly.

#Yes," hie replied; “it is a 1055 not to bo
counted by thousauds or tens of thousands, or
bundreds of thousands—but millions. 1 bave
been robbed of two milfions.”

¢ But pot irrccoverably robbed |
law to appeal tol”?

“Thoe law can do pothing for me” replied

on.

“The law can do cverything, if onc has
prompt n.coarse to it. Supposing that these
swindlers nave fled, you can set a huodred detec-
tives o, their hicels; you can hunt them down
like vennin—you can—?

“I tell you, GasUetowers, I can do nothing,”
interrapted Saxon, impatiently.

« Why not 7"

Saxon was silent,

% 1Who 1aid the scheme before you?  Who sold
Fou the forged shares 7

Still Saxon madc no repiy.

A foreboding of the truth flashed suddenly
across Lord Castlctowers' mind.

* Gracious powers1” lic faltered. #Surely—it
is not possible—can it be that Mr. Trefalden—

‘Don’t ask mel” said Saxon passionately;
“don't ask mel”?

TLen breaking down all at once, he ex-
claimed :

“*But oh, it's not the money, Castletowers! ivs
not tLo money that I gricve about!”

1 anderstand that,” replicd the Earl, scarcely
less npsitated than himsclf, *\Who would hase
conceived that Mr. Trefalden conld bo so base ™

“ My own kinsman—my friond whom ¥ lorved
and trusted 1?

“The

Iam

You havethe

E “ ,'Ilm {ricnd whom we all trusted,” said the
arl.

Saxon looked at him with an alarmed, almost,
an imploring, exuressdon—opented his lips us if
to gpeak—checked himself, and turned away
with & heavy sigh.

Ho had now no doubt that his consin had
wronged Lord Castletowers of that twenty-five
thousand pounds; but ho could nut bring hinself
to say what ko suspected. Besides, there was
still & hope——

At all events, he would wait—iwait and think.

CUAPTER LXXIL, WHAT 70O DO NEXT.

There are some emergencies in which nen
must and can ouly turn to their own thoughts
for guidance—cmergencies in which the least
experrenced are beder able to hielp themselves
than others are to help them; in which the
wisest counsel from without is of less value than
that counsel which comes from within. Such
was Saxon's position when he made the cruel
discovery of his cousin's basemess. le was
stunned —crugshed—Dbewildered. Heneitherknew
how to act, nor what to think, A change and
a shadow seemed all at once to bave come over
the face of the heavens. That simple fuith in
his fellow-man which had made wealth so plea-
sant, life so sweet, the present so sunny, and the
future so fair, was shakcea suddenly toits founda-
tions. e felt Yiko <ne who 13 vvertaken by an
earthquake. Where his home stood but a
moment before, there is now a heap of fallen
wmasoncy. Where his garden lay, all bright with
trees and flowess, there is now but a yawning
chasm. e dreads to move, to stand still, to go
backward or forward, lest the ground should
open and swallow him. There is notling before
him, vothiog behind him, but ruin.

As lio Imd told Castletowers in tbe first out-
break of his trouble, it was not, indeed, ¢ the
woney” that he lamented.  1iewounld have given
more than he had lost to believe again in William
Trefalden, and know him for % & good wan and
true” It was not the money. e scarcely
thought of it. e was rich without it. Perhaps
—for he wes beginning to loatho the wealth
which bad wrouglit all this evil—he should have
been richer still if e had never possessed it.
No—it was that he had, in his simple, manly,
bearty way, truly loved bis cousin—loved bhim,
looked up to him, trusted him implicitly. It
was that ho had been, all along, the mere
blind vicum of a gigantic fraud, deliberately
planned, mercilessly carried fonward, cal-
lously consummnated. This was the blow, This
was tho wrong. This was # tho pity of it!”

He bad to bear it, to fight through it, to think
it out for himsclf. o had, above all, to consider
what ho should do next. That was the grest
problem—what to do next.

For bie was determined uot to have recourse
to the law. e had made up his mind to that
from the first. The moncy might go—was gone,
probably. At all events, he would never foul
tho Trefalden nawe in a public court, or drag
the wap whom ho had called by the sacred
namo of ¢ fricnd” before a public tribunal, At
tho samo time, however, might it not yet be pos-
siblo to rccaver some porlion of the money?
Williom Trefalden believed bim to be in Norway,
and, doabiless calculated on the turce months
which Saxon had laid out for bis northiern trip.
TWas it not,at all events, possible that the lawyer
bad not yet taken flight 7

Tho more Saxon thought about it, the more
he became convinced that his wisest courso would
be to hiasten back toLondon, confront his cousin,
and wrest from bim whatever might yet be
recoverable of the stolen millions. There were
great improbabilitics in the way; but even in
Wo faco of these improbabilitics, the cffort was
worth making.

And then there wag the Castletowers mortgago
——bat Saxon had already considered how that
difficulty might bo met. -

Poor young fellow! e lay awake all night
turning these things over in his miud; and in
tho rworning, a8 soon as Alexandria was awake
aud stirring, ho went dowa witkout even knock-
ing at Lord Castlctowery' door as he passed by,
and out into the streets,

When hio came back to breakfust, his fuce wore
a bright look of decision and purpose.

1 havo been down to the Ianding-place,
Castletowers,” hie said, # looking after tho Albuln,
and waking sowo juquiries of the peoplo abont
the quays. I think I ought to give up this
Mediterranean tonr, and go back to England.”

“ [ awmsure of it," replicd the Barl. ¢ 1 was
about to suggest it to you myself, if you had not
proposed it.”

© And ‘if "twere welltwere done, " said Saxon,
“etwere well "twere done quickly.!”

“ You will go by steamer, of course?”

# 1 would if I conld; but the French mail lefe
yesterday, and the Overland packet will not be
due till next week; so the best and only thing
to be done is to stick to the yacht for the pre-
sent, The wind i3 direct in our fuvour; the
Albula will skim along like a gull ; and by push-
ing forward at on ¢ {o Malty, we may cateh one
of the Nalian boats, At all events, we shall not
be standing still: aud even to be moving is
something, when one is go intolerably restless”

“§ am ready to start with you this very
moment,” said the Earl,

“ Phaak you,” replied Saxon, with a sigh.
“ You must come back liere, you know, when
you have got rid of me, and go on 15 Cuiro sud
the Pyramids, as we lad intended before this
happened.!?

« Without you 7"

“ Why not? I shall, of course, leave the
sacht ju your charge.”

The Earl shook his head.

« No. no, Trefulden,” hie said. “ The yacht can
be ser. ‘home in the care of the master; but you
and [ must ccrtainly not part cowpany, unless
you feel you had rather be without me.”

« That's immpossible; but—-"

& But me o buts. Solitary travelling has no
charm for me. If you rcject my society, I shall
simply go home to Castletowers asfust as{ can.”

So it was agreed that the friends should cm-
bark without an hour's delay, making dircct for
the nearest port in which a Marscilles steamner
was likely to be found.

CHAPTER LXXII. HOMEWARD BOUND.

That fate is alwaysadverse to a man in haste,
that notbing important in this world is cver to
Le hiad at the precisc moment when it is most
needed, that the train i3 certain to be half an
hour Iate or the watch tcn minutes slow, when
cvery moment is more precious than gold and
one’s wholo beiug scems to be concentrated on
the one act of pushing forward—ac facts
which call for no evidence beyond that which
comes within the circle of cachman’sexpericnce.

I obedience, then, to what may be called the
Law of Hindrances, tho Albula just missed tho
steamerat Valetta by an hour and three-quarters,
Being told, however, that by running before tho
wind to Messina without delay, they would be
certain to cateh the French mail steam-packet for
Marscilles direct, the travellers crowded all szil,
and wenton,  Arrived at Mcssing, they learned
that their boat had started at noon, aund would
not be duo again till that day week. There was
now nothing for it but to go on to Naples,

They thea landed their Silician surgeon, whoso
services were no longer needed, and again put
10 sca.

But the wind was no longer directly in their
favour, and their progress was consequently so
much the slower.  Taking laboriously along the
Calabrian coast, they behbeld all that woadrons
panorama uufold itsclf before them as they

d. Pwrstum, Amalfi, Salerno, Vesuvius,
and, at last, the glorious bay, with its sentinel
islets Iying out to sea.

They landed at tho Molo Grande. The whito
flag of tho Bourbon was fiying from the twin
castles down besido tho quays, from the arsenal,
and from tho mastheads of tho steam-frigates in
tle barbour. There, paciog to and fro upon the
pier, were tho Neapolitan seatries, with their
whitc-cross belts—thoso same cross-belts at
which Saxon and Castletowers fircd so many
shots at Melazzo.

They soon found that the boat which they had
missed at Messias was, above all others, tho ooy
which they should have takea. Neo ether weat
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to Marseilles direct, and no other would go at
all for at least forty-cight hours,from the time of
their acrrival in the harbour. It was now
Thursday morning, and the order of departure
was n8 tollows: there was tho boat of tho Mes-
sageries Iwmpériales, which left Naples every
Tuesday at five p.ag,; thero was the boat of he
Two Silicies Mail Steam Navigation Company,
which went every Wednesday at the same hour;
aad there were two boats every Saturday, besides
the chance of o merchant-steamer, which had no
fised dates for departure, but was expected to
be ready about that time. But every ono of
these packets, without exception, touched at
" Civita Vecchia, and some touched not only at
Civita Vecchia, but also at Genoa and Leghorn.

