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CAMBRAY AND HIS ACCOMPLICES.

CHAPTER XV,

Recligion in tho *“ Jock-up.”"=Thecharacter of Cumbray
from a new point of view.

As stated in the preceding chapter, Cambray
asked for and received ministers of every reli-
gious belief, and for tLe space of two days
appeared to waver between the doctrines of each ;
at last be determined in favour of Catholicism,
and affected to adopt all its rites; he did not,
however, cease to hold interviews with the min-
isters of other churches, for his object, as will
appear hereafter, was to interest all in his
favour,

The Catholic priest who attended hit in bis
ctll, deceived by bis falso preterices of honesty,
had frequently visited him as a friend previous
to his arrest,

“ Al well, Cambray,” said the young priest
with much softness, ¢ how do you do7—doubt-
1¢s8 ill at case and troubled in spirit, I come to
offer you as much consolation in your present
state as lids in my power. You and I were well
known to cachother atone time ; I never thonght
it could como havet 1is. You greatly deceived
me.  But it would be cruel to reproachyou in a
moment like che present, far better to lead you
on theroad to repentance, and to awaken you to
the voice of reconciliation with God.”

#® Ah Heaven,” replied Cambray, *with all
my heart; 1 am indeed ill and suffer much, but
not to compare with the tormems of my soul.
I know full well, that, for me there is neither
Lelp nor the consolation of re..ge in religion ,
mankind i3 now to me a8 nothing, God can only
saveme, could I but obtain his pardog , but there
i3 one thing that troubles me greatly. Among
50 many religions of which I cannot tell one
from the other, which is the best—how cana
man in my circumstances, decide within an
instant upon a matter of sach great importance,
without fear of mistaKe.”

# Yout moments are short and precious,” snid
{he young priest, © and you are entirely ignor-
ant in the science of salvation, as Catholic priest
and according to my belief, I must tell you in
the prescnce of God and man, whom I take as
witaess of my sincerity aud according to the
founders of Christianity, that ont of the Catbolic
and Apostolic Charch of Rome there is nb salva-
tioh, Butas] bave said your moments are short
aud precious—I could prove to yon each of the
doctrines of our religion, but is there time 7
Thé Saviour did not tell us to discuss and prove,
bt to believe and pray, it is not with conten-
tious subtlety that wo must walk in the way of
troth, but ‘with & hurhble submissive and trusting
eart—fajth is a graco to bo obtained from
Heaven by fervently asking at the sacrifice of
passion and of pride. If, thercfore, you will
throw yourself into the arms of the Catholic
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religion, say go, and I will devote myself wholly
to your conversion—I will pour into your soul
tho swect consolations of holy writ—mayhap
the words of the Sariour may move you, and the
examplo of his life inspire you with horror of the
sing you are guilty of; do not despair, for the
religion of Ghrist js one of love, of charity and
of compassion, it pours forth the balm of conso-
lation alike in the hospital, in the prison, in the
cabin of the poorand in the palace of the rich,
on the troubles of the virtuous and on the re-
morse of the contrite. Your crimesare no doubt
great, but God is full of mercy—belicve, weep
zmd,pmy, and his heart will open to receivo
you.”

These words pronounced with deep impres-
siveness hud nearly softened the heart of the
coudemned, and in accents of grier; be cried out
in o fit of passing repentance.

“ Traly do I throw mysclf witbout delay into
the arms of Divine mercy—I deplore my crimes
and sincerely ask for pardon, but the time is so
short—if people of virtue and influence would
only interest themselves on my behalf—but, alas,
humaa justice in condemuing does not allow
time for repentance. Do you think there would
be any use it making the request?”

‘ Reckon not on that, for you may be deceiv-
ed, and place yourself in a position of false
security—perbaps it m.ght be better for the sal-
vation of your soul were death to remove you
while repentance lasted, for the flesh is weak and
the spirit strong in a neture as vitiated as thine.
However, I will think of it. I will speak of it,
and above all, I will regulate wy conduct in ac-
cordence with the hopes I may entertan of your
galvation.”

