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THE LION IN THE PATH

(From the Publisher's advanced sheets.)

CHAPTER XXXVI. THE EARL'S PROPOSAL TO HIS

DAUGHTER.

HE events described in ;recent chapters
:_[‘ stimulated the Earl of Bridgeminster into
resh action. Unable as yet to do anything
directly against Lord Langton—who, he had no
sort of doubt, was the diamond merchant—he
directed all his efforts to the influencing Lady
Hermia.
1t is true, he waited just a day or two to let
the shock of her danger pass off—if, indeed, the
Dark Lady and his daughter were the same, as
he now felt assured since Earnshaw's discovery
—and being himself, in the meantime, glad to
escape all chances of discussing so terrible a
contingency.
But when he fancied he might venture to open

the subject near to his heart—or what he con-

ceived to be his heart, meaning his interests—
he called his daughter to him one morning after
breakfast, and requested her to walk with him
in the park.

A quiet glance from Lady Hermia’s eyes to-
wards the earl’s face told him she perfectly un-
derstood the significance of the invitation. It
told him more—that he had probably better for
the present be quiet.

But then he felt that, if he did remain yuiet,
the whole strength of his present position must
in all probability soon passaway. Wasit likely
that, if Lord Langton and Lady Hermia met
many times more, there would be the least pro-
bability of his obtaining a final separation ? No.
He was determined they should never meet again.

That was the only safe solution.

Lady Hermia's face was threatening, it is true;
but the earl was a man accustomed to make
difficulties bend before him, and not himself to
let them make him stoop.

They walked on, and, for a time, seemed to
have no object whatever in their walk, beyond
guzing with lack-lustre eyes on the grass beneath

 Paul, Paul! This t¢ & woman!”

4D OR SEVEN CENTs.”

a

their feet, on the great beeches on either hand, .

and on the soft sky, dappled over with fleecy
clouds, saying, the while, not a single word.

# Hermia !” said the earl, at last, and his
daughter knew the tone only too well as one
that always implied that, whatever patience he
might exhibit in explanations, his mind was not
in the least degree unsettled as to his aim or his
absoluteness of will,

“Yes, sir ?” said the daughter, and the earl
could not but recognise a tone thoroughly re-
sponsive to his own——one suggesting a state of
mind perhaps even more prepared to be gentle
in expostulation, but equally immovable at the
last.

¢ Sir Charles leaves us to-morrow.”

“ Does he 7

“ He does. And I am sorry to say that I
perceive, under his fixed silence to me, a feeling
that you do not receive him with your old kind-
ness.”

T can do so, if Sir Charles pleases.”

“ How is that?”

By ccasing to suggest unpleasant thoughts
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to me—thoughts that you know, sir, to be con-
nected with desires impossible of attainment.”

« He does not know that, Hermia.”

“ No; and therefore, if he could be made to
know it, or in any other way brought to under-
stand tbat his marriage with me is beyond the
scope even of speculation, I should be really
glad ; for then I might regain my friend. Asa
friend, I did value Sir Charles.”

« And do you think, if there were no—no
special obstacle, you might not value him as
more than a friend ?”

¢ Really, sir, I think that is a question your
daughter may be excused for feeling too proud to
answer, since she finds it impossible to believe in
the contingency.”

« Hermia, pray oblige me. Words are not
much ; I do not often now seek these interviews
with you. Ihave respected your grief, your
disappointment, your strangely painful and

* touching position—married and yet not married
a virgin maiden, and yet with no hope of the
maiden’s natural desire being gratified in a pure
and holy marriage.”

“ Not, sir! Am I not so married?”

« No, Hermia. To be candid with you, I
think the time has come when you and I must
reconsider this matter carefully. 1 owe you
reparation for what I now feel to have been a
great wrong——that foolish child-marriage, which
has for so many years, and some of them the
very flower of your maidenhood, been hanging
above you like an iron chain, crippling you alike
in body and soul. Hermia, that chain must
now be broken.”

¢« Must it !’ Lady Hermia’s look and tone had
something scornful mingling in their defiance.
The earl, however, cautiously avoided noticing
it, and went on—

4 It must!”

« It cannot!” said kady Hermia, stopping in
her walk, and there was an unmistakeable smile
on her features.

¢ It can I quietly repeated the earl.

« 1t shall not, atall events!” said Lady Hermia,
drawing herself up, and standing still, confront-
ing her father as if prepared, once for all, to come
to a decision on the question he had raised.

« I might again reply, Hermia, It shall! and
with at least equal probability of proving my
words to be true ones; for I wish you distinctly
to understand that there is a power apart from
yourself to determine thig———-"

« Ha! What is that? What, sir, do you say
that my marriage can be undone without my
will or wish being consulted ? Do you, sir,
really”— dare to say that” was the phrase sug-
gested by Lady Hermia’s look and attitude, but
she softened the intended phrase down to—* do
you really, sir, tell me, his wife, that 7"

« Y do, Hermia ; but only that I may compel
you to recognise my love for you, and my devo-
tion to your best interests—for I hasten to add
that under no circumstances will I use such a
power without your consent.”

« Oh, my dear father, is that true? Then,
how I have wronged you in my thoughts!”
Hermia came to him, took his hand, and he, in
return, kissed her.

« Yes, Hermia, I repeat even more formally
what I have now said ; I will never myself, of
my own notion alone, annul this marriage. Be
easy, therefore. And now, have I entitled
myself to look for a kind, atteutive, respectful
hearing in what else I have to say ?”

« Yes, sir ; yes.” And Lady Hermia, who
had taken his arm, allowed her fingers to search
for and rest in his, with & timid, child-like ges-
ture that her father remembered in her from a
child, and which had often won his heart tow-
ards her in those days when state cares and
personal ambition had not put that heart of hig
into a state of ossification.

« Well, darling, now then let us have the
matter fairly out. I will tell you frankly my
hopes and fears. I will disguise nothing from
you—not even my bitter prejudices, which I am
ready to confess. I only ask from you the same
conduct in return. Let us thoroughly under-
stand each other ; let us thoroughly understand
the position, and then let us fry whether God
will not so enlighten us that we may finally

come to a common agreement that, if not all
we may severally desire, may still be a wise one,
leading to a wise and a kind end, such as a
father and a daughter may be permanently
satisfied with. To begin with, Sir Charles loves
you, and Lord Langton does not. Idonot say,
as I might, ¢ he cannot, having had no chance
of loving you,” but I say boldly, he does not!”

“ That is very probable; but why do you
thug place the two men in opposition ?”

“ 1 will tell you. Because both have just
given you the proofs of the truth of what I say.
You ‘look surprised! It is so, as I will show
you. Lord Langton knows—he cannot fail to
know—that you are as hostile to this new and
monstrous attempt at eivil war as [ am myself.
Nevertheless, he goes on with it, and exactly
at that moment when, I am free to confess,
he might have shaken me in my hostility, had
he come to me and sought from me- my aid to
get a pardon from the king and restoration to
his rank and you.”

¢ Would you, my dear father, have thus helped
him ?”

« T should not have liked it, but I would have
done it for your sake, and in order to secure our
country from the future efforts of so troublesome
an enemy. Well, Hermia, that is Lord Langton,
and that is his devotion to you. Now for Sir
Charles. I think I never was more deeply mov-
ed in all my life than when he confessed to me
in deep emotion he feared there was no hope, at
his age, of his obtaining your love before mar-
riage, and yet that he felt sure he would win it
after, by a devotion to your service that should
show the old chivalry was not yet dead !”

« J—I fully believe that Sir Charles is—-is capa-
ble not only of meaning what he says, but of
doing it, so far as the issue rests in his hands;
but—ou7"

¢ Say no more, Hermia.
there for the present. I am well content with
such an answer. Now to proceed. Suppose,
Hermia, just for a single instant, that Lord Lang-
ton, feeling no real love, for which he has had
no opportunity, still courted your society. Sup-
pose further, that you, also, having no real love
—which I am sure you cannot have—it would
be so unmaidenly, so immodest. "

“ 8ir! My father! What means this ?” de-
manded the Lady Hermia, her quiet words, and
her sparkling indignant glances being in strange
contrast,

¢ 1 mean, Hermia, that no love can grow on
the basis that a woman, as a girl, knew some-
thing, and that not much, of a boy, who is now
a man—one whom she has not even seen as a
man, or if seen by any accident, of whom she is
profoundly ignorant. I do not think that any
highspirited woman would apply the word love to
such an acquaintance, however peculiar the ac-
cidental tie that compelled them to think of one
another.” The earl had remembered, when he said
this, that the diamond merchant might have made
himself known; and the admission he wag per-
force obliged to make that Lord Langton might
have been seen, weakened (so he felt) his case.
He hastened, therefore, to stronger ground, for
which, indeed, all this was mere preparation.

“ Well, Hermia, we won't press that point
tco strongly either way. I grant you might,
from romantic associations, be strongly inclined
towards the man whom you have so long looked
on as your husband, and he the same towards
you. But then you must grant, in return, that
is not the same thing as when a husband and a
wife—or, to take a still more favourable exam-
ple, two lovers—have been for months or years
in constant communication, knowing each other’s
views, and temper, and habits, and growing,
therefore, all the while in sympathy, which is
the true bond of love, You own, Hermia, that
i3 not the position 7’

Hermia said nothing, but bent her head as if
in acquiescence, though it might be merely in
depression, to recollect how truly all this, which,
in her soul, she knew did not apply to her,
might, and probably did, apply to Lord Langton.

# Well, now, Hermia, heed me, I entreat you,
for now I have to deal with matters of larger
scope, and involving serious issues for us all.
You will believe me when I tell you that there

Leave the matter

is no doubt whatever that Lord Langton has
undertaken a Jacobite mission, and is now in
England to fulfil it.”

* J—I fear so!” murmured Lady Hermia.

““ Very well. Out of that business what
comes ? Probably the scaffold! Do not trem-
ble. It is not to alarm you I speak. It is not
even in hostility to him I speak. I could find
it in my heart to have a sort of pity for him.”

“ Could you, indeed ?” :

“ I will convince you, Hermia, of that, if you
give me a chbance. But what was I saying?
Oh, I know, I asked what must be the end of his
undertaking? The scaffold, if he fails. If he
succeeds, what for me and you? I leave you
to speak of yourself, Hermia; but as to myself,
I suppose it is no secret that the Jacobites hate
me with an intensity that is simply devilish.
I know their excuse—that I played the traitor
to them, and so on. You do not believe that,
Hermia.”

“ Oh, no. I am sure you did but what you
thought right for the country.”

“ Well your only hope for Lord Langton must
be, if he is not himself to fall before the execu-
tioner—your only hope, I say, then, must be
that England is ruined by long periods of civil
war—for it is quite impossible that the Jacobites
can be left to enjoy their ill-gotten powers—
and that I shall lose my estates, rank and life,
and die as an attainted rebel! That is the al-
ternative, Hermia ; the only one, There is and
can be no other. The ruin of your country and
the ruin of your own family, or the salvation of
your country and family by the destruction of
your rebel husband. Nay, weep not, darling.
Do I not feel for thee? I do—I do! Let me
show thee what is in my heart. Consider about
this marriage, while I, on my part, get all ready
to proceed with the divorce, in case you should
be finally content R

“ No, no!

“ Stay, Hermia, liear me out. If you do that,
you will probably then save Lord Lungton him-
self.”

“ What! How is that?”
the unhappy wife,

“ Supposing he does not fall in actual con-
tests of any kind, which is not probable, his fate
will in the event of failure, be in the hands of
our king. Then, Hermia, I dare to say to you
he will be in mine!”

“ Ha, yes! I understand.”

“ Well, I ask for no decision to-day. 1 would
rather you gave none. I will even let Sir Charles
go away without any fresh satisfaction. Think,
then, and think dispassionately. If you do as I
advise, you will act a noble—a patriotic part to
our country; and is it not fitting, Hermia, that
you, my daughter, should be the one woman to
play so grand a part—I mean, if your heart
really is engaged. Well, do as I say, and you
will win eternal fame ; probably help to ensure
the failure of the attempt, if it really has any
chances, as, on the other hand, you will incur
all the guilt and infamy of the rebellion itself if
you sympathise with him, For that will soon
become known; men will whisper I am going
to change again; the Jacobites, with devilish
ingenyity, will be sure to set that idea going,
when they know that the leader of the rebellion
is married, or going to be married, to the daugh-
ter of the minister, the Earl of Bridgeminster
himself,” :

“You say you will save him if I consent—
save him at any personal sacrifice ?”

“ 1 will, even if it be necessary to throw up
my own position, or threaten to do so, in order
to obtain his pardon.”

« And if I do not consent—if I cannot—and
he—he——." Her faltering words sufficiently
expressed her meaning.

The earl took her two hands in his, and said,
with something like real emotion—

“ Hermia, I should grieve, my child, for thy
sake, but I must, in that case, extricate my own
name and character from all possibilities of sup-
posed collusion; he would then surely die.”

hurriedly asked

CHAPTER XXXVIL.-—RRACTION,

When the first feeling of relief had passed
away—relief from the danger of exposure
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peng driven from the mercer in disgraco to get
ts bread how he could, it was succeeded by
great lnssitude and depression of apirits, which
paul could not shuke off, but which he found,
on the coutrary, grow lourly stronger aud
stronger. .

He was miserable at the sight of cvery face,
for ho fancied its owner might have got some
ikhing of Ins story, and might be speculating,
13 2 kiadly fughion, how long it would be before
pe was it the same gamo agnin,

He was miserable when he reflected on the
percer’s danghter, Christinn,  Had she been
wid the wholo of the sickening talel I so,
pow could he ever face her again?  And it she
were stll ignorant of it, he had no means of
kgowng, but would be always fancying, when
wbere was tho slightest peculwarity of look, or
expression, or tone, or word, that sho was think-
1og of the nocturnal thief.

tle was miserable that Daniol Sterne, a man
wbom he so very much admired, should always
pave to think when he proposed todo anything to
pelp Paul forward, could be do that punicu}ar
thing with safety to tho parties concerned, secing
what be had been once tempted to do against 4
sind master ?

Above all, he was iniserable at the thought of
bis misery und hopelessuess.  He sceraed now
atterly helpless, utterly hopeless! Indulgences
te must expect no more; and yet he felt no
moral power within able to lift him above the
wish for indulgences. »

Night after night he groaned in spirit as he
teought over those things, and tricd vaiuly to
shape out some satisfying career.

The beautiful cachantress!  He could not for-
get ber!  Again and again he speculated as to
ter feelings of wmortification and most just anger
st bus shnaaefu! treatment of bher on that memo-
rablo night.

Hie wondered whether she had seen him ap-
proaching. For if so, she must have guessed
the terrible struggle going on within, when she
at:o saw him turn and take to flight.

No; she might have seen nothing of the kind !
She nught only have scen a very shabby London
grentice, whom she had unwisely fuvoured, who
tyd ventured first to iake love to her, then got
tnghtened of his own temerity, of his own mas-
ter, aud taken to his heels to get out of tempta-
uon!

Thus did Paul torture himself. But let this
nuch be saud for him : he did not go to seek the
lsdy, or venture on any explanations—not, cer-
wnly because he was afraid of her, for Paul
telieved in his heart she would huve forgiven
atonce, after a brief exprauation.  No; be kept
aloof because he beheved he ought to do so.
But he could not resist a certain hankering of
bis soul to sec her again, now that he found
mmself shut out from every other gratification.
&ill he would—so he resolved—abide by his
purpose, and wait and work and hope for some
penod of relief from his present anguish and
abatement,

A wmiserable week had elapsed, when, one
afternoon, as the shop was full and Paul at his
busicst, bie heard # voice that sent the blood to
tis face, und caused him to let a roll of delicate
sk fall tc the floor.

Sir Richard was in tho shop, scated in an easy
charr, laughing and: chatting wath a bevy of
rouged and powdered dowagers, who found the
mercer’s shop a convenient place for collecting
ad arculating the latest fashionable scandal
of the day. The younger ladies preferred being
xated on by the "prentices, some of whom they
tssoured with # sort of haughty insolent flic-
tation.

While Panl picked up the sitk and began
refolding 1t with most, trembling bauds, he
beard behind i the peculiar wooden-sounding
pat-pat of a lady’'s fashionable boot, with its
coormously high heel, then, lifting his oycs,
looked straight into Maria’s.  Sho returned his
look with ono which was at the same time inqui-
sive, amused, and yet reproachful.

Paul glanced fearfully at Sir Richard, Maria
dd so too, and, sceing that the mercer’s cyes
were on them, she threw herself in & chair, and,

and punishment—relicf, too, from the fear of

taking hold of the silk, said to Paul, in n clear
voico that raug through the shop so asto be
heard by all in jt—

“ Come, come sir! if 'tis too much trouble
to unfold, pray send me some ono elso Jess nice
You see this end is frayed, and I shall not buy
if 1 sec not the whole length.”

Sir Richard heard thig speech with a con-
temptuous smile, and still watched them as he
talked to the chattering dowagers, Paul felt be
was watching them, and felt sure he recognised
Marin a8 his companion at the play, thongh she,
not dreuming Sir Richurd had seen her, folt safe,

“ Ob, mndum,” murmured Paul, clumsily
unfolding the silk, ® why camc you here? I did
not deserve—l never thought—'tis too kind,
but 'tis n kindness that may ruin me.”

¢ There, sir, do you see that? I now perceive
why you wished me to buy with my eyes shut,”
said Maria. Then, as she pretended to be show-
ing him a fray, her fingers touched Paul's under
the silk. The two clasped hands, and Paul,
forgetting his master's eye, and everything in
the world save that kind iittle hand aud those
tearful blue eyes ho looked into, muttered—

“ Maria, can it be possible? No, I bare been
too base—to0 contemptible, It could not be
that you forgive me.”

“ And what, Paul, if I do forgive you?” she
asked, with o deop sigh,

¢ Madam, I deserve it not—I desire it not.
My folly and presumption in daring to think
myself worthy of accepting your kindness, has
already brought me sell nigh to ruin. Do not
forgive me. Scorn me—I deserve your scorn.
Let me see you no more—I deserve to see you
uo more.”

¢ Paul—Paul,” said Maria, lifting her eye-
brows with ¢ look of childish misery and pro-
testation,  what you have done I know not;
but what have I done tbat I should be made
to—— But heed not what [ say. Let it be so;
we will not again see cach otber.  Aud yet, sir,
some explanation ig surely duo to me.”