In short, they could not possibly get off before
Saturday at noon, and even then must suffer loss
of time by putting inat the Papal port by the
Way.

l};owcver, there was no help forit. Wait one
whole day and part of two others, they must;
so they determined to make the delay as pleasant
as possible, and the Earl undertook to show
Saxon all that could be seen of Naples in the
time.

How they rattled down to Pompeii by rail;
dined on tbe Chiaja; heard the ¢ Burbiére” at
the San Carlo; supped in the open air on the
terrace of the Albergo della Villa di Roma; ate
mattoni ices and maccaroni to their Liearts' con-
tent; and wandered on the Molo, watching the
red glow above Vesuviug long ufter those hours
at which more reasonable travellers are in their
beds—needs no recapitulation here.

To a stranger, the fair city scemed all careless
secarity, all mirth, oll holiday. Who that knew
not every inflection of the popular voice, every
flash of the popular humour, could have guessed
that there was revolt at the heart of that shout~
ing, laughing, noisy crowd? Who would have
dreamed tbat the preacher holding forth in the
Largo del Mercato was only kept from preaching
the # movimento® by the sight of those cross-
belts scattered, as if by axanoc, among the
crowd? Or that the Canta Storia on the Molo,
chanting bis wmonotonous stanzas to an cager
circle of boatmen and lazzaroni, was ready to
substitute the namo of Garibaldi for that of
Rinaldo whenever the sentry was out of hear-
ing? Who would have supposcd that in cvery
cotlee-shop and trattoria, round cvery lemonade
and maccaroni stall, in front of every mounte-
bauk’s platform, and in the porch of ecvery
church, the ong prevailing, ebsorbing topic upon
cvery lip was the advance of the national army 7

Yect so it was. Garibaldi had crossed from
Sicily, and landed in Calabria only a few days
before, and a1l Naples was boiling over with hope
und exultation. The wildest tales, tho most
cxtravagant anticipations were afloat. Every
man wluspered # Viva Garibaldi! in his ncigh-
bour'scar; but nonc bad yet dared to give voice
ty the popular watchword. In the mcanwhile,
an irrepressible under-current of revolutionary
propagandisin  was beginuing to agitate the
surfaco of Neapolitan life. Though not yet
apparent o the casual observer, this disposition
was pesfectly understood by tho Nespolitan
suthoritics who were doing a1l in their power to
keep it down by mcans of the strong hand. The
guns of St. Elmo, tue Castel Nuovo, and the
Castell dell' Ovo were pointed ominously upoa
the town. Small bodics of military were con-
staotly perambulating tho principal thorougl-
farcs, mingling in every crowd, and Icitering
about the places of popular resort. Above all,
the little theatre San Catling, in tho Largo del
CasteHo, was shut up.  Saxon and Castctowers
had gous down there, on their way to thoe opera,
inteading to pay o visit to Pulichincllo; but
they found the doors closcd, and a sentry pacing
before them. That twitty and patriotic puppet
had £sllen a victim to his political opinions, and
was uow & state prisoner in his owa litde
theatre,

Such was the ¢ondition of Naples when Saxon
made his first acquaintance with the beautifal
city. The king was still at tho Palazzo Reale;
the people were in a forment; apd Garibaldi
was on the march.

OIMAPTER LXXXIV. OOLONNA'd IAND,

They were going up Vesuvius!?

Happy youth, which can forget its cares so
casily, and float with every tide! Hero were two
youug men sunatching a hasty breakfast on the
terrace in front of their hotel, while the carriage
which was to convey themn to Resina waited at
tho door. They had risen with the sun; they
were in high spirits; they talked more than they
ate, and luuglied more than cither, Who would
have supposed that the one had been robbed of
half his fortune, and tho other rejected by the
lady of his love? Who would Lavo supposed
that each bad o real sorrow at heart? Aund,
above all, who would not covet that healthy
elasticity of temper which epabled them to put
their troubles aside, and make the best of the
sunshiny present ?

“ Gonfouud the armti” said the Earl, # I don't
know how Iam to get up the cone without the
help of itt”

“ You must be carried,” replied Saxon, vigo-
rously attacking a fragrant * bifteck,” surrounded
by a golden feuce of * pommes de terre frites.”
“ I3 expensive and ignominious; but I can sug-
gest nothing better.?

¢t Consent to becomo a parcel?” exclaimed
the Earl, # Never. Am I not a man and &
biped ??

¢ Men and bipeds must occasionally do what
they don't like to do, I presume, aswell as women
and quadrupeds,” replied Saxon.

“ There is one consolatory fact of whicki I am
quite certain,” replied the Earl; ¢ and thatis,
that men and bipeds have the best of the bar-
gZin—at all events, in this world.”

* Not o doubt of it. What splendid stuff this
Lacbryma ist?

“ There's a poor wretch down there, howerver,
who looks as if bis worldly bargain bad been bad
enough!” said the Earl, tossing a handful of
carlini to a beggarwho had been mumbling and
bowing in the read below, ever since the young
men bad sat down to breakfast.

The waiter in attendance shrugged bis shoul-
ders, and smiled.

“ Son’ tutti ladroni, signore,” said be. ¢ Tutti
—tutti!”

The beggar picked up tho coins with a great
show of gratitude, and called upon = variety of
saintg to shower down blessings on the giver.

¢ Good Heavens!” exclaimed Sazon, setting
down the glass which be had just raised to his

lips.

The Earl looked up in surprise.

“\Why, my good fellow,” said hc, # what is
the matter with you? You look as if you had
sten 8 ghost”

But, instead of replying, Saxon turned to the
waiter.

“Bring me a_cup of strong coffce,” ho said.
¢ Bring it immediately.”

The waiter withdrew. Saxon at once laid his
band on his friend’s arm, leaned closer to him,
and said in a hurricd whisper:

“ 1t's Sigoor Montecuculi—that Montecuculi
whom I saw once at Castletowers I?

“ Montecuculi!  Where? What do  you
mean?”

¢ There—the beggar yonder—don't you sco?
He has sometbing to say to usl”

“ But are you certain P?

¢« Certain. 1 saw bis face quite plainly. Hal
What's this 77

The beggar had withdmwn a littlo into the
shade of the roadside trees; but a stone came
whircing through the air, and crashed down, as
Saxon gpoke, info the midst of the breaklast-
table. Thiero was a paper twisted about it,
which the Earl had barely time to sccare before
tho waiter came back. As soon as that func-
tionary could be again dismissed, the young men
hastened to examino it.

* Colonna’s band P exclaimed the Earl, as his
¢yes fcll on the wriling. -

Thero were but threo or four lines, and they
ran thus:

@ In great peril. Concealed near the coast.
Eremics on the alert. IBring a sailing Boat.
Anchor off shore, in @ line wilk the yuins of
Cume. Be prepared with a row-doat, aad look
out for signals cbout dusk.

“ How lucky that wo were detained hero!”
was Saxon's first exclamation.

“ Wo must not think of Vesuvius now,” said
the Earl.

“ Of courso notl”

“We can say that we have changed our
minds, and prefer a day on the water. It will
bo casy to cruise about the coast in that direc-
tion, fishing, or sketching,

¢ Notbing casier.”

“ Aud we'll get him off, somehow 1

“ That we will, in spite of Francesco Se-
condo!”

CHAPTER LIXV. ORTHODOX BRITISX TOURISTS.

The Albula consted ostentatiously aboat thoe
bay all the forenoon, but shortly after mid-day
rounded Moute Procida, and cast anchor at the
poiut indicated in Colonnw's note.

Her crew was now ztrengthiened by the addi-
tion of a small, active, swarthy Italian sailor,
with gold rings in his cars, and a scarlet cap
upon his head.  He was an  old hand,” whom
Saxon bad, apparentdy, picked up upon the
quay, aud hie had not been on Loard five minates
before hie betrayed bis utter incapacity to handle
arope. This sailor wag Mcotecuculi,

Himself proscribed and in hourly perit of re-
cognition, he had been for threo duys vainly
trying to get Colonna off from his hidiug-place
at Cuwnce. Findiug it impossible, in consequence
of the vigilance of the barbour police, to make
the attempt by sen, he was ic the act of organ-
izing an armed expedition by land whea he .
heard an English yacht had just come into port.
Going down Limself after dark, he found, to his
great joy, that the Albula was Saxon Trefalden's
property, and that Lord Castletowers was with
Inm at the Botel Gran' Bretagua.

‘T tried to sce you last evening,” said he, as
they leaned chatting, over the side of the vessel;
“but though I bcard of you at many places, 1
could find you at none. This morning, how-
cver, I was determived not to be baffled; so 1
have been bauging about the Chiaja cver sinco
day-break.”

¢ It was an act of great impitdence on Co-
lonna’s part, to veature over to ‘e mainland
before Garibaldi was in Naples,” saic the Eacl.

¢ Imprudencet It was madoess.  Notbing
less. 1 have been in Naples mysclf fou the lust
three weeks, attending the meetings of our se-
cret socicties, and distributing the Dictator’s pro-
clamations; but then [ am known only to our
own people, and there is no price upon my bead.
I heard some days ago tbat Colouna had been
scen at Gaceta; but I did not believe it

“ At Gaceta!” repeated the Earl. Nay, what
could he expect, save danger, in a royalist
stronghold like Gacta 7"

“ What, indced! Ma chbe volete? He has
been rauning bis head into the lion's mouth all
his life”

¢ Heaven grant that he may not have doneso
ouce too oftenl”

¢ \Vere it not that no hand on carth conld
imitate bis writing,” said Montecuculi, « I should
havoe suspecied a trap; bat of the genuineness
of his notg, there can be no doubt.”