The religion of Christ i5 touching and sub-
lime, when it reveals to (10 unfortunate words
of love and welcome, the wission of the priost
noble and philanthropic, who visits e¢ven the
cell of the condemned to administer peaco and
corsolation, and the man who ri ases it, musz,
indeed be devoid of heart, and totally incurable.
But why does religion extend pardon when the
law withholds it—1the former recoils from blood,
the latter desires it—the former offers salvation,
the latter presents despair and death. The law
then that establishes punishinent by death is in-
human, or rather, I should say, almost impious;
it deprives of existence, yet throws a doubting
soul into etermity.

Pause ye Legislators of our country, is there
no means of reforming the fallen, instead of an-
nihilating them. True, executions are rare, but
still the law permits them, and if the Jaw is not
enforced, it becomes dangerous, a pledge of im-
punity and an invitation to crime. The repro-
bate who contemplates a violation of the law,
thinks only of tbe purishment with which his
offences are threatened, and if he discovers that
there is o means of escape, he easily assures him-
self of the probability.

At last,” snid Cambray, (for we must return
to our subject), “ I flatter myself that you wll
think of sume means by which my sentence may
be commated, 1 will see sou to-morrow, for I
bave never been baptised, I believe.”

“ Yes, I will return to-morrow,” said the priest.
& Good byc—peace be with you, but remember
that in three days you are to appear before the
Eternal tribunal.”  He then left,

“] do not despair,” said Cambray to Mathicn,
who, during the eatiro interview described, spoke
not a syllablo. “If I can only interest the
clergy in my favor, wo are saved,”and a leor of
satisfaction and hope lit up Lis countenaace, for
as yet he was only balf repentant and half
triumphant. .

“ It takes n good color,” said Mathien, ¢ it
takes a good color.”

- ——

4D orR SEVEN CENTs.

CHAPTER XVIII.

A visit to the prison—~Charland—Tho Condemued—

Gillan the murderer—Exportation—Departure.

Some days after the Criminal Torm 1837,
we visited the prison, and tho turnkey introduced
us to the rooms occupied by the criminals, he
was on his rounds tv ascertain the safety of Ins
prisoners, this ho repeated three times during
tho night, at cight o'clock, at midnight and at
four in the morning. Each storey of the prison
is divided by a passage or corridor, on each side
of which are the rooms occupied by the prisoners.
Each room is about fifteen feet square and con-
tained twelve or fifteen persons ; round these
rooms which are used in common, are small cells,
cach of which serve as a sleeping apartment for
two or three. As soonas the turnkey opens the
door, the inmates -ange themselves in a semi-
circle and’ answer to their names; those who
bave any thing to ask or any complaint to make
profit by this occasion to lay their requests before
the sheriff or juiler.

In the first room we visited, were such crimi-
nais as bad been condemned to transportation ;
there wero thirteen in number, all in the flower
of their age, the youngest bemng about twelve
years of age, the cldest sbout twenty-five, It
18 hardly possible to imagine & more thicvish
aud ill looking set than composed this party,
nevertheless, they were all full of spirits and
buffoonery, and joked gaily with cach other on
the difference of time each was condemned to
endure in exile.

1 don't care,” said a young ad of twelve or
fifteen years, “I'm only in for seven years, I'm
not, like Johany there, who bas four times seven,
Johnny will be a big boy swhen he gets buck.”

‘ Bab,” said another, « there will be several
of us, we'll find lots of amusement, never fear—
we'll give lots of trouble too.”

From this room, we passed into one in which
were tho old delinquents, the incorrigible vaga-
bonds and permanent boarders of the king, whose
lives cling to the prison as thoze of fishes do to
the water or birds 1o theair. At their head was
Gbarland & witty and lively hunchback, full of
chatter, politeness and courtesy, his bair was
lank and light in color, his complexior sallow,
his fgure squat and round, his head in his
shoulders, his shoulders in b's chest, and his
chest in his stomach, just such s figure as Mr.
Goulie paints us in his clowa Gargronet.

Charland the redoubtable robber of the Plains
of Abraham and chesished prisoner of the guar-
dizns, Cbarland sangune and energetic whilst
excrcising his craty, but soft, jovial, amiable and
full of fun when in jail—lasty, Glarland, thief
and assassin~for the trade pleased him and he
had no desire to change it.