¢ T am a scoundrel—"tis all the explanation I
can give!” groaned Paul,

# Then that is—"

% Pault” shouted Sir Richard.
came toward them,

And then be

CHAPe XXXVIH.~—ONE OF UNPLEASANT QUESTIONS.

# Paul,” said the mercer, the moment the door
was closed, ¢ who was that lady ?”

“1 caguot tell you, Sir Richard,” was tbe
respecttul but unhesitating answer.

“ You cannot tell me cither her name, rank,
or residence 77

- No, Sir Richard.”

¢ Strange! We must ourselves sce to those
matters, 1 suppose, when she comes again.”

“1 trust not, Sir Richard. It is not my
intention to sce her again.”

“ Was it by any kind of appointment she
came now ??

 No, Sir Richard; and I was greatly distress-
ed when I saw her come in.”

« Hem! Distress was not exactly the word 1
should have chosen to express your attitude
and looks,”

Paul was silent.

¢ Pray, is this the Lidy yon were with on the
night of the play ?”

% Jt is, Sir Richard.”

% And the lady to whom you were going on
that other night?”?

Paul trembled at this allusion to tho night of
his crime, but he answered, with tho same quiet,
dogged firmness as before—

4 Yes, Sir Richard.”

¢ Then permit me, Master Paul Arkdale, to
express my belief that you are not dealing
honestly with me. I do not believe that you
can possibly be ignorant of this lady’s name.
You must know, sir, more than you chooso to
tell.”

“ Pardor me, Sir Richard; T did not say 1
did not know.”

¢ Ha! What's that??

¢« 1 said I could not possibly tell you.”

¢« And why 7’ demanded tho angry master.

“ Because, as a gentleman——" Paul paused,
coloured violently all over, then became deathly

—— s ————

pale, and felt he would have given worlds to
be ablo to recall the foolish phrase.

 Because, as a gentleman— " maliciously
repeated the mercer.

 Becanse, Sir Richard, as a man having the
feelings of a man toward: a woman, I could
not possibly expose ler to nuy puin or trouble
that her brief conncction with me night
involve. If Iam not now sufliciently punished,
I am ready to bear whatever you please to
inflict; bat I ask you, Sir Richard, to let me
alone bear it, and 1 promise you I will then see
her no more.”

“ That wou't do.  She, it appears, fulcres
you. I shall deal with this matter myself. Be
wise.  Tell me all you know, and I will guard
all your reasonable suseceptibilitics to an extent
greater than youdeserve. Now, then, her name 2"

“ [ declize to give it.”

_ % Puul,” snid the merceer, growing for the first
time really angry with him, “1 warn you in
good time. I have the power to exact obedience "

‘& Not in this matter, Sir Richard.”

“ In any matter, sir, as [ will take care to let
you see, You are my apprentice, bound to obey
all my reasonable orders ; and is not this reason-
able, that when I sce some new Millwood at
work, looking, I suppose, for some new George
Barnwell—is it not reasonable that 1 should
guard myself and you ?”

Paul was silent, but his attitude showed the
stubboraness of his dotermiuation. The mercer,
seeing this, grew moro and more irritable, and
went about, while talking, as if engaged in half
a dozen occupations—banging closet doors,
pulling out drawers, and so on. Suddenly he
paused opposite to Paul—

“ Do you kuow that I can send you before
the Mercer’s Court of Assistants?”

What for?”

“To have you severely flogged for disobe-
dience.”

% Oh no, Sir Richard™ said Paul, with g
smile that perfectly infurinted his master,

“ Can't I, though? You forget One older
than you was flogged to within an inch of his
life not five years ago!”

“ [ am sure they won't flog me® said Payl
Arkdale.

“ Why are you sure ?”

 Because, before they flogged me, 1d give
thern occasion at least for a more dignified
punishment. 1 should murder the man who
touched me ¥’

The mercer looked at Paul's faithful but most
stern-looking face, and he saw there something
that frighteaed bim ; and then, by a revulsion
of feeling, he begau to feel ashamed of his
threats, and to perceive their uselessness. Paul
Arkdale was certainly not of the swuff that can
be dealt with by flogging, even though he is so
young.

% Can't you understand,” said the mercer, in
f quicter tong, ¢ that it is for your own good I
speak

¢ I do believe that, with my beart and sou}!”

« And yot you refusc t0 be helped ?”

¢ 1 must refuse.”

 And will fall, in conscquence, most likely.,
I wash my hands of you! [ will be no more
responsible!  Go back to your former labours
at the counter! 1 will not be reminded, every
hour in the day, of my foolish confidence in one
who has not the sense to understand bis own
interests 1"

“ Do you really wish me to do that, Sir
Richard 1" asked Paul, a little wistfully.

 Yeg!” said the mercer, though the moment
he had said it he regretted the word.

# Then I beg very earnestly, Sir Richard, that
instead of humiliating me tjus, and for such a
reagon—I beg that you will cancel my indentures,
and let me go ?”

« Whither 7

t I don't know, and I don't care!” said Paul,
his firmness beginning to give way a little.

% Pooh! pooh! Its mot to be thought of!
Your brother would have a right to challenge
my behaviour, I think, if T were to do anything
s0 weak. Proceed with those papers) think over
what has passed, I shall hopo you will yét give
mo abetter answer, Stop! I will not receivean

-
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other word now. You can't want to ruin your-
gelf; but if you do, you may as well think over
how to do that magnificently. Do everything
well, boy, even if it's to destroy yourself!

« Paul! Paull Do for heaven’s sake cease all
this folly!  What do you think my daughter will
say to hear of such mad doings?”

CHAPTER XXXIX. PAUL AND MISTRESS PRESTON.

Towards evening, when Paul was assisting
with the closing of the shop, a shrill voice said
behind him—

« Paul Arkdale! and when Paul turned, a
little black boy, dressed as a page, gave a letter
into his hand, then, setting his back against the
wall, folded his arms and grinned, saying—

« Pompey wait answer.”

« Go a little further, then,” said Paul, looking
round in dismay, and hiding his delicate little
note in his cuff.

The shop was too full of curious ’prentice eyes
for him to read it there, so he ran down to the
packing room, tore his note open, and read it by
the light at & hanging oil-lamp.

Kensington, October—-.
PavL,~—Ishould not write or breathe this name after
what has passed, but that, since morning, a new
thought has troubled me. Paul, {ou spoke of having
suffered ; was it through me? Oh, how can 1 forgive
myself if it is 80? and how patient my dear friend was
when 1 offered him forgiveness! Have I indeed
brought you woe with my friendship? Then, Paul,
put it from you. Think nomore of it, but let me have
one consolation. Let me know that you have forgiven
me. Come and tell meso. Let me hear from your
own lips you do not and will not always hate your

Magia.

poor

Paul tore off the blank sheet, and, kneeling
down by a bale, wrote with the packer’s pen and
ink—

SWEET MADANM, DEAREST AND KINDEST. Your
poor servant comes to-night to thank you for your
wondrous goodness to him, and to bid you farewell
for ever.

PavL.

He folded it and went out, and busied himself
with the window bars and bolts till he could,
unseen, thrust it into Pompey’s hand, together
with his last sixpence.

Pau] had by him an old snit of violet velvet,
which he had bought at a theatrical wardrobe.
It was so much worn and faded, that he had
rolled it up and bidden it in his garret, in the
receptacie we have before spoken off, betwixt a
beam and the ceiling, as being unfit to put on

again. .
"Po-night he got it down, and spread it on his

«Twere little vanity to putiton in this state,”
thought he, as he looked at it. “ Heaven knows,
1 now desire to bear myself but as I am. Yet
it would not do to disgrace her by going to her
house as & poor pauper ’prentice.”

So he put it on, and had a melancholy plea-
sure in knowing that, in spite of his lace ruffles
being limp and old yellow, and his hair unpow-
dered and tied with a piece of black ribbon, he
did not look at all amiss for such an interview,

The dead violet colour was very becoming to
his fair complexion and light curls. His inces-
sant anxiety had taken all the fresh colour out
of his cheeks, and cast a dark shadow under his
eyes that seemed to make their colour and fever-
ish light more intense.

As he went hurrying through the streets, many
a lady on her way to play or rout looked after
him admiringly, taking him for the son of some
noble house whose chief was exiled or ruined.

1t was dark before Paul reached Kensington,
and when he came to the house Maria had de-
scribed to him, it was some minutes ere he made
up his mind to knock.

He paced up and down the street,asking him-
self with much doubt and agitation if he really
bad courage to go through the ordeal he knew
awaited him behind that little stone terrace of
bright flowers flooded with light. He remem-
bered how hebad sworn to himself never to see
Maria again of his own will, and how such a
course had appeared the only thing to save him
from being ridiculous in her eyes and base in the
eyes of his master. But everything was changed
since Sir Richard bad spoken of her in such
terms,

Paul's cheeks had burnt with anger to hear
her 50 spoken of. Now it was she who must
first be considered. Who was he, he asked him-
self, that he should hurt her pride, for the sake
of saving his character? He—Paul Arkdale—a
poor 'prentice, to insult a lady, by breaking an
appointment 80 generously made, and then to
shun her because he was too cowardly to offer
such explanations as he could, ask her forgive-
ness, and tell her the honest truth. Now, with-
out placing himself in a false and base position,
he could never see her more.

« No,” said Paul, going up the steps, “ she may
despise me for my coldness and blindness if she
will, but not for my cowardice.”

Pompey opened the door, ard, showing hig
teeth in a broad grin, bade Paul wait in the
lobby whilst he informed his mistress of his ar-
rival.

Presently Paul heard the creak of a boot on
the stairs, and, turning his head, saw a gentle-
man, whose face and form he instantly remem-
bered to have seen, both at his master’s shop and
at his house at Blackheath, It was the earl of
Bridgeminster. Paul hung his head, and drew
close to the wall. Would the earl recognise him ?
No, scarcely, in such a place, and in a dress so
different from that he usually wore.

Nearly at the bottom of the staircase the steps
paused. Paul's breath seemed to stop at the
same time. He glanced fearfully towards the
stairs. The earl was standing still and looking
at Paul, with his small, frowning eyes, from
head to foot.

Paul's heart beat at a fearful rate at that
moment, for he knew as well that he was recog-
nised as if the earl had called him by name. The
earl, however, did not speak, but turned abruptly,
and went up-stairs again,

What had he gone to do? Tell Maria he had
seen him—to ask her why he came ? Then was
Paul’s heart filled with trouble for her—the em-
barrassment, the disgrace she must feel at his
being discovered there by the earl, who was pro-
bably her friend, perhaps her guardian. What
could Paul do? The only thing that occurred to
him, in his agitation, was to save her from jhav-
ing to answer the earl’s questions about him—to
go up while the earl wag there, and pretend he
had come about some purchase she had made at
the shop that morning.

So Paul leaped up three stairs at a time, feel-
ing bold in his generous anxiety for Maria, anc
prepared to act the rude, unmannerly ’prentice,
and burst into the room with his message.

A door stood open, and Paul, ere he had found
courage to make any noise, saw a room divided
by a large folding screen. While he hesitated
an instant he heard Mariaspeaking in tones and
words that seemed to fall like ice on his heart.

¢ Leave him to me, my lord !” said that sweet
voice in cold, business-like tone. ¢ You are
right, it would be most hazardous in you to
question him. What I told you about, sir
Richard, I drew from him with some difficulty.”

« ITkpow'! I know!” answered the earl ; ’tis
an arduous task you undertake, but a noble one.
Perhaps, madam, another twenty pounds——"

« Nay, my lord,” interrupted Maria, a little
wearily, “ I was saying that this Paul, though
a simple fellow, is too faithful to his master to
let us know another word concerning his affairs
should be once discover our purpose.”

« What! not for money ?” said the earl. “ Then
Paul is a rare ’prentice indeed 1”

4 Nay, not even for money would Paul betray
his master I”

« For love, then, charming Mistress Maria ?”

Maria laughed, a clear ringing laugh, that
made Paul's cheeks burn, then said—

 No, not knowingly for love, my lord 1"

« For love unknowingly then, ’tis all the same.
You are a clever woman, madam; I do not
wonder that His Majesty at Rome prizes his fair
8 A2

“1 trust His Majesty at England does not
prize her less, my lord,” said Maria, a little sar-
castically,

“ Well, madam, if I mistake not, that pretty
bauble on your neck scarcely came from your
friends at Rome.”

% Would it be treason to say that they are only
less generous than my friends in England be-
cause less wealthy? Besides, they honour me
in & way you do not——they trust me. Yes, you
smile, my lord, but positively they trust me.”

“ And wew——"

“ And you, my lord, knowing how I use that
trust, are wiger, for I doubt if the Chevalier
St. George himself is more closely watched by
Maria Clementina Preston than Maria Clemen-
tina Preston by her generous friends in England.
Farewell, my lord! and trust me to get ail that
is to be got out of Sir Richard's truant ’pren-
tice.” )

Paul, without hearing the opening or shutting
of any door behind the screen, knew in an in-
stant that the earl was gone.

“ Now, Pompey,” cried Maria, in a fresh, joyous
voice.

She ran to a glass, and Paul, who had come
from behind the screen, saw her putting two
pink moss roses in -her powdered hair and smil-
ing to herself. Then she swept away, looking
over her shoulder into the glass, and singing
deliciously,

In this manner she came close to Paul, who
moved on one side and bowed low. Maria, see-
ing him, started, blushed, and shrank back in
girlish confusion. Then she recovered herself,
and advanced with extended hand and eyes full
of bashful but frank pleasure.

Paul looked at her, and neither spoke mnor
moved. Maria looked surprised and hurt, then,
glancing up tearfully, said, with pouting lips—

« What, Paul, are you going to be angry with
me for a little vanity? Was ita great sin in
your eyes that I looked in the glass when you
were coming ? Was it a great sin to be anxious
to look well ? And then, when my glass, which
I begin to fancy must have told me untruths—
when my glass, I say, showed me at my poor
best, was it sinful to laugh and sing for
pleasure ?”

« Nay, madam,” said Paul, “rather ask your-
self, is it worth being at such pains and anxiety
to subdue so simple a fellow ?”

Maria started back and stared at him.

« Even for another twenty pounds,” said he
looking at her with a pale face, and eyes that
gleamed almost cruelly.

Maria ran to him, raising her arms and cry-
ing—

st Ah, is it s0? Eavesdropping! eavesdrop-
ping! Then I am ruined indeed !”

¢ Ruined 1" echoed Paul, throwing off the
hand she had laid on his arm—¢ ruined, madam !
What! because a * truant ’'prentice” chances
to overhear the little honour he has left being
bargained for by you and your employer ?”

«Paul, Paul, listen to me!” cried Maria cling-
ing to his arm.

¢ Ruined !’ went on Paul, raising his other
hand above her, asif he would strike her—
“ruined, because your plotting has been over-
heard by a poor fool like me, from whom you
undertake to get all that is to be got? Well,
madam, triumph that you have already got from
me the two things most precious, even to a
simple fellow—a fool I”

Maria, rudely pushed off by his arm, stood
and gazed at him with eyes full of fear and
astonishment.

“Jhad honesty,” said Paul, “I had my
master’s confidence, I saw you: I lost both.
I see plainly enough now that, from the day I
first beheld you, you intended me to lose both,
What more is it you want of me? My master's
secrets? Let me tell you one, then, that may
perchance concern you. Know that he hath a
few stout ’prentices, sweet Mistress Preston, who
would deal but roughly with spies found near
his place, though they be fair even as yourself,
or rejoice in the pay of two royal masters,”

 Paul, Paul! This to a woman

Paul closed his lips, white with passion, and,
almost leaning against the wall by which he
stood, looked at her as she turned half towards
him, her hands clasped, her cheeks nearly as
white as her pyramid of powdered hair, her
brows raised with amazement and horror.

Even thus she was lovely, and, looking on
her, Paul felt the sting of his own words run in-
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w0 his heart.  She looked at him till her eyes | —I must live; and see, Paul, these hands were

filled with tears. Paul turned his face on his
am against the wall.

#Did mine cars deceive me, Panl? Wasit
your voice that spoke those savage words ?”

“Did my cars deceive me, madam 2" said Paul
looking up at her—* was it not your voice, your
own, from which I learnt what thing you are—
agpy? Ok fear not, I speak it low, a double
spy—that the beauty I thought a divine thingin
vour face is but n wrecker's light to lure men
to their owan destruction.

“Panl, Pan), I am not so wicked as you
think.”

“No, ‘twvere no wickedness to try to ruin my
master—miy kind master—and through me, a
worthless wreteh, who deserves no better wage
from him than a balter] This were no wicked-
ness, fair Mistress Preston—0l, none, none!”

“ Paul, were it known to the noble gentleman
you saw with me but now how little I have
thought of your master since it has been sup-
posed I was watching him, ’tis likely it would
go hard with me for bread this next month or
two,”

“What, then, you own to being what I have
called you?” cricd Paul. 1 had half hoped—
I had been mad enough to hope—you might
co.nvi,:lcc me, in spite of all, that 'twas other-
wise.

41 know you too well, Paul, to try to con-
vince you of what is not true.”

“Thenyou are——-"

“1 am what you have called me, in the cruel-
lest words you could find,” answered Maria,
drawing herself up with an air of childish
qQueenliness, and looking at him fearlessly ;
“though I must tell you, Paul, that to myself 1
scarce appear as wicked as I must to you. I

act not for myself, but for great and clever men,”

ad to them I leave the responsibility of all I do
=='tis their business, not mine. To me "tismere
child's play. I am an orphan—I havenomoney

need not fear me, nor invent fresh falsehoods to

o i R
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scarce made to bake or brew. As it is, I enjoy
life heartily while I carn my bread, I saw you
toiling and sad, and called you to come and be
gay with me a little while; and you come and
listen behind my screen, and find me ont, and—
heavens! whatan adol? And she hid herface
in her “ands and sobbed,

« Maria, Maria!” said Paul, passionately, ¢ I
dare not believe you. You are too clever to be
so simple.”

“Am I notsimple?” replied Maria looking at
him with flashing eyes. “I will tell you some-
thing, Paul, and you shall tell me then if I am
wise or simple. First—do you think me fair?”

And she dried her cyes and looked at him|
without any appareat coquetry.

Paul's glance, gloomy as it was, proved
sufficient answer,

#Would you believe, even from my lips,”
said Maria, glancing down at her little foot with
sweet shyness, ¢ that both here in England,and
abroad, gallant—sometimes noble geatlemen—
have courted me?"