¢ How did it reach you ?” asked the Earl.

¢ It was left for mc, somewhat wmnysteriously,
at the litdo tmattoda where 1 dine. The messen-
ger was o boy whom nobody knew, nuod he
merely gave it in twithout 2 word, and ran
away.”

“ But wbat was Siguor Coloana doing at
Gacta?” nsked Saxon.

The Jtalian sbrugged bis shoulders siguifi-
cantiy.

 Garibaldi has only to enter Naples by one
gate from Francesco to walk out by the other,”
replicd he; “and Gaeta gave shelwer to the
Pope ten years ago. Itis a difhitwit place to
deal with, and, of course, if it could be gained
over befordnund, our position would be mate.
tially strengthehed. But Colonna was not the
man for such an expedition. A less precious
lifo shiould have been hazarded.”

¢ I wonder where bo i3 now ! said the Earl
{aking an auxious survey of the coxst through
his glass.

%1 think Ican guess” replicd Moutecacult
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4 You sce that volcanic hill lying back yonder
from the shore? Thatis tho Acropolis of Cur;
und a regiment might fiud huling-rvom ik the
mysterious caves uud passnges with whick it is
perforated in every direction,”

“ I think I can see them,” exclaimed Saxon.
¢ They look like rabbit-burrows.”

¢ There are hundreds of them—all hewn in
the solid tufi.  They were aucicnt beyoud atl
record in the time of Virgil, and no ono kuows
whether they lead, or by what hands they were
excuvated.”

It was now proposed that Saxon and Castle-
towers should land on pretext of sketching,
leaving the Albula at anchor about half o mmle
from shore. They put off accordingly in the
small boat, taking Saxon's Eoglish smlor with
them, aud leaving Moutecuculi on board the
yacht.

The shore was flat and marshy, fringed with
tall reeds, and scattered over wath fragments of
very ancient masonry. Amwong these reeds they
moored their boat, and, landing, found thew-
selves fuce to face with & Neapolitan sentey.

Up till this moment, no human creature had
been visible along tue lonely const. Scavning
it carefully from the dech of the Albula and dee
teetiug no sign of life for miles on aither side
they had said to each other that notluug woeuld
be casier than to bring off the fugitive in open
day ; yet no sooner had they set fool upon the
saud than their fricnd's danger stood boldly be-
fore them in the shape of an anmed sentinel.

The wun neither challenged them nor opposed
theirlanding; butstood by, leaning ou his wus-
ket, quet and observant. Saxon and Castle-
towers, on the other haud, with an arr of the
utmost unconcern, Lt their cigars, and began
looking about fur & favaurable pumt of view.

Presently the Earl went up to the seatry, acd
addressed him.

# Scusate, amico,” said he, * but what hill is
that yonder?”

“ B la rocea di Cumee, signore,” replied the
soldier.

¢ Cumx 7’ repeated the Earl,

“ Si,signore.  Cuinze antico.”

“ Grazie molte,” said Custletowers, and imme-
diately pulled a bouk frutn hls pocket, and be-
gun rcading  The bovk was Clulde Harold;
but the last cdition of Murray could not have
answered his purpose better.  The sentry con-
cluded it was a guide-bouk, set down the new
comers as inoffensive tourists, and tusk vo fur-
ther notice of them.

They then wandered a little way up the shore
till they came to a clump of pincs, in the shade
9(‘ which they sat duwn.  Here Sazon, who was,
in truth, no artist, proceeded to make 2 sheteh.

Presently another seatry made his appear-
ance. Like the first, he scemed to rise out of
the very carth, and yet made no show of watch-
fulness. Having paced slowly past the pine
clump twice or thrice, he withdrew to n powst of
tising ground about 2 quarter of a mile distant,
and there took up his position.

X Trefalden,” said the Earl, « we are watched.”

 Evidently®

“ What is to be done?”

“ Heaven knows 1?

It i3 my belief that the place swarms with
sollicrs.”

“Aud I feel as if the very airwere full of eyes
and cars.”

¢ Poor Colonna I*

Then for o few moments, they were both
silent.

“ Tl tell you what I think wemustdo, Castle-
towers,” said Saxon. * Scem to sail away,
and then come back again at dusk.”

Despite bis anxiety, the Earl could not forbear
a saile.

# Decidedly, my fricnd,” said be, “ you bave
no genius for intrigue.”

¢ Isn't ny plan a good one 7°

¢ It is the most artless artifice that ever oozed
from an honest bmin. No, no. We must do
semething much more cunning than that”

¢ Then I fear you will bave to inveat it”

¢ I thiak I bave done so already. You must
go on sketchiog for a few hours looger. We
must then pretead to be hungry——>

% No nced for pretenco on my part,? said’
Saxon. ¢ I am frightfully huongry now.”

“ You will havo to fust for soing time, then,
because it is my objest to prolong our stay here
till dusk; aud, in order to do thht, we nust
drive off the dinner question to the last moment.
Having done this, wo will go up boldly to one
of the sentries, inquiro our way to the nearest
tun, und get something to eat. By the time we
have dined it will be dusk, Colonua will then
only have to steal down to tho shure and hide
himself in our boat; and the vbject fur which we
are here will be triumpbantly accutnplishad.”

“ 1t scems to we,? said Sason, ¢ that we
should have done better had we fulluwed Colon-
na's own iustroctions more closely, and not
come till after sunset.”

The Earl shook his hiead.

“ Qur only course,” he replied, “was to land
openly—to sketeh, and idle, and play the ortho-
dox Dritish tourist. By dving this, we disarm
suspicion ; by ste: ling alonyg the coast after sun-
set, wo should infallibly have arouscd the susti-
cions of every royalist within half o dozen smles
of the place.”

1 dare say you are right,” said Saxon; “ but
in the mean while, [ awm starcing®

«1 fear you must continue to starve for the
presentt

¢ Then, I beg you to understand that § dechne
to sit still under the treatment.  Suppose we go
over the ruius”

¢ Will you not finish yonr sketch first 27

¢ My sketeh!” cjaculated Saxon, contemp
tuously  +f Pshaw! my sketches aro the most
unsatisfictory daubs in the world. The more 1
finish thew, the worse they get. 1f I had put
this down half an hour ago, it would have been
cver so much better than it is now.”

The Easrl still hesitated.  Nat knowing whered
Colonua might be hidden, ke doubted whether
they ought to go up 10 the ruins or not. At
last they decided that orthodux Bridsh tourists
would be certain to sce all that could be seen g
and so went across the beoiling plains and up to
the fout of the Cuprean Mount,  Arrived, how-
ever, at the Arco Felice, they were metby a
tinrd seatry, who interposcd his bayoaet some-
what unceremanious'y between them and the
gate. The ruins, he said, were closed to the
public, and could ouly be scea by order of the
Royal Chamberlain.

Thcy tried expastulation, they tried brbery ;
Lut in vain. The man was immovable. So
Saxon had to muke another sketeh, and then
anotirer, to pasy the time away.

Atlength the day Legan to dedine, and the
Earl judged that they might proceed to the se-
cond step in their plan,  So they went back to
the sentinel at the Arco Felice, and inguired if
he knew where they might purchase something
to cat.

The soldirr shrogged his shoulders, and be-
licved there was 10 albergo nearer than Patria,

“ How far are we from Patria? asked the
Earl.

“ Abont eighit milea”

“ Pight miles!  Buat, amico, we have nnt
caten since breakfast—we are starving., 13
there no fann house near at hand 77

$ Ob, sicuro. There is a podere aboat a
quarter of an hour hience.”

“ In which direction 77

“ Following the coasleroad towards Liter-
aum.”

A thonzand thanks. Good cvening, amico.”

¢ Buona sera, signore.”

With this the young men turned away, and
Lastened in the direction judicated.

To be continued

A neuargasit thin man obstrred ono ¢ven-
ing a gentleman mach incbriated approaching
him in so irregular a direction, that it might have
been concluded be had business on both sides of
the way. After they had come near, they eyed
cach otber for a mownent, when the lean man said
to the other, #3ly dear fricnd you scem to have
dronk 100 much."—* Yes,” was the reply, “and

Fou, fellow, have caten too dittle”

-

IRISI GAVELKIND.

AVELRIND or cqual division between all
G the sons was (he carlier law of mherit-
ance in many Celtic and Teutonic nations. It
existed in England prior to the Nonnan conguest,
and indeed to amuch later period m Kent. But
the Guvelkind which existed in Ircland bad a
feature peenliar to itself.  In England and else-
where when o man died, his land was assigned to
his children by this custom in equal shares, But
in Ircland such o deatl cufurced o new division
of all the lands hield by the sept or clan to which
the deceased belunged,  1lis suns became heads
of families, and cntitled to cqual shares with the
other members of the sept. For example i€ ina
sept numbering one hundred heads of faunlics, a
death occurred, the deceased's funmly, consistivg
of (say) six sous, becatue cach cntitled, uot as they
would have been under the Buglish custom, to
the one sixth of the part held by thewr father,
but to one on” Lundied and fifth part of the
whole Junds of tite clan. The chief bad no darger
share in the laud than any other member of the
sept, but he recdived o tribute from them and
targer share of the spuil.

The tendency, of course, of this custom was to
prevent apy imnprovement of the soil,and tomake
catde the chicf wealith and support of the Irish
keene.

The importance of this little bit of Irish aunti.
quity is that it has been in some degree the cause
of the agrarian character of Irish crime, and jo a
great ‘degres the rovt of Irish discontent. To un-
derstand bow the custum of Gavelkiod gave an
agrarian charucter to Icish erime, we must con-
sider an important part of Irish bistory—the first
plantation of Ulster.

