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THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publicher's advanced sheels.)
Continued from page 293.
CHAPTER LVIII.—DICK'S STEPMOTHER.

While the adventurer of Coombe Valley was
thus engaged in a work that would have wonder-
fully interested Humphrey Arkdale, that per-
gonage was himself engrossed in mattersinvolving
equal energy of aim, and equal auxiety as to the
surrounding circumstances. Let us take a glimpse
of him on the morning after his return home.

« Hush, Jenkyns! I trast thy mistress sleeps.
See and make a fire, and have breakfast ready ;
but step softly, lad, if canst.” )

« Step softly!” repeated Jenkyns, staring at
his master as he took off his cap, and putback his
long, lank hair. ¢ Why, master, you don’t mean
jt—a woman in the place, and you working with-
out a fire, and never broke your fast this time
o'day! Wait till I get the winder-bar down, 'l
rouge the idle hussey.”

« You'll do just as you're told, my boy. Hold
your tongue, and make the fire.”
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As Arkdale, as if accidentally, fingered a cer-
tain strap, with which the shoulders of Jenkyns
had more than once made warm acquaintance,
the ’prentice only hung his head, muttering, as
he took off and folded up his clean blue and white
checked apron—

“ And there's Dick, too.
breakfast ?”

“Who made it before, booby ?”

“ Who?"” echoed Jenkyns, looking round as he
sank on his knees before the fireplace. ¢ Dye
s'pose there’s a young gal or a widder in this
town that aint been here in her turn while you've
been gone, with something or other for Dick?
Was there ever a morning I opened the door
without finding somebody waiting with a smokin’
hot pipkin ¢ new milk or a gallipot o’ gruel,
and askin’ so kindly to be allowed to feed him
a3 you'd thought he was the son and heir of the
Lord Mayor, and so pleasant to me, too, withal-
wis & 'Good mornin’ to ye, Jenkyns, an’ ¢ Any
news o your master, Jenkyns ?’ an’ ¢ Yow'll tell .
him, Jenkyns, how agrieved I was I couldn’t do
no more for the sweet lamb,’ eh? But the tale’s
changed now, master, since you brought madam
home yesterday—nothing but black looks as |

- X\

Who's to make his

come”along this mornin’; and I reckon poor
Dick may sing for his supper or whistle for his
breakfast now.”

Dick lay down on the floor in a bright beam of
sunshine, that seemed to be radiating from him
rather than shining down on him, so bright and
lovely was the child in his morning freshness
and sweet health. His eyes were gazing up at
his father, who, from time to time, in spite of his
sadness, glanced down, and exchanged with
Dick looks of laughing idolatry. That sadness
Dick regarded only as a bit of deep fun to make
him laugh, and tried all he could to show his fa-
ther his appreciation of it by puffing out his
cheeks, blowing bubbles with his mouth, throwing
bimself on his back, and pointing delightedly
with his rosy, dimpled foot at the unusual lines
in poor Humphrey's face. Fun had always been
the order of the day with these two ; and neither
of them being able to make themselves under-
stood by words, they expressed theic adoration
for each other by laughter—not necessarily au-
dible laughter, though there was plenty of that,
but a silent laughter of the eye and lip, well un-
derstood by both.

Dick’s merry noises, the crackling of the logs,
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and the clatter of the old and cracked utensils
Jenkyns was setting on the breakfast-table, were
the sounds which awakened Joan. ’

She woke happily, with a smile on Ler face
and Arkdale’s name on her lip, She thought
they were at the inn where they had stayed the
previous night, with the last stage of their jour-
ney before them ; but Ler bright, refreshed eyes
1alling on & child's shoe and a child’s toy, she
recoliected all. The name breathed in tenderness
was repeated in agony, with her lips buried in
the pillow.

““ Humphrey—oh, sweetheart! what has come
between us?”

Her next feeling, as she lay listening, was
Jjealousy—jealousy of poor Jenkyus.

“ The medding fool ! ” she sobbed, as she rose,
and began to dress indignapotly. « How dare
he touch my things? I would I had waked
sooner.”

She dressed herself with as much care as if it
had been Suniay or fair-day at home. She looked
wondrous well—her neckerchief was like snow,
her hair like nothing in the world, but the love-
liest flaxen hair. The little glass in Arkdale’s
cellar reflected a face infinitely more fair than the
little Cam had shown him that September even-
ing ; for the last few weeks of happiness, idleness,
and roadside fare had wonderfully enriched
Joan’s small share of beauty, giving it that soft-
ness, colour, and repose it had always needed.

Jenkyns was just pausing with a cup in his
haud, considering in his own mind whether lLis
wnistress deserved her cup setting for her or not,
when the door opened, and she made her ap-
pearance.

Jenkyns was so startled, he dropped the cup,
and it broke to pieces. He had never really
seen his mistress before, and was sufficiently
struck by her appearance as to stand still, as he
had been standing, on his awk ward toes, with lis
tongue in his cheek. Joan did not allow hLim
inuch time for looking at her.

¢ How is this?” demanded she, advancing im-
periously. ¢ Ilas yourmaster nothing for you to
do but he must nceds set you a-medding in my
1natters ? Prithec, must the few things I have for
use be smashed by a clumsy lout like you ?7”

“Prithee,” answered Jenkyns, recovering his
tongue and his heels as the same time,  must my
roaster go without his breakfast when it pleases
your ladyship to lie a-bed ?”

“1-think your master would be better employ-
ed in giving you a sound drubbing for your in-
solence than sitting there working in the cold
before he's had bit nor sup,” said Joan, trying to

_ speak in an unconcerned voice, but growing tre-

mulous towards the end of her sentence.

Arkdale had not yet looked up, or taken any
notice of her presence. That slight quiver of her
voice touched him, and he turned his head with
the intention of saying something kind; but
when he saw her standing in the firelight, look-
ing 8o fair and fresh both in gear and face, the
water rose to his eyes, and he said nothing,

Jenkyns, keeping at a safe distance from his
masler, seided a wig and stand, and began to
comb, darting contemptuous glances at his mis-
tress,” who feigned not to see them as she swept
off all Lis preparations for breakfast, and began
to lay the table afresh,

Now and then she would ask Jenkyns if they.

had such-and-such an article, nnd the jealous
’prentice began to suspect she took a savage plea-
sure in always receiving an answer in the nega-
tive, as if the poverty of the place was begin-
ning to prove a pleasant sort of foil to her quick-
ness and ingenuity. .

_ Yet, whenever Arkdale, to whom each ques-

_tion and answer gave a pang, glanced towards

Joan, her movements and face assumed an air of

.sharp resignation.
. #® Where's the linen kept ?” demanded she of

enkyns,

“ Linnin | What you want with linnin at break-
fast-timo? " gaid Jenkyns, prevaricating in order
to spare his master's feelings.

“] want a tablecloth.”

% Why, you just pitched it in the corner.”

¢J want a clean one.” .

 Well you'll have it when you wash that, I
s'pose,”

Here Joan got out one of her own home-spun
cloths, shining like satin, and spread it on the
table. °

“ Agrevatin’ hussy!” muttered Jenkyns to
himself.

“ How is this, sir? I can't find more than one
spoon !”

“Don’t ¢'pose you could if you was to hunt
till next St. Swithen's.”

¢¢This coffee-pot runs.”

“You shouldu’t a-scraped the black off, then.
You might a-seen it was left on for a purpose.”
‘ Are there but two of these yellow cups ?”

“An’ if there was three, d’ye s’pose I should
drink out o’ the same sort as master?”

Dick, clasping his father’s leg with both arms,
kept peeping shyly round at his fair stepmother
and Jenkyns, and from time to time would lifi
his eyes to Humphrey's face with a half grave,
half comical look, which seemed to ask, ¢ Is this
also fun 2” but bis father's face left Lim still
dubious. .

“Will you take your breakfast? ” caid Joan,
at last. ¢ 'T'is ready.”

Arkdale rose, and after standing to warm his
hands at the fire, sat down, and took Dick on kis
knee.

When Joan saw this, she thought of his words
on the night before, and was seized with jealousy.

“1 will feed the child,” said she, sbarply,
‘“when we have finished.”

Arkdale gently put him down, and Dick looked
back at him archly, but tearfully, as if he thought
the “fun" were going almost too far.

Jenkyns, who bad taken the seat disdainfully
pointed out to him by his mistress, got up, took
Dick in his arms, and went and sat in the shop.

“Come to your breakfast) said Joan, “and
put that child down.”

Jenkyns showed no signs of obeying.

“IT help you, my lad, in a minute,” said bis
master, rising; “and if you dow't mind your
mistress next time she speaks to you, you and I'll
have a little talk outside. Come, now, stir! Put
ke boy down, and come to the table.”

“Master,” answered Jenkyns, getting-his back
against the wall where the strap hung, *“ I'm very
sorry 1 am,” and he began to blubber, ¢“but ever
since Dick was horn, I've never touched bit nor
sup 'fore he was served, and I never will.” -

Arkdale knew that this rule of Jenkyns' had
not been one of mere politeness, as there had
been times when, if the ’prentice had satisfied his
hunger first, Dick would have come but poorly
offt. He hardly knew how to punish the young
man for his devotion to Dick, yet he felt Joan
was expecting such open rebellion to be met with
very sharp punishment. 'While he hesitated, she
said, gently—

“Well, well, bring him with you, Jenkyns, if
you think he is hungry, as perhaps he may be,
since 1 was late this morning.”

So Jenkyna sat down with Dick on his knee,
looking happy, but abashed and deferential.

All breakfast-time Joan was frigidly silent.
Arkdale had a few questions to put to Jenkyus,
or not & word had been spoken.

When the ’prentice went to his work, and
Dick was under the table at play with the ban-
tam, Arkdale’s heart suddenly misgave him at
the thoughts of beginning the day’s work under
such a state of things; and just as he was leav-
ing the fire-side, he turned back, and stood still.

#Joan, I thank you for your good patience
with Jenkyns, and with the many other annoy-
ances you have had to deal with this morning.
Believe me, I have noticed and suffered for all.”

Joan’s cyes looked into the fire with a cold
resigned gaze, that if it did not hide their tears,
gave them a different meaning.

“But, of a truth, Joan, thee hast made the
place so pleasant in spite of all, that thee'lt Lave
me tarrying instead of hurrying away if thee
dostna’ mind.”

1 have but done my duty, Hamphrey, as I
trust to God I always may do under all circum-
stances,”

“By the mass, my Joan,” said Arkdale, with
a bitter sigh, *if tis to be but duty for us to serve
one arother now, what name can we give it come
ten or twenty ycars?” .

——p

“1 have enough to do to look forward to the
next few hours at present.”

He turned away with a heavy step, and went
into the shop. :

Poor Jenkyns had a hard morning of it.

Dick was at play at his father's feet. Joan,
when she had mended an old elean frock she had
found among some rubbish, and prepared his
bath at the fire, went to fetch him,

Both IHumphrey and Jenkyns looked round
with a pang as she took him up, and carried him
off without a smile or a caress, and both listened
for Dick’s opinion of this unusual treatment.

All was quiet, however. )

When Joan had got on the other side of the
curtain which was drawn across the shop in the
day-time, Dick stooped, and lovked inquiringly
in her face. Joan, avoiding the bright, arch
eyes, sat down, and jerked off his clothes, fling-
ing each to the far end of the room; and
Dick, instead of being offended as each little
gdrment was thus disposed of, kicked and
crowed with delight.

Joan's movements became more and more
sharp and unkind. Dick looked serious—puzzled
and sometimes glanced wistfully round at the
old curtain, but always looked back trustingly
at Joan.

He put out his hand to stroke her face. Joan
Leld him off.

“ The little fool!” she said. “‘How can I
love thee while thy father loves thee better than
me!”

She was determined to quarrel with Dick, but
Dick would not be quarrelled with.

As she grew more and more angry, Dick grew
more convinced all was meant for tun.

At lagt, when, after his bath, glowing with
Joan's hard usage, he sat in his little shirt on her
knee, Joan paused one moment in Ler task, and
gazed at him,

She thought bim the very loveliest thing ler
eyes had cver seen. :

¢ He must always love thee more than me, arnd
I must always hate thee,” she said, in her pas-
sionate heart.

Dick’s eye caught the glimmer of her hair;
his hand snatched at it, n.ng pulled it down about
them both like a mantle of suushine.

Glad of the excuse, Joan slapped the dimpled
arm smartly, almost violently.

The two men heard the sound; and one, un-
noticed by Joan, came from the shop, to which
her back was tarned, and: ‘8toed watching and
listening. i

Dick gave one cry that caught &p all his breath,
and then paused with Lis mbuth wide open and
his head thrown back. Joan, now full of re-
morse, drew him to her, and kissed the hurt
arm, trembling at the thoughts of the outcry
that would come with his breath.

Dick’s breath did.come in good time, agd with
it not the expected screams, but a. peal of fitsh,
bubbling laughter, while his eyes smiled Up at
her through their tears,, with a look that said.

“You cannot cheat me; I know ’twasfan.”

Tears streamed from Joan's eyes. Bhe bent
over him with a gaze of passionate love and awe,

“ Thou blessed little child | ” sobbed she, aloud.
“ Sure thou didst share thy mother's heavenly
birth ere thou wast born to us, for thou. a¢t an
angel, and I unworthy of -serving thee.” .

“ Nay, Joah ; 'tis we who are unworthy of be-
ing served by thee,” said a sad voice. -

Joan rose and turned towards Huinp:
the child in her arms, half covers
golden curtain he had pulled about them,

The boy was heavy for her unaccustomed
arms, and she but her foot on the rail of the
chair, and partly rested him on her knee ag she
stood.

“ Humphrey, I struck your child, Canat for-
give me?” )

‘“How can I do other than forgive you, my
poor lass, when I know you did it in- the sharp-
ness of your sorrow ? "

“ But 'twas a wicked sorrow, Humphrey.”

(13} .. 4

Twas of my bringing.”

{3 NO."

“ No, Joan? Ay, I remember last night you
said 'twas you had cheated yourse!f ; but I know
that, had I been less blind in my self-conceit, I
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should have rightly understood your reason for
listening kindly to me, a stranger ; but be that
as it may, [ trust to God you will find comfort
here in time.”

Joan hung ber head and wept.

«Qh, Joan, [ try not to look back, but how
can [ see you and not look back to the time that
ended but yesterday, though it seems so long
ago? Dost remember, lass, what didst think the
best colours of all the pleasant harvest—the wheat
and poppy and corncockle a-growing together?
Thy face, my Joan, has caught all three—t hy
eyes the blue o' the corncockle, thy lips the
poppy's red, and thy bair the ripe wheat’s yellow.
How, then, can I look at thee and not remember
how happy we were a journeying together, and
not say to myself, ‘Sure my sweet fellow traveller
loved me and I her?’”

Here Dick’s hand and another’s held up the
golden curtuin, and Arkdale, stealing in, found
himself in a prison of shimmering gold and soft
arms.

« weetheart, when would you think me traest?
speaking yesternight, when I was sick and sore
with disappointment, and weary with travel, or
now—now thiat I am no longer weary or disap-
pointed 7 Now that [ hold thee and Dick inmy
arms, and feel myself more blessed than any
woman on the earth?” .

@ if this is being false, Joan, never be true
again!”

.« "Pis being true to tell you I was false last
night in letting you believe I came away
with you for anything but liking for you, Hum-
phrey. I think I loved you sooner than you
wme.”

Humplrey said that was not true, but as plea-
sant & falsehood as he had ever heard.

Joan laboured all day with a stout and loving
heart, and chatted and sang cheerily to Dick,
who now preferred her company to that of his
tuther or Jenkyns. Sle watched Arkdale, at
first with anxiety, then with pride, as he threw
himself into the business of the day—uand, as he
wld Joan, a great day’s business it was.

The news of his return bad spread, and there
¢ame hurrying to his humble shop quite & crowd
of persons ou various errands apart from shaving
and hairdressing. About a dozen huge silver
watches were received by Joan'into the interior,
then ecame a few ofd clocks, and on enquiring of
Jenkyns what these might mean, she was told
that his master was the only man in the town to
whom several of the tradesmen of Bolton, and,
indeed, more than one of the neighbouring gen-
ury, would trust thesetting right of their watches
or clocks,

One person who came mysteriously, request-
ing to see Arkdale alone, was S0 unceremo-
niously dispatched, that Joan ventured to re-
monstrate with her husband, telling bim that
Jenkyns had heard from some boys that the
visitor had arrived in the town in a very neat
cart, now put up at the Royal George.”

e at ease, my Joan,” answered the barber.
«] know the fellow; he has come to bargain
with me for the secret of my new hair-dye, which
I do not part with to the King's own wig-maker
yet awhile.”

Then came a country barber on a brown nag,
which was held at the top of the steps by Jen-
kyns for full balf an hour, to the great mortifi-
cation of Arkdale’s rival, Pritchard, This person
merely came to beg for information concerning
a certain new invention said to be in use in
France—a little lathing-brush to use instead of
the hand in shaving, and supposed to be in Ark-
dale’s possession.

« Now, why,” asked Joan, as the owner of the
brown nag bustled out, taking a paper contain-
jng all the iaformation he bad wanted with him,
and leaving something out of his stout leather
purde on Arkdale’s table—‘DOW, why do you
satisfy this one more than he who puts up at the
inn like a gentleman!”

« Put it to my good nature, Joan,” answered
he, locking up the money.

«Nay,” said Joan, ¢ remember I have known
what it is to bargain with thee.”

« Then, cunning one, put it to my happening
10 know that a man will be in the town to-mor-
row with these brushes, if he arrive not to-day.”

« Next time I want to sell my bair, I'll go to
some one else, Dick,” said Joan: * 1 am scarce
a match for thy dad !’

“ Yet, for all that, she drove me from twelve
to fifteen, Dick.”

i And gave it to him for nothing at last, my
pretty Dick.”

But all the rest of the day Joan watched him
with smiling satisfaction, saying in her heart—
“ After all, in a great measure, he is right,
whilst I am wrong. Of course, like all men, he
goes into cxtremes ; but I truly believe he is one
t0 make a fortune. [ am not for a Jack-of-all-
trades myself, but these are good, solid, profit-
able talents which he has, and that no one can
gainsay.

Joan had said that she would not look forward
again, and she remained true to her word; but
though she kept her mind’s eyes closed, she could
not help feeling the glow of a bright future any
more than one can help feeling the sunshine by
shutting one’s eyes. .

Sometimes while she was engaged in unpack-
ing and finding places for the various items of
her dowry, she would discover that, quite with-
out her leave, her thoughts had gone through
the cellar ceiling, and began to furnish the first
floor. Nay, sometimes, to her indignation, she
found them in possession of the whole house,
which bore before it an announcement that
“ Humphrey Arkdale was Hairdresser and Clock-
maker to his Worship the Mayor, instead of the
invitation—¢ Come to the Subterranean Barber.”

When it was evening the three sat round the
fire—Joan at her spinning-wheel, Jenkyns nurs-
ing Dick, and Humphrey enjoying his rest lazily,
as it seemed to the others.

But Joan's busy eye soon detected something
more than mere enjoyment of rest in the attitude
of Humphrey's figure. Moving her head a little,
$0 as to see into his face, she saw that his large,
shrewd eyes, which seemed to be looking at the
chestnuts Dick and Jenkyns were roasting in
the ashes, were contracted with the expression
of u man who, while a crowd of thoughts are
floating through hismind, is trying determinedly
to hold and analyze one.