“ God help them, madam {” groaned Paul.

« And all with fair promisesas I had been a
duchess. And I-—and, Paul, show me my wis-
dom~—1I listened to thein not—was deaf to all.”

# Qh, Paul,” she said, sinking on her knces
by the chair she held, and laughing hysterically
~ oh, Paul! tell me now am I simple or wise:
that love which a French courtier’s grace, a
gallant soldier’s pleading, an ltalian's passion,
an English coronet could not win, hath been
given, almost unsought—to whom ? to what?
Ob, Paul! what wisdom or what simplicity—to
a London ’prentice!”

She bowed her head on the chair, and clasped
her hands over it.

Paul half advanced towards ber--then stop-
ped and gazed upon her with bitter distrust.

#0Oh, madam,” said he, half pityingly, ¢ you

make me keep your counsel. I would notbetray
you to save my own life, Marin, I came to bid
you farewell.  'Tis easier to do so than one
hour ago I thought it ; though even now——"

He turned abruptly, and went to the door.

Maria moved half round on her knees, and
cried in a tone of sharp nain—

“ Panl—Paul, asayo going?”’

He laid his haad on e door-handle, and at
the sound Maria started to her feet, flew to him
and clasped her hands on his arm.

“ You will not leave mo thus. O, Paul, not
thust”

Paul's pitying and loving heart whisperod
him, “Stay, stay.” And it was to that, rather
than to her, that he spoke in passionate resist-
ance, when lie shook the arm she clung to, and
said—

@« Qff—off! Shall I stay to help yon rujn my
master? Tempt me no mbre—~geck me 10 Mmore
I will keep sccret all I have heard to-night, I give
you my pledge. But, madam, if I find you pry-
ing into my master's matters, 1 promise you
sharp punishment. What say you to Mistress
Jane Shore's penancel Off, I say—off.”

Ho flung her from him with such violence,
that she tottered back and fell with a faint
moan.

But for that moan, Paul would have fled. He
clung to the door and ligtened. A dead silence,
more touching and awful to him than any cry,
followed,

He looked into the room with his bands to
his brows, The gitlish form lay quite still, the
white check to the floor,

With a muttered imprecation on himself, Paul
went and knelt beside it, and with & great
throb, that scemed well.nigh to burst his heart,
took the atill form in his arms, and bore it to
the sofa in the window, where a sluggish breeze
blew through the myrtles and geraniums,

Paul held her supported against his fear-atrick-
en, suffering heart while the breeze blew on her.
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When the great Blue cyes vpened and stared
at him, his own ¢y (3 filled and ran uver, and his
arms guivered.

“ What has happened? ashed the weak,
frightened voice,  * Who s this?”

“Tis I, madam, your wretched scrvant,
Paul

“ Paul' I thought lie went but now ; I
thought he left me with—with ceuel words, Ah,
yes, Lfell. My arm! amy poor arm !

** Alas, madam, he was savage, he was fiend-
ish—mad=mad because of your confession
which he durst not believe.”

 But he is kind now. How is that! Wil he
helieve now ??

“ Dare he 27 asked Paul, liolding back the
sweet face, and looking at it passionately,
“ Maria, he will ; bhe does,  Be it his bliss or
bane, his salvation or his ruin, he will love you
~—will Lelieve that you love hiwm?

They sat together there in Maria's window till
late in the evening—Paul with head and heart
tlirobbing with feverish, unquict lappiness ;
Marin fast recovering all her usual bright and
tender gaiety,

When the moon rose, Maria left Paul’s side,
:m'dl bolding back the curtain with ler arm,
Sl

“ My poor friend, to-morrow you must labour
to-morrow you must be away from me. Sce
how fair the night is, ~ Come, let us lenee, and
enjoy it, I long to sec the gardens I have told
you of with you, 1 have never scen them, nor
danced, nor feasted there with one I loved.
Paul, Paul, I shall go wild with pleasure ; and
so shall you, my poor toiler, my weary one.
Come, come 1"

To be continued,

THE LAVAL UNIVERSITY.
{Sce preceding page.]

N pursuance of our intention to prezent our
readers witht illugtrations of the pronunent
public buldings in Canuda, we now place befure
them an engraving of the Laval University,
Quebee.  The curner steae of thus building was
lmid on the twenty-first of Scptember, 1834,
amnl wmany imposing ceremonies in the presence
of lus Excellency the then Governor General, a
large proportwn of the Cathivhic Clergy ot
Canada, and a vast concourse of people of all
creeds and vngins.  The work was pressed for-
ward rapidly, and the buldiag completed, of we
are not mustaken, early in 1857, Itis 296 fee:
w front by 30 feet indepth and 80 fect in height,
and 35 divided into three great divisions, the
centre vne of which projects abuut three fuet,
and cuntatns the oftices of the muderator and of
the sceretary, the lecture rooms of the professors
of physial science and budles fetires, and the
reading room in couticetion with the Lbranes.

The right wing cuntsins twe laburatoties, a
cabinet of plilusuplical apparatus, sopatate
roumms for large collectivns of zuolugy, cnto-
mology, geology and muneralugy , alsv s suite
of rooms for the profissurs of Chenustry, and
stparate libracies for the fuculiws of theology,
of literature, and of medicine.

The left wing contains a fiue icceplion room,
tlic cuundil room, four large lecture roums, aleo
numervus retring rooms fur professurs, cuin-
mittees, and buards of csaminers. The thiid and
fourth storics of this wing arc throwa st une,
and form a magnificent cunvoucation hall around
which runs a gallery suppurted on cast sron
pillars.

The main building, as well ag the school of
medicine and the Pensionnal, arc substantially
built of Leautiful cut stone. The furmer, as our
readers will observe, is almost catirely desutute
of architectural ornament, although 1ts propor-
tions arc faultless, and it is not without some
pretensions to clegance and tuste. Itis to be
regretted that these fine Luildings should have
been crowded into & narrow space where they
are almost out of the sight of strangers visiting
the city, and are perfore- destituto of those
embellishments of parks aud shrubberics which
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are generally addedf tv unportant educational
institutivus,

The Royul charter mcorporating the * Uni-
versité Laval” was granted in December, 1852,
It appoints the Rowan Cutholic Archbishop of |
Quebec for the time being, cx-officio, visitor of
the University, and the Superior of the Seminaire
de Quebec, for the time being, Rector. It is
expressly provided in the charter, that no
religons test or qualification shall be required
of, or appointed for any persuns adwitted or
watniculnted as students,
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TIIE CLUB SYSTEM.

HE Publisher, in order to extend the civcu-

lation of the Reapgr, offers the following
hberal wducements to persons who will interest
themselves in forming clubs.  Any one sending
bim the names of three new subscribers, with
cash in advance for one year’s subseription, will
receive by return mail a copy of Garneauw's
History of Canada, 2 vols., originally published
at $3.50. Any one forwarding tho names of
ten new subscribers with une year’s subscription,
cach in advance will receive, in addition to the
above, a copy of Christie's History of Canada, 6
vols. just published at $6.00. With a slight
expenditure of cffort hundreds of our country
fricnds may thus become the possessors of one
or both of these excellent histories of the land
of their birth or adoption.

OUR MANUFACTURES.

—

FEMS quesuon 13 Likely to command a large
_F share ot public attention for some time to
cutne.  There are few subjects on which mcu‘sl
sentuments are so much divided, although pro-
bably the differences between the conlendmg!
farties, or at least the more sensible among,
thew, are nut so great as they may umagane. |
We suspect, sndecd, that these differences would
mostly disappear if the disputants could onlyl
understand vne another, 1f the persons cathng
themselses Free Traders, and  those calling
themselves Protectionists, would discard the
jargon of therr respective sects, and substitute)
tacis for the battle-crics, an wluch they bothy
tahe an cqual debight, fur unfortunately, tuj
thuir case, words arc Uungs, and very nus~’

duevous thungs, tou.  lo ths country, as we
must Lave taxes frum sone svurce, and 1o polis
LcCutly 48 yui, aticmpts tv advueate direct taxn-y
uoun, & Iiee Trader must necessanly be oney
wh  vould haut var fiscal burdens to the pur-,
pue  of ruvenue, that s to say, be desires that,
the castums aud othier 1aaes should nut exceed
the amuunt needud for the cxpeases of the guv-
erument, the payment of anterest on the publivy
debt, and other such necessary disbursements,
while, on the vther baod, moderate Protec
tivnists prufuss o be content with the protee-,
uvn winch they would dernve frun such a
pulicy, unda proper management.  There are,,
it s true, persuns of extreme views on buth
sides, but we believe that they are few in num-’
Ler, and do not wicld much influence.  If lhcse‘

[

arc the desires of the two partics in the contro-
versy, we cannot perceive what it 1s they are
quartclling about, or what all the angry abuse
of each other means.

Taking tbe Protectionists, then, at their word,
when they declare that they would be satusfied
with the advantages which might accrue to
thera frum a proper distribution of the exist-
ing duties and thuse which may hercafter be
levied, which cannot fail to be considerable, let
us see how matters stand with the fricnds of
Free Trade. We suppose that they cannot well
object to Mr. Joln Stuart Mill as an authority

on the subject, In lus famous work on the
“ Principles of Political Economy,” Mr, Mill,
after assuming generally that duty, as a means
of revenue, 15 incousistent with i3 affording,
even mecdentadly, any protection ” proceeds to
sy i—

“The only casein which, on mere principles of
political economy, protecting dutics can be de.
fensible, is when they aro imposed temporarily
(especinlly in a young and rising nation) ip
hopes of naturalizing a foreign industry, in itzelf
perfectly suitable to the circumstances of the
country. The superiority of one country over
another in a branch of production, often arize:
only from having begun it sooner. There myy
be no inherent advantage on one part, or disad.
vantage on the other, but only a present superio.
rity of acquived skill and experience, A country
which has this skill and experience yet t
acquire, may inother respects be better adapted
to the production than those which were carlier
in the field : and besides, it i3 a just remark of
Mr. Rae, that nothing has a greater tendencyty
promote improveraents in any branch of produc.
tion, than its trinl under a new sot of conditions,
But it cannot be cxpected that individuals
should, nt their own risk, or rather to their cer
tain loss, introduce & new wanufacture, and besr
the burthen of carrying it on until the producers
have been educated up to the level of those with
whoin the processes arc traditional. A prataet.
ing duty, continued for a reasonable time, w«ill
sometites be the least inconvenient mode in
which the nation can tax itself for the support
of such an experiment. But the protection
showld be confined to cases in which there is
good ground of assurance that the industy
which it fosters will aftera time be able to dis
pense with it ; nor should thedomestic producers
ever be allowed to expect that it will be con.
tinued to them beyond the time necessary for s
fair trial of what they are capable of accomplish. -
ing.”

It will be thus seen that the leading political
cconomist of the day goes beyond what is asked
by the great body of Canadian manufacturersm
the way of protection.  Under the circumstances
he mentions, he would accord to infant mans.
factures not only the protection they would
receivo from the revenue collected for govem:
mental wants, but he would impoze additionsl
dutics to aid theiv growth. This aid, indeed,
would be ounly temporary and exceptional, but
that does not alter the case, and in Canada the
protection based upon revenue is much more
advantageous, because of a more permagent
nature.

Nuw Canada, as regards its manufacturiog
industry, 13 exactly i the situation descnbxd
by Mr. Mill, w15 - 2 young and nising naten,
we are without ¢ the skill and eaperience, and
thie capital, which vlder countries pussess.  Bul
on the othiee hand, we have many of the ele
ments out of which several of the most valuable
wanufactures are created , we bave icon, cop
pery and vtber ores and maaerals, wood, nool,
and we could produce hemp and flax i abuu
dance, while our water-power is unsurpassed w
the wotld,  After the Univn of the Provinee,
also, the Cunfederncy will pussess an unlimied
supply of cual, the great source of manufactur-
ing prosperity, It 1o & most important facy
twy, that there is in Lower Canada a iast
amount of unemployed labor-power, especially
1n the winter mouths, and it surcly were et
that the tcns of thousands of our young men
and women, who scek work in tho United
States, should find it at bome, if possible, and
that the wealth they are creating in a foreign
country should cnrich their own. This Jast
consideration is of the bighest importance , aod
the statesman who will discover how to emplyy
the idle hands in the Province, will be a tre
benefactor of the people. To do so is becomiog
n crying want, which is daily increasing.

In the distribution of aid to our manufactures,
much discrimination is requisite ; and our present
tariff is greatly at fault in that respect. It s
for the most part, founded on no principle, and
acknowledges no commercial policy of a9y
kind, It protects some articles winch it ought
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not to protect, and leaves others unprotected
which have claims for encouragement, if any
have. In the future legislation on this question,
it should be borne in mind that ¢ the requisites
of production are labour and appropriate natural
objects.” But in the scale of duties now in force
here, several manufactures are highly favoured,
although not one of the raw materials of which
they are composed is the produce of Canada,
and the labour is often inconsiderable, It can
scarcely be a matter of doubt that the articles
to which support should be chiefly extended are
thoge in the manufacture of which, besides
labor, the products of the country are used.

It is highly desirable that this subject should
be discussed on its own merits, irrespective of
the empty talk of those who contend for the
adoption of Free Trade or a Protective policy,
as best calculated for the interests of the Pro-
vince, while really knowing little of either
system beyond the commonplaces picked up
from newspapers and similar sources. In fact,
the question is within a nutshell : we cannotdo
without a revenue, and it is difficult to show
why vur manufactures should not derive benefit
from that revenue, These two propositions em-
brace the whole subject. This may not be Free
Trade in the eyes of Free Trade foolometers ; it
may not be Protection in the estimation of the
fosils of that persuasion; but it is common sense
notwithstanding.

Frowgr-pE-Luce. By HENRY WapsworTH LoNG-
FELLOW. Boston : Ticknor & Fields; Montreal :
R. Worthington.

This elegrn: little volume is composed of a
number of short poems by Longfellow ; the first
in order giving its title to the book. Some of
the pieces, we believe, if not all, have already
appeared in the pages of the Atlantic Monthly,
to which Magazine their author is a valued con-
tributor. Itis almost unnecessary to add that
they are marked by the purity of thought and
elegance of versification which characterize all
Longfellow’s shorter poems ; still we do not
think either of them is likely to achieve the wide-
spread popularity attained by some of the earlier
productions of this gifted poet, which have
become * familiar in our mouths as household
words.”

Messrs. Ticknor & Fields have performed
their share of the work in a manner which
leaves little to be desired. The printing, bind-
ing and paper are alike excellent, and the illus-
trations are beautifully executed.  Flower-de-
Luce will be an elegant gift book for the ap-
proaching holiday season. We print in another
page of the READER a poem which we have
extracted from this work, entitled ¢ Kambalu.”
Srorigs or MaNY Lanps. By GRACE GREENWOOD,

Author of « History of My Pets,” ¢ Merrie

England,” &c. Boston : Tickuor & Fields ;

Montreal : R, Worthington.

Grace Greenwood writes charming stories
for children, and we have no doubt the volume
before us will be very popular with the little
folk. ~ It contains stories about English, Scot-
tish, Irish, Swiss, Italian and American children H
stories about titled people and also untitled
ordinary people. The moral of each tale is
excellent, and the group will serve to show the
little ones that children all the world over are
much alike. They all ““laugh and weep, quarrel
and make up, play bard, and eat heartily, love
and try their mammag, pet and tease their little
brothers and sisters, are a sweet care and a dear
perplexity, and are God's little folk 4ll of them.”’
Interspersed through the book are a number of
charades and enigmas which will prove a source
of amusement through the bolidays.

METEMPSYCHOSIS.
1 REMEMBER, I remember,
O’er two thousand years ago,
‘When I followed and fought with the Roman host,
Under brave Scipio.
1 carried a Roman standard then,
Boasted and swore ‘ by Rome,”
And now for the glory of England’s flag,
1 over the wide world roam.
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We had just beaten Hannibal,
Had entered Rome in pride,
Scipio proud in that triumph walked,
And I, proud to be by his side.
A young maid flung me a wreath of flowers,
I caught it upon my sword,
Waved hera kiss, she turn’d her head
And blush’'d, while I adored.

Our triumph o’er, I found Ler out,
And ’neath & mulberry-tree,

Confess’d my love, and stole a kiss,
And she said not “ Nay " to me;

And strange to tell, but I discover’d
This maid was cousin of mine!

Verily, love like that is rare,
Delightful as old wine.

Well, Scipio died, and so did I,
Rome’s glory passed away,

And now I find my Roman soul
In my English body to-day.

The Roman maid who flung me the wreath,
I find in the flesh divine,

The very same eyes and the very sane voice,
And the very samc cousin of mine.

I knew my Roman love again,
She recognized me too,
There’s no mistaking her blue eyes,
Her manner, kind and true;
And I believe, despite of all
‘What misbelievers say,
T’s the Hermione Ikissed in Rome,
I'm kissing again to-day.
GEORGIUS.
Monte Regio.

BIRDS OF PREY.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S S8ECRET,” ETC.
Baok the First.
FATAL FRIENDSHIP.
CHAPTER 1.—THE HOUSE IN BLOOM3BURY.

HERE are some houses whereof the outer.

aspect is sealed with the seal of respecta-
bility—houses which inspire confidence in the
minds of the most sceptical of butchers and
bakers—houses at whose area-gates the trades-
man delivers his goods undoubtingly, and from
whose spotless door-steps the vagabond children
of the neighbourhood recoil as from a shrine too
sacred for hop-scotch.

Such a house made its presence obvious, some
years ago, in one of the smaller streets of that
west-central region which lies between Holborn
and St. Pancras Church. It is perhaps the
nature of ultra respectability to be disagreeably
conspicuous. The unsullied brightness of No.
14 Fitzgeorge-street was a standing reproach to
every other house in the dingy thoroughfure.
That one spot of cleanliness made the surround-
ing dirt cruelly palpable. The muslin curtains
in the parlour windows of No. 15 would not
have appeared of such a smoky yellow if the
curtains of No. 14 had not been of such a phari-
saical whiteness. Mrs. Magson, at No. 13, was
a humble letter of lodgings, always more or less
in arrear with the demands of quarter-day;
and it seemed a hard thing that her door-steps,
whereon were expended much labour and hearth-
stone—not to mention house-ﬁannel, which was
in itself no unimportant item in the annual ex-
penses—should be always thrown in the shade
by the surpassing purity of the steps before
No. 14.