On the 19th of May, 1607, a letter wasdropped
in Council roomn of Dublin Castle; it bad no
sfgnature attached to it, but it profussed to dis-
close n plut to scize the castle, and murder the
Lord Peputy. The carls of Tyroue and Tyrconnell
were accused of being originators of thoe plot.
Whethier this plot had any reality, or whether tho
letter was forged in urder to msake the forfeitures,
is very doubitul.  The result was that the whole
of Ulster was confiscated to the crown. This
tneasure, according to all Irish notions, was atro-
crously unjust. The clansmen had not risen in
arms; they, even if we admit that the carls were
guilty, had not been involved in their guilt. Tho
lands of the sept did not belung to the chicfinin,
and yet they were confiscated, the Irish keruo
were driven out from their homes, and their broad
lands.  But with the stroug yearning for tho
scrues of childhood, common to ali Celts, they
crept back again to theic old haunts, as tenantsto
the stranger who hield their lauds.  Thirty-four
vears passed, during which every Irish hut was the
scene where wen and women told their listening
children, that the O'Ncils were the rightful own-
ery of the fertile pastares, of the heathi-crowned
hills, of the furl-bearing Yogs that stretehied for
utany o wile. Each son of the sept grew up with
the fecling that the land of the whole clan
was his inheritance, and he stood upon it a serf.
This was the fecling cmbittered no doubt by re-
ligives hate which caused the massacre of 1641,
Aud at the present time the Inish peasant has
the same ideas. His landlord isa thicf and o
usurper, and he pays rent for a miserable sermp of
the lands of his ancestors, which are righifully
his own. Such are tbe notions which, floating
thro igh the mind of the peasant, keep himina
statcof chronicdiscontent, ready if hardly treated,
to result in crine.  No doubl the sober truth is
that Le is as well off or cven better than in the
days of Irish nationality. But distance lends en-
chantment to the view, and the imaginative Celt
after o generation or two had passed, had trans-
ferred to himself as sole heirthe inheritance held
in common by bissept, hiad transformed bissavago
chicftain into o bountiful monarch, aud the
saffron robed kerne and gallaglass into brave
knights and gallant gentlemen. Education might
removo this prejudice, but that the programme
of national cducation in 1rclznd does not include
History in any shape or form.

_FroxtENac.
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AZREEL AND THE THREE BRO-
THERS.
By X. Y. Z, Xoatreal.
To Ve completed in Jour numbers.
Continued from page 238,

® At the gates of Paradise,” said I, more
Loldly,

“#Indeed, you arc not far from the truth)”
gaid she, trembling, ¢ My father i3 Daniel Ben
Eli, treasurer, and favourite of the Caliph, and if
be tinds you here, you will perish.”

# Better that than leave you,” suid I

# Uihappy youth, what must I do?” exclaimed
sbhe.

« Logeme,” I cricd passionately : “hear me and
you will” I then told her my story, but with such
episodes as love suggests. When 1 finished, I was
sitting at her feet, clasping her hand in mine.

# Oh, rare and wonderful youth,” she said:
#on the day you namc, I completed iy sixtecnth
year, I fell asleep in this suwmer house, and
dreamed that by this fountain slept & youth
your image and counterpart. In my dream, I
sang this favourite song, which some mysterious
ageucy wafted to you. One year to-day has
clapsed since then, I yield to the Fates, which
overrule the destinies of men, and to love, which
overrules tbe Fates. Iwas to have been the
bride of the Caliph, but to thee I pledge my
faith»

As I clasped ber in my arms o lofty and stern
fonn appeared before me. It was Daniel Ben
EH, in a safiron robe, his head bound with cabal-
istic cbaracters.  #f Miserable fools!” cried he,
¢ could I haveaverted this bour, you, my daungh-
ter, would have been the bride of the Caliph;
and you, young man,equally unfortunate, would
have met his favour, asd bLecome his Grand
Vizier. 1 blame you not that other inflacnces
have prevailed, but, to save you from death, you
must accept the alternative I bestow upon you.”
He touched with his wand, first mysclf, and then
his daugliter. *#She is thy wife,” said he, and
left us. I passed seven days in the greatest
happiness. On thoe cighth morning Danicl ap-
peared before me, and with a cheerful counte-
nance told me that it would be necessary for me
to spend ono day in the city. “Seck thero a
jewel merchant named Othman, and buy from
him a string of pearls for thy wife, This key
will re-admit you if you desire to retarn. If not,
go thy way in peace; but you must return be-
forc midnight, or be forever excluded.”

Without more ado, I made haste to enter the
city and transact my business, that I might
speedily return.  After some search I found Oth-
mnn, the Jjeweller, and was bargaining for a
string of pearls with bim, when something
in his face struck mo as familiar. As we
conversed, I recalled his, features, and recog-
nized in bim an intimate fricnd of my father's
that I had left in Bagdad. 1 did not, howerver,
reveal myself to bim, but, having finished my
purchase, which was of value, accepted his invi-
tation to refresh mysclf with sherbet.  After
receiving and returning compliments on the
Leauty of my purchase, I asked him if he was a
native of Granada., Ko replied hic was of Bag-
dad, but had lived six years in Granada. This
struck me with amazement, for 1 had left him a
year before at Bagdad, and I had always esteem-
cd him a truthfulman. 1 continued, # My father
had = fricnd there, one Hussein, a great mer-
chant.” #Say you s0,” said he briskly; “ who-
ever is the friend of Iusscin 1s the friend of Oth-
man;” and he warmly grasped my hand, and
proffered mo all manner of good offices. 1
wondered that he did not knowmc, butsupposed
that my beard, which I had not formerly worn,
made & &fference in my appearaace. * Livesthe
good merchant? asked I, ©Yes, he lives, but
somewhat saddened in life,” said Othman.
“Seven years ago bis only son was lost near this
very city, and has never been heard from since.”
“Surely you arc mistaken,” I urged; “his son
left him only a year since.” 81 sec, sir, you are
not so familiar with Hussein asyou wonldappear.
Inall his letters to bis friends, he begs them to
omit no inquiry about his son, whom he bewails
as ounc dead. It is seven years since hie parted

from companions near this city; and, now that
I remember it, to-day is the anniversary of that
cevent, for it was the poor boy's birthday.?

At this I kept silence, for I was jimpressed by
tho firm belefof Otbuwan. Could he bo mad, or
was [, or was this all enchantment? At length
I arose, aud, thanking my host, said, # Lamglad
that I can in Bume sort return your hospitality,
worthy merchant. I have lately been with Selim,
the son ofHussein, and he bade me to ask youto
write to his father thatlie wasalivoand inhealth,
comfort, and happiness.” Before Othunan coulid
recover from his astonishment, I was gone. The
sun was declining when 1 reached the gate in the
higls wall, through which I had come Yorthin the
morning. I fitted my key to the lock, and
speedily entered. I was aflectionately received
by Hannab, and her father invited me to sup
with him. I passed several hours with him at
table, and, though his conversation was very
wonderful, and he seemed by n word to be able
to open to my understanding the secrets of the
universe and to fix them there as the characters
of nsexl are itnpressed on wax, yet 1 longed to
be with IHannah, for whose prattle I gladly
quitted his learned suciety. Seven more days of
bappiness passed, when Danicl again came to
me, and said, ¥y son, it i3 necessary for you
again 1o visit Othwan, and purchase from hima
string of pearls. Return before midnight, I im-
plore you, lest you be shut out forever; and do
not reveal your secret to Othman, lest bie detain
you by force.”

This I readily promiced, and soon found my
way to the shop of the jeweller, Having bought
the finest string of pearls ho bad, I could not
resist the tenptation to inquire after my father,
and so, accepting bis invitation to coffee, I con-
versed with bim.  After I had chatted awhileas
o stranger might, I again asked the question,
“ Know you one Husscin of Bagdad?” At once
Othman rose to bis feet, and exclaimed with
flashing cyes, “Yeal I know him and thee also.
Thou art the stranger who, seven years ago, told
mo thou hadst been wih Selim the son of
Hussein, since which time land and sea bave
been searchied for himin vain,  Seven years have
gons by since then, and thou comest now, doubt-
less, with the same lic on thy lips?

1 bade him beealm, and quietly saig, “ It is no
lie, honorable stranger! For I have indeed lntely
been with Selim, and be sends thee the sawne
message as before.”

“ Then thou knowest where he is! and wilt
tell me,” answered Othman.

¢ In truth, I do know,” I replied, “Bat I can-
not tell thee, because ho has promised to keep
his placo of residenco a secret?

“ Hell-born and accursed!” cried Othman,
throwing himself upon me, and almost strang-
ling me, with his powerful clutch on my throat,
¢ Release Sclim from thy wicked enchantments,
or I will throttle thee.”

For & moment my bead reeled, but remember-
ing my promiso to Danicl, and gathering my
strength, with one tremendous cffort I flung bim
off, and, springing from his shop, fied rapidly down
the street.  As soon as Othman recovered him-
self, he pursued e with loud cries, gathering o
crowd who knew bim. By a desperato flight, I
cvaded the pursuit of the mob, which would
quickly have ended my life, had it overtaken me.
At last, breathless and cximnstcd,l rested ina
quarter unknown to me. Notknowing in which
dircction to go, I asked & conntryman passing
by, if he knew whe -¢ Daviel Ben Eli, the kiong's
treasurer, lived.

The fellow, who was one of the baser sort,
wagged his liead at me, and lcoring, asked me
# How old I was, and if my vencrable father knew
I wag absent from home.”