Joan watched him, thinking to herself, joy-
fully—

«'Was ever a man's heart so deep in his busi-
ness 7’

Suddenly he looked up, and said—

« Sweetheart, did’st cver use the spinning-
jenny ?”

Joan looked back at him with amazement, in-
dignation, and reproach ; looked, in fact, as she
might have looked had he called her honesty
into question.

“Well,” said Arkdale, with arsmile, “ why
look at me as I were mad ? Hast used the thing,
Joan, or not?” .

«Never I” answered Joan, vehemently ; ¢never,
Humphrey, as I hope for God's grace at my
dying day.”

For some minutes after, when Arkdale had
turned away and fallen into sanother fit of
thoughtfulness, Joan drew out her thread with
a perplexed and offended look on her brow ; but
by-and-by she said to herself—

# Now, what folly in me to show such hasti-
ness! Here he spoke to me for the sake of
civility, out of bis deep thought, and 1 must
needs quarrel with bis words, as if he could pick
and choose them, and feign what he did not feel.
He is not a woman.”

He sat silent so long that Joan began to grow
jealous of the very thing she so much commend-
ed—Dbusiness itself. Bending ber head so as to
catch his eye, she said laughingly—

“ Come, a penny for thy thoughts.”

“ A penny | I want a fortune for them, Joan.”

“ P’'m the more wishful of hearing them.”

« Tell them to thee?’ Humphrey looked at
her with a smile, and taking her busy hands,
pushed her wheel away and drew her within
one arm. “Tell thee my thoughts? Why, as
for that, I suppose, lass, I scarce can help my-
gelf; and yet I hardly durst.”

a« For why 7

« My Joan, thee'st of a tribe who, did they but
know what thou wantest to know, were 88 like
to tear thy husband limb from limb as look at
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him. Thee did'st get thy bread by the same
trade as the poor mad lasses hereabouts, who
set their lads to hunt and murder Hargreaves—
poor Hargreaves, of the spinning-jenny, my men-
tion whereof did turn thee white. Nay, Joan,
be not hurt ; I know well thy heart is too tender
to have pleasure in such doings; and I know
that, for my sake, thee'lt look at these things
from the other side now.”

Joan did not answer, but, after remaining still
and almost breathless for a minute, put his arm
from her, rose, and stood by the fire, whose light
showed her cheek had lost some of its eolour.

« What was that ?” said she, turning suddenly
upon him, with voice and eyes full of alarm and
entreaty. ‘ Not my husband speaking kindly—
pityingly, a'most—of the wretch who tried to
take the bread out o the mouths of us poor girls.
Poor Hargreaves ! did I bear? He has a harder
name in our part!”

« He has an honoured name in this poor home
of mine and thine, Joan; and, should he everset
foot in it, will be made welcome.”

«Tf he ever eats bread of mine, may that
bread poison me,” said Joan, all her superstition
and passionate love for her class aroused.

«Yet, Joan, thy husband is the worser man of
the two.”

“ As how ?
business ?”

Arkdale remained silent a moment, with his
knee on the chair, lis arms folded, and eyes fix-
cd ou the floor. Joan's eyes were on his face,
with a look of sharp suspicion. ’

“Joan,” said he, presently, in a meagured
patient voice, that touched Joan’s heart eveu
while it roused her suspicions more and more,
« there are men—men I have known and spoken
with—gifted with minds far-sighted and ready
speech, who could show you how the very thing
you so much fear and loathe—you and-those [
have taken yon from amongst—is to be as much
for your good as for the good of others.”

«'Do I want a wise man like you, Humphrey,
to tell me there are liars and hypocrites in the
world 2" .

“«Such men there are,” he said, as if he had
not heard her, # and honest and true men. But
for myself, Joan, I can only tell you that what I
do and yet hope to do, I do and hope to do from
a conviction it is good,and should be done; and,
morever, will be done by those who come after
me, if not done by me. This I say, and that I
speak truth God knows; and this is all I can
say in justification of myself to you.”

“ Then say out—say out, Humphrey. Do not
spare me! You are what they call an inventor.”

«T hope to deserve that name.”

“(Qh, 1 have no doubt you are already! But
as to the justification you spoke of—may I ask
what justified your marrying me, aspinner, whose
hatred for such doings as yours you must well
know 7"

« That very fact should give youbetter thoughts
of me, Joan. How could I have any intent to
injure those amongst whom I found a wife so
dear and kind of heart as thee?”

Joan stood with her face turned away; her
eyes were on the door. She felt just then as ter-
rified and helpless as a lamb who flnds itseif
treacherously lured into the home of the wolf, by
whom her flock has been worried. In those days
thieves, executioners, and resurrectionists were
scarcely thought more vile, by those of Joan's
class and calling, than inventors, Joan knew a
girl who Lad walked forty miles to see a woman
whose son had thrown a cleaver at Hargreaves,
and the journey had been spoken of ever since
as a sort of holy pilgrimage.

« And they will hear, some day, that Joan
Merryweather is_the wife of & man worse than
Hargreaves. Oh, how I have been cheated!”

Tears and fire filled her eyes as she lifted her
head and looked at her husband. A voice whis-
pered her, ¢ leave him—be true to thy people;
Jeave him—defy him!”  But all Joan's horror at
her position, and all her abhorrence of the inven-
tor, could not blind her to the fact of her love
for the man who stood watching her struggle
with firm, tender patience. Her face fell into
her hands. Both things seemed so utterly im-
! possible—to live with an inventor ; to leave Ark-

Hath ke been at any such sorry
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dale. In the midst of her anguish a thought
came, which had a magical effect on her. Her |
cheeks glowed, her eyes became bright and ten- 1
der, her form erect.

Arkdale saw the change. i

« My Joan,” said he, “ thy love hast outlived !
this shock. I knew it would.”

Joan met him coming, and fell upon his neck,
crying— |

# Ay, love, thou knew'st it would, although my
heart shonld break.”

“That will not be, my Joan—thou art too'
brave & woman for heart-breaking; and I knew |
it, and scorned to deceive thee, as I might have ,
done a poor weak, hair-brained lass.”

“'Twas hard for me, you know, Humphrey, |
said Joan; lifting her face and looking into his i
with the swestest, pardon-begging glance, ‘ but
you do forgive me?”

“] guessed thy heart, and forgave it before-
hand.”

« Jenkyns,” cried Joan, suddenly, % what were :
thy eyes made for—to look what thou art doing,
or to stare at thy master! But come, lad,” she
added, smiling, and speaking in a soft, joyous
tone, which made Jenkyns start again, ¢ Dick is
8 burthen, though one of love; but your arms
are already a'most weary, I should say. Let
me lay him in his bed, that you may cat vour
supper in peace.”

# Thee ought to think thyself mighty well off,
Jenkyns,” said Arkdale, as Joan took the child .
to the inner chamber, “to have so kind a mis- '
tress.”

“But I thought myself better off still 'fore I
had ere a one,” answered bluff Jenkyns.

¢« Ungratefal rascal !”

Jenkyns shrugged his shoulders.

Joan came back with her scarlet wedding-:
knot pinned on her neckerchief.

% Look,” said she to her husband, smiling
brightly, and pointing to it; then added to
Jenkyns, patronisingly, ¢ this is my wedding-
knot, Jenkyns, I have put it on in honour of
my first supper at home. We will have the
pastry I put by for to-morrow, and I tell thee,
without thy master's leave, thou shalt have
something better than ale to drink my health |
in.”

¢ Thank'ee, missus,”

eable.”

They had quite a little feast; and Joan was
so gay and gentle, and showed such modest,
tender coquetry, that Arkdale could scarce be-
lieve.it was the cold, precise Joan Merryweather,
with whom he had bargained at the fair.

Now and then, perhaps, a less enraptured ob-
server than Arkdale, or a less careless one than
Jenkyns, might have wondered at the intense
eagerness of Joan to look and say her best that
pight, It was as if she had a dangerous rival
at the table, and love and jealousy were teach-
ing her all the arts and witcheries of a finished

uette.
hen Jenkyns was gone, and the place all
closed once more, Arkdale said— .

‘ Joan, thee hast not seen Dick’s uncle yet;
wilt come with me now to look in upon him ?”

¢ Dick’s uncle, Humphrey ?”

« Ay. Not his good-for-naught uncle Paul,
mind you, but the rich old fellow from whom
Dick expects a fortune fit for a prince.”

« Now, of a truth you never told me this be-
fore,” said Joan. ¢ You laugh at me, Humphrey.
You mean Ah, I know what you mean !”

« Well, will you come ?”

t Yes, if I shall not be afraid. Pray, do you
work by the light o’ blue fire ?”

And Joan shivered as she laughed, and locked
her hands on his arm.

A heavy wooden bench was placed before an
opening near the chimney-place, and covered
with old carpet to the floor. Humphrey moved
the bench away, and, entering the cobwebbed
recess, laid his hand on a rough, ungainly-look-

- ing thing, and turned to Joan with a smile,

Holding her hand to the candle, s0 a8 to throw
the light into the recess, and so as to leave her
face in shade, Joan looked with much the same
loathing as that with which a prisoner of war
might look upon the arms he is bidden to take

1

i

said Jenkyns; “I'm
!

. fit of laughing,

i eyes with her apron.

up against his own countrymen. She thought

Arkdale wonld hear her heart beat while she
was trying to summon courage and quietness to
look up in answer to his look, which she felt

! upon her face.

At last she raised Ler eyes, smiled faintly, and
nodded.

“ What think you of him ?" asked Arkdale.

“ Since Dick is his heir, I dare not offend him,”
answered she; ¢ otherwise I should say I cannot
praise his beauty.”

“ Well, by the mass, I must own he is not so
comely as some spinners,” said Arkdale, looking
at his bright-haired wife.

“ What a frightful thing for a woman to have

. in her house-place,” said Joan,

“ A woman has nothing to do with it; it is to
be worked by u horse.”

“ A horse, good lack!” and Joan fell into a
“ Your pardon, dear heart; but
indeed, Humphrey, a horse! Fancy thy daughter,
should’st thee ever have one, when asked who
spun her linen, stead of saying, with a little
pride, as I can say; ‘My mother, must needs
answer, ‘'Twas farmer so-and-so’s mare, or
walled-eyed Dobbin, lying dead, now, at the
knackers? Oh, you would make a woman no
woman at all. A horse to spin!  Merey on us,
what next ?”

¢ Are you laughing or crying 7”

“ Forgive me, I am trying to do neither.”

“ And so art doing both with all thy might.
My lass, thee'rt weary. I had much to tell thee
about my labours here, but it shall be at another
time.”

“ Ay, at another time,” said Joan, wiping her
“ Why are you getting it
out?” and she shrank back a little, as W.inphrey

. pushed the model from its corner.

“Because I must be up and at it betimes in
the morning,” answered he. ¢ Dick’s uncle has
been too long neglected alteady. He will be
for leaving Dick a beggar after all, if he is not
properly cared for.” .

#1 reckon Dick, and all belonging him, will
be beggars, if he is too much cared for. Why,
what an ado there is here, and all to make
trumpery weft; for I have heard that none of
these things can turn out warp.”

“ As yet they have not,” said Arkdale; “ but
this is for weft and warp too, my Joan.”

Joan was silent, Arkdale looked at her and
smiled, thinking she was incredulous.

¢ Thee'rt thinking, if such is to be done, Joan,
thy husband is not the man to do it.”

Joan raised her eyes, grave and tearful, to his
face, and shook her head.

“] was not thinking that—but a sadder

! thought.”

“ What was it, lass!”

% That there is less Larm in a fool's fully than
a wise man’s. When ke turns his hand to mis-
chief, what ruin can he make!”

“ My Joan, thy voice is but a whisper of that
which I shall have howling in my ears in a little
time. Forgive me if I can hear thee and smile,

feeling assured, as I do, that I shall presently-

make thee of one mind with myself.”
Joan’s lips murmured something inaudibly,
which was not * Amen.”

“ Come, now, sweetheart,” said Arkdale, taking
her hands, ¢ we have learnt to know each other
much better to-day. I propose we make such
knowledge suffice, and try one another no
further. If we cannot always exactly under-
stand one another, let us take for granted that
that we do not understand is good, and believe
in no evil—thou of me, or I of thee. My chief
thought is for thy happiness, my next for Dick’s;
and all my hopes for both are set here,” and he
laid his hand on the machine. “ Come, then,
thou can'st not love thy husband and despise
his labour. Give me thy hand over it, lass.
There, now let us trust our love may overreach
every difficulty that comes betwixt us in this
lifoe as our arms reach over this—thy present
difficulty.”

“ Amen,” said Joan; *‘ Amen!”

It was two hours after this. The fire was fast
dying on the barber’s hearth, and gave out light
by gasps. The crickets, like jovial heirs, came
noisily taking possession, The barber’s full,

streng breathings could be heard through the
closed door.

Towards the end of the second hour there was
a moment when the jubilee on the hearth wag
stopped, and the breathings grew louder; The
chamber door had been opened. It was closed
again, and a form, bare-footed, golden-haired,
went past the hearth, and stood before the un-
gainly thing whose huge shadow came and
faded, and again came and faded, on the dis-
coloured wall,

Joan’s fever-brightened eyes had never closed
that night; her heart—whose throbs kept the
pale hair that streamed down over arm and
bosom in glistening motion—had known no
minute’s rest, Her ears these two long hours
had heard nothing but the harsh clamour of old
women’s tongues uttering threats of vengeance
against such men as he who slept beside her.

She stood still by the machine, looking at it.

The crickets grew bold at her silence, and
chirped loudly ag before.

For Joan there was no silence, no solitude.
Something she saw and heard, which made her
stiffen and draw back, and at last, when she had
remained thus staring at the darkness, her face
suddenly grew white, she flung out her arms
with a cry that died away to a whisper as it
reached her lips.

‘ Nay, nay, good dames, good
be true to thee! I will be true !

Her eyes wandered from end to end of the
dreary cellar, and grew less wild as the fire sent
& glow over it, and for one instant drove off the
shadowy crowds.

Then with a quieter, more intense passion in
them, the eyes again were turned to the machine,
S})e laid her hand on jt—her white lips moved
silently, and the huge shadow of the machine
model came and faded, and faded and came on
the discoloured wall.

“ Thou art very still ;

wenches, I will

'tis but the body here—
thy soul lies with him, whispering mischief. M
love, so wise, so good! What dost thou with
him? He is possessed with thee, thou devil
and I will tear thee out! I will tear thee from
his heart, I tell thee—or leave thee master there,
and go away and die! From this night it is
strife unto death betwixt us!”’
Which shall conquer ?

CHAPTER LIX.~~MR. FAITHFUL ENJOYS HI§
EMPLOYER'S HOSPITALITY.

He had been right in his guess as to the charac-
ter of the parts of the machine thus guarded
but he did not know or guess what a guard ha,ci
been placed there—an electrical machine of great
power—the Leyden phial, then lately invented
and which the astute Brothers Coombe had -
thought worth trying, as a sort of additional
defence against interlopers, of whom they stood
in eternal dread.

The shock, at once 8o inexplicable and so un-
expected, stopped for the night all further move-
ments. Mr. Faithful, indeed, found it a hard
task to recover the use of his limbs, to steady
his brain, to find his lantern, and walk forth out
of this horrible place, which had now lost for
him all its weird beauty and enchantment.

He, too, like most of his contemporaries, had
his full share of superstitious imaginings. What
wag he to make of this incident? It seemed
even more alarming to him on reflection than
even while he endured the blow. Might not the
place be full of such traps, though he had had
the luck to escape all for the moment but that
one ?

Could he pursue such labours as his mugt be
with that sort of fear overhanging him ?

The dogs, the blunderbusses, this new and
fearful mystery, all tended alike to impress Mr.
Faithful's mind with the thought that he had
embarked on a scheme to attack a citadel that
was too strongly defended for him, who did not
even know the character of the opposing forces
he had to contend with.

S.houh'l he conceal what had happened, sup-
posing his ghastly face and shaking limbs would
let him ?

No, clearly not,

He would seek Marks, and
tell him all.
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He must tell bim, for, if not, how did he know
tot that this truly dinbolical invention, of which
¥r. Fuithful had never even heard, was ablo to
wveal by its altered state what had happened ?

He found the watchman still dozing, told him
te bad taken the keys without waking him, had
fincied bie heard something in the machine-room,
1ad gone in, and been struck all of a heap—by
shat, bie knew not.

The watchman was greatly tickled with the
story, and explained that he had purposcly nat
ol bim, meaning to play him u trick, as the
test way of making tho invention known to bim,
tat never dreaming that Faithful would be such
100! a3 to rush himself into the trap uninvited,

The victim was very willing to pass the maitter
over a3 o practical jest, and he listened with
great interest to what little inforination Marks
ra able to give him about this new scientific
frtl g that some wonderful foreigner had in-
reted, an clectrical machine he said he called

it

«Plaything you call it, do you? I neverin
dimy life felt anything so like what I should
imagine 1 should experience if all creation were
goiog smash at once, and I made to fecl for
wervthing and everybody in my own unforta-
nate body.”

@ Ah, well ! remember you mustn’t blab,” said
te watchman, ¢ The manager himself always
fo¢s into that room alone the last thing after all
e people have gone,and locks himself in while
miting the machine ready just where you find
itin order to prevent anybody from setting it
going.”

& Are there any more of these pretty contri-
rances 77

4 Not that I knoweof. And yet those Brothers
Coombe are so very cunning, and do vatue their
zachine o much, that there may be something
awhat Mr. Richard once said to me, though I
ftit down at time for bounce.”

#\What wag it?” carvelessly demanded the
tntchman on trial.

“ Why, ho said once, in a rather comical man-
tr, ¢ Ah, Marks, my boy U if anybody cver gets
aat night and alone by any chance, they wea't
&4 it an casy sailing  Failing all clse, I bave
gt one reliance ever at the last—beyond aught
fou know, Marks, my boy {—that will infallibly
upos¢ the rascal who attempts the jobt .

40h, ho meaut this very machine!” said Mr.
feorge Faithful.

«That ho sartainly did not,” assericd the
sstichman in reply, ¢ hecause I knew of this
pece of devilry at the time.”

#Indeed I said Mr. Faithful, profoundly im-
pessed.

#That's what be said, but he never mentioned
2again, nor I to him; but I myself alwaysfights
ather shy of that room. I just looks in once or
tice in the night, but you don’t catch me much
¥r01. the threshold.”

“Marks” said his companion, “you arec a
mise man. I see I musta’t try any more to move
vithout your guidance By the mass, how my
wrves do quiver, to be suro! just as if they
were tho strings of a harpsichord suffering from
sese horrible blow from s giant band, who did-
rtknow how to play,and:rather liked the richest
&eordsY? .

When Mr. Faithful got home to his breakfast
12d bed, he could not sleep, but lay jaded, spirit-
keg, half ~fraid of farther progress. .

Yes, he was obliged to contess that to himself.
He had endured bravely hitherto, but he was
tdined {o think, on the whole, ho bad risked
12d borne as much as ho had originally reckon-
tdupon, even in his most gencrous moods of
wif-earrifice.

War he, then, to goaway beaten?

Besten! Beaten!

Perish the thought! He leaped up from bed,

ttrmined not to sleep till he bad made all re-

isite preparations for the ensuing night.