Not satisfied with being the very pink and
pattern of respectability, the objectionable house
even aspired to a kind of prettiness, It was
bright, and pleasant, and rural of aspect as any
house within earshot of the roar and rattle of
Holborn can be. There were flowers in the
windows ; gaudy scarlet geraniums, which seem-
ed to enjoy an immunity from all the ills to
which geraniums are subject, so impossible was
it todiscover afaded eat amongst their green-
ness, or the presence of blight amidst their
wealth of blossom, There were bird-cages with-
in the shadow of the muslin curtajns, and the
colouring of the newly-painted brick-work was

agreeably relieved by the vivid green of Vene-
tian blinds. The freshly-varnished street-door
bore a brass-plate, on which to look was to be
dazzled; and tke effect produced by this com-
bination of white door-step, scatlet geranium,
green blind, and brass-plate, Was obtrusively
brilliant,

Those who had been so privileged as to behold
the interior of the house in Fitzgeorge-street
brought away with them an envious admiration
of its inner splendours. The pink and pattern
of propriety within, as it was the pink and pat-
tern of prapriety without, it excited in every
breast alike a wondering awe, as of a habitation
tenanted by some mysterious heing, infinitely
superior to the common order of householders.

The inscription on the brass-plate informed
the neighbourhood that No. 14 was occupied by
Mr. Sheldon, surgeon-dentist; and the dwellers
in Fitzgeorge-street amused themselves in their
leisure hours by speculative discussions upon
the character and pursuits, belongings and sur-
roundings of this gentleman,

Of course he was eminently respectable. On
that question no Fitzgeorgian had ever hazarded
a doubt. A householder with such a door-step
and such muslin curtains could not be other
than the most correct of mankind ; for, if there
is any external evidence by which a dissolute
life or an ill-regulated mind will infallibly be-
tray itself, that evidence is to be found in the
yellowness and limpness of muslin window-
curtains, The eyes are the windows of the
soul, says the poet; but if a man’s eyes are not
open to your inspection, the windows of his
house will help you to discover his character as
an individual, and his solidity as a citizen. At
leagt such was the opinion cherished in Fitz-
george-street, Russell-square.

The person and habits of Mr, Sheldon were in
perfect harmony with the aspect of the house.
The unsullied snow of the door-step reproduced
itself in the unsullied snow of his shirt-front ;
the brilliancy of the brass-plate was reflected in
the glittering brightness of his gold studs; the
varnish on the door was equalled by the lustrous
surface of his black satin waistcoat ; the careful
pointing of the brick-work was in & manner
imitated by the perfect order of his polished
finger-nails and the irreproachable neatness of
his bair and whiskers.

No dentist or medical practitioner of any de-
nomination had inhabited the house in Fitz-
george-street before the coming of Philip
Sheldon. The house had been unoccupied for
upwards of a year, and wag in the last stage of
shabbiness and decay, when the bills disappeared
all at once from the windows, and busy painters
and bricklayers set their ladders against the
dingy brick-work. Mr. Sheldon took the house
upon a long lease, and spent two or three hun-
dred pounds in the embellishment of it. Upon
the completion of all repairs and decorations,
two great waggon-loads of furniture, distinguish-
ed by that old-fashioned clumsiness which is
eminently suggestive of respectability, arrived
from the Euston-square Terminus, whilea young
man of meditative aspect might have been seen
on his knees, now in one empty chamber, anon
in another, performing some species of indoor
surveying, with a three-foot rule, a loose litle
oblong memorandum-book, and the merest
stump of a square lead-pencil. This was an
emissary from the carpet warehouse; and k{efore
nightfall it was known to more than one inha-
bitant of Fitzgeorge street that the swranger was
going to lay down new carpets. The new-
comer was evidently of an active and energetic
temperament, for within three days of his arrival
the brass-plate on his street-door announced his
profession, while a neatlittle glass-case, on a level
with the eye of the passing pedest_rlan, exhibited
specimens of hig skill in mechanical dentistry,
and afforded instruction and amusement to the
boys of the neighbourhood, who criticised the
glistening white teeth and impossibly red gums,
displayed behind the plate-glass, with a like
vigour and freedom of language. Nor did Mr.
Sheldon’s announcement of his profession con-
fine itself to the brass-plate and the glass-case.
A shabby-genteel young man pervaded the
neighbourhood for some days after the surgeon-
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dentist's advent, knocking a postman’s knock,
which only wanted the galvame sharpness of the
professionatl touch to be the real thing, and de-
liveving neatly-printed circulars to the effect
that Mr. Sheldon, surgeon-dentist, of 14 TIitz-
george-street, had invented some novel mcthgd
of adjusting false teeth, incomparably superior
to any existing method, and that he had, fur-
ther, patented an improvement upon nature in the
way of coral guws, the name whercof was an
unpronounceable componnd of Greek and Latin,
calculuted to awaken an awful 1everence in the
unprofessional and unclassical mind.

The Fitzgeorginns shook their heads with
prophietic solemmsty as they read these cireulars,
Straggling househulders, who tind it a had task
10 heep the two ends which never bave met, and
never will meet frum growing farther and farther
asunder every year, are apt to denve o dreary
kind of sutistuction from the contemplation of
another man's nupending nun - Fitzgeorge-sticet
and its neighbourhood had existed without the
services of w dentist, but jt was very doubtful that
u dentist would be able to exist on the custom
to be obinined in Fitzgeorge-street. Me. Sheldon
way, perhaps, bave poched his tent under the
impression that wherever there wis manking,
there was likely to be toothache, and that the
healer of an ill so common to frail humanity
could scarcely fail to carn his bread, let him
establish his abode of horior where hie might.
For some time after his arrival people watched
him and woudered about him, and regarded him
A little suspiciously, in spate of the substantial
clumsiuess of his furniture and the unwinking
bnghtuess of his windows. Ilis ncighbours
asked vne another how long all that ontward
semblanee of prosperity would last, and there
wis sinister meaning in the question,

The Fitzgeorgians were not aittle surprised,
and were perhaps just a little disappointad, on
finding that the newly-established dentist did
manage to hold his ground somchow cr other,
and that the mushn curtiuns were renewed again
and again in all thew spotless purity | that the
supplies of 1otten-stone and oil, hearth-stone and
Liouse-tlannel were unfuiling as a  perenuial
spring ; and that the unsullied snow of Mr,
Sheldons  shirt-fronts  retained its primeval
whiteness  Wonder and suspicion gave place
to a half-envious respect.  Whether much cus-
tom came 1o the dentist no one could decide,
There is no trade or profession in which the
strugghng man will not receive some fuint show
of encouragement. Pedestrians of agonised
aspect, with handkerchiefs held convul ively be-
fore their mouths, were seen to rush wildly
towards the dentist’s door, then pause for a
» yment, stricken by a sudden terror, and anon
feebly pull the handle of an inflexible bell. Cabs
had been heard to approach that fatal door—
geuerally on wet days ; for therr seems to be a
kind of fitness in the choice of damp and dismal
weather for the oxtraction of teeth, Elderly
Iadies and gentlemen had been known to come
many times to the Fitzgeorgian mansion. There
was a legend of an old 1udy who had been scen
to arrive in u brougham, especially weird and
nmcrackery of aspect, and to depart balf-nn-
hour afterwards a beautified and renovated
creature.  One halfof the Fitzgeorgians declar-
ed that Mr. Sheldon had estublished a very nice
little practice, and was saving moncy ; winle the
other half were still despondent, and opined that
the dentist had private praperty, and was eating
up his little capital. It transpired in course of
time that Mr. Sheldon had left his native town
of Little Burlingford, in Yorkshire, where }.s

example of steadiness aud sobriety ; thatho was
on the snunier side of thirty, a bachelor,
and very good-looking ; and that lus houschold
was comprised of a grim-visnged active old
woman imported from Barlingford, a girl who
ran errands, and & boy who opened the door,
attended to the consulting-room, aud did some
mysterious work at odd times with a file and
sundry queer lumps of plaster-of-paris, beeswax,
and bone, in a dark little shed abutting on the
yard at the back of the honse. This much had
the inhabitants of Fitzgeorge-street discovered
respecting  Mr. Shetdon when he had been
amongst them four years; but they had dis-
covered no more.  He had made no local ac-
quaintances, nor had he sought to make any.
‘Thuse of lis neighbours who had scen the
interior of his house had entered it as patier.s,
‘They left it as much pleased with Mr. Sl.idon
ug one can be with a man at whose bands one
has just undergone martyrdum, and circulated
n very flattering report of the dentist's agreeable
manners and delicate white handkercluef, fra-
grant itk the odour of eau-de-cologne. For
thie rest, Philip Sheldon lived his own life, and
drean ed lis own dreams.  His opposite neigh-
bour,, tiho watched him on sultry summer
cvenings as he lounged near an open window
smoking his cigar, had no more knowledge of
his thoughts and fancies than they would have
had if he bad becn a Calmuck Tartar or an
Abyssininn chief,

CHAPTBR Il.~--PHILLIM SHELDON READS THE
“ LANOET.”

Fitzgeorge-street was chiil nnd dreary of
aspecl, undir a gray March sky, when Mr,
Sheldon had returned to it after a week's ab-
sence from London. He bad been to Little
Barlingford, and had spent his brief holuday
among old friends and acquaintance. The
weather had not heen iu favour of that driv-
ing hither and thither in dog-carts, or riding
rakish horses long distances to beat up old coni-
panions, which i3 accounted pleasure on such
vccasivns. The blusterous winds of an unusually
bitter March had buffeted Mr. Sheldon i the
streets of his native town, and had almost blown
him off the door-steps of Ins kindred. So it is
scarcely strange if he returned to town looking
none the better for his excursion. He looked
considerably worse for his week’s absence, the
old Yorkshire-woman said, as she waited upon
lnm while he cat a cliop and drank two lurge
cups of very strong tea.

Mr. Sheldon made short work of this im-
promptu meal. He seemed anxious to put an
end to his housekeeper's affectionate interest in
himself and his health, and to get her out of the
room. She had nursed him nearly thirty years
before, and the recollection that she had been
very familiar with him when he was » baud-
some black-eyed baby, with a tendency to
become suddenly stiff” of body and crimson of
visage without any obvious provocation, in-
clined ber to take occasional liberties now. She
watched him furtively as he sat in & big high-
backed arm-chair staring moodily at the strug-
gling fire, and would fain bave questioned hima
little abonut Barlingford and Barlingford people.
But Philip Sheldon was not a man with whom
even & superannuated nurse can venture to take
many libertics, He was a good master, paid
bis servants their wages with unfailing punc-
tuality, and gave very little trouble. But he
was the last person in the world upon whom a
garrulous woman could venture to inflict her

father and grandtather had been surgeon-dentists
before lum, to establish himself in London. He
had disposed advantageons! of an excellent
practice, und had transferred his household
goods—the ponderons chairs and tables, the
wood whereof had deepened and mellowed in
tint under the indefatigable hand of bis grand-
mother—to the metropolis, speculating on the
chance that his talents and appearance, address
aud industry, could scarcely fail to achicve a
position, It was further known that he had a
brother, an attorney in Gray’'s Inn, who visited
him very frequently; that he had few other
fricnds or acquaintance ; that he was a shining

rambling discourse; as Nancy Woolper—by
courtesy, Mrs. Woolper—was fain to confess to
uer next-door neighbour, Mrs. Magson, when her
master was the subject of an afternoon gossip.
The heads of 2 houschold may inhabit a neigh-
bourhood for years without becoming acquainted
cven with the outward aspect of their neigh-
hours; but in the lordly scrvant’s halls of the
West, or the modest kitchens of Bloomsbury,
there will be interchange of civilities and friendly
% a-oppings in” to tea or supper, let the master
of the house be never so ungregarious a crea-
ture.

“ You can take the tea-things, Nancy,” Mr.

yet no cxistence, Clubs, as the natural resut;

readers wilt find an engraving of the spacious

of the members of the St. James’ Club in this city,!
It is situated at the corner of Dorchester stres !
aud University avenue, and has & froatage o’
68 fect on the former, with a depth of 62 feet a
the latter,  Our space will only permit us o}
give the following brief description of the in.}
terior of the structure.

high, is entered from Dorchester Street by a1
imposing flight of steps leading into the vest
bulc, on cither side of which are the porter's and:

mert, 40 feet in length, by an average width!
of 25 feet, showing a large segmental bay-wis.
dow overlooking University avenue,

small parterre on_the street level, Adjoining

denly from that sombre reverie in which he by
been absorbed for the last ten minutes. “ 1 g
going to bo very busy to-night, and I expy
Mr. George in the course of the evening. Muaf
I am not at home %0 any body but him.”

The old womun arranged the teasthingiy
her tray, but still kept afurtive watch on by
master, who sat with his head a little bent, sz
his bright black cyes fixed on the fire, with thy
intensity of gaze peculinr (o the eyes which g
something fur away from the object they swy
to contemplate, She was in the habit of wateh
ing Mr. Sheldon rather enriously at a\l thnes, ke
she had never quite got over a ditliculty in e,
izing the fuct that the black-cyed baby wiy
whom she had been so intimate could have dem)
loped 1nto tlus sclf-contained nflexiblo youy
man, whose thoughts were so very far awy
from her,  To-mght she watched hitn more b
teatly than sho was sccustomed to do, for t
night there was some chuaogoe i his face whig
she was trying, in a duu way, to account for,

He looked up from the fire suddeuly, ad
found her cycs fixed upon him. 1t may be b
lie had been disturbed by a semi-consciousaey
of that curivus gaze, for he tooked at her angy:
—* What are you garing at, Nancy ?” :

T be continued.

ST. JAMES' CLUB HOUSE.

E recently publishied an article “all of g

teresting gossip about the Clubs ag)
Club-men of the great metropolis of the empi i
and although in Canada Club literature has y°

perhaps of tho increase of population, inteli:
gence, and wealth, are beginning to flourish iy’
our colonial citics. On the opposite page o’

building recently erccted for the accommodation:

The ground or principal floor, which is 17 fe.

hat and cloak room, giving access to the spo-’;
cious hall and principal or main staircase, (1>
the right is the coffeo room, a handsome apart.

Inreard
this room are the butler's pantry, bar and back’
staircase. On the left hand side of this hallis*
the morning room and library, another spacions
apartment, 29 feet long by 22 feetin width with¥
a bay-window from which access is gained tos}

S

the morning room is a waltling room for strangens?
desirous of sceing members of the Club; and ia}
rear of this latter room is the Strangers' diniagi
room, 30 feet in length by 18 feet wide, and bav.?
ing side board, recess, &c. Serving room, lavs:
tories, lifts, and other conveniences occupy the:
remaining portion of this floor. By the hand:’
some staircase before mentioned, which consis;
of a centre flight 8 feet wide, and two side flighti?
each G feet wide, access is obtained to a spacion®
upper hall 22 feet wide ; opening from this oo’
the left is the drawing or evening room, a band.:
some apartment, 40 by 21 feet, and 16 feet bigh,
On the right is the house dining room of simi
lar size to the morning room below, a small bil
liard room with service room attached, all oper-
ing on a wide covered gallery, overlooking the
spacious ornamental grounds of the adjoir-
ing proprictor. Between the drawing and
house dining rooms over the main cotrane,
and opening into hoth by flding doors, is the
card room, On the upper story are the priade
pal illiard room, smoking room, and sleepiog
accommodation for the servants of the establish

Y,

Sheldon said presently, arousing himself sud-

ment. The first mentioned room is 42 feet losg
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leave our readers to judge for themselves, The
base to a height of seven feet above the footwalk,

t by 30 feet wide, and 18 feet in height, with & [ light in addition to the four windows in the
domed ceiling, and lighted from a large lantern | sides. Of the exterier of the building, we must

[}

‘b. .
is executed in Montreal limestone, rough faced | Phe superstructure is in red brick, with Ohio [ trance, bay-window and balconies being built
ashlars, with dressed mouldings and angles. j gtone cornices, window dressings, &c.; the en- | entirely of the latter material.
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BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT,
Continued from page 181,
CHAPTER XXXUI,~ WHITE GRANGE.

HE lone farmhouse known as White Grange
was buried from the world among the bleak,
desolate hills and solitary sheep-walks which
stretch from the sea on one side, across the
northeastern corner of Monkshire, almost to the
edge of the lovely valley in which Normanford
lies warm and sheltered ; beyond which, the
country becomes more fruitful and open, if less
picturesque. White Grange was a gray, old,
stormbeaten building, and bore the date of 1695
carved above its rude porch. Near it stood a
barn, and a few other outbuildings, the whole
surrounded by a ruinous, moss-grown wall ;
beyond which you came at once upon the bleak,
high moorland, open to every wind that blew.
In one of these out-houses was the well from
which in former times the family supply of water
had been drawn. Connected with this well,
there was a dark story of a murdered traveller
whose body had been thrown into it; which,
whether true or false, gave the place an uncanny
reputation through the country-side.

White Grange seems to have been unfortunate
in its tenants for a long series of years, Such a
story as that of the murdered traveller would
hardly attach itself to any reputable household ;

and old Job Sandyson, as we have seen, was by
no means the most respectable of men. The
farm was now held by a brother-in-law of Job,
a man named Nathan Orchard, to whom the
family reputation clung tenaciously, and not,
perhaps, without reason. He was a hard-drink-
ing, hard-swearing, money-grasping old repro-
bate, this Nathan Orchard ; disliked and feared
at every market and country fair which he
attended ; and although no overt act of disho-
nesty could fairly be laid to his charge, there
were whispered rumours in plenty, among those
of his own station in life, of acts that any honest
Monkshire farmer would have blushed to own :
of sorry, spavined hacks doctored up and sold at
distant fairs as sound young horses ; of mildew-
ed wheat, with a covering of wholesome grain,
sold under a fictitious name and address ; of a
forged Bank of England note for fifty pounds
traced home to him, which he swore to having
received from some unknown man in part-pay-
ment of an account ; together with other trifles
needless to specify here. Nathan’s household
consisted of himself and four children—two sons
and two daughters, all grown up ; together with
an old crone, who acted the part of domestic
drudge. A rough, ignorant, hard-living crew
they were, the sons following closely in the
footsteps of their father, and the two girls being
duplicates in softer clay of their brothers.