I geavely replied that he did, that my age was
of uo consequence, but that I was a stranger in
the city, and that Daniel, being my deblor, I
wished to find him,

“ Then you are in like case with the Caliph,?
replicd hie, ¢ for ke, too, would like to seo him
and receivo acquittance of somo old debts be-
tween them.  Butscing you are & stranger and
are scrious, know that Daniel disappeared four-
teen years ago, and by powerful enchantments
conveyed away his daughter, who was promised

in marriago to the Caliph; and for the matter of
that, like o thrifty old tortoise as he was, he
took- off' his house on his back, and his gardens
and treasures also.  On yonder distant hill, tiat
bleak, deserted spot, is where bis gardens stood,
but is n bad place to go to. Luck does not
follow it.” Vith this hie walked off. I remained
for some time thinking over oll that had occur-
red, and now plainly saw that I was the victim
of sorcery, aud that the fourteen days I had spent
with Haunah, were really fourteen years, I hesi-
tuted long whetber I should return, considering
whether | ghould consume my lifs in o dresin or
give up Hanngh, The sun went down, the moon
rose, and still I lingered, until suddenly the words
of Danicl flashed before me that I must reach
home before midnight or be for ever banished.
I turned my footsteps in that dircction, aod
slowly wended my way towards it. I had
walked a long time, when the call of the muez-
zin from the minaret of & mosque, inviting the
faithful to prayer, roused me from my reverie.

It lacked but a few minutes of midnight, but
the gate of the garden was in sight. I flew on
the wings of love, and had just time to enterand
close the gate after we, when the midnight eall
was given. Hannah sunk at my fect in tears,and
Dauniel stood regarding me with looks of mingled
dismay and anger.  Retiring to his tower with
Daniel, I told him truly all 1 had learned, and
how my love of Hannah had triumphed over iy
temporal prospects. ¢ Now, indeed, I see that
thou caust he trusted,” said Davicl. ¥ But itis
meet that thou, who inheritest iy power, shonldst
wicld it with koowledge. One fourth of cach
day must thou give 1o acquire the learning of the
ancients. It will but add a zest to the society
of thy wife.”

To this I readily agreed, and by this arrange-
ment, during the next seven days, I had mastered
all the science of the sages, and under theinstruc-
tion of Danicl, readily compounded the Potent
Elixirs which protract bhumaa life, and give
commsnd over the precious metals,  The songs
of Hanoah filled cvery crevice of my heart with
gushipg melody, and ov «ie fifth day, she pre-
sented me with a beaatiful daughter. This com-
pleted our joy. With 2 command over the prin-
ciple of life and the origin of gold, what did it
matter that years scemed a3 days. Nevertheless,
on the seventh day, Danicl reminded me that an
incvitable pecessity compelled me to present
myseclf to Othman, and make the purchase of
pearls from him, warnisg me of the dasger of
delay in returning, and promising to render Toe
all the aid he could, should I be preveated.
With fear in my heart, I took my way to
Otiman's. Having made my purcbase of pearls,
I entered into conversation with him. Lookiag
keenly at me be said, ¢ Heard you the news?
Ouo Husscin of Bagdad bas arrived with letters
from the great Haroun Al Raschid, Caliph of
Bagdad, to the Caliph here at Granada.”

Ny beart bounded with the hope of secing my
father, but I quictly asked, ¢ Arc these letters to
the Caliph of great import 1

% Hussein i3 much esteemed by the Caliph
Haroun, and comes with high commendation
from him. It sccms that twenty-one years ago
ho lost his son, on his twenty-first birth day.
pear this ¢ity. Qo cach seventh anniversary of
that day, a foul magician who keeps him in
bonds appears in this city, and after purchasing
pearls from me, cscapes. To-day he is again
cxpected, and IHussein waits in tho audicnce
chiamber of the Caliph for news of him.”

%1 would be glad to sce this Hussein, if my
busincss permitted ¥ said I

% I will lead you to him,” apswered Othman.

% \Worthy merchant” said J, considering the
danger of forcible detention in my owa mind,
%1 cannot go to Husscin, but I would gladly
case hig heart's pain.  1lis son is well.?

Before I could utter another word, Othman
clafiped his hands, and four powerful slaves
stized and boupd- me. Othman then bad mo
conveyed to the audicnce chawber of the Caliph
of Granada, whero my father sat on tho Calipb’s
right hand. “Father of the faithfal,” cricd he, X
havo at last cntrapped and seized this wicked
sorcerer, as X hoped, and bring him before thee for
judgmeat? e then told his story,
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Tho Caliph addresed 1c: #Stranger! it scems
clear that you know where Selim, the son of tho
venerablo Hussein, i3 concealed. Release him
aad all will be well with thee.”

I knew not what to reply, and for a long time
I kept silence, uutil finully Hussein cried out,
« Powerful Euchanter, give back my son to my
old age.”

I could notresist these words of my father and
his_sorrowful countenaunce, but cried alond,
“ Hussein! I am thy son, Selim!”

Husscin ran to me, and looking me steadily in
the face, exclaimed, # Allah is great! It is even
80. This is Sclim, my son”

Now there was great joy and wonder, and I
was called ou by the Caliph to parrate how it
bad been with me.  Mindful of my promise to
Daniel, I trivd to esade his curiosity, and told him,
after much pressing, that Ihad slept through the
intersals.

The Caliph now spoke to Hnssein: * Itis plain,
that thy soun i3 the victim of Danicel Ben Eli, o
great wizard, and once my treasurer, who dis-
appeared on the same day that he did. 1t §s re-
quisite to sccure thy son, until to-morrow, to dis-
solve this enchantment”  These words filled me
with sorrow, but I had no resource, for I was
Louad and guarded by the Caliph, Hussein, Oth-
man, and a number of wise dervises, who formed
« wagic circle round me to ward off hustile en-
chantments. A violent storm fell upon the city,
awid which were heard the howls of genii, try-
ing to reach me. Althongh anxious to be re-
leased and return to Hannah, T was able to do
nothing, so powerful were the connter-spells of
the dervises. The storm lasted till midnight,
when 1t suddenly ceased, and I heard through
the subsiding blasts, a melancholy strain of
music, aud Hannah's voice bidding me farewell,
Allthis time | implored for leave to go, butwhen
I heard ber voice, I fainted. I awoke not until
noon nextday. When I came (o my senses, iy
father told me that at daylight, the gardens of
Danie}, which bad been juvisible for twenty-one
years, were discovered as they had existed before
that vime. The guards of the Caliph, on entering,
fuund the house consumed by fire, and Daniel
dead on the threshold.  In the summer-house,
beside the fountain, lay the corpse of a beautiful
iady, on whose bosom played an innocent babe.
I tovk my child, and yiclding to the wishes of
my father, returaed with him and Othman to Bag-
dad. Here after some years I buried my father.
Othman hved with us, but | took little part or
pleasure m anytlung, except in the care and
cducation of my daughter. Seventeen years have
pasied thus, which scem like so many centuries
tonue. To-day the Angel of Death called Oth-
man, and I, possessing the Elixir of Life, carefully
guard, lest oue drop of it, mingling with my food,
should prolong a life, whicl, since the loss of
Hannab, i3 weariness itself.  Yeaven scems to
have sent you tome. By the gift of Azrecl, you
do not uced the Elixir, which shall perish with
me; for to my daughter Zuleina, I desire no
momeut of life beyond the time allotted to lier
above. The Benevolence which presides over
hfe and death ordains more wiscly than the Just
of the flesh of man.  Thou, Malumoud! shall, if
thy heart assents, bave Zulcima for thy wife, and
1 will depart to tbe fountain where Azreel met
thee, for perchance bie will kiodly visit me there
also.”

Mahmoud could only throw himself at his be-
nefactor’s feet, and thaok him for bis confidence
and wonderful goodness.  Selim then clapped
bis hands, and ondered aslave to bring to him
Zulcima.  When Mabmoud beheld lier, so great
wag her beauty, that his love knew vo bounds,
but when he heard her voice, which she mbent-
cd from her mother, he was transfixed and mute.
Zuleima was delighted with her father's choice,
and being mutually acceptable, the wedding
wag fixed for the next day, when it was celebea-
ted with great magaificcace. On their return from
the Cadi's, Sclim kindly took Malimoud by the
hand, aud placing on kis finger the amulet, which
informed hin whether the truth twas spolen,
said, “ My children, I depart on o long journey;
all that I bavo of wealth, I leave to you. I bur-
then you not with the painfal knowledge, which
I'mightin time trapsmit to you, but which isa

load to the happy and a weariness o the flesh of
him who sorrows. Do virtuous, Do patient. Bo
resigned.” Mo took an aflectionate farewell of
them and departed.