Tinder-box, paper, pencil, kuife, rule, short
tits of convenient wax, lengths of string to ex-
wdite the measuring process—theso were scon
ptready. And then came the critical question
~How was he to shield himself from observation
ritbont? .

And then amain recurred the question of what

R

sort of place it was outside tho windows. Could
it bo the kennel? Was thero & door opening
there from the kennel into the mysterious room ?

e could not rest till ho had determined this ;
8o, taking his flageolet, he went wandering
about, ever drawing nearer and nearer to that
gide of the mill, and to Mr. Richard Coombe's
house, and then just what he bad feared hap-
pened : the children heard him playing, came
out, and suid their father had =ent them to ask
him to come in,

Of course he had no choice but to obey. e
found Mr. and Mrs. Conmbe in a superb room,
adorned with Corinthian pillars, and surrounded
with every kind of luxury,

The secret machine had of itself, no doubt,
added no little to the wealth that was here re-
vealed. And Mr. Faithful scemed nientally to
see and to study profoundly that machine, just
as if it were a living thing, bringing in day by
day, and pouring cut there hefure thiese people,
all that the heart of man could desire in the
shape of materinl comfort,

They were very gracious and condescending,
and after hearing a tunc or two, Mr. Coombe
went out to attend to what more interested him
—hismill. Mrs. Coombe, afteralittie time, fol-
lowed his example, to see to her domestic regions,
and the new watchman was left alone with the
children,

He instantly rose to his feet, and continuing to
play, walke | about the room, the children cling-
ing to hig sl «t and knees, and making lnm play
a kind of ma: -h.

He meantime was making excellent use of his
cyes. He saw that triple row of windows, with
their long iron bars, straight before him. He saw
o covered corridor or passage leading from the
building where e was straight to those win-
dows, but ending first in the kennel which ex-
tended along the base of the machine-roor,
though divided from it by & continuation of he
corridor.

In an instant it flashed into the piper’s mind
that the one last rock of defence to which the
sce manufacturer had referred must be his own
immediate personal connection with the room—
his own pot. <r of passing at any moment abso-
Jutely unsecn, unsuspected by any one within
the mil, to the kennel, or to the sacred room
itself!

Important discovery ! and how hopelessa one
for the experimentalist !

Might not, indeced, the same ingenuity that
contrived the use for the Leyden jar have estab-
lished somo sort of system of signalling between
the machine-room and the owner's house—a
system in which the luckless adventurer was to
give the sigoal, and bear the consequences ?

Supposing cven that a single nigbt—nay,
half-a-dozen nights might, by extreme precan-
tions and reasonable luck, be got safely over—
cven then could he hopo to go on nigh. after
night for several weeks together, as he feared be
must to obtain accurate drawings?

He felt thoroughly depressed, and the children
began to complain of him for playing so badly,
and threatened to tell papa.

To avert this alarming exigency, he piped
away with what scemed to the children wonder-
ful spirit, and sceming love of the fan, for he
was $0 noisy; but when Mrs. Coombe returned,
she wag quite struck with his pale face, and
made him driok a glass of wine.

At this moment an incident occurred which
promised to do morce for Mr. Faithful even than
the wine,

One of the children, a boy, had been for sume
time rummaging about in portfolios, drawers,
and out-of-ghe-way places, for some partitular
sort of writing-paper that he wanted, in order to
show Mr. Faithful how he could make ontofita
conjuring cap.

ot succeeding in his search, he began to
pester his mamma, who persisted she know no-
thing about it.

¢ I am sure, mamma, papa has got some in his
big cabinet. May I open it 77

# No, you can't; it is locked!
locked.”

‘ Ob, but sce, dear mamma! the key's inl”

‘ It's a wonder, then, But yon must not touch

It's always

it. You know he has forbidden any ono to open
tlemt (t!cs’k. I dare not myself explore its hidden
secrets,”

This was said to Mr. Faithful, witha pleasant
and confidential pmile.

Tlms gentleman listened and watched, as if
some jokling of n new discovery wag already
crc‘?(;m;l; ol:'er lxim.d .

shall go and ask papa,” said the boy, re-
turning to the charge. Pepy 7

“ Very well; you imust not open it without
bisrllcnvc."

The boy went away, and returned, lookin
rather flushed, and saifl’— ' d

L Mamma, I told papa, but he's so busy e
didn't say anything, and he couldn't cowme, but
{ can sce he doesn’t mind 7
. rs. Coombe had by this time got interested
in a letter that had just been put into her bands,
and she hardly noticed what the boy said, or
the aspect of his face, which would have warned
her that her darling was again venturing his
¢ one fuult,” a3 she amiably called—a fib.

He opened the cabinet, rummaged about,
brought forth the sort of paper he wanted, but
with a bit of genuine diplomacy, thought he
would seem to be very carefu), 50 took the several
picces to Mrs. Coombo 10 look at.

She glanced carelessly over them, and said—

“ Yes, you may havethesoe No! Stop! Why,
dear me, you bave got hold of a shect of DApa's
plans for the machine, I declare I feel quits
frightened ! Lot me look ngain at the others.?

It was but one sheet that was not blank. That
sheet was put back by Mrs. Coombe's own hands,
and the boy was allowed to carry off tho other
leaves in triumph.

Mr. George Faithful saw and henrd all this

with transports of joy and hope that it was hard
to conceal,
. He determined to hurry away, and think over
in solitude this new and most promising incident,
which offered at once not only all the drawings
he nceded, but un accurate solution of their
meaning.,

He fel¢ delirious nt the mere prospect.

Calming himself, he played the children one

furewell tune, and he had for his reward the sa-
tisfaction—not a very moral one, he confessed !
—of hearing Mrs. Coombe make the boy own he
had teld a £ib, and of also hearing her tell bim
to hold his tongne about what he had done, for,
as 3ho sa* ", ¢ Papa would be very angry.”
. A dise Jery, therctore, twas made—one seem-
ingly of vast importance ; and yet the fact of the
discovery was not likely to become known to
the gentleman whose action might have made
the discovery valucless—)ir. Richard Coombe.

COAPTER *X-—THE XIDNIGOT TOILER GRTS AN-
OTHER SUARP LESSON.

It was strange how the tide of fecling ebhed
and flowed with our present adventurer. He had
left Mr. Cuombe’s house in glorious spirits, yet
by thetime he reached ais own door he had quits
g?ankged, and found the world once more looking

ack,

Why? He bad snddenly remembered that the
taking the actual drawings from the cabinet
wonld be theft?

The word scemed to barn into his sonl! It
compelled him to get rid of the pain and shame
by ejecting the idea at the same time. .

No, Lic said, he would not be exposed to that
charge under any conceivable circamstances.

To be caught during his efforts to copy the
maching would be unpleasant and dangerous,
but he felt he conld dcfend his conduct on the
principles of commercial morality and precedent,
and that, at all events, he had got an unanswer-
able tit for tat for the Coombes, who had ob-
tained the machine precisely in this way.

Bat this did not apply to taking their actual,
visible property, such as drawings. ‘What, then,
mnst he do!

Ho must go back into the machine-room, get
a key of the door that communicated with the
manufactarer’s residence, 53d some way of puss-
ing tke dogs, in-case there was no separate pass-
age apart from tbe keonel (though most likely
there was) ; then get into the house, get.to the
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cabinet in the dead of the night, and remove the |
drawings one at a time, to be copied and re-
laced before taking another

6 A pretty programme’™ said Mr Fathful,
aghnst.

Taat was his plan, but then, unluckily, it still
involved this difficulty——that if caught with une
of the drawings in his possession, he might he
charged with the intention to steal, aud he could
not effectually rebut the charge.

Mr Faithful scemed strang-ly sensitive to this
possible imputation, which wasthe more remark-
able considering the not very scrupulous acts
he had put himself in the way of perfornung,

The dislike of theidea drove himn back, though
reluctantly, to his old scheme—to make the
drawings from the machine itself. Aund they,
teo, as he reminded himself, be would ba quite
sure of what he was about, wherenas hie might
get the wrong drawings if he took any, or great
alterations might since have been made.  Auy-
how, e would stick to the original plan.

But he must attack the enewmy in a more deter-
wined mood. e was growing impatientat the
thought of such prolonged delays, so he resolved
hewould finish the whole jobjust as he had wanted
to finish it—that is, before taking the respon-
sibility of keeping watch upon bimself He saw
he would thus have akind of screen which would
probably prevent Mr, Richard Coombe from
looking jealously on his presence on the pre-
mises Besides, he liked the idea of not vidlating
the sacred idea of trust when the trust should
ho real.

He roso atlast to such a pitch of taental auda-
city as to resolve to try the possibility of com-
pleting the whole operation in & single night, or
at the most in two or three nights, for he could
not hope to send Marks always aslecp watl
usquebaugh.

‘Chree nightsafter this he was prepared, Car-
rying o lheavy bundle under his great coat, he
entered upon his nightly duties, found Marks
only too glad to have nothing to do but smoke
and drink, but for all that he was so long
going off to sleep that Mr. Taithful had w0
returo again and again in his rvueds to luvk al
him before daring to proceed.

At last he was able to go tu the mag. dour,
nunlock it, and enter upon his task,

He locked the door inside, su that be maglt
not be supposed to be there if Marks, by any un.
lucky accident, woke, nud came tu siek Lum.

His first business was, while kecping Limsclf
in the dark, to go to aparticular part of the wall
near the door of entrance, and do sumctlung
there in intense silence whick kept him a Jung
while. 3oving along the wall a couple of yards
or so, he scemed to repeat Li- effurt.

Tle then went to the opposite wall a. the far-
ther end of the rcom, and there also fuund
mysterious occupation for some time, and agan
at two spots.

Thep, still feeling his way—fur the n.glt was,
dark, and no light came in at the winduws, or
nevt to none—be got te¢ the bach uof dbe roum,,
bebind the machine, and facing thr windows,
still making no noise, ucless avery &  ht sound
like & sharp instrument penetrating ac walls
which was occasionally Leard was duc to lus,
hand, and there again the samc double cffunt
yvas noticeable.

The machine was now completely cncloscd‘
by opaque drapery hunging to the ground, and
which nceded only a siwmilar covenug for a roof
to shut out or shut in all light.

Stretching fresh cords dingonally across from
corner to corner of the square, and supportlag)
them by the aids of the screws in the walls and,
of strong projections uf the machine, he was able |
to put the remaintag cloths be had byought with
hitw over the tup, ’

He nuw crawled into Ins dizinal, yet not atall
depressing, tomb, tu feel all about it, and be sure
that the edges everywhere overlapped, and pin-
ning them wherever he found the siightest ten-
dency to gape.

Tlicn, getting vut agan, he fetched lus lantern, |
lighted it inside, aud surveyed lus domau with
immense enjoyment.

¢ Not much room,” he chuckled to hunself,
“ but 'twill du. I wmust have a lvok outsido.”

He crawled out un hauds and kucees, soas not
to disturb the deapery winch pressed rather
heavily on the cords, swaying them down, and
he found there was vt a gleam of hight any-y
where visible. His success was perfect! 1

“ Ab, if ouly theyd now let me alone toy
fiuish the jub at my lessurel Wouidnt at bey
nice! Bat I suppose ! must puti down andj
rebaild every might, of st does take me a good,
while. 1Well, wetl, never nund! Now, then, to
work I

He bad got plenty ot light, for he used two ory
three pieces of wax caudle.

He could now study the mactune at lus plea-
sure, secure that he was vot seen. i

Straage! how prosaic it lovked after all h.sy
imaginings abuut ! !

But there was one gratfying thing : 1t dud noty
louh half sv dafficult as o had funcied 1t would
be, so with eager bands bo began. 1

First, with a rude sketch of the machwe as a4
whole, including sts fixed supports, its lunbs, ete. s

Then Le measured all these portions with a
sule, and jutted that down on Ins sketch., ’

His next step was more difficult—to discn.t
tangle in bus muod the maze of cords used 1a the
maclune, the object ot which, bnefly described
was to prepare the raw silk for the weaver by
machinery instead of, as usual, by band labour, By

} new subscribers, with one ycar's subscriptio

—

and stretching out bis head the botter to seeory
the macluue thus gettiug to work, or rather ¢
show 1ts modo of work, when the bandle, havieg
mado ncarly tho complete revolution, becams
rather harder to move, and 3r. Faithful had i
throw lus whole strength into operation, whe

Jjust as hig hand, with great cffort, was reachip
the lowest part of the circle it had gone thraygh
and moving with increased rapidity, a shap
spike of steel suddenly peuetrated the hand, ad
held 1t immovably fast,

T'o be contintted.

The Sutueidny Rendn,
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THE CLUB SYSTEM.

—

HE Publishier, in order to extend the eireg.
lation of the Rpapsr, offers the followiy
liberal inducements to persons who will interry
themsclves in forming clubs. Any one sending
im the names of three new subscribers, wity
cashin advance for one year's subscription, wil
receive by return mail a copy of Garneacs
flistory of Canada, 2 vols,, originally publishy
2t $2.50. Auny ope forwarding the names oftey

each in advance, will receive, in addition 10 the
above, a copy of Christie’s History of Cana
6 vols,, just published i.. $6.00. With a sligh
expenditure of cffort, hundreds of our county
fricnds 1oay thus become the possessors of oze
or both of these excellent historics of the iasd
of their birth or adoption,

A GREAT WANT.

YRON, in onc of his petulant moods, speaas
of “an English winter, ending inaJuly,w
recommence in August;” and 8 French offier
deseribed the Canadian year ns. consisting o
six months of winter and six months of by

this macbine, the only oncat the timein England | weather: while about the same period the cour
—the wefl or cross threads of sk were produced | tiers of Lonis the Fifteenth alluded to the ces
perfecily fuled tur the weaver, though the warpy sion of this couetry to Eungland as the trapsfe
(the threads exiended lengthways) were stilli of some acres of snow Well, as tho man inthe
reyuireu as before from Italy under the name of 1 play says, we ought to bear our detracuons
vrganszed sifh, or thrown sitk, This was thesitk | meekly : and we must confess that we do hare
Dauiel Sterne bad bruught to scll, I a little too much snow, and that our winters aze

But, as we have mtunated, even the mere pro-|
ductivn by machinesy of one of the two Kinds of }
mawenal required by the weaver was revolu-t
tunsing the sik trude, and.threwiag an am-t
mense furtune nto the bands of the fortunate
Coumbe Bruthers.

No wonder there was many a George Farthfal |
—as that persunage chose to designate humself)
—who yearned t sharein the golden stream, |
theugh no Eoglisbman before imn bhad risked so+
much and su conttnuousyy in order to cutitle
himself to what he asked.

Mr. Faithful found the machine at first tertibly
cumplhicated, and :n spite of all s most arduous!

{ she gives, and unlearos the primeval desting of

rather long—a mere zoupgon, of coursc. Bu
the maliguers of our climate ought to remembe
that it i8 such lands out of which great cmpires
are formed Where nature is too prodigal of
her favours, man sits down contented with what

carning his bread by the sweat of his Lrow.
The fatal gift of beauty bas been the curse of
maoy of the fairest portions of the casth , acd
f Naples bas her balmy breezes, her spacklng
waters, and Ler unclouded sky, sho has also her
lazaroni.

That we have our climatic difficulties to coe-
tend against, we will not therefore deny, and

cffurts to understand 1t, he could not get along| the question is, how are we to turn that dif-
for some time. At last he thought he wouldt ficulty to the best advantage? We are told

Lastly, bewent fo the side of tlie room where, venture to try to set the machioe going, think-
the windows were, and did whatever hic had been | ing be could thea classify the different strata, or

I

doing to the other walls, alse the same to ths.

Then taking a stout ball of curd from bis|
pocket, he went to one of his spots of work,,
fastoncd his cord tightly to a screw, with a luop
for his head, wbich he had proviously placed
there, went to the opposite cr 1 of the rvom, and,
stretched the cord tightly to asimilar srrew.

Three other cords being cstablished ia the,
same way, Mr Faithful went fecling with lus
band all over-them, as a spiger feels its web, to
test its rigidity and strength, and then he fetched
his bandle.

Openiog this, and taking one pizce of cloth at
a time from it, ho hung up four picces, which
then completely covered the central portion of
the cords w. ;0 they met, and so formed an en-
closed square, with the cdges of the cloth
weeting, -

{ groups, as it were, of details,

when he saw whatt
they did.

Cautiously be removed the Leyden jar from!
its place, having learned the szcret of success-
fully handliog it fiom the watchman.

Then hie saw that what had previously both-!
cred him when be was looking at the jar, won-{
denng whether it was a.part of the jar or no, !
was the handie of the machine.

He felt a little nervous at touching it, but-he
did touch it, found it hard to move till he exerted
greater strength, then it slowly began to
revolve, and the whole machine with it, which
scemed to waken into sudden life; and there
was a variety of sounds, strangely mufiled, bow-
ever, by the thick black pall that enveloped
everything.

He was congratulating Limself on his.success,

that we must cherish our manufactures to em-
ploy our people during.the long season of othar-
wise enforced idlencss, from December to May
of cach year: and very good adrice that is, be
yond o donbt. But, at most, manufactares
could be embarked in only by a part of oar
population, for we cannot ail bo manufactures.
Outdoor amusements aro becoming fashionable
and popular, greatly to the advantage of om
physical requirements. But what we hare
hitherto chietly neglected is to afford facititiss
for mental culture, The first step in that direc
tion would, we belicre, be the creation of public
libraries, which have proved so benefcial it
Europe and the United States; and which we
want more, perhaps, than aby country in the
world, To others they niay be in some respects
& luxury ; to us, our winter of six mouths makes
them a necessity, &8 we are sure they would be &
blessing.

-
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e can judge of the value of these institu-
s by the consideration of what has been
sir history in other countrics, The first
prat public library in England was got up by
smphrey, Duke of Gloucester; but it disap-
red under tho influcace of the Protestant
iformation, for the Protestants in n great
reasure destroyed tho books under the convic-
v that they were Papistical. It wasa vast
to the nation. The next great benefuctor to
e country, in tho samo dircction, was Sir
nomas Bodley, the founder of the Bodleian
tideary at Oxford. Mo had been a statesman
{the Elizabethan age; and, after long reflection,
wtermined to consecrate his remaiuing life to
% cstablishment of a public library, which
wuld be an hopour to himself, his mother
wiversity, and his native country.
Public libzaries were, so to speak, a leading
tture of tho ancient civilization,  Tho Alex-
ediian library is “a housecbold word” of
iokmen, and the Roman patricians took &
pecial pride in forming such institutions, to
shich they attachied their names. In modern
s, Italy is entitled to the honour of being
% pruncer in this laudable work, in which her
eerchant princes bore a leading pact, for even
3¢ Medici wero traders, It was with them a
ubour of love, as it was with men of our own
nee who followed in their footsteps. They
rere no mere humourists indulging a crotchet,
ot high-minded philantbropists, having the
test interests of their kind deeply at heart.  Sir
ftomas Bodley gave his days and his. nights to
e collection of his books and manusecripts;
2d thé sums expended by him were immeunse,
f eslculated in accordance with the present
ulee of money. Other men of those days were
o diligent collectors, though, unlike Bodley,
zany of them looked chiefly to their own private
We lcarn that the well-known

is precious library® should be kept entire, and
1 sold, divided or dissipated; and we are told
tsat ihe celebrated Cecils library was the best
wthistory , Walsingham's for policy ; Arundel’s
fo heraldry; Cotton’s for antiquities; and
Gher's for divinity. Sir Robert Cotton's is the
fuzaous Cottonian Library. ]

1t were uscless to give a list of tho many
bl Jibraries to be found throughout Burope
ud America, any encyclopedia will supply
Le nucessary information. But tlheir number
pores the high value set upon them, a fact to
shich we in Canada have so far been blind.
¥e aro behind the. Lower Provinces in that
mspect, for tho cities of Halifax and St. John
possess considerable collections of books, several.
d wem-open 1o the public; and some. of the
public hibrarics in Spanish America would not
&sgrace & European capital  We bad, it is
e, our fino Parlismentary Library, once of a
tme, and we set fire to it—an aufo da f¢ which
zust be a standing disgrace to the people of
Nontreal until the doss is replaced by tbe substi-
tzuun of a similar collection, which-we can call
wr own. On this head, indeed, the commer
&l capital of Canada may be regarded as_ the
Pavisa of the crpire, for to no other British
aiy of its size, from Calcutta to Toronto, is this
nproach equally applicable. Yetour merchant.
are wealthy, and few communities anywhere
pssess move aggregate property. It is the
desire, and not the means, that is wantiog. r.
Redpath has shown an admirable examplo by
t5 handsome donation of books to the McGall
Tawwersity, and it is to bo hoped ‘that tlus
¥ill not long be a:solitary specimen of such
geacrosity.  Surcly somebody will take the
oatter up; and if e have.neither a Smithson
tor o Peabody amongst us, still what tho few
wii not do, can be eficéted by the many.