In a room on the upper floor of White Grange,
two women were seated one wintry afternoon,
1t was & room with a wide, old-fashioned fire-
place, and a stout oaken door, and a thick beam
across the ceiling—a beam with a strong hook
in it, from which depended a fragment of rope,
darkly suggestive of a foregone suicide—a room
with two diamond-paned windows, across each
of which, on the inside, ran two stout iron bars,
and in this respect different from any other win-
dows in the house. Why the windows of this
room should be barred, rather than those of any
other room, was one of the mysteries of White
Grange, which Nathan Orchard himself would
have been quite unable to explain,

The younger of the two females, a stout rud-
dy-checked lass, was seated at one of thoseold-
fashioned " spining-wheels, which are becoming
rarer every day, and crooning some country
ditty to herself as she worked. She was Nathan
Orchard’s youngest daughter. The elder of the
two females is known to the reader already, she
being, indeed, none other than Madame Marie,
Jane Garrod’s sometime lodger at Kingsthorp
Station, and the woman of whose murder Mr.
Duplessis had been wrongfully suspected. But
she was much changed since we saw her last.
In the first place, there seemed nothing left of
her but skin and bone, 8o thin and fleshless had

she become. Her long black hair had all been
cut off during the fit of raving madness which
Supervened upon her abduction and forcible con-
finement at White Grange ; and although it had
grown somewhat since that time, it was still as
short as that of a man. Her dress, too, was
rather out of the common way, consisting out-
wardly, as it did, of a red flannel dressing-robe
which, although it reached to the ground when
she wulked, did not hide, as she sat there, her
bare feet, thrust loosely into a pair of old slip-
pers. It was her whim to be dressed thus, and
neither persuasion nor threats could induce her
to alter the style of her costume. Just now, she
was painfully and laboriously busy with her
needle, stitching a doll's clothes: that was her
occupation day after day, the dressing of dolls,
and instructions were given that her whim in this
respect should be gratified. A quiet, barmless
form of madness that expends itself on such
trifles, is infinitely preferable to the vagaries of
a raging lunatic. So she dressed and undressed
her dolls, of which she had about a dozen in all,
and talked to them, and scolded them, and
caressed them, as any child of six might have
done. She had a sweet voice; and sometimes
in the twilight, she would sing little French
love-songs to her dolls, trifles which had in them
a pathos all their own, such even as touched
sometimes—although she did not understand
the words—the unsusceptible heart of Peg
Orchard, her youthful jailer. Sometimes she
would fall intoa fit of sullen brooding, which
would last for a couple of days, during which
time she neither ate nor spoke, but would pass
hour after hour crouched on the old-fashioned
window-seat, staring out through the barred
panes with such a hopeless, far-away look in her
eyes as might have moved any one to pity.
What she thought about at such times, no one
ever knew. Perhaps, in her disordered mind,
pictures of happy days long past, mirrored
themselves brokenly, as in a troubled pool ;
perhaps she was brooding darkly over her
wrougs, and striving to piece together some
wild scheme of revenge. These sullen moods
always ended in an outburst of hysterical sobs
and tears, which did not cease till her little
strength was utterly exhausted, when she would
lapse into a deep, deathlike sleep as she lay on
the floor, a sleep which would last for twelve or
fourteen hours; after which she would awake
a3 light and happy as a child, and call for food
and brandy, and begin to dress her dolls again,
and to sing her little love-songs, as though she
had not a care in the world. -

Peg and Madame had not been together all
this time without learning to like one another,
each in her own peculiar way. Peg, while
being the most faithful and incorruptible of
Jailers, still contrived to secure for her charge
many little indulgences, chiefly in the way of
food ; for Madame had always been nice in her
eating, and the fare at White Grange was ordi-
narily of the coarsest kind, Madame was not
ungrateful ; and in her calmer and saner mo-
ments, would do her best to reciprocate the
girl's kirdness, Thus she taught Peg to im-
prove her appearance by compressing her waist,
and keeping her shoulder-blades in their proper
place, thereby necessitating an upright carriage
of the person : and as Madame prided herself
on her taste, and was dexterous with her needle,
she so altered and improved Peg's Sunday frock
lengthening the body, and puffing the sleeves,
and imparting to it such a graceful fall behind
—that that young person felt she had never cut
such a fashionable figure before. Then she
taught Peg how to dress her hair in a more
elegant style, and gave her the recipe for a
wash that was warranted to beautify the com-
plexion, however tanned or freckled it might
be. Peg's heart was finally won when Madame
presented her with the rings out of her own
ears ; only Peg was afraid to wear them, lest
her greedy old father should force her to give
them up, that he might pawn or gell them.

Sometimes, in mild, open weather, there would
come over Madame a desire to exchange her
close shut-up room for the fresh air outside, At
such times, she would induce Peg to ask per-

mission from the old man for them to walk in
-

the orchard for half an hour. Sometimes the
permission was given, sometimes it was not.
When the answer was favourable, Madame would
wrap a thick shawl round her, and taking Peg’s
arm, would pace till she was tired the gravelled
walk whichran from end to end of the neglected
strip of ground which, by some strange perver-
sion of terms, was known as ‘‘the orchard.”
Mad though Madame might be on some points
she was never mad enough to attempt to escape
while taking her out-door exercise. Ina per-
sonal encounter, she would have stood no chance
against the stalwart Peg; and the fleet-footed
farmer's daughter would have run her down be-
fore she had got twenty yards away.
. It was while taking one of these quiet walks
in charge of Peg that Madame's sharp eyes
caught sight of something unusual lying half-
concealed among the thick grass. She repassed
it again and again before she could make out
clearly that it was nothing more than a rusty
old knife, and then she could have screamed
aloud with all a maniac's fearful joy at sight of
such a priceless treasure. But how to secure
it without being scen? Disengaging her arm
suddenly from Peg’s she seated herself on the
grass close to the knife, so thata fold of her
shawl hid it from view. After that, it was easy
to push it unobserved up her sleeve. When she
got back to her own room, and the key was
turned on her for the night, she brought forth
her treasure, and kissed it, and stuffed her hand-
kerchief into her mouth to smother the wild
bursts of laughter that would not be kept back
when she thought how cleverly she had deceived
them all, and what pretty things it was possible
to accomplish even with such an ugly weapon
as a rusty knife, There was a little bit broken
away from the under-part of one of the window
seats, leaving a small cavity between the wood-
work and the bricks; and there, after much
painful cogitation, she hid her treasure.
Madame was in one of her better moods this
wintry afternoon, but hardly as talkative ag
usual ; and as the shadows outside grew deeper,
Peg, too, became mute, and the silence was
broken only by the whir of the spinning-wheel
or the weird muttering of the wind in the wide
old chimney. At length Marie flung down her
sewing with a petulant air. ¢ There! I can see
no longer,” she exclaimed. «So Elise, poor
darling, will have to go without her petticoat
to-night, for I can’t bear stitching by candle-
light. Do, my dear child, go down stairs, and
bring me up a cup of tea and a candle.” She
listened intently without stirring till Peg's foot-
steps had died away down stairs; then she rose,
and crossing the floor with quick, noiseless steps,
drew the knife from its hiding-place. « A few
more nights, and 1 shall be free,” she muttered
to herself. ¢ The bar is nearly through, and
soon the cage will be empty and the bird fown.
Another windy night,” she added, peering with
white face and straining eyes into the gathering
gloom outside. ¢ The wind is Marie's friend. [
like the sound of his rough voice ; I like to hear
him rattling the doors and windows, and shak-
ing the crazy old house in his burly arms. He
comes across the waste at midnight to summon
me to my task. Then, when everybody in the
house is fast asleep, and they think I am asleep
too, I slip quietly out of bed, and begin my
work ; and oh! what weary work it is, sawing

away, all in the dark, at the rotten old bar with .

my trusty friend here. But when the first streak
of gray shews across the moorland, then I put
my knife away, and creep back to bed with such
aching bones, and such feet of ice ; and when
Peg comes in with my eup of tea, looking so
fresh and innocent, I hide my head under the
clothes, and laugh to myself to think what a
simpleton she i3, and how I am deceiving them
all. And heis here! I know it, Sometimes I
hear his voice. Black-hearted monster! I will
be revenged—revenged—revenged on you before
I go! But when I try to think how this must be,
my head begins to ache, and motes, like drops
of blood, dance before my eyes. But it will all
come to me suddenly, like a flash of lightning,
at the right moment. Yes, a few more nights,
and the cage will be broken, and the bird
flown, Oh, what fun it all 1s 1"
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CHAPTER XXXIV.~—THE READING OF TOE WILL.

‘A wintry night, starless and lowering, with
a bleakwind moaning drearily through the woods
of Belair like a voice of sorrowful warning. Eight
oclock is striking by the turret-clock as the
great doors of the Hall are flung wide open to
let out for the last time him who l}ad so long been
master of that stately home. His pleasant voice
and genial laugh, never more to be heard with-
in its rooms; never more his tall, slender form
and white head to be seen by tenant or farm-
labourer in feld or coppice, or at friendly rent-
day feast. All thatisleft on earth of Sir Philip
Spencelaugh is about to cross the threshold of
his home for the last time; and to-morrow a
new master will reign at Belair.

One by one, from a side-door, dark-cloaked
figures to the number of thirty or forty come
quietly out, each of them carrying a lighted
torch; and range themselves in front of the
main entrance. Presently the coffin makes its
appearance, borne on the shoulders of men who
have worked on the estate all their lives—men
who have loved and respected him they are
carrying, as their greatest earthly‘ benefactor.
Slowly and tenderly, down the wide, shallpw
steps, they bear their solemn burden, over which
a great pall is thrown. Close behiud, in solitary
state, comes the son and heir, a tall, slender
young man, with a worn, effeminate face;
genuinely sorry for the loss of the kind-hearted
old man he is following ; half angry with him-
self because his eyes will remain so obstinately
dry ; with yet a lurking feeling of satisfaction
in one corner of his heart, which will not be
quite trampled out, that he is now really and
veritably Sir Gaston Spencelaugh—that he may
now .clear off those confounded post-obits, and
be his own master, with plenty of ready woney
for the future.

So down the main avenue of the Park the long
procession slowly moved, lighted up by the lurid
blaze of the torches, which shewed from a dis-
tance like gigantic fire-flies among the trees.
Behind Sir Gaston, at a respecful distance, came
a numerous array of the personal friends of the
dead man ; magnates of the county; friends of
the cover-side and the stubble-field ; men who
not seldom had sat at his table ; men at whose
houses he had visited, and to whose wives apd
daughters he had been well known. Behind
these, again, came a long string of humbler
friends— small farmers and labourers on the
estate, whose grief for the los of the man they
were following was probably quite as genuine
as that of more aristocratic friends.

Little groups of country-people, women and
children mostly, whose husbands and brothers
took part in the procession, were scattered about
the Park close to the line of march ; and many
a tear was shed, and many a blessing invoked
to the memory of the benefactor they would
never see again. With such accompaniments
was Sir Philip Spencelaugh borne to his grave.

Never had the little church of Belair been more
densley crowded than it was on the night of
the baronet's funeral. The first to enter it, and
the last to leave if, were two women, who sat in
an obscure corner of the gallery, and the hoods
of whose black cloaks completely hid their faces
from observation. When the solemn service
was at an end—when the body had been lowered
into its resting-place in the vault underneath
the chancel—when the vicar's last Amen had
been said, and the last notes of the choir had
died away into silence, these two hooded women
were the last of all there to lean over the dark
cavity in the floor, and bid farewell iu tearful
silence to him who sleptso soundly below. Then
homeward through the already, deserted Park
by near ways well known to themselves.

These were Frederica Spencelaugh and Jane
Garrod. )

Fredericn had passed only one night at Belair
afler her return from town. Now that its mas-
ter was dead, she felt that not without deroga-
tion to herself could she stay there any longer.
As the antagonist of Lady Spencelaugh in the
course which she, Frederica, was fully determi-
ned to pursue, she felt that for the future her
home must he elsewhere ; so she went to her

friend, Mrs. Barber of Ashleigh Park, and there
took asylum for a week or two. She had
telegraphed for Mr. Penning on the day follow-
ing her uncle’s death; and that gentlemen,
acting on her instructions, had intimated to Mr.
Greenhough, the family lawyer, that he would
be prepared, on the reading of the will, to offer
certain evidence which would go far to prove
that Gaston Spencelaugh was not the rightful
heir to the entail and title of his father.

The reading of the will was fixed to take place
in the great drawing-room of Belair at ten
o'clock on the morning after the funeral. Mr.
Greenhough, instructed by Lady Spencelaugh
and Mrs. Winch as to the nature of the evidence
which was likely to be putin by Mr. Penning
in opposition to the natural and lawfal claim of
Sir Gaston, pooh-poohed the whole affair cheer-
fully ; and hinted delicately how sorry he was
to find that a lady for whom he entertained so
profound a respect as he did for Miss Spence-
laugh, should have lent herself so credulously
to the schemes of an impostor. Under the in-
fluence of this mild tonic, and the exordiums of
her staunch friend Mrs. Winch, her Ladyship’s
drooping courage revived in some measure ; and
it was with tolerable composure both of mind
and body that she took her seat, on the eventful
morning, in the great chair of carved oak, which
had been brought from the library on purpose,
and so sat,’'with Gaston on herright hand, to hear
the reading of her husband’s will. Hermourn-
ing became her admirably. The style of her
corsage, and the cut of her sleeves, had been a
source of some anxiety to her; but little Miss
Penny, assisted by a hint now and then from
Clotilde, had overcome all difficulties admirably ;
and nothing could have been more becoming,
and at the same time more pensively stylish,
than her Ladyship's toilet on this her first
appearance in public in her new role of widow.

At the opposite end of the long table sat
Frederica looking very pale, but very lonely.
The executors named under the will were Sir
Michael Casey, a middle-aged Irish baronet, who
resided a few miles from Belair ; and Dr. Allen,
the vicar of Normanford, and one of Sir Philip’s
oldest friends. Both these gentlemen followed
Lady Spencelaugh into the room, and sat down
oppousite Mr, Greenhough¢ the lawyer. There,
too, were assembled Mrs. Jones the housekeeper,
and Mr. Bellamy the steward, and a few of the
older domestics, whose grief for the loss of
their master was probably tempered by some
natural anticipations of a legacy. Discreetly
in the background sat Dr. Roach, the great
medical luminary of the district, blandly
unconscious, to all outward appearance, that
his name was mentioned in the will of his late
esteemed patient, although his friend Mr. Green-
hough had whispered that pleasing fact in his
ear us they drove home from the funeral together
on the preceding night.

A very brief abstract of the contents of Sir
Philip Spencelaugh's will, as read slowly and
distinctly by Mr. Greenhough, is all that need
be given here. The Belair and Hillgrove estates
were both entailed, and beyond these, the amount
of property left for division was not very con-
siderable. The savings of the baronet’s later
years, consisting chiefly of securities in various
public undertakings, amounting in the aggregate
to about fifteen thousand pounds, together with
a small banker's balance, were all left to Gas-
ton, burdened only with a few legacies to cer-
tain old servants, and the cost of a few memen-
toes to the executors and other friends. To
Lady Spencelaugh was left, for her own absolute
disposal, the small Norfolk estate of Dene
Towers, of the valué of five hundred pounds
per annum ; with the further addition of a life-
charge on the general estates of four hundred a
year more, Frederica’s name was mentioned
last of all. We give the extract relating to
her in its entirety :

« To my well-beloved kinswoman, Frederica
Mary Spencelaugh” (soran the will, “I give and
bequeath the necklace and coronet of diamonds
formerly the property of my mother; together
with the miniatures, painted on ivory, of her
father, my dear cousin and companion-in-arms,
and myself, which will be found in the top left-

203 .

hand drawer of my private bureau. These
(knowing her tobe in no need of worldly goods),
together with an old man’s love and blessing,
are all that I have to bequeath to the aforesaid
Frederica Mary Spencelaugh; but they will be
enough for her to remember me by.”

Mr. Greenhough took off his spectacles, and
proceeded slowly to fold up the will. Mrs.
Jones took the hint, and rising, dropped a
stately courtesy to my Lady, and sailed out of
the room, followed by the other domestics. An
uneasy brooding sense, as of a moral thunder-
cloud about to burst over their heads vested upon
the majority of those closes now left in the room
—for it had been whispered about that some-
thing strange would follow upon the reading of
the will. Mr. Greenhough proceeded in the
widst of profound silence to rub his spectacles
deliberately with his pocket-handkerchief, then
to adjust them carefully on his nose, and then
to select a letter from a bundle of other docu-
ments all labelled and tied together with red
tape.

“Your Ladyship and gentlemen,” began Mr.
Greenhough, ¢ I have here a communication of
a very singular character, received by me five
days ago, and signed by a gentleman of the
name of Penning, who is, I believe, like myself,
& lawyer, and who, in this matter, is acting un-
der instructions from Miss Spencelaugh. Before
laying this document before you, Miss Spence-
laugh will perhaps allow me to ask her one
question ?”

A slight motion of Frederica's head gave Mr.
Greenhough the required permission.

“ Is it your deliberate intention, Miss Spence-
laugh, may I agk, to persevere in this matter?
There i yet time to draw back. Those blazing
embers would destroy this letter in a few se-
conds. No eye but my own has seen it, and [
would forget that it had ever been written.”

% It is my deliberate intention to proceed with
this matter,” said Frederica in a low, clear
voice.

“ Then I have no alternative but to read the
letter,” said Mr. Greenhough.

¢ Before you begin, I should like Mr. Penning
to be present,” said Frederica.

Then when Mr. Penning, who had been wait-
ing in an ante-room, was seated, and had been
duly scrutinised by the assembled company,
Mr. Greenhough proceeded to read the letter,
which, as before stated, was simply an intima-
tion that Miss Spencelaugh was prepared with
certain evidence to dispute the right of Gaston
to the title and estates of his father.

The Irish baronet took snuff nervously ; family
disagrecments were his especial abhorrence.
The vicar looked very grave ; he could scarcely
believe the evidence of his own ears. 1t sounded
to him like the assertion of a lunatic to state
that Gaston Spencelaugh, who had grown up
among them all from childhood, was not his
father'’s heir. And that such an assertion should
emanate from Frederica, of all people in the
world ! But that he had known her intimately for
years, and had long recognised her as by far the
cleverest and most able of the female coadjutors

“whom he had enlisted under his banner, e felt

that he should really have had cause this morn-
ing to doubt her sanity. In such a case it was
evidently his duty to remonstrate with her, and
the vicar was a man who never shrank frum a
duty however unpleasant it might be. So he
crossed the room, and leaned over her and
spoke to her in a low voice, Frederica listened
quietly to all he had to urge, but only shook
lier head when he had done, and laying ber hand
gently in his, said : “ You are prejudging me,
Wait till you shall bave heard everything.
Heaven knows, this task is not of my seeking.
It has come to me unsought; and I should be
doing foul wrong to the memory of the dead,
and the rights of the living, were I to abandon
it now.” After this, the worthy vicar could
only go back to his seat, wondering more and
more.