And now for a while we will leave Malmoud,
who in soshorta timeas twenty-four hours, from
2 homeless nnd hungry beggar, became oue of the
richest men in Bagdad, the possessor of a magic
ring, and the husbaud of one of the loveliest
woumen in the world,

Aur's Story,

When Ali parted from his brother at the cara-
vanserni, he took a path by tho river side, With
no defined purpose he strolled along, drinking
in the sougs of birds, and forming vaguo dreams
of a possible greatness. At length, when the
sun had passed the zenith, his youthful appetite
reminded him that be had caten no dinner, 1le
lay down under the dense shade of o sycamore
to reflect on the best meaus of obtaining a din-
ner, when, overcome by licat and fatigue, he fell
asleep.  When he awoke, the moon was up. e
bad hardly opened his eyes, when he heard a step
coming towards him, and looking in that direc-
tion saw a gigantic black slavo approaching and
bearing in his arms a female form.  Before he
could utter & word, theslave halted on the river’s
brink and cast Lis burden into the stream. Filled
with horrer, Ali could guly spring to his feet and
rush violently upon the gigantic black, whom,
striking unawares, he pushed iuto the river; the
slave sccmed unable to swim, for be went down
and did not rise again to thesurfuce. Ali plunged
in and with great difficulty rescucd tho lady,
whom, hiowever, the cold water bad restored to
consciousness. She immediately begged of him
to fly with her, and leading him to a spot near by,
pointed out a hidden beat, in which they em~
barked. After rowing some time in silence, the
lady spoke, “ Generous dehiverer! towhom I owe
my life, tell me how it happened that you were so
wonderfully at hand ?” # A merciful Providence
led me to the spot,” replied Ali, who then nar-
rated to hier how it had occurred,

“]owe it to my preserver, to tell hira al},” said
the lady, # I amn Seliva, the favourite of the Calipb.
A Greek by birth, my father, who was a mer-
chant, travelled into these parts,and when I was
but a gir), three yoars since, camo with me to
Bagdad, A young Gretk, named Dionysius, ap-
plicd for my hand, and my father resolved that I
should be bis, but without any reason that I
cunld give, I concaived a violent dishike to him
My fathier, although usually indulgent, determined
that 1 should marry Dionysius, and after in vain
using all the arts of persuasion, finally fired the
next day as that of my wedding. I, equally ob-
stinate, looked around for some mode of escape.
That afternoon, my father made sale of some
valuables to a merchant of Bassora, whom he
then iuvited to dinner., The repast had almost
coded, when a message cawe to my father, to
attend instantly at the Cadi's, in regard to some
of the formaltics of tbe marriage. My father,
cxcusing himself 1o his guest, prowised to return
in an hour and Jeft him. Looking through the
Iattice and sceing the merchant, who was & man
of noble aspect, alone, an impulse scized me to
ask hizadvice and assistance. Eatering the room,
I respecifully approachied him, aud saluting him
gracefully, made koown oy purpose. le bade me
be seated and said, * Lady! obediencoe is a filial
virtue.”

« You speak wisely, noble sir! but so great is
my aversion to thns Dionysius, that I should die
if I married him»

I3 be hidcous,” asked the merchant.

“ On the contrary, he is called handsome,”
said I, « This is n strange case,” replicd the mer-
cbant, who all this time had beed examining my
countenance with looks of approval and delight,
“ Answer e fuirly, ladyl Should your futber
conscat would you wed me?” .

41 will be candid to your heart's desire,” said L.
# ] would gladly marry onc of so noble a micuas
yourself, but my father’s word being out he will
not break it.”

% Wo will casily settlo that” said he, # know,
Iady, that I am somctimes a merchant of Bas-
sora, and sometimes Haroun Al Ragchid, Caliph
of Bagdad” and putting to his lips, o silver

whistle, he speedily summoned o train of fol-
lowers, and before I knew it almost, I was con.
veyed to the palace. It is necedless to say that
my father was disinissed to his own country,
satisfied with tho magoificent presents of the
Caliph.

Sinco then I bave led a very happy life, in
spito of the jealousy of Zobeide, chief wifo of the
Caliph, until about six montls ago, I discovered
that Dionysius, for whom I had entertained so
strango nnd scemingly groundless an aversion,
had been installed in the outer apartments of
the palace as Deputy master of Accounts, under
a fulse name.  Since then cvery sort of ill-luck
has seemed to bunt me down. The jealous rage
of Zobeide has increased, and many encmies, un-
known before, have sprung up. Still, A3 I had,
without good ground, originally ill-treated Dio-
nysius, I never mentioned his name, and pre-
tended not to be aware of his existence, Yester-
day, I was, by means of a drugged potion,
thrown into a deep sleep, and the black, whom
you put to death, and who was the slave of Dio-
aysius, was cmployed to murder me. Your
courage and goodness have saved me from death;
but now whither am I to fly from the wrath of
Zobeide, and tbe suspicious jealousy of the
Caliph??

t Alas, noble and beantiful Jady 1" said Ali, on
whom ler loveliness and distress had made
s great impression, “how can I advise
you. I have neither home, nor means to buy
bread, and ¢ven now am faint from hunger.”
Hardly bad he spoken these words when, ex-
hausted, the oars fell from his hands, and be sunk
senseless in the boat, Scling, overcome by grief,
placed bis bead in ber lap and called upon him
to return to life. So absorbed was she in this
new distress, that sho did not observe o gay
boating party which had overtaken her, and was
now watching her frantic attempts to recall ani-
mation in Ali. Presently, they cautiously pulled
alongside aud before shie was aware, sho was
grasped in a pair of strong arms and transferred
to the other boat. A moment of muto surprise
was followed by another of tempest, for it was
the Caliph’s pleasure-boat, which had joined ber.
Tho Grst words that Haroun uttered were ad-
dressed to Mesrour, chief of the slaves. Ho said
slowly, and in a tono of sombre and burning in-
dignation, Mesrour! methinks you arc siow to
do your duty. An unfaitbful favorite of the Ca-
liph, by the law, should bo drowned in tae Tigris,
aud this one secms to have sought her doom.”

As Mesrour was about to proceed to his pain-
ful office, Selina, awakened to her danger, calmly
remarked, “Commander of the faithful! it has
has been tho boast of thy people, that thou did’st
not condemn ucheard. Hasty judgment, in tho
mouth of a prince, is a two-tdged sword.?

« Speak,” said Haroun coldly, and with cffort.

Immediately Selisa began, and with a rapid
and flowing cloquence recounted to the Caliph
the whole of heradveature. When she concluded
he directed them to preceed to the spot where
the black was drowned.  Arrived there, he bade
bis attendants drag the river for the body, which
was speedily found, but Mesrour said,  Dread
master, this i3 indeed the body of Kobo, but his
master’s name is not Dionysiug, but Kaliphernes.”

« Nevertheless,” said Seliua, #I maintain that
these two are oue, and my story true

“ Let us proceed to the Judgment Hall,” said
the Caliph.

Scarcely was the Calipht seated, before the
mother of the Harem sent word that Selina, the
favorite, had fled with ope Dionysius, a Greek,
who had murdered Kobo, the slave of Kalipher-
nes, Master of Accounts, who could testify to the
facts. .

Kaliphernes, being summoned before the Ca-
Tiph, after due obeisance, began to speak. Coxy-
mander of the Faithful,” said he, * it is my mis-
fortunc to be & Greek, though of the true faith.
Appointed to the post of Master of Accounts in
sour bouschold, by reason of my great skill, 1
fiave been happy until I met one Dionysius, &
compasion of my youth. To-day ho camo to me
under tho pretext of borrowing moncy. I gave
himwhat bo wished. Kaliphernes,” said he, e
noblo lady wishes to row with me on tho rive:
this ovening. Give me thy slave, Kobo, at dusk.
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I assented. He then told me, that his bride had
been honored by the Caliph thres years before,
put that now he was to have recompense. Yon-
der, in wet and humblonttire, is Dionysius,” said
thy false Kalipherneg, pointing to Ali, ¢ o has
ecidently murdered Kobo, after employing him

on somo fatal mission.*
7o be continued.

OUR DICTIONARY OF PIRASES.

e

Consul, (Zat.), the chief magistrate of ancient
Rome, invested with authority for one yeur.
Now, o person appointed by a state to reside
in a foreign country, to protect the interests
of its merchants, &c.

Contrctemps, (&), an uncxpected accident
which causes contusion.

Conversazione, (IL.),a wmeeting for conversation,
generally on literary topica.

Coquette, (Fr.), & vain gicl, a jilt.

Coram judice, (Lal.) before tho judge.

Qcudon, (Fr.), band, girdle, boundary.

Corps diplomatique, (£7.), the diplomaticbody.

Corps de ballet, (F7.), a body of ballet dancers.

Cor unum via una, (Lat.), onc bieart one way,

Gortége, (Fr.), a train of attendants, also a pro-
cession.

Corvée, (Fr.), foeced labour (in feudal law.)

Corpus Christi, (Lat.), a festival of the Church
of Rome, the body of Christ.

Coterie, (£7.), o circle of familiar fricnds,

Couleur do rose, (FY.), under an aspect of attrac-
tiveness, of a rose colour,

Coup d'état, (Fr.), a stroke of policy, a political
stratagem,

Goup de grce, (Fr.), the finishing stroke.

Coup de main, (Fr.), o bold cffort, a sudden
attack.

Coup d'ail, (Fr.), a glance.

Coup do soleil, (Fr.),n sun stroke,

Courage sans peur, (Fr.), courage without fear,

Colite qui cofite, (F¥.), cost what it may.

Cui bono, (Lat.), for whose benefit is it 2 to what
good will it trng? -

Cui malo, (Zat.), to what cvil will it tend?

Cul do sac, (F7r.), blind alley, no thoroughfare,
literally, the bottom of the bag.

Cum mults aliis, (Lat.), with many otbers,

Cum privilege, (Zat.), with privilege.

Cura facit canos, (Lat.), care will kill a cat.

Currente calamo, (Zat.), with great cexpedition,
with a running pen.

Custos rotulorum, (Lat.), the keeper of the rolls
(records.)

Crux, (Lat.), auything vexatious or difficult, liter-
ally a cross. :

D. a3 & numeral represents 500.

D.D., (Divinitatis doctor), doctor of divinity.

Da capo, (It.), (in music), repeat frum the be-
ginning.