THE UNITED STATES—CONSTI-
TUTIONAL DIFFICULTIES.

is not always easy to detect the meaning

Wt two-incidents that have recently-arisen in
Congress appear-fo us:t0.bo.specially worthy of
10tice, Wédo not refer to the threatened imipeacks

T
I of politicalmovementsin the Unitéd States,
f

ment of President Johnson, which we imagine w
tura out to belittle more than oue of these cbulli-
tions of party spiritin which our American cousins
50 largely indulge ; for whatever Mr, Johnson's
public delinquencics may be, or are supposed to
be, his conviction would, we suspect, be difficult,
without the infringement of existing law, The
matters to *vhich wo allude are the attempt to
restrict the patronage now at the disposal of the
Executive, and the scheme to convert ;nto terri-
tories the States lately in rebelun agaiast the
Federal Government. The first of these men-
sures bears a close rescinblance to that of the
Long Parlisinent of England in tle time of
Charles the First, and, as well as the other
measures, is not without significance as bearing
on the nature and Wworking of the Federal, con-
stitution. They aro two points on which the
political institutions of the United States differ
widely from thoso of England, and have been
regarded by British statesmen and constitutional
writers as among the weak features of the
former. The movement, it scems to us, affords
evidence that the judgment g0 passed is correct,,
for it i3 a protest against the jrresponsible
privileges of the President and an admission of
the perils springing from the Federal system
and of its inferiority to a Legislative Union,
Thougktful men in the United States begin to
perceive that an Exccutive, which can do
what it likes—though within certain limits—
for a period of years, is not in accorddnce with
tho principles and theory of parliamentary gov-
ernments; while it has also bccome apparent
that * States within a State” are rcady-made
instruments of disruption, secession and rebel-
lion, if quarrels should occur between the mem-
bers of such a confederation. President Joha-
son, as a matter of fact, has had, and bas exer-
cised, the power to turn out of office crowds of
persons who are supposed to possess the.confi-
dence of the great body of the Ameri¢an people,
while, practically, he crunot be prevented.from
doing so until his presidential terur has expired ;
and the reconstruction of Virginia, South: Caro-
lina, and theic sisters of the late Qonféderacy,
would replace them in & position to inadgurate
a new insurrection, wheueve: they thought pro-
_perto venture on such a-step. The inferences
wo draw from these facts are ._first, that an irre-
sponsible Executive is bad, and, secondly, that
a Federal form of governraent .is unsafe ; both
faults existing in the Amcrican constitution,
The remedy for the one, we believe, is to be
found in the adoption of Ministérial Respousi-
bility to Parlinment, as it"prevails in Englana,
the cure for the other evil will. probably be dis-
covcred, after onc or more lessons like that.of
the recent Southern war, for it takes nations
long to get wise through experience.

The English, from their dislike of chang
have beén called. the Chinese of Eurtope; an
_their :American descendants have inberited that
clintacteristic, as far at least as their Constita-
tion is concerned, if not in othér respects. It
has been in their eyes-a. faultless instrameat in
which no blimish can be found from beginning
to cnd; it is an immaculate conception of in-
fullible wisdom. The Mahometans adduce the.
utter perfection and beauty of the Koran as proof
of its divine origin, and the same argument las
been applicd to Joc Smith's Book of Mormon
by his disciples and followers. So the Ameri-
can Koran is the Constitution of the United
States. But woe know that Mabomet was a
plagiarist, and wrote or indited much absurd
nonsense, while the Mormon prophet's effusions
dre as Vulgar as-they are profane. We do not
desire to draw apy invidions comparisons, yet
our American friends may rest assured that the
great work of their revolutionary fathers, in
common with all otber human performances, is
not above criticism, and will admit 6f amend-
ment.

GABRIELLE'S CROSS.

1t’s well to be off with an old love
Before youago on with anevw., .

Years and years ago, when the. old castles of,
-Kidwelly, Llanstephen, Llanghern, and -Tenby

were “in their “fall. strength, frowning -defiance

»

upon.the unconquered Celts, a castle, of which
not a stone remuains, stood upon the brow of the
hill, to the left of which rises the rock called
Gabriclle's Cross.

It had been bt by one of the followers of the
kniglts who came into G 'amorganshire to keep
the iands for the king.

Thoe baron wasa poor man when he landed
with the Norman army; but like his country-
men, he had the knack of getting moncey, and
acting up to the rule

' That ho should tako who has the power,

And they shoutd keep who can,
his purse was not long an empty onc; and the
strong walls that made his castle were built by
the half.starved Celts, who were paud for their
labour with food and moncy stolen from their
angient chiefs. The baron hiad only one child, &
daughter, aud of all the fiur maidens who graced
tilt and tourney none were fairer than Gabrielle,
but, alas! none more fickle. Lover after lover
bad broken lance in herhonour, but neither lance
nor lover had picrced the lady's heart, until,
amongst the company whom the jovtal baron
gathered round him, thewr appeared a stranger
kniglt, a soldier of fortune, fresh from fatc Nor-
mandy, and as .yct penniless, but what Henri
de Vinceuil lacked in gold, he mado up in good
looks and confidence.

Love plays strange pranks, The more cause
whby a lady should notlct her heart shp awsy,
the moro certainat is that she will let the prisoner
forth; and Gabriclle, queen of flirts as she had
proved herself, was no exception.

Henrt was poor aud unknown. Tho baron
would ncver consent to lier anion with him; but
these things only added exciterent to the pas-
sion which looked so planly out of Gabricllo’s
beatitiful eyes, that the young soldicr was not
long in discovering hiz good forfune.

Ye found vut that Gabriclle spent an hour or
two almost every day upon a rock overhanging
tho bay, and there nccordingly they met, and
there Henri told the old old tale.

Gabriclle wus very muchin love with him,
.0t quite romantic cnough to scorn poverty.
Ye.nori (s0 she told herself) would make moncy,
and if hie did not,.she would love poverty for s
sake.

Time went on. XNo onc suspected why the
fair Gabriello had grown so gentle and consider-
ate, until one day her father, being in 2 rambling
mood, ascended the trysting rock, and, coming
suddenly upon the lovers, sawand heard cnough
to drive him into a towering passion.

He denounced Henri as a beggar and a scoun-
drei, had him driven.ignominously from the cas-
tle,.and ordered Gabriclle to her chiamber, where
heintended to keep her prisoner untit she con-
sented to take a busband of his own choosing.

Gabriclle wag most disconsolate, but Hennt
was gone, and her chamber was not a cheerful
apartment. The end of it all was, that about
six days after Henri was sent.about bus business,
Count Louis @e Castel woocd and won a willing
bride, and an carly day was fixed for the wed-
ding.

I§ow, altbough Heunri- de Vincenil had been
bamshed from the baron's castle, he bad not gone
very fac away, having taken refuge wath Sir
William de Londres, at Kidwelly Castle, where
1 due tune he heard huw easily his false mis-
tress hiad been consoled.

Pride, love and revenge were all in arms. The
hope that had sastained him, the trost in what
he believed was her constancy, and tbe decp pas-
sion she had roused in us beart, were all crushed
at once.

He bad heard her called fickle before, but he
kaoew it to lus cost now , and, mad with jealonsy,
thirsting for vengeanve, ho weat day after day to
the trysting-rock, in the wild hope that he would
see hier again, and make such an appeal as no
woman'$ beart could witbstand. ;

Hedid sec her again, but not alone,~Louis, the
bappy accepted lover, was with ber.  They came
‘up the winding pa*" armin amm, andstood there,
looking actoss the 1ovely bay, little dreamiog of
the fierce eyes that were: watcbing them, or the
bot breath that was breathing curaes close beside
them.

Louis was inlove, and mede no cold. 1over
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either;; but Gabriclle had never been at tho old

trysting-place since the fatal day, and #light o’

love” ag she was, shie could not but think of the
arm that held her, tho eyes that had looked the
love the lips could not find words eloquent

sting of jealousy.

i I have one word to sauy—he was right,
enough to tell, And evon though Louis talked [ going to join the holy army, not because I de-| self the most wiserable of men, bound as hie wy
and laughed, n shadow lay upon the girl's fuce, | spair of having you for a bride, but rather that I to a woman whom he could neither love np
which, at last attracting his attention, roused a. wish to forget that a woman could be go false; esteem ; nor was Gabriclle slow to perceive the
tand fickle, aud that I was ever fool enough to. change, and although for a long time she tned
“1ie was a handsome youth, that discarded ) trustin Gabrielle's truth, orbelievein Gabriclle’s | to appear blind, there came a day when be

turning to fithless Gabriclle, he suid, sternly,
1 only desired revenge; buad I felt as I do
now the utter worthlessuess of such love as
yours, this unfortunate mwan might have lived,
Iam

lover of yours, Gabrielle,” pe sad, allecting o love.”

laugh; “but it is an
old truth, that ¢ there's
danger in playing with
two-cdged tools." Gos-
si1ps say he boasts that
if the lover was warm
the lady nas withug,
and | heard but yester-
day that he'd sworn to
jow the crusading ar-
my and scek outa Pay-
mm bride.”

#Liarl" shouted n
voice closo by the
speaker’sside. # Draw
and defend yourself.
Henri de Vinceuil is
neithes a  boaster
nor—"

Before he could fin-
ish the sentence, the
count’s sword flashed
in the sunbeam,and a
volley of angry oaths
fell from bis lips.

He bad notexpected
such an jnterruption,
that the lies (for in-
deed, they were lics,
though ouly meant as
what in these days,
would be clegantly
called #chafi”) should
reach such interested
ears, or be hurled back §
in his teeth,or thathe
should be compelled to
assert the truth of the
idle words at the risk
of his life. ‘

¢t Stop! for Hea- ¥
ven's sake!” shrieked §
Gabrielle, hanging up-
on hisshoulder, “Stop,
1 command you! Kill
e, Heari, if you will ;
I am to blame—-"

« Gabriclle, stand ‘
back!” and Louis
threw her roughly off,
« Ting man has insult~
ed me. Itismy quar-
rel now.”

#0Oh! no not for |
my sake l—as youlove
me, Louis—do not §
fight. 1wl explain.”

But ber words were
jost in the clash of ¥
steel, the fierce excla- &
mations and trampling
feet of the combatants;

and, covering her face, sbe crouched in a corner

5

R

of the rocky wall, whero she had often listened

to Henri’s vows, and asswered " with her own.
The fight did not last long  Henri had the
advantage, both as a swordmar and in size and
temper, for even as he fought b's thoughts were
busy; be knew ne was casting his life into the
balance with a false and learticss coquette; as
his passion cooled o also did his Jove, and when
the point of vantage was gained—when Louis
was beateu back, dropped the point of bis sword
and that of Heari, sliding up, pierced his breast
—Henri's anger was over, and some hing like
regret, not to say sorrow, for the man who hung
his heart upon such a slender branch as Gabri-
elle's faith, was in his heart,
For somo moments he stood looking into the
ount’s white, death-like face ; then, stooping, he
ed to staunch the spurting blood. Suddenly

b
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This ﬁo]dcn glossy tress, N
Talir as the glinting of the summer sun,

And, turning down the path, Henri de Vin-
ceuil left his false love for ever.

Gabrielle, stung into a sense of what was
goiug on by the very bitterness and truth of his
reproaches, sprang up, and would have answered
him, but her cyes fell upon the ghastly form of
her betrothed, Iying in 2 pool of his own blood
but evidently not dead, for even as she looke
his cyes opened, and a faint cry escaped him.

To rush to the custle for help was Gabriclle's
nextand most practical action, and the wounded
man was lifted upon a litter and carried home,

His recovery was & slow and painful one;
weeks and months passed by before the wound
healed and strength was restored, and during
those wecks and months a change had come over
tho sick man's nature. Gabrielle’s gaiety and
coquetry had charmed bim in lealth, hut reflec-
tion had shown him that upon neither of these

. breaking off the engagement.

.- ——

things could happinesa rest. He had hean
Henri do Vinceuil’'s parting words, and thy
truth settled down in his heart, IHe loved Qo
brielle no lovger. Still honour prevented bhin
He thought ing.

| anger broke forth; and, taunting him withhy

changed heart, cause
him to speak the teaty,

and Gabriclle,who had

really learnt to low

Lows 3 truly as such
a heart as hers could
luve at all, found ber-
self much in the same
situation as that i
which she had placed:
Heuri.

Time passed o3,
Gabrielle was as lore.
1y and as capriciousas:
ever, but somchoy’
sujtors hung back;
nay, even tbough it
was whispered  that
Gabriclle would not
be so fickle, and that
the barvon had gone so
far as to ask more than
one of the flirting ga).
lants as to “ his in.
UBR! tentions,” no propoial
SR was made.
| Henri de Vinceui,
having won fame and
fortune by the work
g of his good sword,
camoe back, z=d Gs-
brielle would fain bave
persuaded Lim, as she
Giu “erself, that she
had never really loved
another, but been the
victim of the baron’s
tyranpy, but in vain,
Henrifound a younger
iy and ‘ruer bride; and
§ Gabriclle, wearied of
the world, fei back
upon another excite-
{ ment, and expended
all ihe wealth left ber
by hor father in build.
ing @ convent, where
she ruled supreme, and
from which place she
every yearmade a pil
grimage to the tryat-
ing-rock, upon which
she had caused a cross
to be crected.

Gabriclle’s Cross bu
long been broken,but |
part of the shaft still
stands, and keeps up
the memory of the
legend,

Arck Evezazo.

THE VACANT COT.

“Hﬂ)ll'll TN
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Untensnted it stands!? i
Ah*' wift, sweet wife, we know not what s best—
Our Father gave—the same our Father’s hands
Havoe led our darling to a holier rest.

Unmurmuring we bow,
And kiss the rod, although onr hearts are sore;
We sco but through a glass all dimly now,
Yot dimly seeing, atill would fata adore,

This §olden glossy fress, i
Fair as the glinting of the summer sun,
Alono remsins. A, darling! God can bless, !
'l‘hoggh sighs break through tho faint «Thy wiil be -
one,

Though human tears bedew
Our oyss Dxapl to heaven’s blue arched dome,
Faith, God bestowed, can ?ieroe the azure through,
And-clasp our darling in his angel home,

Januery, 1867. ARDE.
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SACKVILLE STREET, DUBLIN. '

E believe the engraving which accom-
E ‘ panies this notice will be welcome to a
large section of our readers, for the Irish heart
is proverbial for the warmth with which it
cherishes memories of “ home ;" and where is
the Irishman who has visited the ancient capital,
and is not proud of Sackville street? Its spa-
cious breadth and stately architecture place it
in the front rank of celebrated streets, and have
earned for it the designation of ¢ the grandest
thoroughfare in Europe.” Viewed from the
bridge, the effect is very fine. The stately column
seen in the engraving was erected by public sub-
scription at a cost'of upwards of £6000 sterling,
in-honour of England’s greatest naval captain,
and it has been well remarked that the grandeur
and severe simplicity of the design are in strik-
ing keeping with the stern sense of duty which
animated the hero of Trafalgar. The Doric pil-
lar ig 108 feet in height; it is surmounted by a
platform on which is placed a colossal statue of
Lord Nelson, leaning on the capstan of a ship,
A winding stair in the interior of the column
leads to the platform from which a magnificent
view may be obtained of the city, the river, and
surrounding country. ¢ Eastward sparkle the
waters of the beautiful bay, its northern shores
stretching far into the sea, and terminating in
the Hill of Howth, and the southern, on which
Kingstown stands, ending abruptly in the lofty
headland of Bray. Landward stretch the moun-
tains of Wicklow and Killiney, the richly-wooded
Dublin hills, and the highly-cultivated plains pf
Meath and Kildare, while, blue and purple, in
the distance repose the mountains of Carlingford
and Mourne.”

Sackville street contains the General Post
Office, built exactly opposite Nelson's pillar in
1818 at a cost of $250,000 ; also the celebrated
Rotundo, in which are held the principal balls,
concerts, and public meetings in Dublin, The
chief apartment in the Rotundo is & magnificent
room eighty feet in diameter, and forty feet in

Sackville Street, Dublin.

height without any central support. The build-

ing also contains several smaller apartments,

suitable for concert and lecture rooms. Attached

to the Rotundo is the hospital, founded in 1751,

by Dr. Bartholomew Mosse, and opened for the |
admission of patients in 1757. This charitable‘;
institution is supported by private subscription, |
and the revenue derived from the Rotundo.

Our space will not permit us to notice the re-
maining attractions of Sackville street, but we
refer our readers to the engraving which will
give them an excellent idea of the general ap-
pearance of a street which is the glory of Dublin
and the boast of Irishmen generally.

THE TWO ALICES.
1.
Alice the Countess sits in the oriel,
O shae is stately, calm, and queenly!
Honour and power of an immemorial
Race that lady- bears serenely.
Ah, but down by the fount that glistens
Half in sunshine and half in shade,
Sits and sings, and the blackbird listens,
Another sweet Alice, the Countess’s maid.

.
Countess Alice has eyes of lustre,
Countess Alice has lips of pride:
Close to her footstool suitors cluster—
Lady fit for a prince’s bride.
Alice the maid is soft and tender—
Bright are her eyes with & passionate life:
O to clasp thy waist so slender,
Maiden fit for & poet’s wife.
111,
Countess! brave is the man who touches
Thy fipe full mouth with the sense of power:
Thou shalt be Queen perchance, or Duchess,
Under the bloom of the orange-flower,
Girl in the print, whose sweet lips utter
Songs by the fountain under the tree,
Thine is the breast that for me shall flutter,
Thine is the cheek that shall flush for me.
MoRTIMER COLILYNS.

BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT.

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

Continued from page 301.