Lady Spencelaugh was sitting near the fire,
with her face so far turned away from the com-
pany that nothing of it was visible but the pro-
file. Gaston, chafing inwardly, was seated near



204

THE SATURDAY READER.

her. What was all this bother about, he should
like to kunow ? Dispute his title, indeed! Was
he not Sir Gaston Spencelaugh, owner of Beluir,
and of all that fair landscape which coulld be
seen through the windows stretching far into
the dim distance 7 Me had half o mind to 1ing
the bell, and order Green to show these old
fogies the door. [t was high time they remem-
bered whio was master now. e wag touched o
little to think that ¥Freddy, whom he ind always
liked and loved in his own carcless fashion,
should be turning against him at such n time
with some tramped-up story ot another heir,
hut he felt so seeure in his new position that he
could atford to let her have her fling, and then
be magnanimons. and torgive her.

“Phe evidence of whieh you speak in this
letter,” said Mr. Greenhough to Mr Peuning,
fwill be, 1 presame, fortheoming without Jdithi-
culty 7

“ We are prepared to go into the question at
once,” sitid Ar. Penning.

* Before entering into particulars,” returned
Mr. Greenliough, ¢ you will perhaps turnish us
with the name of the individual in whouse fivour
these extraordinary procecdings are taken”

“Willingly. The gentleman to whom you
allude is known at presentas Me. John Euglish.*

¢ 1 should like to ask this Mr, Johin Euglish
a few questions.  Oblige me by produding ban.

£ We are unable to do sv just now,™ answered
Mr. Penning, not withont hesitation.

¢ Do you, in fuct, know where this Mr John
English is living at the present time ?” asked
Mr. Greenbough.

¢ We certainly do not,” answered the London
man of Law,

¢ Precisely so,” <aid Mr, Greenhough, rubbjng
his hrmds with an aiv of satisfaction.—* Gentle-
men,” he added, terning to the baronet aud the
vicar, ¢ from informativn received, as the detec-
tives say, I am able to throw a little light upun
the history of the iudividual in questivn. By
occupation he is a wandering photogeaplhier, and
in this capacity he scems to have knucked abuut
the world for several years.  Chance or design
hrought him at last to Nusmanford, aud I had
not bheen there many days before he obtauued o
introduction to Lady Spencclaugh, whe, with
her customary libernlity and kindness of heart,
at once gave him several commissions. The
privilege of entrée to Belair which he thus ob-
tained, he systematically abused by ferrcting
out, from the domestics and others, all the in-
formution they could give lhim respecting the
private history of the fumily, supplementing the
same by further insidious inquiries among the
old people of the neighbourning villages, till
having, as he thisks, picked up suflicient infor-
mation to serve his vile purpose, he deliberately
sitg down and writes out a statement in which
he claims to be heir to the title and estates of
Belair. The whole affair would b~ no mure than
2 picce of wretched absurdity, unworthy the
altention of any sane man, were it not for the
annoyance which, at a period of deep domestic
aftliction, it has caused a most estimable lady .
But, gentlemen, the comedy, if I may call it such.
is not yct played ont  This individual, in con-
sequence ofan accident, is obliged to take up
his residence for a while at Pevsey Bay, from
which place hie sends his Stawement o Miss
Spencelaugh, and is so far successful that he
induces a lady of whose good sense and discern-
ment 1 hiad hitherto had the highest opinion, to
cspouse his cause. But, gentleman, the climax
is yet to come, The very day after that on
which he sends his Statement to Miss Spence-
Inugh, this man, this impostor as I ought rather
to call him, di:appears, and has necver been
heard of since.  But shall I tell you why he dis-
appears? Because he is afrid of being arrcsted
and taken to task for previous attempts of o
similarkind. Yes, gentlemen, the man himself hias
gone, no onc knows whither—has neither heen
seen nor hicard of for cight weeks ; and yet we
are seriously called upon to-day to test the vali-
dity of his ridiculous pretensions! The whole
affair is really too absurd for Lelief™ And Mr.
Greenhough leaned back in lis chair, aod glan-
ced at MIr. Penniug with an air that seemed to
say: ] think, my fricnd, your case has not a

leg to staud on,” at the same time refreshing
himself copiously from the baronet's hox.

“ Then [ suppose we may consider thiz little
unpleasantness as at an end?” said the viear
with a genial smile,

* That's right : let’s make cverything pleas-
amt,” said the baronet encouragingly.

41 beg, gentlemen, that you will not put us
out of court in such n sumnry manuer,” said
Mr. Penning with a deprecatory smile.  * What
Mr. Greenhiough has just urged sounds very
plausible, T st admit, but, pray, remember
that as yet you have only heard oue side of the
question.  We at once confess that the disap-
pearsnce of Mr. English is a circamstance for
which we are unable to account, and one which,
at the first glance, mny seem to prejudice our
case.  But putting this fact for the moment on-
ne sde, I beg to state seriously and exrnestly,
on the part of Miss Spencelaugh, that we are
prepared with evidence which will go fur to
prove that many years ago, under this very roof,
a heinous crime was perpetrated—by whom, we
do nut say—and a goud man most foully de-
ceived, and if right still be right, and wrong
still be wrong, then does it most cerlainly rest
with you two gentlemen, whom the dead master
of this bouse appuinted executors of his last will
amd  testament, to do what he lumseltf” would
luise dune, hiad he ived—tomete out, so far as int
yuulies, siple justice to the ivingand thedua 4.?

¢ really don tsee,” said Mr, Greeabough with
cmphasis, “ that in the absence of chief—what
shall 1 call him >—couspiratur, we can proceed
any further in this business.  Let tlas Mr. Eng-
lish cume forward in proper person, and we
shall then be prepared to hear what he may
hiave to say for himselfl”

Mr. Penning shrugged his shoulders. “ Do
you really wish toforce us into a court of law ?2°
he said,  # Miss Spencelaugh thought, and 1
quite concurred with her, that 1t was advisable,
in the first instauce at least, o0 sift thas affur,
which deeply cuncerns the hunour of an ancient
and reputable family, before some tnibunal of
private fricnds ; ai.d not make a public scandal
of i, unless after-circumnsiances should render
such a guurse unperatively necesaary.’

“ You are right, sir,” said the viear with
dignity. * In the position in which I and my
colleague are placed by the will of the late Sir
Philip Spencelaugh, we cannot do otherwise
than lend an attentive heanug to what you may
have to say, and cither wmp this matter in the
bud, if it be based on a lie, or if 1t have truth
fur its fuundation, sce that justice be dune to all
whom it may affect. Before cntering, however,
upon any of your proofs, I wish to kuow, and 1
daresay my cunosity is shared by others, whowm
this Mr. Jolm Euglish asserts himself to be.”

There was a gencral stir and movement in the
room as the vicar ceased speaking. Lady Spen-
celaugh's check paled perceptibly, but she
shaded hier face with o haud-sereen, and gazed
more intently into the fice. Gaston unfolded
his arms, and lifted hunself for a moment out of
the state of moody irritation nto which he had
fallen  Vaguce fears of some impeading disaster
were beginning to cwl themselves round s
heart.  What was the meammng of tus dark
conspiracy which was gathering so onunously
about him at the outset of his new career? The
Irish baronet paused, in the act of opening his
snufi-box, to listen , and the vicar himself drew
up closer to the table, and leaned forward with
one haud to his car,

Then Mr. Penniig spoke. ¢ Mr. John Eug-
lish,” he said, ¥ asserts himself to be the cldest
son of the late Sir Philip Spencclaugh by his
first marringe.”

“ But,” said the vicar, recovering from his
surprisc, * the Iate baronet had only one son by
his first marriage, Arthur by name, who died in
infancy, aud lics buricd in the family vaalt.”

¢ Mr. English asserts thay Ae is the child in
qucstion,” said Mr. Penning; “and if this be
true, he is now Sir Arthur Spencelaugh,and the
owncr of Belair,”

 Produce your proofs,” said the viear.

“ Things arc not looking so pleasant as they
might do,” thonght the baronet. I wich I
was well out of this.?

KAMBALU.

v IL. W. LoxareLLow,

15T0 tho city of Kambaluy,

By tho road that leadetls to Ispahan,
At the head of s dusty caravan,
laden with treasure from realms afar,
Batdacen sud Kelat and Kandahar,
Rode the great captain Alug,

I'he Khan from his palace-window gazed,
And saw in the througing street beneath,
In the light of the setting sun, that blazed,
Through the clomds of dust by the caravan raieed,
The tlash of harness and jewelled sheath,
And tho shinmng scymiturs of the guard,

And the weary camels that bared thelr teeth,
As they passed and passcd through tho gates unbam
Into the shude of tho palace-yard.

Thus into the city of Kambalu

Rode the great captain Alau;

And e gtood before the Khan, and said- ®
** The eneaices of my lord are dead ;

All the Kalifs of all the West

Bowand obey thy least behest;

‘The plains ard dark with the mulberry-trees,
Tho weavers are busy in Samarcand,

Tho miners are sifting the golden sand,
‘The divers plunging for peards in the seas,
Aud peace and pleaty are in the land.

« Ialdacca’s Kalif, and he alone

Rose w revolt against thy throne:

His treasures are at thy palace-door,

Witht the swords and the shawls und the jesels ¥
wore;

His body is dust o‘er the desert blowa.

* A mile outside of Baldacea's gate

11eft my forces to lic in wait,

Concealed by forests and hillocks of sand,

And forward dashed with a handful of men

To lure tho old tiger from his den

Into tho ambush I had plauned.

Ere we reached the towa tho alarm wasspread,
For we heard tho sound of gongs from withun,
And with clash of cymbals and warlike din
The gates swung wide; and wo turned and fled,
Aud the garrison sallied forth and pursued,
With the gry old Kalif at their head,

And abovo them thie banner of Moliammed:

So we snared them all, and the town wassubdosd

* Asin at the gate swe rode, behold,

A tower that was called the Tower of Gold!?

For thore the Kalif had hidden his wealth,
Heaped and hoarded and piled on high,

Like sacks of wheat in a granary;

And thither the miser crept by stealth

To fecl of the gold that gave him health,

Aund o gaze aud gloat with his hungry cyo

Ou jewels that gleamed liko a glow-worm's spatk,
:Jr theeyes of a pauther in tho dark.

* T said to the Kalif: * Thou art old,
Thou has no need of so inuch gold.
Thou shouldst not have heaped and hidden it here,
Till the breath of Liattle was hiot and near,

But have sown through the land these uscless haard
To spring iuto shining biadcs of swords,
And keep thine honour sweet and clear.
These grains of gold are not grains of wheat;
Theso bars of silver thon canst not eat;

Thicse jewelsand pearls and precious stones
Cannot cure the achcs o thy bones,

Nor keep the feet of Death ono hoar

From climbing tho stairways of thy tower!”

* Then into his dungeon I Jocked the drone,
And left him to feed there all alono

In the honey-cells of his golden hifve:

Ncver aprayer nor & cry nor  groan

Was heard from those massivo walls of stone,
Nor again was tho Kalif scen alive!

* When at Jast wo unlocked the door,

We found him dead upon the floor;

The ringa had dropped from his withered hands,
11is teeth svere liko bones in tho desert sands;
S$till clatching his treasure he had died;

And as hio Iy there, he appoared

A statuc of gold with & silver board,

His arms ountstretched as if crucified.”
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This is the story, strange and true,
That the great captain Alau

Told to his brother the Tartar Khan,
‘When he rode that day into Kambalu
By the road that leadeth to Ispahan.

e

HOME FOR DOGS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ ADVENTURES IN TEXAS.”

« With eye upraised, his master’s looks to scan,
The joy the solace, and the aid of man: )
The rich man’s guardian, and the poor man’s friend ;
The only creature faithiul to the ¢nd.”
OME time in the summer of 1860 an adver-
tisement appeared in ¢ the London Times ”
that a home for lost and starving dogs was
about to be established by two or three ladies.
Much ridicule was cast upon the project;
tleaders” were written in various papers, and
as much cold water thrown upon it as could
conveniently be emptied ; but, in spite of all, it
has lived on, and during last year two thousand
five hundred dogs found a refuge in it, where
they were supported until either claimed by
their owners, or new masters found for them, or
else were mercifully put out of their misery by
the least painful method possible.

The conductor of the omnibus which conveyed
me to Holloway said he knew the place to which
1 wished to go; and, setting me down at the
corner of the St. James's Road, a very short
walk brought me to Hollingsworth Street, where
the “ home” is situated. Hammering at some
high boarded gates, printed blue, I set several
dogs barking, and their clamour soon brought
the keeper to see what was the matter. The
keeper received me very civilly, and, upon my
stating that I wished to see the home and its
inhabitants, he led the way down a short, broad,
gravelly walk, at the end of which on the right
was a paddock, strongly wired in, on the left a
large open yard, and in front the keeper’s house,
and three enclosed, warm-looking kennels, each
capable of housing a good many dogs.

In the paddock were about, a8 nearly as I
could count 8o many constantly moving animals,
thirty dogs of all sizes, but not degrees; being
mostly curs, mongrels, rough and smooth haired
terriers; but no hound, pointer, setter, or
spaniel. Some of the terriers seemed sharp little
fellows enough, who would doubtless make
useful little watch-dogs for detached villas, and
the keeper said that very many found homes for
that purpose in the suburbs of London,

How many were confined in the long, enclosed
kennels (they seem formerly to have been
stables), I did not count, as two or three fierce
dogs, fastened to long chains, indicated a strong
desire to become very intimately acquainted
with the calves of my legs; and one, a very
large red mastiff, would have made short work
with my throat had he been as free as he was
willing.

Inside the door -of the middle kennel, where
the keeper kept his accounts, was a notice that
dogs could be boarded at a rate of from two to
four shillings per week, according to size; and
my friend the red mastiff, from his size and sleek-
ness, seemed to have the best of the bargain,
even at the highest figure.

‘Another notice, however, close by was of a
different character, and ran thus: “The Com-
mittee are anxious to impress upon the public
the fact that this institution is not intended to
be a permanent home for old and worn out
favourites, nor an hospital for the cure of gentle.
men’s sick dogs, but simply what it professes to
be, a place to which humane persons may, send
really homeless and famishing dogs found in the
streets. They particularly wish to caution per-
song that it is a great wrong to the charity, a:nd
a great cruelty to the poor animals, to bring
any that are not proper objects for it, out of
mere caprice, or to escape some trifling incon-
venience; for, while the really homeless dog
soon shows his sense of gratitude at being pro-
vided with food and shelter, the dog'brought
from & home which he has learned to regard as
his own, and from a master who, up to that
time, had been, perhaps, kind to him, and whom
the poor dog loves truly, naturally pines, as all

will readily believe who know the sensitive and

affectionate character of the animal.”

Whenever an apparently valuable dog is
brought to the home, the police are always
communicated with, so that, should the owner
make any inquiries for his lost favourite, he may
stand some chance of hearing of and recovering
it.

Whenever any one makes an application for
a dog, and promises to care for and treat it
kindly, he is allowed to take it; but he is
expected to make some donation to the home, so
as to in some measure pay for its keep; but this
charge is always very trifling, and according to
the supposed value of the dog. The donation
rarely reaches halfa guinea, and generally ranges
between half a crown and five shillings.

The food of the dogs consist of meal, greaves,
etc., and, from the general appearance of all,
both boarders and * casuals,” they seem to be
well cared for.

I will now add a word or two on my own
account about the dog. Anenthusiastic admirer
of the dog has asserted that he must have been
the second animal tamed by man; ¢ for,” as he
says, ¢ Abel, being a keeper of sheep, must have
had a shepherd’s dog.” The dog, that he should
belong wholly to man, has been endowed with
a predilection for the companionship and friend-
ship of man at the sacrifice of those instinctive
passions which most animals have of their own
kind; but the dog cares far more for the society
of his master than for his canine acquaintances.

In the East the dog basneverjbeen a favourite,
and it is rather remarkable that neither in the
New or Old Testament is the animal spoken of
with kindness. ¢ Is thy servant a dog, that he
should do this thing ?” seems to point to the dog
having been held in much conterapt by the Jews
of those days; and in the East they still are re-
garded with the same dislike.

The faithfulness acd retentiveness of memory
in the dog are remarkable, and have been
noticed in all ages; indeed, Homer uses this
well-known characteristic in describing the
return of Ulysses:—

« The faithful dog alone his rightful master knew:
Him when he saw, he rose and crawled to meet—
«Twas all he could—and fawned, and kissed his

feet.”’

And in later times another poet writes of the

dog as—

«The poor dog! in life the firmest friend,

The first to welcome, foremost to defend;
W hose honest heart i3 still his master’s own;
Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him alone.”

Most writers (nearly every one) who have
treatel of the higher animals, in giving in-
stances of their sagacity, have been content to
ascribe it to instinct;, but not one, not the
cleverest of them all, has ever been able to de-
cide where instinct ends and reason begins.
The dog sees, hears, remembers ; nay, more, he
dreams—when the body is at rest the mind is
active—he remembers the past, and applies his
experience to protect or guide himself after-
wards. A dog that has been snake-bitten and
recovered, recoguises the fetid smell of the
poisonous reptile, and gives ita wide berth.
The experienced bear-dog, who has been engaged
in a hundred bear-fights, is cautious how he
closes with Bruin: he remembers how those
claws can cut, and the fearful hug of his arms.
He tempers valour with discretion : he recollects
that once, when an inexperienced puppy, he
came out of a combat half skinned.