D'accord, (Fr.), agreed, in tune.

Damuum absque injuria, (Lat.), loss without
iujury that the law can take cugnizance of. |

Danscuse, (Fr.), a female dancer.

“)ata, (Lat.), things granted. .

Da locum melioribus, (Lat.), give place to your
betters.

Dawnant quod non intelligunt, (Lat.), they
condemn what they do not understand,

De bene essc, (Lal.), (law term), to allow g
thing for the present, subject to be suppressed
on further cxamination.

Débris, (Fr.), ruins or fragments.

Débouchure, (Fr.), the mouth of a river.

Débet, (Fr.), the first appearance of an actor or
speaker.

Débutant, masc., débutante, fem. (Fr.), a person
makiog a first appearance.

Deceptio visus, (Lal.), nn optical illusion,

Decies repetita placebit, (Lal.), though ten times
repeated it will still pleasc,

Decus ct tutamen, (Lat.), honour and safeguard.

Dedimus, (Zat.), literally, we give; (law term)
a writ authorising private persons to do somo
act; as, to examine witnesses.

De facts, {Zat.), from the fact; in reality.

De gatcté do coeur, (FY.), sportively.

De houte lutte, (£Y.), by o violent struggle. .

Dei gnatis, (d. g.) (Lat.), by tho graco of God.

)

PASTIMES.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Behead an articlo of furniture, and leave
ono of the integuments of the body; bebead
again, and leave a necessity to the lifo of man.

2. Behead & common name, and leave some-
thing fabulous,

3. Behiead o total, and leave a cavity.

t‘4. Behead a building, and yet leave the whole
of it.

A CURIOUS LETTER.

Friends, Sir, Friends
stand your dispositivn
1 bearing
a man
i3
contempt
ridicule
aro
ambitious

CHARADES.

. My first by insect race is stoved,
My next by love-sick maids adored ;
My wchole i3 paradiso restored,

Yot often ends in being bored.

Chango tho hcad of a foreign coin—
1ts worth will bo double;
While merely to add ono
Would givo you somo trouole.
. My first’s a littlo busy thing,
My second ladics do; 8
Impelted by tbat which rules tho world,
My twholo—I tell you troe—
An animal of switiest paco,
Is famed for beauty and for grace.

CONUNDRUA.
" What battlo in the American waris suggestive

of a child urging a relativo to partake freely of
berries ?

the world
whilst the

-

0

ANAGRAMS.

1. Y ask ye wit in an utterer of comic dates,

2. Know yer. ’

3. The fame we ticketed is in atrocious ty-
Tonny.

Two o tyrapny sick fame it cauterised e,

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS.

" 1. If you were sent to & house whose number
was represented by 3 figures; and, knowing that
the digit representing the hundreds was triple
that of the tens, and that the sum of thoe 3 digits
was but 4y of tho number, at what door would
Fyou rap. ’

2. Place the nipe digits 1,2, 3,4, &c, in a
square, so as to count 15 each way,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, &c., No. 15.
Acrosric.—Magathon, 1. Miltiades. 2. Aris-
totle. 3. Rufus. 4. Alexander. 5. Titus. 6.
Homer. 7. Olympus. 8. Nelson,
Cranapes.— 1. Palm-erst-on.
3. Haund-cuff.
T Axacrawaric Countsair.— Wait and hope,
'om.

-

2. Car-mine,

TraNsPOsITIONS~—1. Cartesde visite. 2.Cbrist J 16 R

Cburch Cathedral, 3. The Crystal Palace,

Arirnyericat ProBLens.—1st. 210 leaps, 2nd.
147 sheep. 3rd. 7 days.

The following angwers have been received :

Jcrostic.—Nemo, Peter, A. A. Oxon, 1. H. V.,
Cloud.

Charades.—Al, Ellen G., Camp, Peter, A. A.
Oxon, Nemo; 1st and 3rd, L. P, C.; 1st, Old
Tom.

Jnagrammatic Courlship~—Tho ounly answer
recelved is that forwarded by ¢ Peter,” who, by
changing “a” into ¢ n,” forms, # I do want Tom
—when?” Tbe solation given above is formed
by changiog tho ¥ w? in # two? into ¢ p.”

Jrithmetical Problems.— All, A. A. Oxon,
Nemo, Peter, H. H. V., Cloud; 2nd, F.G. P,
0Old Tom.

The following did ot reach us in timo to bo

CHESS,
TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Correct solations to Problem No. 3 were received
from “St. Urbaia St.,’’and J. McL.

Solutionsto Problem No. 2, from J. R, and Philldor,
wero received too late, to acknowledgoe last week.

SOLUTION OF FROBLEX No. 2.

WRITE. BLACK.

1 B.to Q. B. sq. B.tobedthor®t t
2 Q. takes R. L, (ch.) K. to K, 6th,
8 Q.t0 Q. 5th. Mate.
] ——e— —— K.to I, B. Gth.

2 Q.toK.B.4th (ch) K. to K. Tth,

3 Q. to B.sq. Mato,
t1 ————  H.to Q.6th,

2 Q.to Q. 2nd (ch.) K. to K. 0ths.

8 Q. to Q. Oth, Mate.
t1 e If P8 mote.

2 8 to K. B. 4th (ch,) K.to Q. 6th

3 Q.to Q. B. 4thh, Mate.

PROBLEX No. &.
Br Mrg. F. Hrarey.
BLACE.

%
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Whito to play and Mato in three moves.

Mr. J. H. Blackburne astonished the members of
tho Kidderminster Chess Club, a few,years ago, by
Flayingten blindfold games at once. Lho followin
ntéresting partie i3 renowned for its beautifil tcrmi
nation:

IRREGULAR OPENING.

WHITE. BLACK.
(Blackdurne.) (Mr. 4.)
1 P. to K. 4th. P. to K. 4th
5 b 6.5 4 Lo G gra
. Q. 18, 4th. to Q. 8td.
4 Kt to K. B. 3rd Iit. to Q. B. 8rd
5 P.toQ. B.3rd 1, takea P
6 1? Rt takes I Kt. to K. 4th
7 Kt takes Kt. I takes Kt
8 B, takes B. I, Sch JK.to X. 2nd
9 B.to XK. Kt. 6th (ch.) | Kt. to B. 3rd
10 Q. to K. X. ith. 1. to Q. B. 3ra.
11 R.t0Q.2q. Q- to It 4th.
12 . to K, B. 4th Q-t0 Q. B. 4th.
13 P. takes I’ Q. takes K. P,
14 Castles, Y. to K, B. 8rd.
156 B. to K. 8th. B. to K. 3rd.
. takes Kt. 1. takes R.
17 R. to Q. 7th {ch.) B. takes 1B,
18 to B, 7th (ch.{] K. to Q.
19 takes Q. 1. (ch.) K. to I, 4th
20 L5 to K. 3rd (ch.) K. %0 Kt 6th,
21 Q. taker Q. At. ¥, (ch.) | IK.to R. 4th

Apd Mr, Blackburno snnounced Mate in three

moves,

Tho Mato is as intricato as it {8 beautiful, andshows
that Mr. B, posseased great powersas o pinyer. Wo
venturd to aay that very fow players over tho board
would havo perceived o Mato jn threo moves at this
roint; and u’.)gn it must borecollected that Blackbarne
was plaging nine other blindpld games.—Kingston
(&. Y.)Journal.

Wk revenge in baste and passion ; we repent
at leisure and from reflexion,

Oxce give your mind to suspicion, and thero
will besure to be food enough forit. In the
stillest night the air i3 filled with sounds for the
wakefal ear that is resolved to hear them, -

GasaT talent renders & man famous, great
merit procurcs respect, great learning gaing
esteem—~but kind fecling alone cnsures love and

acknowledged in our lnst issuo: Rusticus, Cadet,
Florence, Georgo L, *~ ° T )

s .

aficction,

-
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

L. . C.—Much obliged.

YeLva.—~Received.

Gro. C. G., Qusnsc.—~Dlease furward one of
the translations complete. We will write you
on receipt.  Will return the MS. if not required,

C. S, Kixasros.—We think we have succeed-
ed in mnking an arrangement that will be satis-
factory to you. Wil wnte you with particu-
lars.

ErostaTrs.~1We had inteuded to publish
the article this week, as requested, but on refer-
ring to it again find we really cannot do so.

Pengeiiag Po—We will meart m an carly
issue, We answer both querics in the aflinma-
tive, and spare you the ruucipated retort,

J. R, Curur.—We shail be happy to receve
the article you mentivn, - The uther subjects are
guod, and we hupeyon will cutiplete e sketebes
&1 jour cunvenience,

Seart Huvi—~We Qo not know what may be
the practice of our city contemporaries, but we
never jnsert puetty as we dov adverusements,
at so much per hne.  Respect fur our readers,
howerer, comypels us to reject more than two-
thirds of the so-called poetry we are favoured
with., The stanzas . rwarded contain sume
good ideas, puetically expressed, but rare * dues
not rhyme with @ tear,” nor “form ™ with
¢« morn,” nor  hope” with *up.?

Lex.—We do not care to offer an opinion of
our owu respecting the cunewal vf the Reaprocty
Treaty. We believe the general view is that
the treaty will be alloned to lapse, but thata
new one will be neguciated within a year or twa.

Capet, Gertri—You can probably obtain
« A Sumancr in Shye,” from the Toronto Buok-
sellers—if not, Messes. Dawson & Bros. will be
happy to furward it to your address, per Book

pust.