Clotilde had undergone so much mental and
bodily torture during the last few hours, that
the keen edge of anguish was in some measure
blunted ; and now that the end of all her suf-
ferings seemed so imminent, she sank into a
gort of dull stupor of despair, which lent a
strange air of urreality both to herself and her
surroundings, making her feel as though she
were merely acting a part in some weird, fan-
tastic dream, from which she should presently
awake ; dulling for a time, as though by the
influence of some powerful narcotic, both over-
wrought body and over-wrought brain,

Nor was this spell, if such it may be called,
broken till she heard a sudden rush of voices,
and knew that the other inmates had taken the
lalarm. A little later, there was a louder clamour
1of voices than before, and she could hear her
lown name called aloud; and then she knew

that they had missed her, and that some effort

would be made for her rescue. Therewith the
» desire to live came back upon her in all its inten-
sity ; and what a wild, agonised prayer was that
which, from the lowest depths of her heart, went
up to heaven’s gate, that she might not die just
yet—that she, no martyr to any religion save
that of Self, might not be called upon to under-
go this fiery trial—that she might live, were it
only for a little while, live to redress some of the
wrong she had done, live that she might have
leisure to repent !

_Presently she heard Gaston’s voice giving
orders to the men outside, and the sound thrilled
her mother’s heart. Whatever might happen to
berself, herdarling was safe ; and from that mo-
ment one half of her calamity seemed lifted off
her. The room by this time was fall of stifing

smoke, and the menaeing erackling flames sound-
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ed louder with every passing minute. Ther®
seemed to be quite a crowd of people collected
in the shrubbery outside ; she could hear the
deep murmur of many voices, now loud now low,
without being able to distinguish anything that
w as said ; and ever and anon the sharp, imper-
ative tones of Gaston sounding clearly above the
rest, with what seemed to her like a ring of sup-
pressed agony in their very clearness.  After
what appeared & terribly long delay, a ladder
was found that would reach to the windows of
her room ; and scarcely had its tip touched the
wall, when a man was climbing it with the agil-
ity of a sailor, under whose fierce blows, next
instant, the panes of the window fell into frag-
ments to the ground. .

‘‘ Mother ! mother! where are you 7’ called
gaston, for it was he who had climbed the laG-

er.

The window of Lady Spencelaugh's apart-
ments were of the old-fashion diamond-paned
sort, with iron cross-bars worked into their
frames, and opening only by means of small case-
ments ; 8o that it was impossible for any one to
get either in or out that way ; and her Lady-
ship bad often secretly felicitated herself an the
additional security which her rooms derived
from the peculiar formation of the windows.

As it was impossible for Gaston to obtain in-
gress through the windew, all that he could do
was to call again, still more loudly than before :
«*Mother ! mother | where are you? For Hea-
ven's sake, speak to me.” But the room was
filled with a dense smoke, which only seemed
to throw back the ruddy glare which shone in
through the ‘windows, without being penetrated
by it; and Gaston's eyes, as he clung desperate-
ly to the bars outside, were quite unable to pierce
the obscurity within ; besides which, he had
every reason to believe that his mother was in
bed in the inner room, and bis efforts were direc-
ted to the rousing of her from her supposed
gleep. Again and again be called her ; and she
in turn put forth all her littie strength in a des-
perate struggle to free herself from some of her
bonds, or at least to get rid of some of the gag ;
but all her efforts proved utterly futile, and on-
1y seemed to have the effect of rendering her the
faster prisoner than before.

«“My God ! she must have been stifled in bed
by the smoke |” she heard Gaston say at last;
and then she heard him go down, and with that,
her last chance of escape seemed to die utterly
away. She knew that they would not try to
reach ber through the window, bad not all ordi-
vary means of access to ber rooms been blocked
by fire. Through the broken window she heard
some man who bad alouder voice than his neigh-
bours, say tbat the rooms below were all on fire
now, and that the thick beams of the ceiling
would soon be burned through, and then
The man's voice was lost again in the murmur
of the crowd, and Lady Spencelaugh's soul
shuddered within her. There was no hope left
her, then—none | Then came another thought :
So much for her yet to do,and so little time to do
itin!

A sudden cheer from the crowd. What
could it mean ? And next moment the sound of
hurried footsteps advancing along the corridor
that led to the rooms ; and then the crash of a
heavy body against the door ; another, and the
door broke away from its hinges ; and through
the smoke there advanced upon her a tall black
figure which, in that first moment of surprise, she
could not look upon as other than an apparition
from the dead. The current of air from the bro-
ken window had thinped the smoke in some
measure, and the room wag filled with the ruddy
glare of the burning house, and in the midst of
that glare stood he whom she but afew short hours
ago had fondly hoped lay buried fathoms deep
beneath the waves—he whose young life she
had blighted, whose death she had compassed—
he whom she had hated abcve all others—the
eldest of her dead husband, and now 8ir Arthur
Spencelaugh. Ob, the bitterness of owing her
life to the courage of this man! Was this the
method of his forgiveness 7

# You, and in this position, Lady Spencelaught

said Sir Arthur, af his quick eye took in the de-
tails of the case. * What scoundrel has been at

work here 7 But you must tell me afterwards,
for we have not a minute to spare if we would
get back in safety.” .

He had his pocket-knife out even while he
was speaking, and was rapidly cutting the cords
that fastened her. But even when released from
her bonds, she was utterly unable to move either
hand or foot, and Sir Arthur seeing this, hasten-
ed into an adjoining room, and thence brought a
large counterpane, in which be proceeded to
wrap the helpless woman ; and when this was
done, he took her up lightly in his arms, and
carried her out by the way he had come. At
the end of the corridor he paused ; before him
lay the raging gulf of fire, several feet in width,
which he had so boldly overleaped when on his
way to reach for Lady Spencelaugh, before which
all the other volunteers had paused aghast, and
even Gaston, brave enough on all ordinary occa-
sions, had trembled and fallen back,as doubtful of
his ability to reach the opposite side. This fiery
gulf occupied the spot where the old staircase
bad been, which was one of the first objects that
fell a prey to the flames. From the opposite
side of the staircase ran what was known as the
Stone Gallery, and the space between this gal-
lery and corridor where Sir Arthur was now
standing was filled by a staircase no longer, bat
by a seething bed of fire,. The leap across from
the gallery to the corridor was a desperate one
under any circumstances, since to miss your
footing on the opposite side meant nothing less
than destruction; and burdened as Sir Arthar
now was, to get back the same way was a sheer
impossibility. The men awaiting his return in
the gallery had given him a hearty cheer when
they saw him emerge through the smoke, holding
in his arms the object of his search ; but the cheer
had ended in something very like a groan when
they saw and recognized the difficalty which he
was now called upon toface, There was a minutes’
intense silence, which Sir Arthur was the first
to break. “ Fetch up the long ladder outof the
shrubbery,” he called out to the men in the gal-
lery. They understood in an instant why he
wanted it, and two minutes later, there it was.
With hearty good-will, they proceeded to push
it out from the gallery, and over the burning
wreck of the staircase, till the other end rested
on the corridor at the feet of Sir Authur ; who
then, taking up his burden again, stepped light-
ly from rung to rung across the fiery gulf, till be
reached the opposite side, and then gave up his
charge into the hands of the pale-faced Gaston,
who as yet knew not the name of the fearless
stranger,

CHAPTER XLI.—A MADWOMAN'S REVENGE.

Night after night, with quiet, stealthy
patience, the woman Marie laboured at the
task she had set herself to do. But it was not
every uight that she could so work, for there
were quick ears at White Grange ; more than
once she had been surprised in the dead of the
night by the sudden entrance of Peg Orchard,
her youthful jailer, who slept in the next room,
and who bad been disturbed by the rasping of
Marie’s knife against theiron window bars ; and
on one occasion old Nathan himself had put in
a sudden appearance, carrying & lighted candle
in his hand ; but Marie was far too alert and
wary to be caught at work, and was always
found in bed by her nocturnal visitors, and to
all appearance asleep. So it was only when the
wintry wind, blowing shrilly round the exposed
Grange, shook the crazy old building in its
burly arms,causing doors and windows to rattle
and creak, and haunting the dark wakefulness
of such of the inmates as could not sleep with
strange weird noises, never heard at other times
that she could labourat ber task with any degree
of safety. And now that task wasall but done.
With the old knife which she had picked up by
stealth in the orchard, she bad sawn through
two of the iron bars with which one of the win-
dows was secured, or so nearly throngh them
that two or three bours more would see her
labour accomplished. Had not the bars been
rusted and corroded with age, they would pro-
bably have baffled all her efforts with the feeble
means &t her command ; but such as they were,

she had overcome ever; difficulty, and now her
reward seemed almost within her grasp.*

She had been working for freedom. To get
away, anywhere, out of that horrible prison, in
which she had been shut up for so many weary,
weary weeks, was the one absorbing idea that
filled her secret thoughts by day and night.
What she should do, after getting away—whnat
was to become of her, without money or friends,
at that bleak season of the year, was a thought
that rarely troubled her : that one passionate
longing to escape absorbed all the little mental
energy that was left her in these latter days.
‘Whenever she tried to look forward, to calculate
future probabilities, there rose before her mental
vision a dim blurred picture, in which every-
thing shewed indistinctly, as though seen
through a mist that was far too dense for her
wearied aching brain to penetrate. It was
always the same, too, when she sat down on the
floor, and stuffing her fingers into her ears, tried
to think out some scheme of vengeance upon the
arch-enemy of her life. She knew that Duplessis
was beneath the same roof with her; she had
heard his voice on two or three occasions,
although she had never seen him since the first
night of her incarceration ; and the sound had
filled her with such s secret but intense fury,
that had she been able to reach him, she would
have flown at his throat like some savage crea-
ture of the woods. Yet, with-all her hatred of
the man, whenever she tried to work outto a
definite issue the feelings with which she regard-
ed him, and looking forward to the time when
she should be once more a free woman, strove
to trace mentally the outline of some scheme by
means of which she should wipe off at once and
for ever the accumulated score of many years,
her feeble brain would again play her false ; and
however hard she might strive to retain her
gripe of them, her thoughts would begin to
slide and veer, and crash one aguinst another,
like icebergs in a troubled sea; and then the
inevitable fog would swoop suddeunly down, and
everything would become blurred and dim ; and
sbe would wake from her reverie with a start,
and a childish treble laugh, and set to work with
renewed assiduity at the dressing of her dolls.
But when midnight came round, and all the
house was still, then she seemed an altogéther
different creature as she crouched on the win-
dow-seat, with her knife in her hand, labouring
slowly and steadily, with a sort of concentrated
ferocity of patience, in which there was no trace
of a weakened intellect. ¢ You and I, cher
Henri, have a heavy account to settle,” she
would then often marmur to berself. “ It is «
debt of long standing, and must be paid to the
uttermost farthing.”

The night fixed upon by Duplessis as the one
for the secret expedition of himself and Antoine
to Belair, was also the one on which Marie had
decided, provided the weather were favourable,
to carry out her long-cherished plan of ‘escape,
During the afternoon there was a light fall of
snow, just sufficient to whiten the moorlands,
but not deep enough, except here and there
where it had drifted, to impede walking.
As night set in, a keen northerly breeze
sprang up, which crisped the fallen flakes, and
whistled shrilly round the old Grange, grum-
bling hoarsely in the chimneys, and trying the
fastenings of doot and window, and making the
madwoman’s heart beat high with hope. If
only it would last till an hour after midnight!
She went to bed as usual about ten o'clock : she
could trust to her instinct to awake at the first
stroke of twelve, When Peg Orchard left her
that night, Marie called the girl back after she
had got outside the door, to give her another
kiss. Then she got into bed, and in five minutes
was soundly asleep ; but before the clock on the
staircase had done striking twelve, she was as
wide awake a8 ever she had been in her life. She
sat up in bed, and listened intently., The wind
aeemed, if anything, more blustering than ever.
How lucky that was! She would have dearly
liked to scream in chorus. with its wild free
mugic, 8o light-hearted did she feel ; but she bit
one of her fingers instead till the purple teeth-
marks made a deep indented ring round.it.
Then she slipped noiselessly out of bed, and
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erept to the door, and put her ear tothe keyhole.
Diable ! they were notallin bed yet, those beasts
there ! She could distinguish a faint murmur of
voices helow stairs ; and presently & door open-
ed, and the voices grew louder, and then she
recognised them for the voices of Duplessis and
Auntoine ; and she snarled in the dark, as she
listened to them, like some ferocious animal,
She could not distinguish a word that was said,
and in & minute or two the two men seemed to
go out at the front door, and then everything
but the wind was still. Fora full hour longer,
she crouched against the door, except for her
breathing, as rigid and motionless a3 a mummy :
listening, with all her senses on the alert; but
the dead silence inside the house was unbroken
by any sound that owed its origin to human
agency. When the clock struck one, she rose
up, as silent as a shadow, and stretched out her
cramped arms, and pushed the tangled ends of
bair out of her eyes, and began to set about her
great achievement. An hour's quiet steady
labour with her jagged blade, and at the end
of that time the first great obstacle was over-
come ; the two bars, sawn completely through,
came away from their places, and were carefully
deposited by her on the floor. The window was
a considerable height from the ground, but that
was a difficulty readily overcome. Taking the
sheets and coverlet off the bed, she dexterously
twisted and knotted them into a stout service-
able rope, one end of which she proceeded to
fasten round the stump of one of the bars,
while the other end hung down outside nearly
to the ground. Butlittle now remained to be
done. Having inducted herself into a little
more clothing than she had been in the habit of
wearing for some time past, but still with her
favorite red flannel dressing-robe outside, and
with a white bandkerchief thrown over her
head, and tied under her chin, she felt herself
thoroughly equipped for her undertaking. In
one corner of the foom was a rude box, in which
she had been in the habit of keeping her dolls,
and the little scraps of finery out of which their
dresses were manufactured. One by one she
took up the puppets and kissed them tenderly.
« ] am going to leave you, my pretty ones,” she
murmured. © You will look for me to-morrow,
but I shall not be here. I am going a long,
long journey ; Wwhither, as yet, 1 hardly know ;
hut out into the snow and cold wind, where your
tender little buds of life would quickly perish, 1
Jeave you to the care of that good child, Peg.
She will attend to you when I shall be far away.
‘And now. adieu! I love not to part from you,
but freedom is before me, and I cannot stay.
Adieu! my little ones, adieu!”

She shut down thelid of the box with a weary
sigh, and then stood thinking, or trying to think,
for the effort was almost a futile one, with her
bands pressed tightly across her temples ; but
whatever the idea might be that she wasstriving
to grasp, it was gone hefore she could seize it,
so, with an impatient little « Pouf!” she dismis-
sed the subject from her mind. One more pull,
to test the strength of the knots she had made
in her rope ; she took up her knife, kissed it,
and stuck it in her girdle ; and then she crept
through the open window, and taking the rope
in both bands, slid nimbly to the ground, and
felt that she was free. There must hdve been
a sort of mental intoxication in the feeling, for
no sooner had she reached the ground than she
went down on her knees, and seizing her short
black hair in both hands, as though to steady
herself in some measure, she gave vent toa burst
of horrible silent laughter, a sort of laughter
that was largely mingled with ferocity, and
which seemed almost to tear her in two, so vi-
olent was it, leaving her breathless and exhaust-
ed when ijgdied out, which it did as suddenly
as it had begun, ¢« I've not been so gay for a
long time™ she murmured, as she gatliered her-
gelf up, and set her face towards the open moors.
«Tcould sing, to night; I could cance—oh,
how 1 could dance! only it would not be deco-
rous in a lady circumstanced as I am.”
~ The window through which she has escaped
was at the back of the house, and Marie now
found herself in the rick-yard, as it was called,
from which a gate opened at once on to the
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moors. (ne source of disquietude was removed
from her mind : she knew that Duke, the great
house-dog, had gone with one of the young men
to a distant fair ; Peg bad told her so ; so there
was no fear of an encounter with him. Just
outside the rickyard gate, Marie’s eye was caught
by something, and she stopped for a moment to
think. What she saw was a small grindstone,
placed there for the use of the household. Next
minute, the stone was going slowly round, with
the blade of Marie's knife pressed against its sur-
face.

She went on her way after a time, walking
across the moors in a direct line from the back
of the Grange. The night was clear and frosty.
The heavy snow-clouds had broken here and
there, and through the wide rifts the stars were
shining brightly. From snow and stars toge-
ther, there came quite as much light as Marie
needed, and she went onward without hesitation,
neither knowing nor caring whither her errant
footsteps might lead her ; knowing and caring
only that every step forward removed her so
much further from the abhorred prison she had
just left. She was not greatly troubled by any
thoughts of pursuit ; she knew that, in all pro-
bability, her escape would not be discovered ull
daybreak, by which time she should be long
miles away ; and she had all a lunatic’s faith in
her own cunning and ability to outwit her ene-
mies. She was the sole living thing to be seen
on that white desert : but the loneliness of the
situation had no terrors_ for her, and she went
calmly on her way, singing now and again a
verse from some chunson descriptive of the loves
of Corydon and Phyllis d la Frangaise.

She had left the Grange amile or more behind
her, and now the road, or rude footpath, for it
was nothing more, to which she had kept, dip-
ping from the higher levels of the wmoor, began
to tend gently downward ; as it did so, the
sound of falling water took her ear, and in a
little while she came to a deep cleft or ravine
in the hillside, at the bottom of which a little
stream, whose voice the frost had not yet suc-
ceeded in silencing, was brawling noisily. This
gash in the fair hillside evidently resulted from
some throe of nature cotuntless ages ago. It was
from eighty to a hundred feet in depth, and from
fifteen to twenty feet wide. Both its sides formed
sheer precipices of black rock, as bare and
devoid of verdure as on the day they were first
laid open to the sky ; but the margin of the
ravine was fringed here and there with thickets
of stunted shrubs. The path traversed by Marie
led direct to this ravine, across which & rude
f0t-bridge had been thrown, to accommodate the
inmates of the Grange, for this was the
nearest way down to the high-road in the valley
leading to certain outlying villages where the
family at the Grange had sometimes business to
transact, and effected, as regards those places,
a saving of nearly three miles over the orthodox
road ; besides which, if there was a heterodox
road to anywhere, old Nathan Orchard was just
the man to take such road from choice. This
tridge over the ravine was of a very primitive
character, consisting as it did of nothing more
permanent than a few strands of rope stretched
across, and fastened on each side to the stumps
of trees, with cross-strands of thinner rope, over
which were 1aid afew pieces of planking, pierced
at the corners, and tied with strong wire to
the cords below. As a furthersecurity, a hand-
rail of stout rope was stretched from side to side
about three feet above the bridge itself. To any
person with weak nerves, the crossing of this
rude bridge, which began to sway inan alarm-
ing maoner the moment you set foot on it,
was not unattended with danger, seeing that a
single false step would serve to precipitate you
to the bottom, and leave but little chance of
your being found alive afterwards ; but such as
it was, it had served the family at the Grange
for many years, and was likely to last for many
years to come.