John Randolph, of Roanoke, a most acute
metapbysician, and & man of the strictest
veracity, used to tell the following st_ory:—“l
knew a dog once that, in pursuit of his master,
came to & place where three roads branched off,
The dog ran down one road and carefully
scented tho earth, then ran down the second
road and carefully scented that; without further
hesitation he rapidly took the third road, and
accomplished his purpose. The argument in the
dog’s mind was as follows: ‘‘ My master, I per-
ceive, when he came to these forks, did not take
cither of the two roads I examined, therefore he
must have taken the third.” Thus he afforded
an example of absolute induction, the highcst

effort of the reasoning powers,

With dogs, even more than men, talents are
hereditary ; and nothing more shows their iong
domestication than does the ear. The finer,
more hanging, and tremulous this organ is, the
more does the animal differ from its original
type. The wolf, the jackal, and the least intel-
lectual of domestic dogs, the greyhound, have
ears erect—or, in the latter case, nearly erect;
for on their acute sense of hearing much depends
in securing their prey ; whilst those kinds which
have been longest domesticated and dependent
on man, such as the spaniel, the pointer, and
the setter, have long pendant ears.

Dogs once were extensively used on the
Belgian frontiers for smuggling.  Packed with
light loads of silk or other valuable articles,
they were started for their destination in the
night, aud are said to have performed immense
distances whilst thus engaged.

They have also been employed as the motive
power to drive light machinery. A gentleman
once set two to grind, and for this purpose they
were put upon a small kind of tread-mill. After
a while the motion of the mill was noticed
from time to time to be considerably retarded.
When the tender would go to the mill to see if
the dogs were doing their duty, they always
appeared to be at work. One interruption after
another occurred, and this so often that the
owner began to suspect that his dogs were play-
ing some trick with him. Accordingly he
placed an observer where all the movements of
the animals could be seen, and the mystery was
soon discovered. After the two dogs had
wrought together for some time, one of them
was seen to step off the tread-mill and seat him-
self where he could catch the first warning of
any approaching footstep. After resting awhile,
he took his place at the wheel again, and
allowed his “ mate” to rest, and thus alternately
they relieved each other.

When hunting in Texas I was often, except
my horse and dogs, alone in the forest for
months; and the latter, from constant com-
panionship—hunting during the day, and
stretched around the camp-fire by night—be-
came wonderfully intelligent, and seemed to
understand all I said to them. They would
crawl upon their bellies behind me on the
prairie when I have been trying to get close to
deer, obey my slightest motions, and even seem
to understand my whisper of caution.

With all their courage dogs are very timid
when anything occurs which is unusual to them,
and even the fiercest will turn tail when it meets
with something it cannot comprehend. On one
occasion, in Louisiana, a very ferocious mastiff
flew at a negro child. The child stepped back
and fell into a hole which had been made by
the fall of & tree, whose weight bad wrenched
up its roots. The sudden disappearance of the
little negro amazed the mastiff, who at once
turned round and retreated to its kennel.

Nothing shows more than his silence, upon
all ordinary occasions, that a dog has been
properly brought up. Whenever a yelping cur
is found that always is barking, it may be con-
cluded at once that its education has been
seriously neglected ; and I can quite understand
the feelings of the Western traveller who, being
a passenger on board a steamboat, had been kept
awake all night by the constant barking of a
small dog. 1In the morning he sought out the
owner of the dog, and asked to be allowed to
purchase it, or even a half or quarter share in
the animal, ¢ Why, sir! what on earth would
you do with half my dog ?" asked the astonished
owner, “ Well, stranger, I rather think that if I
owned any share in that dog,” said the Western
man, with great solemnity, “I should destroy
my interest in it immediately.”

A curious story is related by Charles Fenno
Hoffman of New York. A favourite hound, be-
longing to an old Lunter, came to his master
one morning when he was engaged in chopping
wood in the forest, and by various intelligible
signs persuaded his owner to follow him to a
thicket some little distance off in the woods.
The hunter, on following his dog, found there a
small and very feeble fawn entangled in some
vines and brambles so that it was impossible for

it to extricate itself. The unfortunatoe fawn was
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carried to the house, and fed upon milk ; but
the hound, who was ever ready to hunt and pull
down the wild deer in the forest, seemed to
understand that he had saved this little animal’s
life: he made it share his bed at night, and
through the day was ever on the look-out to de-
fend or aid it, till the rest of the pack of hounds
learned to know it, and to understand that they
were not to molest their companion’s pet.

MAB'S CROSS.

IGAN, in Lancashire, is a town of consi-
derable antiquity, though not mentioned
in the Domesday Book. It was anciently called
Wibiggin, and a patent for paving the town and
erecting a bridge over the river Douglas was
granted in the early part of the reign of Edward
HI.  In these days Wigan is a thriving place of
business, the centre of an extensive coal-field,
with a rapidly-increasing cotton manufacture.
The town is situated on a hill, and is irregularly
built over a large extent of ground; its houses,
places of worship, commercial establishments,
public offices, schools, &c., are all in tolerably
good taste, but there is nothing remarkably at-
tractive about them. The historical interest of
the place chiefly belongs to the period of the
civil war; but near one of the four gates—or,
rather, where the gates used to be in days of
yore—stands an old ruined stone cross. Many
visitors may have passed Wigan Standish Gate
without a glance towards, or a thought of the
legend of Mab’s Gross—for so is the rude erec-
tion called—a mere heap of stones ; but thereby
hangs a tale.”

About five centuries and a half ago the Brad-
shaighs held the Haigh, near Wigan. It was a
feudal pretension, with strong walls and a
stronger donjon, whose “stony strength would
laugh a siege to scorn.” There was born and
bred Sir William Bradshaigh, who wooed and
won and wedded the Lady Mabel—as comely a
couple as were ever bound in holy wedlock’s
bonds; she fair as the dawn, he true as his
sword—and they loved each other and lived in
each other’s love.

The times were “out of joint.” Edward the
Hammer was in his grave ; Kdward of Caernar-
von feebly held the sceptre. Piers Gaveston,
the royal favourite, had affected all the pomp of
kingly splendour, had poured studied insults
on the great nobles. With him, Lancaster was
the “ Old Hog ;” Pembroke, “ Joseph, the Jew e
Gloster, “ Cuckolds Bird ;” and Warwick, % Black
Dog of Ardenne.” Gaveston had paid for his
folly~-he had felt mortally the tooth of the Black
Dog and had lost his head on Blacklow Hill.
The Scots, taking advantage of the condition of
affairs in England—*“a house divided against
itself,” the king against the nobles, and the
nobles in arms against the king—rose in asser-
tion of their independent nationality, and the
flower of English chivalry was sent forth to
maintain English authority. S8ir William Brad-
shaigh joined the English forces; he took fare-
well of his wife, not without a dark foreboding
of evil, and rode at the head of his men-at-arms
towards the border. The whole country appear-
ed covered with moving troops; the number of
banners, pennons, standards, flags, made so gal-
lant & show, that the most numerous army in
Christendom might have been alarmed at its
approach. Never had England sent forth a
more magnificent host, never did one approach
the battle-field with more imposing aspect ; but
the terrible ‘ Hammer of Scotland” was no
longer there. i

The battle of Bannockburn decided the fate
of Scotland. The English never before or after-
wards, whether, in France o Scotland, lost so
dreadful a battle, nor did the Scots ever gain a
victory of the same importance. Fifty thousand
English were killed or taken prisoners, and the
remnant of the army was pursued as far as Ber-
wick., ‘O day of vengeance and misfortune,”
says the monk of Malmesbury; «day of disgrace
and perdition ! unworthy to be inciuded in the
circle of the year, which tarnished the fame of
England, and enriched the Scots with the plua-
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der of the precious stuffs of our nation to the
extent of two hundred thousand pounds!’

Among the sixty brave knights who were
taken prisoners by the Scots was Sir William
Bradshaigh. For ten years he remained in cap-
tivity; and his death was commonly reported in
England. Not long after the news of the death
of Sir William had been received, and his
widowed lady, with two young children, mourn-
ed his loss, and in the first agony of her grief
was almost inconsolable, there came to the
Haigh a Welsh knight, Sir Osmund Neville by
name, and paid his court to the widow. His
suit was indignantly repulsed, and nothing
more was heard of him for some months. Then
he returned only to be repulsed again ; but at
his third coming he approached the Lady Mabel
with bolder freedom. He told not only the story
of his love, but the secret of his power. All the
lands of Bradshaigh had been formally granted
to him by the Earl of Lancaster, as a reward
for his good services, and unless she consented
to share it with him as his lady wife, she must
e’en go forth a beggar. She did consent, but
her wedding is said to have been more like a
funeral, with a bride’s veil for a winding-sheet.

As to the grant of land, whether or no he had
obtained it was often matter of doubt ; whether,
indeed, if he had obtained it, the grant, even in
those wild times, was tenable, still it was his
when he married the widow, and he employed
it as his own,

Haigh underwent many changes. Old ser-
vants were changed for new ones, except in
some particular instances ; the tenantry became
uncomfortably acquainted with their new lord ;
a band of some thirty Welsh men-of-arms formed
the garrison. Lady Mabel was deprived of many
sources of comfort, and, with her children, was
subjected to many indignities. Sir Osmund
Neville was even accused of personal violence to
his new wife. He was hated, and he knew it ; but
he gave back hatred for hatred, scorn for scorn.
Woe to the hind who had offended him ; woe to
the vassal who failed in allegiance ! Sir Osmund
was a stranger to pity as he was to honour.
Sordid, cruel, revengeful, the Welsh knight led
a solitary life, and, except when he caroused
with his body guard, indulged in no festivity.

Ten years and more had flown by, and sorrow
more than time had marked the once beautiful
face of Lady Mabel. She was still young—not
more than two-and-thirty—but she looked fifty ;
the last ten years sat heavily upon her. It was
the day for the alms gifts. A bell high up in
the turret was calling the poor to the friend of
the poor—to the Lady Mabel, who was about to
dispense her charities with her own hands. The
mendicants gathered in the grand hall, and
waited patiently my lady’s coming. The gifts to

be disposed of were ranged on a long stone]

bench at the upper end of the chamber ; they
consisted of meat, bread, herbs of healing, warm
garments, etc,; and the almoner, with his
book and ink-horn, sat over against them, to
check the gifts and the recipients.

Lady Mabel, attended, not by tire-woman, but
by her two children, both girls, the eldest but
twelve years old, enteredthe hall, and every
sound was hushed as a priest pronounced a
blessing. Then the gifts were dispensed with
kind words of counsel or encouragement, some-
times of caution and reproof. As the last of the
applicants turned away with his gift, a pilgrim
who had been patiently waiting in the rear of
the throng, stepped forward and craved au-
dience.

% Speak thy wishes, holy sir—what is thy
behest ?” So Mabel addressed him, as he stood
before her.

He answered, “[ have a gift to give. Doth
my lady recoguise this ring ?”

He beld a ring towards her as he spoke, and
she knew it for her dead lord’s signet, The
little colour which the stranger's words had
called to her cheeks faded, and her voice trem-
bled as she asked—

“ Whence came this pledge ?”

“ Lady, it comes from the dead; T drew it
from thy lord's finger. It was, he told me, a
pledge of unchanging fidelity ; 1 was to bear it
to thee.”

1Dec. 4

There was a deep silence; and Lady Mabel,
with her arms about her children, drew them
close to her. ¢ Tell me, pilgrim,” she said, “ tell
me where lie his hallowed bones, that I may
make my journey thither.”

** What recks it, lady?"thou hast another
mate.”

‘“ Another! Oh, name him not! with him I
wated for a picce of bread, that these my young
ones might not die ?” :

% Mabel ! The tones of the stranger’s voice
awakened echoes in her heart that had long
been silent. She heard Ais voice—her husband’s
voice. She gazed in wild transport on the fea-
tures of the pilgrim, and with a great cry rushed
into his arms. Their lips met.

At this moment there entered Sir Osmund
Neville.  With fierce and angry words, he
attempted to drag Mabel from the embrace of
Sir William, for the pilgrim was no other than
the long absent lord of Haigh. Passionate was
the scene which ensued. Sir William boldly
claimed his wife and lands ; Sir Osmund stoutly
denied his right, averring that he was an impos-
tor, and that Sir William was really dead.
While so protesting, the wily Welshman took
care quietly to issue his instructions, so that,
when Siv William was in the midst of hot dis.
pute, and hurling foul scorn on Lis foe, & dozen
men-at-arms appeared, forcibly seized him, se-
parated the Lady Mabel from bhis embrace, and
dragged Sir William, despite his protestations,
to the dungeons below the keep.

All was so far well for the Welshman, but he
was not secure, and he would not hesitate at
any crime. If murder were wanting, his own
hand, or that of a hireling, would do it. But he
bad blundered. 1In the confusion of the arrest
three or four of the old servants of the house had
seen, heard, and recognised their former master.
They knew that any attempt on their part for
his immediate rescue would be futile. They
waited; but that night the news was spread far
and wide. Sir William had returned ! The vas.
sals and tenantry were in arms, beating at the
castle gates; the whole country was roused.
Sir Osmund had time only to escape, offering
no parley with the assailants, before the oaken
doors gave way, and a mixed multitade, armed
with all kinds of weapons, spread over the
Haigh. A few minutes served to find the prison
of Sir William, to beat in the door, and rescue
the prisoner. A few minutes more, and Lady
Mabel was folded in her husband’s embrace, and
the children felt in earnest the kisses of which
they had so often dreamed. Then, armed, and
with a few faithful attendants, the injured
knight went forth in pursuit of the crafty Welsh-
man, came up with him on the site of Newton-
le-Willows, and slew him in single combat,

Happily for many years—happy in each
other’s love, and bappy in their children’s affec-
tion and obedience—lived the Lord and Lady
of the Haigh. They lie together buried in the
Church of All Saints, Wigan, where their tomb
and sculptured effigies may still be seen.

The offence which Lady Mabel had uninten-
tionally committed lay for awhile heavily upon
her conscience. She took ghostly counsel from
her father confessor, who in conformity with the
practice of those times, suggested this penance :
That once a week, so long as she- should {ive,
my Lady Mabel should walk barefoot from the
Haigh to a place outside the walls of Wigan,
where a cross of stone should be erected bearing
ber name.

There the erection still stands, and still bears
the old name—Mas's Cross.”

WarererooFING—The following plan of ren-
dering tissues waterproof ig said to be very
effective :—Plunge the fabric into a solution
containing 20 per cent. of soap, and afterwards
into another solution containing the same per-
centage of sulphate of copper ; wash the fabric,
and the operation is finished. An indissoluble
stearate, margarate or oleate of copper, is formed
in the interstices of the tissue, which thus be-
comes impervious to moisture. This process is
particularly recommended for rich cloths, awn-
ings, and similar objects.
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THE KENTUCKY TWINS.

A\I\.\'Y of our readers will remember the

Siamese twins, two youths named Eng
=l Chang, boru in 1811 of Chinese parents in
aam.  Their bodies were united by a flesh-bund
wetching fromr breast-bone to breast-bone,
Onginally the band united them fitce to fuce, but

astant  traction had so stretched it und
Saiged its natural direction, that they could
end almost side by side,  The greatest length
i this flesh-cord was fonr inches, and its
greatest thickness an inch and a-hnlf, It scems
1y communicate with the nervous system of
bach, fur being touched in the centre both feel
we touch, thiz, however, is not the case when
1be medinl band iz touched in any point nearver
wore body than the other, for then only the
woson nearest the point touched is sensible of
% This “lusus matura™ was purchased at
Veklong, & city of Simm, in 1829, and exhibited
pAnerica by Captain Coflin and Mr, Hunter.
afer making the tour of Europe. they realized
scompetency, and settled in one of the Svuthern
sates  of Ameriea, where they married two
satery, sund had offspring, but, owing to odmes-
toquarrels, it was found essential to have two
etsblishments, one for each wife, where the
toasebold arrangements are wholly controlled
brthe sister-in-law,  The late disustrous civil
war in America, which has brought ruin to so
oaay families, has Iaid its hand on the Siamese
1mns, who are about to make another tour, and
za possibly visit Canada. .

The Sinmese union of bodies was thought to

tva unique concurrence, and therefore excited
s very large share of public attention, but,
strspge to say, this wonderful phenomenon has
teen already repeated in the opposite sex.
About nine years ago, two sisters were born
corded together by a natural ligature precisely
like that referred to above. It is fastened to the
lower part of the chest in each, and its sensi-
tility 15 precisely analogous to that which unites
Eog and Chang. If touched midway between
the two sisters, both feel the touch, but if
pricked with 2 needle or pinched with the fin-
gers elsewhere, only that one is sensible of the
paactuce or pinch which is nearest the part
aperimented on.  Except in this fleshi-bond,
each sister is a separate individual: cach fecls
terown individual wants ; cach suffers hunger
or thirst, sleepiness or vigilance, pleasure or
pin, independent of the other; they love
sepanately, and have their individual tastes and
specialtics, No doult the necessity of co-ope-
ssion  has modified their  individuality, and
trsined their minds to mutual forbearance, it
bss shown to them by that strongest of all
arguments, personal comfort, that each must
sacrifice something to the other, and that they
B3t try to act and feel in unison, but there is
roone-ness of mind between them, no common
arrfous system, no union of perception and
thought ; what they do in common is done by
volontary submission, habit, or sisterly sympa-
tby. These sisters were born in Kentucky of
negro parents, and were first exhibited by Mr,
Bamum, in his monster American wuseum. It
5 £2id that they are now about to make the
toar of Europe.
Ithas been vften asked whether this uniting
onl could not be cut without endangering life.
Tbe only safe answer to this question will be a
nference to a case recorded by Ambroso Paré,
of two sisters united by & flesh-cord in the fore-
bead.  Onc died at the age of ten, when it was
claally cssential to divide the ligature. The
operation was performed most skilfally, but
proved fatal, for the survivor lingered a day or
w0, and was then huried beside her sister.” Of
them it may empbatically be said,  They were
ugited in life, and in @cath they were not
disided.”

CaxTER AxD DE-cANTER.—Jones's studics in
physiology, equitation, and the practical che-
mistry of alcohol, have convinced him that a
anter will give you ruddy cheeks and a decan-
te will give you » ruddy nose.

THE QLD ATLANTIC CABLE.