“See here,” said he, addressing the turnkey
with an air of compassion and pointing out
young man who had nothing to cover hiw but »
peir of torn trowsers, and whose bust was com-
pletely naked, *look at this poor cluld, look st
him, could you not find him a shit? Koow
you not that the air is raw 1n thes apartment.”

“ What did he do with the shiut given him
yesterday ?” said tho turnkey.

% I do not know—it was so bad—it came to
pieces.”

¢ Well, I'll think of it.”

On leaving, weasked the turnkey why Char-
Innd appearcd to take such an interestin the
young man.

« It is,” said he, ® because Charland is Brga-
dier, thatis to say, the seruor of the room, aad as
such is the spokcsman of the others. There is
perhaps another reasom, it .often bappens that
the prisoners hide their clothes among them-
sclves, in order to get others given them, so that
they can change the first for tobacco and rum.
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For some days past Charland has been drunk
from drinking liquor tbroagh au old pipe intro-
duced through the gate by some friends without.
1t is nearly impossible to prevent communication
with the people outside ; every day we take from
them instruments of every description, intended
to pierce doors and walle, every day they are
furnished with strong durable vestments, and
yet they are always in rags,—they tear them
among themselves. It is dif cult to restrain
these old troopers in crime, even the sewers and
drains under the prison are to them attractive
roads of escape. Mathicu once remained three
days in the sewers beneath the city, amidst all
the filth, visiting every nook to find an aperture
by which 10 escape, until at last he was seized
at one of the gratings, though not without deeply
offending the nasal organs of the constables who
discovered him.”
(7o be concluded 1 our next.)

TWELVE MONTHS OF MY LIFE.

IN TWELVE CHAPTERS. CHAPTERI.

HAVE promised my husband to write him a

detailed history of one year, out of my life—
a year in which I wept more, lnughed more, suf-
fered more passionate sorrow, aud sunned my-
self in more uncarthly bliss, than cver I found
included in by experience before or since. That
I am happy now, and trying to be wise, I thauk
Heaven, that I wagnot happy once, and very
far from wise, I am going to confess. I will
begin by relating how it came that 1 got c¢n-
gaged to Luke Elpbinstone. My father was
Seth Gordon, a millowner of high repute, not
alone in the quiet Border country where welived,
but ont in the world, in the banks and on
'Change. Luke Elphinstone was his junior
partner, who had lived with us for some ycars
past. Gordon & Elphinstone was the business
firm. The mills steod on one side of our river,
and on the other our dwelling, the Mill-bouse, a
large white building, with a great copper-beech
lying up agaiust its front, qatkening and sad-
dening all the chambers within, and with a
sambling orchard crowding bebind 1t, where
the trees were bent with age, and cevery stone
and trunk was caten up with a hoary lichen.

For the Mill-house was not then what it is
now. The billjard-room, and the ball-room, and
the new dining-room bad not been built, the piea-
sure-grounds bad not been made. There were
corn-ficlds within & stone’s throw of the twig
summer-house in the garden. The hill that
sloped from the gable down to the niver had not
b:en cut up into flower-beds , it bad only ~ sim-
7le garniture of sweet-peas and carnations .
the top, and was given up to the growth of
green abundant grass where the crimson tassels
of the clover-flower nodded in their season. But
tho row of sycamores down by the river is just
the same, the leaves spread their Lroad palms
to catch the sun as ever, and the water flashes
behind their trunks with the same free race.

Now the housc locks to the river, getling
glimpses through the sycamores of the mill
settlement on the other side, and over the heads
of the sycamores of the happy woods and fields,
the hills and dales—green and golden, purple
and brown—the church-spire, and bandsome
distant homesteads which cluster on the rising
and falling land between the Mill-Louse and
the horizon, Then, the front of the house was
turned gideways, the best windows gazing
straight intor the folinge of the huge copper-
beech which grew 50 lurid when the setting sun
got into its branches.