Marie stepped fearlessly on to the bridge, and
pausing when she reached the middle of it, took
hold of the hand-rope, and leaning over, gased
down into the dim caldron at her feet. Hast-
ward, the moon was rising over heathery hills,

and the clouds fell away before it as it slowly
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clomb the great azure plains, and litte by little
all the wild features of the scene were lighted up
under the eyes of the madwoman. She could
gee the black riven sides of the gorge, looking
as if they had been torn asunder ouly an hour
ago ; she could see the glinting of the white
water where it tumbled over & ledge of rock
some twenty feet in height, and again, as it
seethed and bubbled angrily among the jagged
granite teeth with which its after-course was
thickly strewn ; and as she gazed and listened,
the voice of the water seemed to syllable itself
into words intended for her ear alone. ¢ Come
to me, come to me,” it seemed to say; ¥ here
'tis ever sweet to be—sweet to.be.” Nothing
more ; only those few words, over and over
again, in a sort of murmarous sing-song, that
awoke vague echoes in her brain. The water
spoke to her as plainly as she had ever heard
human voice speak. The danger, and she
seemed to know it, lay in the perpetual iteration
of the words, * Come to me,” the effect of which
upon her excitable nerves was to work her up
into a sort of dreamy ecstasy, which might not
improbably culminate in her striving to obey the
invitation by leaping headlong from the bridge
into the gulf below. She strove, however, to
break through the spell that was being woven
over her, dragging herself slowly and with diffi-
culty, as though she were being plucked at
behind by invisible hands, from the spot where
she had been standing, to the edge of the ravine,
and stumbling forward on her knees the moment
she felt herself on firm ground.

« Sorceress, I have escaped thee!” she eried
aloud. “I will not obey thy summons. Thy
silvery voice would lure me to destruction. But
hark ! I hear another voice. One whom I know
well is coming this way, and he must not see
me. Hush!” .

Still kneeling, and with upraised finger in the
act of listening, all the pulses of her being seem-
ed to stand still for a moment, while she waited
to hear again the voice which had startled her.
1t came again, and this time nearer than before.
There could be no mistaking whose voice it was ;
and ag its familiar tones fell on Marie's ear, she
forgot all gbout the water-sprite’s invitation-—
| forgot everything except the one fact, that the
man whom she hated with all a lunatic's inten-
sity of hate was close beside her, and that there
were now no stone wallg, ne iron bars between
them two. As she realized fully that this was
indeed so, a great wave of fire seemed to sweep
acros her brain ; and all at once the moon look-
ed blood-red, and the stars took the sanre colour,
and all her muscles seemed to harden, and her
fingers began to grope instinctively for the haft
of her knife. There was a thick clump of un-
derwood growing. close to the spot where she
was koeeling, and partly overhanging the brink
of the ravine. She was only just in time to
reach the shelter of these shrubs, when the head
and shoulders of @ man came into view above
the opposite slope of the hill ; and the same in-
stant the handsome, crafty face of Duplessis was
evanescently lighted up by the blaze of a fusee,
as the Canadian paused for &8 momentin the act
of lighting another cigar. As he did so, he
spoke again, addressing himself to Antoine, who
was toiling painfully up some distance behind
hig master : % Another little pull, my cabbage,
and we shall be on level ground, and then half
an hour's brisk walking will take us to the
‘Grange. An hour of this exercise every morn-
ing before breakfast, would soon bring down
that overfed car¢ass of thine to something like
reasonable proportions.”

« Oh, Monsieur Henri,” panted Antoine, ¢ but
it is cruel, my faith, to drag persons of delicate
stomach up these precipices! Why wasn’t the
world made without hills? It would have been
a much pleasanter place to live in than it is
now.” The glowing tip of the cigar was coming
nearer and nearer to the madwoman hidden in
the thicket. ¢ But with regard to La Chatle
Rouge,” continued Antoine, ¢ has Mensiear
given my proposition due consideration? It is
gimple, it is safe, it is effectual. Let Mdéusieur
go to Paris and enjoy himself, and ledve -An-
toine to elip the claws of La Qhatte.” -

« Seélérat!” hissed the medwomian from hef
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biding-place, “La Chatte would like to drink
thy heart's blood!”

The glowing tip was very close now. Duples-
Bis, with one foot on the bridge, and one still
on firm ground, paused for an instant to angwer
Antoine,

“ Take care, my infant,” he said laughingly,
“ that she doesn’t claw thine eyes out in the
process.” With that he took hold of the hand-
rope, and came forward, step by step, slowly
and cautiously. The frail structure bent and
swayed under his weight ina way that might
well have alarmed a man of weaker nerve. He
had reached the middle of the bridge, when he
looked up suddenly, for the dry branches of
brushwood were cracking, as if some one were
hidden among them ; and then he saw that he
stood face to face with the woman of whom he
had just been speaking. She rose before him
like an avenging spirit, her eyes blazing with
madness, and her white fact distorted with an
intensity of hate such as no words could have
expressed,

“I am here, Henri Duplessis,” she said ;
here—comprends tu ? and thy prisoner no long-
er.  The hour of our reckoning has come at
last 1"

Her fingers were still nervously seeking some-
thing in the folds of the shawl that confined
her waist; and as she spoke, she moved a step
or two forward. So unlooked for, so utterly
unexpected was the apparition of this woman,
that for once Duplessis lost his presence of
mind. As Marie made a step forward, he took
oue backward ; and as he did 80, his foot slip~
ped off the narrow plank on which he was
standing, thickly crusted as it was with frozen
snow. He slipped and fell, with a wild, inar-
ticulate cry of horror ; but gs his feet slid from
under him, he clutched convulsively at the
hand-rope, which; yielded fearfully to the sudden
strain, but did not break ; and so he hung for a
few seconds over the ravine, making desperate
efforts to recover his footing on the slippery
planks. . With a cry that seemed like an echo of
his master’s, Antoine rushed forward to the as-
sistance of Duplessis; but Marie wag at the
bridge before him. For one brief instant, the
blade of her knife gleamed whitely in the
moonlight, and then it came swiftly down on the
rope by which Duplessis was hanging, severing
the strands one by one with its keen edge ; and
while Marie’s wild maniacal laugh, that was as
much a shriek as a laugh, rang shrill y over the
moorland, the last strands gave way, and Du-
plessis, still clinging to the rope, was dashed
with frightful violence against the opposite side
of the ravine, and falling thence, came down
with a dull thud, which chilled the blood of An-
toine to hear, on to the sharp-pointed rocks
below, round which the Angry stream was ever
brawling.

Again the maniac's shrill laughter awoke the
faint moorland echoes. ¢ Gone! gone! and
Marie is revenged at last,” she shrieked. “ How
his eyes glared at me in the moonlight as he
hung by the rope! I never felt so merry before
—never—never.” And with that she broke
into one of her chansons, and wandered away
towards the head of the ravine, as forgetful,
apparently, of the recent tragedy, as though no
such person as Henri Duplessis had ever existed ;
while heart-broken Antoine, calling his master's
name aloud, went searching, like one half-craz-
ed, for some path by which he could obtain ac-
cess to the bottom of the ravine.,

CHAPTER XLII.—ANTOINE'S NARRATIVE.

Towards the close of a bright February after-
noon, about a month after the events related in
the foregoing chapter, a man, well wrapped up
from the weather, might be seen toiling slowly
through the park on his way to Belair, To the
footman who answered his imperative ring at the
side-door, he gave a parcel, done up in brown
paper, and sealed with several great splashes of
red wax, 8nd charged him to deliver the same
without delay into the hands of Lady Spence-
laugh, and of no one but her; and then adding
that no answer Was required, he slunk away
from the door, and was presently swallowed up
in the dusky park, seeming to melt into and

become a portion of the dim shadows that were
mustering so thickly under the branches of the
old trees.

The packet, on being opened, was found to
contain Lady Spencelaugh’s stolen jewels : not
a single stone wag missing. Beside the stolen
property, there was a letter addressed to her
Ladyship, written in French by Antoine Gaudin,
but too Jengthy to be given here in its entirety.
Of its chief points, however, as cxplanatory of
certain evernts narrated in the earlier chapters of
this history, the following may be taken as a
free translation ; although it was difficult, here
and there, to make out the sense of the original,
owing to Antoine’s execrable writing, and his
curious method of spelling, based, appareatly,
on some phonetic system of his own.

My Lapy—In the interests of human nature
in general, and of the late lamented Monsieur
Henri Duplessis in particular, it is requisite that
the underwritten explanation of certain events
as drawn up by me, Antoine Gaudin, be read
with serious attention by your Ladyship. It is
a justification to the world of the great heart
that has gone from among us. For, alas,
Madame, my dearly-loved master ig no more !
My eyes are wet as I write these words, But
for the moment, I put Sentiment, the generous,
the profound, on one side, and will try to set
down what I have got to say after the fashion
you English love so much—in a ‘ business-like
way.! (Ah, the droll plirase ! )

Monsieur Henri Duplessis was born in Canada,
of a noble French family that emigrated to that
country about a century ago. My mother was
his foster-mother, and I wag his foster-brother,
and so I learned to love him, and devoted myself
to his fortunes through life. M. Henri’s parents
both died when he was quite young; and when
he came of age, he found himself master of a
handsome fortune, with all the inclination to
enjoy it. At that time, he was young, ardent,
generous, and impulsive, and as handsome as
Apollo’s self. We—that is, he and T—get out on
our travels; and first we determined to see
whatever the American States could shew us
that was worthy of our regards. To my dear
magter, after the studious and secluded life to
which he had been condemned during his youth,
New York seemed a very Paradise of delights,
and he tasted of every pleasure ‘that it had to
offer him.  Grown tired after a time of city-life,
he determined to study nature in some of her
wilder moods, and man in some of his more
primitive aspects, and we set out for the Far
West. It was while we were taking this journey,
on our way to the prairies, at a little town in
one of the western states, that my dear master
first encountered the evil genius of his life in the
person of Marie Fevriez, Marie was an actress,
born in America, of French parents ; young and
enchanting enough at that time, I must admit,
with a certain devil’s beauty about her, which
had for M. Henri an irresistible but fatal attrac-
tion. It was on the stage that he first saw her.
She was performing her great part in a piece
adapted from the French, entitled Za Chatte
Rouge, in which she appeared in a flame-coloured
robe, and in a certain dark scene with real phos-
phorescent flames playing about her head ; and
enacted a sort of beneficent fiend, avenging her
own wrongs, and those of the good people of the
play at the same time. She was not an actress
that would” please a first-class audience ; ghe
lacked both education and refinement ; but she
was not without power of a certain kind, and
was much run after in the rough country towns
where she commonly played.

Well, my master fell in love with Za Chatte at
frst sight. It was not difficult for a man in his
position to obtain an introduction to her, and he
was not the less fagcinated when he saw her off
the stage. Certainly, she was a splendid animal
that time. My master made love ardently,
proved to her the extent of hig fortune, over-
whelmed her with lavish presents, and ended by
asking her to become his wife, and accompany
him to Europe. In a brief three weeks from the
night on which he first saw her, they were hus-
band and wife,

They went to Europe, but 1 was left behind.
Madame did not like me, and I did not like
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Madame ; and M. Henri was so infatuated just
then that he was persuaded into giving me my
congé. They spent five years on the continent,
at the end of which time Monsieur returned to
his own country, beggared in purse, and sepa-
rated from his wife; and little by little the
wretched story came out. Gambling, and ex-
travagance of every kind, leading by easy but
rapid steps to bankruptcy and general ruin ; and
combined therewith, the bitter certainty that the
woman he had loved with such foolish madnegs
had only cared for him because of his money—
and to his proud spirit that was the bitterest
stroke of all. My master was a man of strong
passions—a hot lover and a fierce hater—and he
now hated the woman to whom he was chained
for life with a depth of hatred equal to the love
he lad formerly borne her. Of all his fortune,
nothing now remained to him but a little farm
in a wild part of the country, and thither he and
I now retired from the world, and spent three or
four quiet years. Those years at Petit-Maison I
believe to have been the happiest of my dear
master’s life.  No longer able to move in that
Society which he loved so much, and of which
he had ever been so bright an ornament, he fell
into his new and narrow mode of life with the
native cheerfulness of a trge gentleman, whom
nothing can ever really disturb go long ag he
retains his faith in himself. He looked after his
farm, and read his books; and by way of
variety, he and I would often g0 on long fishing-
excursions to the lakes. But by and by, an
aunt of M. Heari died, and left him another
fortune—a little one, this time, and by no means
equal to the fortune he had spent; and with it
came the desire to go out once more into the
world, and resume his position in society. Of
Madame, we had heard nothing positive for a
long time. We only knew that she had taken
to her old mode of life, and was wandering
somewhere among the outlying States with an
itinerant troop of players.  Among his friends
in Toronto and Montreal, it was, of course,
known that M. Henri had been married ; but ag
no one there had ever seen his wife, and as it
was known that he had been living en gargon
for the last three or four years, people concluded
that Madame was dead, and, for reasons of his
own, my dear master was desirous that such a
belief should be universally adopted, What,
then, was our surprise and disgust when, one
morning, about a fortnight after our arrival at
Montreal, Madame Marie turned up at our hotel,
and demanded to sce M. Henri, To deny her
was out of the question, By some means, best
known to herself, she had heard that my master
Was once more a rich man, and she had come
with the intention of doing her best to ruin him
for the second time. She demanded one of two
things: either to be acknowledged as the wife
of M. Duplessis, and received as such by his
friends ; or else to be subsidized by a sum equi-
valent to half his annual income, on condition
that she kept the marriage secret, and never
entered Canada again,

To no other terms would the harpy listen ; and
my master was fain, at last, to accede to her
second proposition, and so rid himself of her
presence for ever. Having settled everything so
much to her own advantage, she set out on her
return to the States, but had only left Montreal
a few hours when she was seized with illness so
severe as to be unable to continue her journey.
An address found on her person caused my
master to be sent for ; and on reaching the hotel
where ghe lay, we found her far gone in a severe
attack of brain-fever. She ran a close race for
ber life ; ultimately, she recovered ; but the fever
had left her with a twist of the brain, which_
made it doubtful whether she would ever be fit
to mingle with sane people again, I%¢ems that
there was a hereditary taint of insanity in her
family, and now the blight had fallen upon her,
My master had her placed ip a private asylum,
kept by a man of the name of Van Goost; and it
was fully understood between them that Madame
was to be congidered as insane during the
remainder of her life; Van Goost, in fact, con-
stituted himself her jailer for life, for which
service he was of course handsomely paid.

After this little episode, M. Henri, accompa-
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nied by your humble servant, set out for Europe
for the second time; and it was in the course of
this tour that we first had the honour of meeting
your Ladyship and the late excellent Sir Philip.
Your Ladyship knows how the acquaintance
began; how we all came to England together;
how my master took up his residence at Lilac
Lodge; and what a great favourite he was with
Sir Philip. It was some time before this that the
brilliant idea had first struck him, which he now
began to elaborate carefully. Marie was shut
up for life; he himself was, to all intents and
purposes, a free man ; he would marry an heiress,
and make his own fortune and mine at the same
time. Ab, the beautiful scheme! it was worthy
the genius of M. Henri. The charming Made-
moiselle Frederica was the object of his adora-
tion; and he would have married her, Madame,
as surely as you read these lines (and what an
excellent husband he would have made her! for
he had the good, the noble heart), but for a most
unhappy accident. That accident was the escape
of La Chatte Rouge from the custody of the Herr
Van Goost. She got into Van Goost's private
room the night she went away, and ransacked
his papers till she found a letter containing M.
Henri’s address in England ; and in less than a
month from that night, she arrived at Kings-
thorpe Station. She was disagreeable at first,
and seemed inclined to spoil everything; but
ultimately she fell into M. Henri’s views, and
agreed to pass as his sister, but insisted upon
being introduced as such to his friends at Belair.
With an understanding to that effect, my master
left her; but to introduce this uncultured crea-
ture~~who required winding up with cognac
every morning, and whose manners and conver-
sation had a coarse theatrical tinge—as his sister
to the refined and courtly Sir Philip, and to the
beautiful miss who was to be his wife, was more
than he could bear to do. In this emergency,
Antoine proved himself a useful ally.

On the third day of Madame's stay at Kings-
thorpe, M. Henri went to fetch her away, on pre-
tence of taking her to more comfortable apart-
ments in a neighbouring town. He drove her
round by way of the old coast-road, as being
more lonely and suitable for the purpose he had
in view. Half-way along this road, in a curve
of the moors, there lay perdue a covered cart, in
attendance on which were your humble servant,
and another individual whom it is unnecessary
to name. Madame was evidently distrastful of
M. Henri's intentions; and when, shortly after
leaving Kingsthorpe, her nose began to bleed,
her superstitions nature at once put down that
little incident as a bad omen, and she implored
him to take her back; but he only laughed at
her ridiculous fancies, as he called them, and
drove on faster. When opposite the spot where
we lay hidden, M. Henri requested Madame to
alight, on the plea that something was wrong
with one of the wheels of the gig. She got down,
and seated herself on the grass, close by the spot
known as Martell's Leap. The signal agreed
upon as & summons to us who were in hiding
was a shrill whistle. The signal was so long in
coming, that I grew curious at last, and popped
my head over a hillock to see how affairs were
progressing ; when what should I see but Mon-
sieur and Madame struggling together like two
mad people, and apparently trying which could
throw the other over the precipice. One of them
was really mad, and that was Madame, as we
were not long in discovering, when we succeed-
ed in geparating them, which we did only just in
time—another minute would have seen one or
both of them tumbled from the cliff. Madame’s
old malady had suddenly come back upon her as
she sat there on the grass; and when M. Henri
approached her, she sprang up, and seized him
by the throat, and swore that she would fling
him over the precipice. “In the sudden surprise
of such an attack, I forgot everything except the
very proper desire I had to keep my neck un-
broken,” said M. Henri, afterwards. “1 forgot
entirely that a single cry for help would have
brought you two worthy fellows to my assist-
ance; and I believe I should have gone over
the cliff in grim sgilence, had you not appeared
just at that last opportune moment which is al-
ways provided in plays and romances for the
rescue of virtue in distress.”
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It was a raving madwoman, tied tightly down
among the straw at the bottom of the light cart,
that we took that evening across the moors to a
certain house, where her coming as a sane
woman had been provided for. Shut up bere
from the world, she was at liberty to be mad or
not, as pleased her best; what would be her ul-
timate fate, was a question left open for future
decision ; she was removed from my master's
path, and M. Heari was now at liberty to act as
thongh no such creature were in existence.

Who was the writer of the mysterious letter
received by my master one night about two
months after Madame Marie had been so judici-
ously disposed of? That is a question which
neither M. Henri nor I was cver able to answer.
It was a letter written under a wrong impression
—written under the impression that M, Henri
had committed a murder; warning him that his
crime was discovered, and that the police were
on his track ; and advising him to flee while he
had yet an opportunity of doing so. He did flee
—not that he had committed the crime-imputed
to him, but because his staying would have in-
volved the discovery to the world of that dark
secret which he had been at such pains to hide
from it; and, as he afterwards confessed, he
lacked the courage to go through such an ordeal.
His hopes were crushed at one fell blow; the
edifice which he had been patiently building for
so long a time had crumbled into ruins at his
feet; and there was nothing left for him but to
get away as quickly as possible, He lay hid in
London for several weeks, and then he ventured
down to Monkshire in disguise, and took up his
abode for a time in the very house where his
mad wife was shut up; and there I joined him.
By this time, his second fortune was almost
gone; for, without being extravagant in any
way, his expenses had been heavy, and so long
as the prospect of a wealthy marriage lured him
on, he hardly cared how his money went. But
it was now, when the dreadful eyes of poverty
werc staring him in the face, that the happy
genius of M. Henri shewed at its brightest. He
conceived a brilliant gcheme, which, if it proved
successful, would rehabilitate his broken fortunes
at a single coup. You, Madame, as the victim
of that plot, are scarcely perhaps the proper per-
sonage to appreciate its brilliancy; but T will
venture to state that no disinterested person
could become acquainted with its details, without
passing a eulogy on the daring and ingenuity
with which its every step was characterised.