FIHE operation of fishing up the old Atlantic
P cuble is thus described by Cyrus W, Field |
* Qur fishing-hine was of furimdable size. [t
was wado of rope, twisted with wires of steel,
50 as to bear a strain of thirty tons. It teok
about two hours for the grapnel to reach bottom,
but we could tell when st struek. T often went
to the bow and sat on the rope, and counld feel
by the quiver that the grapnel was dragging on
the bottom two miles under us.  But it was a
very slow business.  We had storms and culms,
and fogs and squalls.  Stll we worked on duy
after duy, Once, on the 17th of August, we got
the cable up, and had it in full sight for five
minutes, & long, slimy mouster, fresh from the
ooze of the ocean's bed, but our men began to
cheer so wildly that it seemed to be frightened,
and suddenly broke away, and went down nto
the sea. This accident kept us at work two
weeks longer, but, finally, on the last mght of
August we caught it,  We had cast the grapnel
thirty times. Jtwas 2 little before midnight on
Priday night that we hooked the eable, aud at
was a htle after midimght Sunday mormng
when we got it on board. What was the
anxiety of those twenty-six bours! The stean
on every man’s life was hike the strun on the
cable itself. When finully it appeared it wis
midnight; the lights of the ship, and n the
boats aronnd our bows, as they flashed in the
faces of the men, shuwed them eagerly watching
for the cable to appear on the water. At length
it was brought to the surfuce. 2% who were
allowed to appronch crowded furward to see at.
Yet not a2 word was spoken, only the voices of
the ofticers in command were heard giving orders.
All felt as if life and death hung on the issue.
1t was ouly when it was brought over the bow
and on to the deck that reen dared to breathe,
Even then they hardly believed their eyes. Some
crept toward it to feel of it, to be sure it was
there. Then we earried it along to the electri-
cians' room to sce if vur long-sought-for treasure
was ahive or dead. A few minutes of suspense,
and a flush told of the lightming current agamn
set free.  Then did the feeling long pent up
burst forth. Some turned away their heads and
wept.  Others broke into chuers, and the cry
ran from man to man, sud was heard down n
the engine-rooms, deck below deck, and from
the boats on the water, and the other ships,
while rockets highted up the darkness of the
sea. Then with thankful hearts we turned our
faces again to the west. But svon the wind
rose, and for tinrty-six hours we were exposed
to all the dangers of a storm on the Atlantic,
Yet in the very height and fury of the gale,as 1
satan the electricians’ room, o flash of hight came
up from the deep, which, having crossed to
Ireland, came back to me 1n mid-occan, telling
that those so dear to me, whom I had left on
the banks of the Hudson, were well, and follow-
ing us with their wishes and their prayers.
This was like a whisper of God from the sea,
bidding mec keep heart and hope. The Greut
Euastern bore berself proudly through the storm
as if she knew that the watal cord, which was to
Join two hemispheres, hung at her stern; and
so, on Saturday, the 7th of September, wo
brought our second cable safely to the shore.”

PASTIMES.
1We shall be glad to receive from any of our
fricnds who take an interest in this column ori-
ginal contributions of Puzzles, Charndes, Pro-
blems, &c. Solutions should it cach caso accom-
pany questions forwarded.
ARITHMOREM.

1. 650 and no aguc = A town in Franco.

2 ” = A an’s namo,

3. %, or = Alnrfocurrcntofwatcr
4. 15600 ,, e == Anillusion.

5. 1550 ,, Bertha runon = A county of England,

6. 1,001 ,, peer = An imperisl power,
7. '8l . the == A town in Scotland.
8. 650 ,, saton = A country of Europo.
9. L0 ,, onset = A town in Holland,
10. .00 ,, d¢ Nore = A calondsr month.

Theinitsals will namoa famous eailor, whose cx-

‘{ ploits aro read with admiration.

CHARADES.

L My flrst ig a fog, my second a Fronch article, my
LI::SI a purt ot thefuot, und my rwhole is seenat Christ

2 lam< word of nino lotters My 2,3,8,4, b, 6 ix
xlmcd;i-o of anylhing: my 4, 7,95 10 be merry: m
2,3, 9088 month, my 4, [, 6ixaspirit, my 2,4,8, 9 fs
ulady’s name, my 23, 5, 6 ix tho _principitl part. my
8,7, 2 ia nuhicop; my £,3, 4, 6 is what wo could not do

without, my 4,3, 7,1, 6 iy corn, und my whole is vision-
ary. J C.

2 I'm bright, and 'y black, I'm clean, and I'm

irty;
l'l’nl .m)uml. and I'm oval; my age? perhaps
iirty
P'm wet, and I'm dey; I'm hot, and ' cold,
Al not often used before } am <old.
P usetil to nany, and valued by all,
l-‘orI I'lxln tound in the cottage, camnp, mmnsjon, or
alt,
I've never dearned music,
But yot 1 can sjug -
Now aw 1 not, reader,
A wonderful thing?
u. R

3. The thunder roars and hightnings flash,
The sea runs mountains high,
A gallant bark is tempest-tossed ;
For help the sailors cry.

In eager hasto my first to save,
Ihey try my second’s ail :

Aud leave tho vessel to her fute;
Feartul, yet mndismayed.

They turn their gazo o’er wators vast;
.Now hopo inspires each soul—
For, hastenihg to their rescue then,
They svu tny gullant whole.
W. s, L.
DECAVITATION.
Complete, 1'ma very siall word, of meaning great—
Dear reader, don't think that I wish to pnf(o’;‘
Beheaded, I'in & relation, then let me state,
Whose aflection, we trust, may never abate,
Again behicad, transpose, and then will be founi
A cask of lnrgo size, which 1z kept underground;
Once more trapgpoxe me, and then 1 abound
1n the woods; now taru moe around.

FLORAL ANAGRAMS.

1 Jlansa cuf. 7. Rend vecd.

2, The zear sce, 8. Pile kot ore.
3. O mild ray, 9. Leud no din.
4. Rub cut, pct, 10, Dr. Porcson,
5, Lucan run us l 13, Cheek us only,
6 Munchmyhearts. 12 1t law fellow.

GEOGRAPHICAL REBUS.
1. A town in England,

9
3.
4.

0 2 6. A riverin Spain.

A river In England. 3. A country of America,

A country of Eurojie. | 8. A chiain of mountains

An istandin the Medi- in Europe.
terrancan: 9. A river in Frauce.

6. A country of Axia,

The niitials, read downwards will namo a joyous

scason,
T'ROBLEM.

A grazier being asked tho number of his live-stacke
replied, ** 1 huve some horees, tive times as many ncat
cattlo as I have horsex, and cight imesas many shecp
as I have ucat eattle 1f1 had fower horses by §, aud
fewer neat cattlo by 10, and if my shicep were 9 times
ask ,nany as my ncat cattle wnufd then be, 1 shoud
heve, 710 head fn nll.”  Requited tho number he had
of cach kind of stock, and how many altugethior. R. I8,

SOLUTIONS TU ENIGMA, &c., No. 2.

Emgma.—1, Mercury, Medina, Edinburgh, Rot-
terdam, Calcutta, Ushant, Rheims, York. 2, Age.

Decupitations.—1, Glass-lnss-ass. 2, Spear-
pear-sear. 3, Sword-word-rod. 3, There-herc-cre.

Charades—~1. Sol-ace. 2, Brace-let. 3, Wreck-
crew. 4 Lamirmnde,

Arithmorems.—1 William Makepeace Thack-
cray. 2, Charles Dickens. 3 Edward, Bulwer
Lytton. 4, Hannah Moore. 35, Theodore Hook.
6, Mayuc Reid.

Problem.—9 gallons @ 22s.

12 % @ 158,

SOLUTIONS TO ARITHMOREM, &c., No. 63.

Arithmorem Leonidas.—1, Lucan. 2, Euclid.
3, Ovid. 4, Numidicus. 5, Ixwn. 6, Dioclenan.
7, Alcibindes, 8 Simonides.

Enigma.—A bay,

Charade—~An ounce of provention is worth
& pound of cure.

Anagrams.—1, Anthony Trollope. 2, Charles
Dickens.

Problem.—£600 cach.

The following solutions have been received,

No. 62.—Problem, C. Legge.

No. 63.—Jdrithmorem, C. J. C, H. H, V,,
Ellen, Bericus, Charade,J. E. 'A,, Ellen, Usher-
wood, Pilot. Anagram, J. E. D'A., H. H. V.

Pilot, Bericus, Problem, Custus, Leoni, !
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

——

Letters intended for the Labitpr, shiowdsh e gdidiesrend
» Rditor saturday Reader, Diawear 01 gl o
mutiications vt business e o Ko Wottlungton, pab-
hsher.’

In resuming onr correspondents’ column, we
would observe that we hope to mahe 1t mote
thanever amedrnn fut bringineditur and teaders
generally o cluser, wnd more contrcntial ites -
course,  We shatll weleome commiumcntions ou
all subjects wilnch conte tardy within the scope
of this yournnl, and zhall, 1 return, be always
bhappy to aflund any anfurbittivn 1 v powes
to vur subscnibuors, Lo taning our geplics, we
will endeavour to mahe them as far as possible,
genctally interesting, and with a age atele ot
correspundents, we tlunk thae will v nu dith-
culty m effiectung this,  We wish evory reader
of this perodical to teel that the Editor's letter-
box 15 open 1o hum, and that the editor's services
are at lus disposul.

A. B.—The H. should be sounded m * hup-
ble ;" uwuthoriues to the contrary nay he quoted,
but to omit it sounds pedantic and smacks o
much of Uriah Heap,

Mary H.—The following i> an cacellent recipe
fur modelling wax . —Take 3 b beesway, 24 Ju-,
lurd, and § stone of whitug  Pound dry and
sift the whating , warm the wax and lard u-
gether, and puur them mto the wWihunyg., M
well, and roll well, a rolling-pun ke dougl,
Warm before vising,

A. 8. L —Your suggesuons respecting the
wtroduction of new features in the Keavks, will
receive our carcful attention.

FERGUS.—Your anxety respecung + Tue Lion
i the Path " will be rcieved whew sou recerve
the present number, and we are pleased to he
able to assure you that the stury will su tuture
appear regularly.

Wryvant.—The MS. 15 not m out pussession .
it was dehivered to a gontlemen who underiogk
to furward ity as well us several others to the
addresses of the respectine wathors. The gentle-
wan 15 not nuw 1 town, ol lus return wo wyll
ascertatn 1t the NS, was mailed to you, amd, of
not, will sce that it 1s furwarded.  We shall be
bappy to receive your cuntributions un the same
terms as formerly.

J. E. DA.—You are correct, the vinissivn
was au error ot the part of the panr,

W. P, B, West Troy.~Will reply to your
corpmunication per nul.

Poiry.—* A thing of beauty is a joy forever,”
18 the first line of Keats’ celcbrated poem of
“ Endymion.”

MISCELLANEA.

CurRe FoR CRILBLAINS —TIt is said that speedy
relief is obtained by simply rubbing the parts
affected with kerosene oil, two or tiree applica-
tions bring generally sufficient to perform a
cure.

TreRE has been 2 very large white turnip
exbibited at Sydney, New South Wales. It
weighs 43 1bs., and measures 3 feet 84 inches ip
circumference. When cut it was found to e
perfectly solid.

Iy the tweaticth year of Queen Elizabetl's
reign, a blacksmith of London, named Mark
Scaliot, mado a lock of iron, steel, and brass, of
eleven pieces, and & pipe key, all of which only
weighed one grain.

Ccriors Facr.—There exists a spot in the
German QOcean which is the central point of an
area of rotation produced by the meeting and
mutual action of 1wo opposite tides, and where,
conscquently, no risc or fall of tide could oceur.,

AT the Paris Exhibition will be shown a me-
chauical horse, which trow, gallops, or walks, as
nay swit the pleasure of the nder. He cven
prances after the most approved style, and
neighs when that sound is agreeable to bus pos-
§0SSOT.

A wipow and her two daughters have just
been poisoned in France from cating a stew
made w a copper saucepan which bad been al-
lowaid o stand without bang cloanad, and n

Cthat way ladd genceated a quantity of vordigtis

Distancs or Tok Eantn rroy e Stx.—~To
cmake the distanee of the carth from the sun me-
Ftellygibley Mo Gaillenine states that o rulway

tun leaving the earth anud going at the rate of

S thaty males an hour, would require tather more
[than 217 years to reach at; s that it sneh a
"toun lind started on January 1st, InGo, it w ould
Phe A n, 2213 betore 1t anived st s destation,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

A safty oey fur the purpose of arresting the
Hall of workinen while engaged ata beight from
| the ground, has been patented in England.

Mr. Jolin Hully, of Blackwall, lately exhibited
it the oflice of the Buard of Trade, Whitchall,
his model of & new brake for railways, giving
the power 10 the driver as well as to the guard,

Russia teather denives its well-known odour,

wseets, and the progress of deeay, from its
| bung manulactured with ol ubtaned from the
y destiuetive doullation of the bark of the birch,

Astronomical observers of the sun will be
terested to know that M. L. Foucault has
discorvered a method of dimmshing the effect ot
the sun’s rays on the focus of telescope lenses,
By means of an extremely thin layer of silver
placad un the obyect glass, the “sun can be
oberved without myjury to the sight. M. Fou-
cault has comumeated the particulars of bis
inventon to the Pans Academy of Scicaces.

A scientific way of lighting pipes and cigars
s becu recently antroduced 1n Pans under the
name of yowdre de feu. It consists of pyropho-
rus, Whichas preserved i a small tin case watly
anarrow orifice,  When a little of this black
puwder is poured out on the end of i cigar, or
un the tbaceu s a pipe sten, and then gy
breatlied upon, it Lecomes mcnudescent, and 4
in a conditivi to Light the suid pipe or cgar.

Isenovep Tar.—According to the general
method of coustrucung taps there 1s a plug
which fits into the body of the tap, but 1t is difli-
Cult to wahe tug plug it witle exactngss, so that
svouet or later leahage ensues,  Another faulg
is, that from their general construction  the
Waler-way IS necessarily inconveniently small,
by reason of the bearing being gencrally only
about one-quarter or oue-half the size of the
shank of the tap. A further inconvenicnce
which is also inseparabble from their construc-
ton is, that upon driviug the tap into a barrel a
false blow frequently carries away the plug.
According to an invention which bas been
patented by Mr. Samuel Mason, of Birmingham,
the plug is dispensed with altogether, and
instead thereof a valve is provided. Leakage is
impossible, and from its cunstructing the water-
way may be cither the same size or the shank
oraf needful larger than it,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Roxaxrtic Deatr.—A young lady drowued in
tears.

Wuart are you always to-morrow, though you
can't be to-day ?—QOlder.

A Famr InFERENCE—If you jump at conclu-
sions, you may take a leap in the dark.

*+ Suony visits are always the best,” as the fly
swd when he ahghted on a hot stove,

Tux speaker who was “ drawn out " measured
cightcen juches more than hefore.

“ Mixo your eye,” as the arrow szid to the
target. .

Wiaiat ie 't we frequently say we will do, and
no onc has cver yet done *~Stop n minute,

Harry Lapirs.— At what ago arc ladics most
bappy ?7—Marri-age,

and sts power of withstanding the attacks of

Wy is a selfish friend like the letter P2
Becnuse, although he is the first iu pity, he §
the Lust sn help, i

" Gua bluod wall shuw itsulf, "as the old lgd,
study when she wits sttuch with the rednesy of
her nose, y

Goon Aoviex —Husband : Mary, my
Hus apple dumpling 1s 1ot half dene,
Well, thush 1t then, my dear,

Tuot piinest in this bosom,” ng the chud
said. when n busin of water was thrown ore
hum by the Buly he was serenading,

A Cuusrian DeTY.—A lazy young dandp g
our acquaintanes says that he is o mode] g
*oue's duty to one's naghbour " e loves both
case and shes. 4

. ?

Too thus.~He who pokes his nose erep
where, will sumetnnes put 1t between a thugy
and finger., 2

A sPEARER At a meeting in Preston the ou;é
day caused great lnughter by declaring that Jy
hind been o working wan ever since ho way
boy, K

Way is it impossible for a young lady to 1
suitably martied ?—Because sho is surg to b
mismatched (mis-matched), ;

A vorse lady <ays the reason she carries‘
parasol 15, that the sun 13 of the masculine gep.
der, and she cannot withstand his ardent glangs’

AN American newspaper, in publishiug the
marriage of an old man with a young girl, ap:
pends the following :—~¢ Friends wuil pleass 1
aceept of this infutuation.” B

Ay Irish servant being asked whether b
master wus within, replied ¢« No”  « Wheg wi)f
he return 7°—* Oh, when master gives ordersty
say that he is no. at home, we never know whey
he will come in.?

Ox two Prussians of the same name being 22§
cused of the same crime, it was remarked i
curions that they were not in any way relale
to cach other. A mistuke? sajd Charleé
Limb - « they are cozens gerwnn.” g

“ Do 3ou consider luger beer intoxicating®
wus lately asked of # Germwn witness,  « Velpe
replivd the wituess, “ ash, for dat, | gantzay, |
teink feefty 10 seexty classes a tay, and it tog
not hurt e, but | don't kuow how it would g
if & wan vash to make a hog of hisself,” ‘

A Dete LAk — A\ land speculator in Ames
ci, in describing a lake on an estate in Cumbes’
land connty, says it is so clear and deep thy’
by looking to it, you can sce them muking goy;
inn China, i

ErreoT OF A LecTERE—An anti-tobaceo §
turer spoke so powerfully against tho use 36X
tobacco, that several of bis audience went homy:
and burned their cigars—holding one cnd ‘o
them in their mouths—by way of punishment

A DerfixiTion.—*% John, can you tell me the'
difference between attraction of gravitation and
attraction of cobesion 7« Yes, sir,” said Joba?
“ attraction of gravitation pulls a drunken mag’
down, and attraction of cohesion prevents hig:
getting up. 7

Westsiy ETiQueres.—The Yankee travellgy

&

who saw the live hoosier bas again written 43
bis motber, telling ber his experience, as follows’
—“Western people are death on etiquette. ;¢
can’t tell a man here he lies without fightings
A few days ago a man was telling two of, hig}
neighbours, in my bearing, & pretty large stog
Says I, ¢ Stranger, that's a whopper. Sajs‘

¢ Lay there, stranger.”  And in the twinkling o

an cye I found myself in the ditch, a perkdy
quadruped. Upon another occasion, says I 643
man I never saw before, as a woman pasied
¢ That isn't a specimen of your Western womens
isit? Says he, ¢ You are afraid of fover. ani
ague, aint you 7 ¢ Very much,’ says I. ¢ Well2d
replied he, ¢ that lady is my wife, and if yo
dou't spologise i w0 minutes, by the honow
of a gentlemnn, I swear that theso two pistols
which he held cocked in bis hands, * shall cu
you of that disorder cotirely.’ So I knclt dowsy
and politely apologised. I admire this Westera}
country mucli, but darn me if I can stand s3

much ctiquette, it always takes mo unawares.\g