The old-fashioned garden, builtbigh on walls,
and ascended to by flagged steps inside s narrow
gate, is quite cleared away, but it was there in
tho time of my story, with its holly-Locks, its
cabbage-roses, its cucumber-frames, and its bee-
hires, its raspberry hedges, always found by the
sun, and its sad murmur from the burn that ran
behind its lillac-trees, under 0ld iror gates that
jangled and clashed when people camo or went
in the direction of the village. That, indecd,
wag but seldom, except when the cook stepped
into Streamstown to scold the batcher, or I to

pay # visit to my kind friend Miss Pollard.
Most people preferred to cross the wooden
bridge over the river to the mills, and go round
by the mill-avenuo to the town.

Tho orchard is gone, with its crimson and
golden min of apples over the drenched grass
after a stormy night, and ingide, the house is
very grand. In tho days I writc of it was not
grand. It was comfortable, but darksonie, with
blinds half-raised, with thick carpets everywhere,
baize on cvery door, and a half-awake silence in
all the chambers, as if stealthy feet were accus-
tomed to cross the floors, and forms not good to
be seen were used to muflle themselves in the
shadows of the sad-colourcd langings at the
approuch of anything human. This was the
fault of my father, who liad an exaggerated
horror of noise and giare, though we shall be
obliged to hear Elspic on this subject.

My father was a stern man, rough in his man-
ner, and despising alt demoastrations of fecling.
He lived through his mill ; he ate and drink for
his mill; he slept and often denied himself sleep
for his mill. Hebad married an heiress to bring
capital to hismill. Nothing had any iuterest for
him that did not in some way bear upon his
business. He was little at home except in the
evenings, when he pored over little books with
long list of figures in them. It was because of
these little books thac he liked bis roofng so hush-
cd. He bad hardly ever Lisure tosmile over the
edges of the pages at his daughter,

1 fear I am speaking severcly of my 1ather, and
I desire to deal very gently with his memory.
I have since those days knelt at his death-bed,
and seen into his heart, which was then asealed
book to me. But at that time he had never
shown much tenderness for me. He did not
understand girls, and he had not much patience
with them. Iis one son, my broth>r Dick, had
failed him at the mili and turned soldier , and
besides the cffects of this disappointment, I be-
lieve his heart was kept sore by the memory of
my mother, who, gentlans she was, could never,
I think, have suited him ag a wife.

But now we must hear Elspie, not speaking
aloud, but ia whispers to herself, which were
overheard by me, Mattie, her nurshing. She
said that my father had been barsh to his wife,
whom she, Elspic, bad loved and served, bad
quarrelled with her gentle ways and neglected
her. She muttered to herself, now in her vld
age, of how she liad gone down on her knees to
her young mistress in deys gone by, and prayed
her not to marry Seth Gordon, for © ill would
come of it.” Aund the ill had comec. A lonely
life, & broken heart, an carls grave ,« and now,”
whispered Elspic, with ber weird eyes gleaming
through tears under her shaggy ihite brows,
 9- unquiet spirit,” that would not be kept in
heaven, but would come pattering with wist-
ful feet down the Mill-house stairs, weeping
tLe Mill-house chambers, bending at m:idnight
over the bedside of the Wluved danghter, while
that dauglter sobbed fur sympathy in her sleep,
aod the old woman, groaning to hear her, knelt
praying with uplifted hands in her bed that the
sorrowful spirit would trust the child to her and
take its rest.

Of these things Elspic muttered to herself as
she went hobbling about the Mill-house in her
clean white mob-cap and ancient gown of Chi-
nese-patterncd print, or sat knitting in the nar-
row small-paned window of the dim room that
bad Leen my narsery. The housemaid dubbed
her ¢ ow],” and the cook called ber * witch
and there were manjy besides these who said that,
if the Nill-hvuse were baanted, .t was all Elspic's
doing.