How we sped that night at Belair; your Lady-
ship knows as well as he who writes these lines,
for your two visitors were none other than M.
Henri Duplessis and Antoine Gaudin; and the
survivor of the two now craves your Ladyship's
pardon for the violence which the necessities of
the case compelled him to resort to. We had
succeeded, M. Henri and I, almost beyond our
expectations : the gems which my master had on
his person when we left Belair that night, would,
in that New World to which we were bound,
have formed the nucleus of the colossal fortune
which M. Henri had determined on devoting all
his future energies to building up; and that he
would have succeeded, who that knew him could
gainsay ? But for him no such bright future was
ever to dawn. We were walking across the
moors on our way home, when that wretch—
that tigress—that fiend incarnate, who with
devilish cunning had contrived to make her es-
cape, suddenly confronted my master, who was
walking a short distance in front of me; and
before I had time to interfere in any way, he
was no longer among the living. The precise
mode of his death, it is needless to detail here.
It is sufficient to say that that woman is his mur-
deress; and had I been able to reach her at the
time, she would not have escaped with life. My
dear master lies buried under the wild moorland :
these hands dug his grave, and these eyes were
the last that looked on him before the turf was
laid over his head that covered him up from
human ken for ever. It was better so; all the
tinquests’ in the world could not have brought
him back to life for a single moment; and he
will sleep none the worse in that he does not
rest under the shadow of one of your churches.
Iretarn you the gems and other articles bor-

rowed by M. Duplessis from your Ladyship. Now
that his dear master is dead, Antoine cares not
to retain them.

From this narrative, your Ladyship will per-
ceive how largely M. Duplessis was the victim
of unfortunate circumstances; and remembering
this, you will not fail to do him justice in your
recollections. You, Madame, know what he was
in society—how handsome, how witty, how ac-
complished ; but the silver lining of his char-
acter—his goodness, his generosity, the thorough
nobility of his disposition, can never, alas! be
known fully to any one but to him who writes
these lines—that is to say, Madame, to your
Ladyship’s humble and devoted servant,

ANTOINE GAUDIN.

(To be Concluded in our next.)

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S 8KCRET,” ETC.
Book the First.
FATAL FRIENDSHIP.
Continued from page 206,

CuApTER VI,—MR. BURKHAM'S UNCERTAINTIES.

The next morning dawned gray and pale and
chill, after the manner of early spring mornings,
let them ripen into never such balmy days; and
with the dawn Nancy Woolper came into the
invalid’s chamber, more wan and sickly of aspect
than the morning itseif.,

Mrs. Halliday started from an uneasy slumber.

« What's the matter, Nancy ?” she asked with
considerable alarm, She had known the woman
ever since her childhood, and she was startled
this morning by some indefinable change in her
manner and appearance. The hearty old woman,
whose face had been like a hard rosy apple
gshrivelled and wrinkled by long keeping, had
now a white and ghastly look which struck
terror to Georgy’s breast. She who was usually
g0 brisk of manner and sharp of speech, had this
morning a strange subdued tone and an unnatu-
ral calmness of demeanour. “ What is the mat-
ter, Nancy ?” Mrs. Halliday repeated, getting up
from her sofa.

“Don't be frightened, Miss Georgy,” answered
the old woman, who was apt to forget that Tom
Halliday’s wife had ever ceased to be Georgy
Cradock ; “don't be frightened, my dear. I
haven't been very well all night,—and—and—
I've beer worrying myself about Mr. Halliday.
If I were you, I'd call in another doctor. Never
mind what Mr. Philipsays, He may be mistaken,
you know, clever as he is. There's no telling.
Take my advice, Miss Georgy, and call in another
doctor—directly, directly,” repeated the old

woman, seizing Mrs. Halliday's wrist with a pa-
ssionate energy, a8 if to give emphasis to her
words.

Poor timid Georgy shrunk from her with terror.

«You frighten me, Nancy,” she whispered ;
#do you think that Tom is so much worse?
You have not been with him all night ; and he
has been sleeping very quietly. What makes
you 8o anxious thig morning ?”

« Never mind that, Miss Georgy. You get
another doctor, that's all ; get another doctor at
once. Mr. Sheldon isa light sleeper. I'll go to
his room and tell him you've set your heart upon
having fresh advice ; if you'll only bear me out
afterwards.” .

“Yes, yes; go, by all means,” exclaimed Mrs.
Halliday, only too ready to take alarm under the
influence of a stronger mind, and eager to act
when supported by another person.

Nancy Woolper went to her ma.stefs room.
He must have been sleeping very lightly, if he
was sleeping at all ; for he was broad.awake the
next minute after his housekeeper’s light knock
bad sounded on the door. In less than five
minutes he came out of his room half-dressed.
Nancy told him that Mrs. Halliday had taken
fresh alarm about her husband, and wished for
further advice. .

« She sent you to tell me that ?” asked Philip.

“ Yes.”

« And when does she want this new doctor
called in?”
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“Immediately, if possible.”

It was seven o'clock by this time, and the
morning was brightening a little,

« Very well,” said Mr. Sheldon, ¢ her wishes
shall be attended to directly, Heaven forbid
that I should stand between my old friend and
any chance of his speedy recovery ! If astranger
cap bring him round quicker than I can, let the
stranger come.”

- Mr. Sheldon was not slow to obey Mrs. Halli-

_day’s behest. He was departing on his quest
breakfastless, when Nancy Woolper met him in
the hall with a cup of tea. He accepted the cup
almost mechanically from her bhand, and took
it into the parlour, whither Nancy followed him.
And thean for the first time he perceived that
change in his housekeeper's face which had so
startled Georgina Halliday.

The change was somewhat modified now ; but
still the Nancy Woolper of to-day was not the
Naney Woolper of yesterday.

~ +You're looking very queer, Nancy,” said the
dentist, gravely scrutiniging the woman's face
with his bright penetrating eyes. * Are you
i

“ Well, Mr. Philip, I have been rather queer
all night,—sickish and faintish-like.”

«t Ah, youw've been over-futiguing yourself in
the sick-room, [ dare-say. 'T'uke care you don’t
knock yourself up.”

“Noj; ivs not that, Mr. Philip. There's not
- many can stand bard work better than I can,
It's not that as made me ill. I took something
last night that disagreed with me.”

« More fool you,” said Mr. Sheldon curtly;
“ you ought to know better than to ill-use your
digestive powers at your age. What was it?
Hard cold meat and preternaturally green pickles
1 supnose ; or something of that kind.”

“ No, sir; it was only a drop of beef-tea that
1 made for poor Mr. Halliday. And that oughtn’t
w have disagreed with a baby, you know, sir.”

« Qughtn't it 7 cried the dentist disdainfully,
“ That's a little bit of vulgar ignorance, Mrs.
Woolper. ] suppose it was stufl’ that had been
taken up to Mr. Halliday.”

“Yes, Mr. Philip; you took it up with your
own haunds.”

% Ah, to be sure; so I did. Very well, then,
Mrs. Woolper, if you knew as much about
atmospheric influences as I do, you'd know that
food which has been standing for hours in the
pestilential air of a fever-patient’s room isn’t fit
for any body to eat. The stuff made you sick,
1 suppose.”

“Yes, Sir; sick to my very heart,” answered
the Yorkshire woman, with a strange mournful-
ness in her voice.

“ Let that be a warning to you, then. Don’t
take anything more that comes down from the
sick-room.”

¢ don’t think there’ll be any chance of my
doing that long, sir.”

* What do you mean ?’

“1 dow't fancy Mr. Halliday is long for this
world.”

* Ah, you women are always ravens.”

s Unless the strange doctor cun do something
to cure him., O, pray bring a clever man who
will be able to cure that poor helpless creature
upstairs. Think, Mr. Philip, how you and him
used to be friends and playfellows,—brothers
almost,—when you was both bits of boys. Think
how Lad it might seem to evil-minded folks if he
died under your roof.”

The dentist had been standing near the door
drinking his tea during this comversation ; and
now for the first time he looked at his house-
keeper with an expression-of unmitigated atonish-
ment.

 What, in the name of all that’s ridiculous,
do you mean, Nancy 7’ he asked impatiently.
“ What has my roof to do with Tom Halli-
day’s fllness—or bis death, if it came to that?
And what on earth can people have tosay about
it if he should die here instead of any where
else ?”

“Why, you see, sir, you being his friend, and
Miss Georgy's sweetheart that was, and him
having no other doctor, folks might take it into
their heads he wasn’t attended properly.”

+ Because 1'm Lis friend? That's very good

logic! Y1 tell you what it is, Mrs. Woolper;
if any woman upon earth, except the woman
who nursed me when I was a baby, had presumed
to talk to me as you have been talking to me
just this minute, I should open the door yonder
and tell her to walk out of my house. Let that
serve as a hint for you, Nancy ; and don't you
go out of your way a second time to advise me
how I should treat my friend and my patient.”

He handed her the empty cup, and walked out
of the house. There had been no passion in his
tone. His accent had been only that of a man
who has occasion to reprove an old and trusted
gervant for an unwarrantable impertinence.
Nancy Woolper stood at the street-door watching
him as he walked away, and then went slowly
back to her duties in the lower regions of the
house.

“It can't be true,” she muttered to herself:
¢ it can't be true.”

The dentist returned to Fitzgeorge-street in
less than an hour, bringing with him a surgeon
from the neighbourhood, who saw the patient,
discussed the treatment, spoke hopefully to Mrs.
Halliday, and departed, after promising to send
a saline draught. Poor Georgy's spirits, which
had revived a little under the influence of the
stranger’s hopeful words, sank again wheu she

discovered that the utmost the new doctor could !

do was to order a saline draught. Her busband
had taken so many saline draughts, and had becn
getting daily worse under their influence.

She watched the stranger wistfully as he lin-
gered on the threshold to say a few words to
Mr. Sheldon. He was a very young man, with
a frank boyish face and a rosy colour in his
cheeks. He looked like some fresh young neo-
phyte in the awfn) mysteries of medical science,
and by no means the sort of man to whom one
would have imagined Philip Sheldon appealing
for help, when he found his own skill at fault,
But then it must be remembered that Mr. Shel-
don bad only summoned the stranger in compli-
ance with what he considered a womanish whim,

“ He looks very young,” Georgina said regret-
fully, after the doctor’s departure.

“ So much the better, my dear Mrs, Halliday,”
answered the dentist cheerfully; ‘““medical
science is eminently progressive, and the young-
est men are the best-educated men.”

Poor Georgy did not understand this; but it
sounded convincing ; and she was in the babit
of believing what people told her ; so she accept-
ed Mr. Sheldon’s opinion. How could she
doubt that he was wiser than herself in all mat-
ters connected with the medical profession ?

“ Tom geems a little better this morning,” she
said presently.

The invalid was asleep, shrouded by the cur-
tain of the heavy old-fashioued four-post bed-
stead.

«He is better,” answered the dentist; “so
much better, that I shall venture to give him a
few business letters that have been waiting for
him some time, as soon as he wakes.”

He seated himself by the head of the bed, and
waited quietly for the awakening of the patient.

“ Your breakfast is ready for you downstairs,
Mrs. Halliday,” he said presently ; ‘hadn't you
better go down and take it, while I keep watch
here? 1ts nearly ten o’clock.”

“I don't care about any breakfast,” Georgina
answered piteously.

* Ab, but you'd better eat something. You'll
make yourself an invalid, if you are not careful ;
and then you won't be able to attend upon
Tom.”

This argument prevailed immediately, Geor-
gy went down stairs to the drawing-room, and
wied bravely to eat and drink, in order that she
might be sustained in her attendance upon her
husband. She had forgotten all the throes and
tortures of jealousy which she had endured on
his account. She had forgotten his late hours,
and unboly roystering. She had forgotten every
thing except that he had been very tender and
kind throughout the prosperous years of their
married life, and that he was lying in the darkened
room upstairs sick to death.

Mr. Sheldon waited with all outward show of
patience for the awakening of the invalid. But
he looked at his watch twice during that half-

| fool as that.

hour of waiting ; and once he rose and moved
softly about the room, searching for writing
materials. He found a little portfolio of Geor-
gina’s and a frivolous-minded inkstand, after the
semblance of an apple, with a gilt stalk and
leaflet. The dentist took the trounble to ascer-
tain that there was a decent supply of ink in the
green glass apple, and that the pens were in
working order. T'hen he went quictly back to his
seat by the bedside and waited.

The invalid opened his eves presently, and re-
cognised his friend with a feeble smile.

“ Well, Tom, old fellow, how do you feel to-
day 7—a little better, T hear from Mrs. H.,” said
the dentist cheerily.

“ Yes, 1 think I am a shade better. But, you
see, the deuce of it is I never get more than a
shade better. It always stops at that. The
little woman can’t complain of me now, can she,
Sheldon? No more late hours, or oysters-sup-
pers, eh ?”

“ No, no, not just yet. Youw'll have to take
care of yourselffor a week or two when you get
about again.”

Mr. Halliday smiled faintly as his friend said
this.

¢ 1 shall be very careful of inyself it [ ever do
get about again, you may depend upon it, old
fellow. But do you know I sometimes fancy 1
have spent my last jolly evening, and eaten my
last oyster-supper, on this earth? Pm afraid
its time for me to begin to think seriously
a good many things. The little woman
is all right, thank God. | made my will
upwards of a year ago, and insured my
life pretty heavily soon after my marriage. Old
Cradock never let me rest till that was done,
So Georgy will be all safe. But when a man
has led a careless, godless kind of a life,—doing
very little harm perhaps, but doing no particular
good,—he ought to set about making up his
account somehow for a better world, when Le
feels himself slipping out of this. I asked
Georgy for her Bible yesterdany, and the poor
dear loving little thing was trightened out of
her wits. *¢O, don't talk like that, Tom,’ she
cried ; ‘ Mr. Sheldon says you are getting better
every hour/—by which you may guess what a
rare thing itis for me to read my Bible. No,
Phil, old fellow, youw've done your best for me,
1 kuow; but I'm not made of very tough mate-
rial, and all the physic you can pour down this
poor sore throat of mine won't put any strength
into me.”

¢ Nonsense, dear boy ; that's just what a man
who has not been accustomed to illness is sure
to think divectly he is laid up for a day or two.”

“T've been laid up for three weeks,” mur-
mured Mr. Halliday rather fretfully.

# Well, well, perhaps this Mr. Burkham will
bring you round in three days, and then you'll
say that your friend Sheldon was an ignora-
mus,” :

“ No, no, I sha'n't, old fellow ; I'm not such a
I'm not going to blame you when
it's my own constitution that's in fault. Asto
that young man brought here just now, to please
Georgy, I don’t suppose he'll be able to do any
more for me than you have done.”

¢ We'll contrive to bring you round between
us, never fear, Tom,” answered Philip Sheldon
in his most hopeful tone. ¢ Why, you are look-
ing almost your old self this morniug. You are
so much improved that I may venture to talk to
you about business. There have been some let-
ters lying about for the last few days. I didn't
like to bore you while you were so very low.
But they look like business letters; and perhaps
it would be as well for you to open them.”

The sick man_ contemplated the little packet
which the dentist had taken from his breast-
pocket ; and then shook his head wearily.

¢ 1'm not up to the mark, Sheldon,” lie said ;
¢ the letters must keep.”

¢ 0, come, come, old fellow! That’s giving
way, you know. The letters may be important;
and it will do you goed if you make an effort to
rouse yourself.”

1 tell you it isn't in-me to do it, Philip Shel-
don., TI'm past making efforts. Can't you see

{h:t, man? Open the letters yourself, if you
ike.” ’

LSS 7w
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« ¥o, no, Malliday, I won't do that, Here's
we with tho seal of the Allinnco Insurauco
gfice. I supppose your premium is all right.”
- Tomn Halliduy lifted himself on his clbow for
imument, startled into new life, but he sank
pack upon tho pillows agun umwedintely, with
sfecble groan,

+1 don't know about that,” he suid apxiously,
-rou'd tetter look to that, Phil, for the little
soman's sake, A man is apt to think that his
msurance is settled and doue scith when he has
teen pominelled about by the doctors and ap-
woved by the board. He Sorgets there’s that
fttle matter of the premium.  You'd betteropen
e letter, Phil. T never was a good hand at
emembering dates, and this illnesd has thrown
=0 altogethier out of gear”

Mr. Sheldon tore open that official document
shich, in his bevevolent regard for his friend’s
iaterest, be had maunipulated so cleverly on the
srecious evening, and read the letter with all
mow of deliberation,

« Youre right, Tom,” he eaclauned presently
~-The twenty-one days' grace cxpire to-day.
Joud better write me « cheque at once, and I'll
send 1t on the office by hand. Where's your
¢beque-book ?? .

« In the pocket of that coat banging up there.”

teought it to his fricud, with
azd the frivolous little grecu glass mkstand 1a

wmatenals forthe sick man's use with womanly
zentleness. His arm supported the wasted frame,
s Tom Halliday slowly and laboriously filledin
e cheque; and when the signature was duly
sppended to that document e drew a loag
beeath, which seemed to cxpress infinite relief of
mind.

« You'll be sure it goes on to the Alliance
vice, ch, old fellow ?? asked Tom, as be torc
oat the oblong slip of paper, and hauded it to
s fricud. ~ It was kind of you to jogmy mem-
oy about this business. I'n such a fellow for
procrastivating matters.  And Pm afmid Tve
been 2 Yittle off my head during the last week.”

¢ Xoascnse, Tom ; not you.”

« 0, yes, I have. Y'vc had all sorts of queer
fancics.  Did you come into this room the night
tefore Jast, wher Georgy was asleep ?”

Mr. Sheldon reflected for a moment hefore
apswering,

 No,”" he said, © not the night before last.”

“ Ab, I thought as much,” murmured the
iavalid. 1 was of my haad that night then,
Phil, for 1 fancicd I saw you; and 1 fancied 1
beard the bottles and glasses jingling on the
little table behind the curtain.”

* You were dreaming, perkaps”

« 0, no, I wasntdreaming. I was very restless
zud wakeful thzt night. Ilowever, that's neither
bere nor there. T lie in a stupid state sowetimes
for bours and hours, and I fecl as <weak as a rat,
bodily and mentally; so while I have wits about
me I'd better say what I've been wanting to say
ever so long, You've been a good and kind
friend to me all through this illness, Phil, and
1'm not uegrateful for your kindness.  If it does
come to ibe worst with me—asI believe it will
—Georgy sball give you a handsomo mourning
1ing, or fifty pounds to buy one, if yor like it
better. And now let me shake barnds with you,
Philip Sheldop, and say thank yoa heartily, old
fellow, for once and for ever”

The inralid stretched out a poor feeble atten-
valed band, and, after a moment’s pause, Philip
Sheldon clasped it in Lis own muscalar fiagers.
He did hesitate for just one instant before takicg
tkat hand.