G. H. H—Rcceived. No. 15 will appear in
our next issue.  Many thauks.

InNoGENE~—A problum very similar to the
first hiag already appearcd.  We insert the se-
cond. DPlease accept our thanks.

Caxapia~Your contiibution will appear in
our next issuc.

M. D.—Good, but e fear too generally known,

M. J. L, MoxtrEaL.—You have rung the
clianges pretty well upon that theme. P.R. &
P, 1. arc late.

G. W.—Although wo cannot insert your
communication we are pleascd to have.received
it, because we deem it a strong cvidence of
wide-spread good feeling towards the Rsapen.

E. C.—Much obliged for the problem, which
we insert. Shall Le glad to hear from you
again.

J. D, Mavoc.—In reply to your query respect-
ing Clubs, we repeat anotice which hias already
appeared in the Reaper.  « Any person getting
up a club of five will e entitled to o free copy
of the Rpansr, during the existence of the
Club; and if a yearly Club of ten, to a free copy
of the paper, and & handsomely bound copy
(two volumes) of Garnean’s History of Canada,
published at three dollais.”

J. 11, Tonrosto~We will, as you suggest,
submit the question to our readers, with the
view of eliciting a solution.

L. M.—Declived with thanks.

Vista.—We cafnot penetrate thoe wystery.
Havoe you avy solutivn to offer?

Orp Tox.—Thavhs.

SOIENTITIC AND USETUL.

—

Considerable jnterest hias buen excited in Bir-
mingham by the exbulution of articles manufactur-
¢d from the titapiferous iron sand of New Zca-
iand, wherc tbc supply is boundless.

A mixture of ¢lay and glycerine, which keeps
its plasticity for any length of timeat all temper-
atureg, has been found very useful by modetlers.
The clay must be well dried before it i3 mixed
with the glycerine. Itis . id that the mixture
can}?c used in olace of wax for the most delicate
work.

A Captain agstrom, a Swede, has invented a
new sort of necdle-gun, which is to cut out tho
Prussian needle altogether, It fires ten ghots in
a minute, aud does not get foul after o hundred
shots. It hag been accepted by the Swedish
Government, and is to be introduced into the
avmy.

At Kew o magnificent spectroscopeis enabling
the Director of the Qbservatory to map the re-
markable vaviety of lines seen in the gpectrum of
the sunand thatof other bodics. To keepthe hight
ofthe sun in the ficld of view of the instrument,
which i3 placed upon a large table facing a
window, a clock ismade to move a reflectur so as
to keep the light of the sun thrown upun the ob-
ject glass,

An excellent cement for attaching metal to
glass or poreelain consists in o mixture of o so-
lution of cight ounces of strong glue, and one
ounce of varnish of linseed oil, or three quarters
of'an onnee of Venice turpentine, which should
be hoiled together and sticred till the misture is
thoroughly mixed.

Prorerties or CHarcoar —Anong the many
properties of charcoal, may be mentioned its pow-
er of destroying smell, taste, and colour; and, as
a proof of its possessing the first quality, if it be
rubbed over putrid meat the swmell will be de-
stroyed  If a piece of charcoal be thrown into
putrid water, the putrid taste or flavour will be
destroyed, sud the water be rendered cowpletely
fresh.  Sailors are aware of this; for when water
is bad at sea, they are in the habit of throwing
piccus of burnt biscuit into it to purify it. Col-
our is materially influenced by charcoal, and in
a number of instances, in a very irregular way.
If you take & dirty black syrup, and flter it
throngh burnt charcoal, the cotour will beremor-
ed,  ‘The charcoal of animal matter appears to
be the best for this purpose.  You may learn the
influence of charcoal in destroying colours, by
tiltering a Lottle of port wine through it; in the
filtration it will lose o great portion of its colour-
ing, aud Lecome tawuy 3 repeat the process two
ur three times, and you have destroyed italto-
gether.

WITTY AND WIHIMSICAL.

———

Mopery DiCTIONARY.

Nose-gay., A red nose.

No-tary.  Great haste.

Nu-dity. A song just published,

Night-in-gale. A stormy cveniag.

Od-dity. A queer song.

Pass-port.  To hand round wiue.

Pai-riot.  An lrish ghindy.

Pen-dent.  Murk of o pen.

Pit-y. Full of bolea,

Plainetill, A haff casily noticed.

Quarter-stafl. A twenty five cent cane.

Rain-bow. A young mwan who offers a young
Jady an winbrelln in a storm.

lcin-deer.  The young lady to whom he offess
it

Tug ¢ Exv” or 88 ATLANTIC CaBLe.—~The at-
tempy to lay the Atlaptic cable has fora time
terminated in disaster. We bave witnessud the
termination ; but until they succeed in fishing
the cable up again from the depths of ocean we
cannot hope 20 sec the « end of it

Neat anp Caypio.—When somncbody once
taunted a very shy man with his silence, the
bLashiful one replied, ¢ Talking isall very swell
when you have anything to say, but Ibave noth-
i"g."

Tees for Osce.—A traveller aunounces asa
fact (and though he isa ¢ traveller” we believe
him) that hic once in his Life beheld people « mind.-
ing their own bLusiness.” Tlus remarkable oc-
currence happened at sea—the passengers being
# too sick to atlend to cach other’s concerns.

A Lovive Wire —A farmer, going to get his
grist ground at & mill, borrowed o bag of onc of
bis neighbours; the poor man was knocked under
the waterwheel, and the bag with bim; he was
drowned. When the mclancholy news was
brought to his wife, she cxclaimed, ¢ My gracious,

what s fuss there'}ll be about that bagt”

Force axp Prrsgasion.—When Themistocles
went to Andros, to demand o loan of money, ho
said, ¢ I bring two gods with me, ‘forco and
Dersuasion.”—Is was answered, ¢ We have two
stronger, Want and Impossibility,”

Bataan's Ass,—A princess of Hungary once
asked o monk, who wus o scholar aud a wit, to
cxplain to her the story of Balaam and the ass,
adding, ¢ g 4 father, [ can hardly believe that
an ass could b, so talkative."—¢ Madame, re-
plied ths futher, * your scruples may cease when
you are informed it was & female” .

A OENTLRMAN once calledupon one of our ce-
lebrated painters,and told him hie wished o largo
picture painted for his dining room, giving him.
at the samo time the duucndions, and oifering
him tho paltry sum of ten pounds. ‘Tho subject
fised upon for the picture was, ¢ The Israclites
crossing the Red Sea.,” When finished the gen.
tleman called, and wag surprised to sec only a
serene blue sky, and a calm, unruffled sea.  But
where,” said he, “arc the Israclites?'—+ Qh,
they have passed over,” replicd the painter.
« Well, then, the Egyptians ?” continued the gen-
tleman. ¢ Oh, they are all drowned,” replied
the painter.

InteRPRETATION OF DREAMS~To dream of &
millstone around yourneck isa sign of what you
may expect if you get an cxtruvagant wife.
When a young ludy dreams of a coffin it betok-
cns that she should instantly discontinue lacing
her stays tightly, and always go warmly and
thickly sbod in wet weather. To dream of fir
isa sign that—if you are wise—you will sco
that tho lights in your house are out before you
go to bed, To dream that your nose is red at
the tip, is an intimation that you bad better leave
off braundy and water.

Lacoxic.—A lady having occasion to call
upon Abernethy, and knowing his repugnaunce
to anything like verbosity, forebore speaking ex-
cept simply in reply to his laconic inquirics. The
consultation, during three visits, was counducted
in the following mapncr:— First day (Lady
enters, and holds out her finger).—.Abernethy :
« Cut?" Lady: 4 Bite.” .4, : “ Dog 1 L.: “ Parrot.”
A.: % Go home and poultice it” Second day
(Pinger held out again).—J4.: “ Botter?® L.:
& Worse.” A.: # Go bome andd ., Jltice itagain”
Third day (Finger held out as before)—4.:
« Better?” L.: « Well” A.: ¢ You're the most
sensible woman I ever met with. Good-by.”

Jouxny is just begioning to learn geography.
He says the Poles live partly at one cnd of the
globe and partly at the other. He knows it is
so, because they arc marked on the map.

He bas found out gometbing else, 100, Some-
body told him that pigeons eat their own weight
cvery day. He knows a littlo bird, not g0 big as
a pigeon, that takes a peck at every mouthful.

Way are the detective policemen in plaio
clothes, who look after coining cascs, Jike Christ-
masdclicacies? Because—(yes, that's quiteright :
nearly all answers begin with “ because®)—they
are Mint spies! e decline an explanation,

We are beneeforth the ’cutest Shakespearian
critic out. We bave discovered that Othello
held n legal as well as military office in Venice.
He was “ a tawny general.”

A Deer Foroivey.—An impertinent fellow was
met by a gentleman whom he had insulted, who
observed, that he owed him & good drubbing.—
# Never mind, sir,” said the fellow, # Tl forgive
you the dedt.”

Mistarss.—Mistakes! who does not make
them sometimes?  This reminds me of my curato
days. After onc Sunday morning’s service—I
had been reading prayers—my rector, ono of the
best and most gentlemanly of men, but fidgetty
when the gout was cominyg on, said in the vestry,
¢« Why, you made six mistakes in reading!”—
s Sorry,” said I, ¢ but I amnot fecling well” In
the afternoon it was my rector’s turn to read. Ho
began the morning Psalins, and read away to
the erd, the clerk reading his verses from the
evenit g Psalms ; the congregation was tittering.
It was now my turn, I said in the vestry,
“ Rector, you read the wrong Psalms."— Al
well,” 8aid be, % tis a wonder we do not make
more mistakes.”
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