I bave no very clear idea of what my own
character was when I ceased to be a cluld, but
I know that I was always cither crushed with
gloom and despondency, or walking on tiptoe in
a state of unreasonablg cestasy. I believe I
was n musiog, indolent girl, with cccentric
fancies and much passionate fecling. I bhad a
crasing fur joy, with a supesstitious belicf that
I should never be allowed to do more than
just taste it, and rcturn to the bitters appointed
for me. Yct the tastes that I got were so sweet
that I was always sccking for them., In the
robust Langer of my youth] was constantly

custing about for little morsels, which I devour-
ed out of doors as birds feed on berries. Auny
unfinished tit-bit was left upon the lintel when
1 roturned across tho thresheld of my home, 1
used to fancy that the outsido of the Mill-bouse
door was white, aud the inside black; but it
wos painted all the snme.  Very little gavo me
pangs of delight—the pleasant purriag noise
from the beetling-house, the splashing of the
mill-wheels, the humming of the bees, and the
smell of the roses in the high old garden. But
there was an ever-rising Jump familinr to my
throat. As to my person, I was a good height
and womanly for my years. I cannot attempt
to describo my face, for I believe that in those
days it was as variable as my mind, I waspale
when gloomy, and rosy when glad, My eyes
were dark, and also my hair, which curled crisp
and soft when I was well, but fell limp when I
was sick. % What ails you, child 77 Miss Pollard
would say; ‘ your lair is as straight as my
apron-string ”

I was my futher's only child, now that my
brother was dead, Dick had been a good deal
older than I, and very little with me except
during the holidays of his school years. Those
holidays had been the white bits of my life. 1
had given as much love to this one as most
people ha-a to divide amongst many, T. ob-
tain him any trifling good I would have sat up
a whole night upon the ghostly Mill-house stairs,
though that might have cost me my life through
fear In such absced ways do children mea-
sure the limits of their devotion, knowing nothing
of the red-hot ploughshares preparing to sear
the feet of their constancy through life. Dick's
face, far out in the world, bad shone on me from
a happy distance. Some time to _come my life
would be happier through bim. When the wind
made a mournful sough in the copper-beech, it
. grumbled because he was away; when the sun
shone, it shone on him somewhere. I wept with
sore jealousy when he wrote me about one beau-
tiful Lylvia who had taken the first place in his
heart, and had promised to be his wife. But be
came to see me and coaxed me out of my sad-
ness, and I wrote her by him with promises of
love. Soon after that his regiment was ordered
to the Crimea, and he was killed. In *ho an-
guish of my grief, I could be glad tbat I bad
opened my heart to Sylvia, Of her I shall have
much to say further on, but at this stage of my
story I knew little concerning her, I learned
that her father died soon after my brother, leav-
ing her quite unprovided for. I bad her address,
and knew that she carned ber bread 8s com-
panion’to a noble lady. But I am forgetting that
I purposed to begin this bistory by telling how T
got engaged to Luke Elphinstoue.

CHATTER 1I.

* Mattic " said Elspio on one well-rcmem-
bered February night in the beginning of my year
“ come in out of the cauld an’ bidei' the nursery.
Your mither's been watkia® these twa nights.
Don't you be sittin’ right in ber foot-pad.”

1 was sitting on the siairs watching the cloch
on the landing. The hunds were creeping near
midnight, and I was sorcly umcasy for my
father, who bad gone over to the mills after
dinner, and had not yet returned. Again and
again I had gonoc to my own room to spy
through the pane across the dark river, and
between the gloomy trees, at tho light sull
burning in his private counting-house.  One by
one the lights in tho workpcople's cottages had
twinkled and disappearcd, and tholaadscape was
all black, the rain descending unscen into the
invisible river.

1bad long guessed that affdirs had been going
wrong at the mills, but not until that morning
bad I koown that inevitable ruin hung over the
firm of Gordon aod Elphinstone. My father
ha for the first time in his life tsken me into hus
confidence, te}ling me that I must prepare to look
poverty bravely in tho face. In another day oz
two, at furtheat, the smash of the Streamstown
Mills must be known all over the kingdom. My
father's agony had been terrible to bebold. This
was not the downfall of & mill only , it was the
destruction of an idol to which a life had been

sacrificed. I had drawn nearer to father in ho
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trouble than I had over done before. 1 had al-
ways yearned to him with a natural love, and
one wag absent now whom, justly or unjustly, I
had always blamed for keeping us apart,

“ Whero is Luke Elplinstone 77 I said to my
fathor that morning, for the junior partner had
been absent for three weeks, I hopo ho will
not leave you to bear the brunt of this alone.”