He was no student of the Gospel; but when
be had left the sick chamber there arose befors
him suddenly, as if written in leticrs of fire on
the wall opposite 2o him, onezentence which had
in familiar to him in bis school-days xt Bar-
lingford
<4ad as soon as he was come, ke goeth siraight-
w6y {o him, ard saith, Mastcr, master; and
kissed Bim.

The new doctor camo twice a day to sce
tis paticnt. He scemed rather aanxious about

*lalip Shcl found thoer chuque-book, and 2
Pulip Sheldon foun Gcﬁ?@"s 1,0,.’[{0“0. : patient seemed decidedly better; and Georgy

the shape of an apple.  He adjusted the writng ¢

toms. Georgy had suflicient-penetration to per-
ceive that this new adviser was in some manacer
at fault, and sho began to think that Philip
Sheldon was right, and thatregular practitioners
were very stupid creatures.  Shé communicated
her doubts to Mr. Sheldon, and suggested the
expediency of calling in some grave elderly
doctor, to supersede Mr. Burkham.  But agaiust
this the dentist protested very strongly,

“ You asked mo to call in n stranger, Mrs.
Halliday, and I have done 60,” he suid with the
dignity of an offended man, ¢ You must now
ubide by bhis treatment, and content yourself
with his advice, unless he chooses to summon
further assistance.”

Georgy was fuin to submit. Shie gave o
little plaictive sigh, and went back to her
husband’s room, where she sat and wept silently
behind the bed-curtains. There was a double
watch kept in the sick chamber now; for Nancy
Woolper mrely left it, and rarcly closed her
cyes. It weas altogethier a sad time in the den-
tist’s house, aud Tom Halliday apologised to
his friecnd more than once for the trouble he
had brought upon him. If be had beer familiar
with the details of modern history he would
have quoted Charles Stuart, and begged pardon
for being so long a-dying.

But anon there came a gleam of hope.  The

was prepared to revere Mr. Burkham, the Blooms-
bury surgeon, as the greatest and ablest of men.
Those shaduws of doubt and perplexity xwhich
hiad at first obscured Mr. Burkham's brow cleared
away, and lc spoke very cheerfully of the
invalid.

Unhappily this state of things did not last
long. The young surgcon came one morning,
and was obviously alarmed by the appearance
ofhis patient. e told Philip Sbeldon as much:
but that gentleman made very light of bis fears.
As the two men discussed the case, it was very
cevident that the irregular practitioner was quite
a match for the regular one. Mr. Burkbam lis-
tened deferentially, but departed only half con-
vinced. He walked briskly away from the
house, but came to a dead stop directly after
turning on to Fitzgeorge-strect.

4 \What ought I to do?” he asked himself.
“ What course oughtT to take? If I am right,
I sbiould be a villain to let things goon. Ifl
am wrong, anything like interfereiice would
ruin me for life.”

o had finished bis morning round, but he did
not go straight home. Helingered at tbe cor-
ners of quict strects, and walked up and down
the unfrequented side of a loomy square. Once
be turned Aod reteaced his steps in the direction
of Fitzgeorge-strect. But after all this hesitation
be walked liome, and ate bis dioner very
thoughtfully, answering bis yonng wife at ran-
dom then she talked to him. He was a strag-
gling man, who had invested his small fortune
in the.purchase of a practice which tad turned
oat of 8 very poor one, and he had the battle
of life before bim.

« There's something on yonr mind to-day, I'm
surc, Harry,” his wafe said before the meal was
ended,

« Well, yes, dear,” be answered ; © I'verather
a Qifficult case in Fitzgeorge-street, and I'm
anxiousabout it.”

The indostrious little wife disappeared aflter
dioner and the young surgeon walked up and
down the room alone, brooding over that dif-
ficclt casc in Fitzgeorgo-street.  After spending
nexrly an hour thus, he-sostcbed his bat sud-
denly from the table on which he had set it
down, and hurried from thehouse.

« 111 bave advice and assistsnce, come what
way,” ho £2id to himself, as he walked rapidly
in tho dircction of Mr. Sheldon's house. « The
case may be straight cnough—1 certainly can’t

-see that -the man has apy motive—bat I'll have

advice.” .

He looked up at the Centist’s spoQessdwelling
as he crossed the street. The blindswere all
down, and the. fact that they were so sent a
sadden chill o his heart. Botthe Aprilsunshine
was fall upon that side of the street, and there
migbt be no siguificance in those closely-drawn

the case, 20d just a little puzzled by the symp- | blinds. “Ths door was opeaed by & sleepy-look-

ing boy, and in tho passage Me. Burkha
Philip Sheldon, psses e

. Lhave heen ratheranxious about"my patient
sinco this morning, Mr. Sheldon,” said the sur-
geon, # and I'ye come to the conclusion that
1 ought to confer with n man of bigher standing
than yself. Do you think Mrs. Halliday will
object to such a course 77
i "‘I am sure she would not huwe objected to
it,” the dentist answered very gravely, “ifyou
hnd suggested it sooner. I am sorry to suy the
suggestion comes too late. My poor friend
breathed his last half an hour ago.”

(Tv decontinued.)

THE TIGRESS AND HER YQUNG.

FEW years ago, some English officers,
. camping in the vicinity of Mulkspoor, went
out tiger-hunting, and bagged a splendid tigress,
Whilst returning bome with the trophby, they
found a secluded spot, in the lee of & jagged
rock, which evidently was the lair of a tiger;
for there luy bones of both human and brute
kind and shreds and rags of clotbing. There
was also a tiny kitten, not more than a fortnight
old, coiled in a corner, winking and blinking
and gaping at the intruders, The hunters at
once decided that it must be the cub of the beast
they had slain, and willingly took charge of the
little orphan.  Tiger kittens are not captured
cvery day; so, when the hunters returned to
their quarters, the excitement in their teat was
considerable.  The newly acquired kitten was
provided with a tiny dog-collar and chain, and
attached to the tent-pole, round which it gam-
boled to the delight of an audience numbering
nearly twenty. About two hours after the cap-
ture, however, and just as it was growing dark,
the zood people in the tent were checked, in the
midst of their bilarity, by 2 sound that caused
tlie bravest heart to beat mther irregularly.
1t was the roar, or rather the combination, of
shriek and roar, peculiar to the tiger when driven
mad with rage. In an instant the gamboling
kn}lcn became every inch a tiger, and strained
with all its baby strength at the tether, while it
replied with a loud wail to the terridble voice
outside. The company were panic-stricken.
There was something so sadden and uncarthly
in the roar, that it secmed as though the great
tiger, brought in an hour before, bad come to
life again.  Cerlainly the tiger in question wwas
already flayed ; but the pictare conjured up be-
came none the -more pleasant for that. There
was, however, not nearly so much time for spe-
qulation to the scared company as writing those
lines has cost; for almost simultantously with
the roar there leaped clear into the centre of the
tent o bold tigress; aud, without deigniag to
notice a single man there, she caught her kid-
napped baby by the nape of the neck, and, giv-
ing it a jerk, snapped the little chain, aad then,
tumning for the_tent-door, trotted off at full
speed. After all, it appearcd that the little
thing did not belong to the tiger that was slain,
but to the brave mother that had tracked snd
recovered it.  Sanguinary maneater as she may
have been, one ¢an be scarcely sorry to hear that
not a gun was levelled at the great rejoicing
creature as she bore off ber young one, and that
she got off clear.

WhoxvER looks for o friend withcut imper-
fcctions will never find what he wants, We love
ourselves with all our faults, and we ought to
love our friends in like mauncr.

Coriovs Exreriuxst—If a botde be half

‘filled with ground coffée, such as is used for

making that beverage, and the botte then filled
with cold water, and ‘the cork replaced, the
evolution of gas or air will be so great as to
forco out the cork. Jtis also stated that the
force is safficient to burst the botile if the cork
be tightly secured.

Tz Prince of Wales has abandoned the razor,
and has announced his intention-t0 wear bis
beard for the futare in patriarchal fashion,
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TO CORRESPONDE

NTS.

Lettersintended for the Editor, should he addressed
‘ Editor Saturday Reader, Drawer 401:” and com-
munications on business to ** R. Worthington, pub-

lisher.” )

ALBION ~—Domesday Book was ll:ftmcd p_y
order of William the Conqueror, and is a regis-
ter of the lands of England.  Judgments were
given from this book upon the value, tenure anid
services of the land described therein,  The
original Domesday Book is comprised in two
volumes, the one a large folio, and the ol
quarto.

A. R. T.—Lord Byron, the
Londou on the twenty-

({3 S

poet, was born in
second of Jaunary, 1788,

SUBSCRIBER.—You are not legally bound to
give your servant a character, nor are you bound
to give your reasons for refusing to do so.

Lizzig B.—Heroine has the wece
syllable, and is pronounced he
syllable as in herring.

D. G. McDoNaLb.—Our corr
our best thanks
his note,

nt on the first
r-o-cen—the first

espondent  has
for the kind wislies expressed in

INqQuistTIvE.~The expression, ¢
the skin of my tecth,” i3 cont
tieth verse of the ninctecutl chapter of Job.
The phrase, «in spite

of his teeth)” i3 said to
have originated in this wisc: King John once

demanded of & certain Jew ten thousand marks ;
on the refusul of which Le ordered one of the
Israclite’s teeth to be drawn every day till he
should consent. The Jew lost seven, and they
paid the required sum. IHence the phrase,

A, W.P.—SirW. Codrington was commander
of the forces inthe Crimea when Sebastopol was
taken.

J. H. Y.—Your
declined,

CarnoLic.—The Queen could not
Roman Catholic ;
riage,

Suor.—Yes. Mr, Macready's Just appearance
on the stage was in the churacter of Macheth,
on the 26th February, 1861,

Ivi.—Montreal first, then Quebee,
not been able to obtain the
tleman you refer to,

Fxi—Much obliged for tlwe contri
which we will avail ourself if possibl

esciped with
ained in the twen-

proposition is respectfully

marry a
the law forbids sucl a mar-

We hdve
address of the gen-

butions, of
e,

PASTIMES, :

We shull be glad to receive from any
who take an iuterest in the

tions of Puzzles, Charades,

should in

of our friends
columu original contribu-
Problems. &¢. Solutions
cach case acompany questions forwarded.

DECAPITATIONS.
When complete, 1 stand as a quadruped simall,
I traverse the cottage us well as the hall;
For what I receive | return no thanks,
And saucily, too, I continye my pranks,
But it you behead me, though strange it may seewm,
I spread into a river, a tair English stream,
Though this may surprise, 'tig perfectly true,
For when you have seen it *twill be nothing new,
Curtailed and transposed, I'm sure to by seen,
Served up as good faro on the banks of the Scine,

CHARADES.

1. Tam composed of 22 letters.
My 1,19,2! 1345 a lady’s name.
My 12,15, 4,9, 17 is one of the United States,
My 16,17, 9, 8, 6, 13 is a part of Italy.
My6,7,11,19, 15 is a country in Asia.
My 14,20, 15, 12 is a_ country in Asia.
My 18,22, 20, 19, 13 is a riverin Frauce.
¥10,7,1,12,22, 18 is a river in England.
My 3, 15,2, 12, 15. 21, 8, 15 is an island.
My b, 13, 18, 10 is 'to try.
JOESDAL
2. "Twas « harvest-home,”” and all were merry-making’
R Mlyjzrst the m}uire's rural village seut ;
Eachi one was of the welcome fure partaking,
While toast and song went roun.s with joy replete.
There, whirling 'mid my thira
Themaid and matron, youth an, 8(Uire were seen
As cheerful as the brightly blooming daisics
That intorspersed the lively village greey;,

§ gay mystic mazes,

And some were here, and S0me wera there, en aged
n passing round the cheering, Howing how L
While others on their lovers and the ageq
Were happily and evor in my whole.

THE SATURDAY READEKR.

Thus passed away the time, till day’s declining
Proclaimed my second’s hour noar at hand;

Then rose the harvest-room, all brightly shining
O'er tield and wood, and stream sublimely grand.

3. Though nost

ly small, and always very sour,
With joy

and frolic pass I mauy an hour.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

LA country of Asia, |

9. Afaculty of the mind,
2. A short poem, | 10. A country of Kurope.
3. A fish. ‘ 11. The art of writing in
4. A bird. | ciphers. L
5. An animal, | 12, A mountainin Asiatic
H. A metal, Turkey.
7. An English river.

1F13. A town in Canada.
- A birdof prey. "14. A seaport of France,

The initials and finals will name two British
poets.

PROBLEM.

A general returning from the field of battle, heing
askaog how inany men he bad lost, killed and wound-
ed, replied : ** The number killed is equal to § that of
the wounded, and the sum of both is equal to gl of
what I had at first, or 23y of what I have at present;
and if the number killed and wounded be multiplied
together, tho produect will he equal to the number I
had first.”  Find the number killed aud wounded, as

also the number of ien he had at tirst.
ANSWERS TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC, &¢,
No. 70.
Double Acrostic —W,

Gladstone.— Reform
Bill—1. Warbler,

2. Greece. 3. [eaf)

4.
Arno. 5. Dneiper, g, Storw. 7. Thumb. 8
Oui. 9. Novel. 10, Eayl.
Decapitations.——1. Shave—lhave-—uave., 2.
Cleave—leave--Eva,

3. Scale—laces—sule—
ale—le. 4. Speed—deep, Dee,

Charades,—1. Head-ache, 2,
Marriage,

Conundruras.—1. When he
on). 2. Beeause he is a sir
3. The letter ».

Riddles.—Mirror,

Prim-rose. 3.
puts the colon (coal
single (surcingle).

The following answers have been r
Double Acrost
Archie, Ellen B,
Decupitation —¥llen B,
Pearl, Camp, Argus,
Cunu/ulrumx.—-/\rg
Charades.—H, W,
Camnp, Geo. H.

Enimna.—-l\[into, Argus, Camp, Violet, Arthur
W.

eceived ;
ic.—Pear] —, Minto, H. H. V.

Minto, Geo. H,,
ug, Camp, Pearl,

V., Minto, Pearl, Argus,

Received too |

ate to he acknowledged in our
last, ¢ Bericus,” ‘

who answered al

CHIESS.

TO CORRESPONDENTS,

D. G, MeD. Beaverros —I'ro
solved according to stipulation by P takes P (ch.) as
the key move. You have overlooked the fact of the

Kt being en prise to the Q, which prevents the threat-
ened mate.

L R.; M. L HaxMiLron.—Solution of 48
It'in 49, Black plays 1. Q to R 8, instead of
you suggest, how can the mato be effected ?

G. G. ST. CATHARINES.—Weo have mislaid N. M's.
position; can you furnish a duplicate?

PROBLEM No. 51,
By I. R.; M. B, HaxyaLron, ¢, W,

blem 49 cannot be

/
is correct.
the movo
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SOLUTION OF PROBLEM,AI‘;?{ "
Wm'r(x'.'.l_t . ;?tx;kes Qor (a2
1. Qto A\t 7, ove.
2. theo ¥ Kt Any m \
3. Mates. K to Kt 2
@)l —— e r 3.
ey Q takes B .ch.) K to Rt
3. P takes P Mate. P takes P
(b)) 1— ——— { to Kt 2.
2. Ktto Qb (ch.) K
4. Bto QKt2 Mate. 4 om0
" s play€ rr
The following brilliant little K“",'le wmbgtween 'v;:lg
time since at the London Chess (“5“; former &7 .
Steinitzand a member of the Llubyh.ch is tobero
the odds of the Queen’s Knight, whi
ed from the board : &, (Mr.—"
WHITE, (Herr Steinitz.) i‘ftg‘i{ s
1PtoKa4. 1 takos .
2Pt K B4, 2K K4
3 KttoK B3, 3 P to Ktb.
4 BtoB4. 4 P10 es Kt.
& Castloes. 51 ‘t?) B 3.
8 Qtakos P, 6 Qo e P.
TP toKb, IO es Bl
8 B takes P (ch.) (a.) 8 K s P {ch.)
9 Pto (4. 9Q t‘;“ﬁ
10 Bto K 3. 10 g to i3,
11 Qto R 5(ch.) (b.) 11 {10 K BS-
12 K takes I’ (ch.) 12 < takes R.
13 R takes Kt (ch.) (c.) 13 Kt 2.
4 Bto Q4 (ch.) MK o Kt 80
15 R to ll; sq (chl)(d.) %{3 %m Kt2
16 .Q to Kb, o 3
17 Q to Q 5 (¢h.) 17 Q:gKRS-
18 QtoK Ktbh. 18 *{ to Bsq.

16 Qto 8 (chd) . 191 curk
20 Q to K 8 and wins. rphy: e
(r2.) Thix move was tirst adopted b};,ﬁ:((l)e%f" int
ously enough there is no, mqntlo;‘n . nducts
reeently published works in Germ i'ol"' S. g‘: power

” . ich E
(b.) The masterly style in whic
the game, evidences, in a high degree,
in attacking positions.
(e.) This is all very clever.

his gre

this
readers ‘& ed

(d.) Weinvite the attention Ofl‘;a,rhusno o?es
peculiarly interesting position ; Wéiwover 0 MO% g
won game, butit is not so easy to diSeO%} " ame,

R ith tl
Let the reader, before proceeding Wit
to find out tho modus operandi.

e et e o T L.
WITTY AND WHIMSICA .
—_— ol T

Tur LARGEST RoOM IN THE WORLD"'Th
for improvement.”

Way are good husbandslike dough
women need them. p said Pﬂ‘d‘

“ You want nothing, do you nt you’ll fin
“ Bedad, an’ if it's nothing you ";‘; "
it in the jug where the Whlﬂ]'(y was.

An Irish editor, in speakmgf Oiser
of [reland, says: ¢ Her cup Otmet all.
for ages overflowing, and is no Y -

A Granp ResoLve.—A desP“;;‘reg
« fit of desperation, recently deci)is firm e
relentlng lady-love that it was ish in the
nation to drown himself, or per
tempt. .

“ 1 wisH you would pay & h;%e
what I am saying, sir,” .roa.red well, l
at an exasperating wlt;ness. the calm reP -
paying as little as I can,’ was i

A rHiLOSOPEER, Who mag.rrn;fe bro
amiable girl, used to call his Wi
because, he said, she was sWee nd be fe

PuELiM explains that his w1fes‘:]e wants 10
because they are of one mind—
master and so does he. hie

GIVEN AWAY AND Sow.——',W,‘r‘he
er, a bride or bridegroom 'T(;egroom
is always given away ; the bri | gore
times sold. rup .

TaE entire assets of a recent gz?k agna?’
nine children. The creditors &

7—Becaus®

in,
is up”

. 0
attentio? ;r
irate 18%

[ a0

b is tl?e cl.]e:p‘
brl;:" ) me-

mously, and let him keep them. hom 8 sr:z
Wuen a young lady offers t{’ e ean
handkerchief for a rich bachelor, .
sew in order that she may reap. ACT'R‘"/‘?)O
“ Boots oF A Goop MonraL CH‘: female :,al
advertisement says :—* Wante Z)fa. go 4 m
has & knowledge of fitting boots i
character.” P "
Bassoupierge, French ambﬂl‘?g:"dohe °”“;{:st-
was telling Henri Quatre

m!

ery § at
Muadrid. “ I was mounted on the f;en{i, « wh
m‘:xlc in the world.” ¢ Ah,” said .
a very amusing sight, to s? .
mounted on the smal.lesl;Y mu eihe joinder-
majesty’s representative,” was