My futher looked at me hastily, as if [ had
hit on & thought of his own, but ho shecked me
sternly,

* Were ho here,” he said, « he is ns powerless
as I, and cowardico could only do him harm.
Suoh conduct would not be like him.” «

I thought within myself that it would be like
bim, but I did not say auothier word.

The house had been as silent as a tomb all
duy. T bad strayed through the dull sad rooms
and wondered what might lie before me. After
dark I sat on tho staircase, shunning the big
rooms below.  Elspio bad come out of my nur-
sery, whero she lived, and coaxed me to come t.
lier, as I have written down, but I was not afraid
of my mother that night. At this crisis [ could
bave borne tomeet her wandering spirit face to
face, It was always before trouble befel us that
her step was beard ; “ut I was nincteen years of
age now, and I bad got used to the shudows of
Mill bouse,

Isat thinking upon the stairs. I uought
of all the friends who had ever cowme and
gone about the old house, of my dear Dick,
and of Sylvia, who lbad promised to come
aud visit me in the summer, but whom the
Mill-house would never now receive again I
thought of Mra. Hattereick, my mother's friend.
She had lived at Eldergowan in my mothers
Lifctime, bad come between my parents in their
sad disagreements, and had nursed my mother
w ber last illness. ] thought of Mark Hatte-
raick, her sonm, the tall soldier lad who had
tossed me in his arms, and called me his little
wife. Those two last friends were far away in
a distant country now, but they haunted my
mother’s rooms to my fancy.

So there was a pang at thought of quitting
the old house. I pictured myself and my fathor
walking hand in hand outof the iron gates over
the burn, with only Elspie in our wake, Lnke
Elphinstone going by a different road. A great
sigh of satisfaction swelied my heart as I
assured myself that he should have to go one
way, and we another. This is what I fel* for
tnm that night.

I sat thinking on the stairs till it struck
twelve, and I got terrible fears about my father
ail alono with his trouble in the gloom of the
deserted mills. I remersbered that men have
done sad things in their extremity, that the
dack river flowed by the counting-house win-
dow, .and that the coming shame was more
itter than death to my father. To lighten my
thoughts I wont down and laid out a tempting
littlo supper 1in the dining-room. { made the
lamp bright, I heaped wood on thoe fire, I tugged
the ugly curtamns across the window where the
wind was battering and the rain splashing.
With one o‘clock all my dreadful thoughts came
back, I got so wild with fear that { left the
bouse at last and got as far in the dark as the
wooden bridge that led across to tho mills,
when I heard my fatber's laugh blowing to-
wards me. I was back in timo to open the
dvor to his knock, Two came in then. Luke
Eiphinstone had returned.

We threo sat down to supper, my father at
tho head of the table, and Luke and I facing
one another. My father was in bigh spirits,
the farrows were smoothed from his forchead,
bis faco was flushed, ho talked and laughed a
great deal, Luko also had an air of suppressed
jubilation about mm. He ate and drank well,
speaking little, But I did not mind bim much,
for my father was talking to me, piliag my
plato with food 1 could not cat, and fillicg wmy
glass with wine. It was so new to me to be
the object of such atientions from him that I
felt overpowered by confusion and delight, I
thought he had remombered my poor little
cfforts to comfort bim, and we wero going to be
fnends at last. God bless tho day, even if
poverty and rum camo with it! I laughed and
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chattered and sipped my wine, and spoke quite
kindly to Luke Elphinstone, to whom I bhad
often boen hard in my thoughts. [ had accused
him of coming between mo and my father, and
widcning tho breach that bad abways divided
us, I slipped my chair round closer to my
father.  We wero both on one sido of the table
now, and Luko was at the other. I tatked over
quite kindly at Luko.

Next day I learned what was the secret of
my father's change of mood. When Luke El-
phinstono had walked into the counting-house
that night, where my father sat alone in his
misery, conte-pplating the ruin that was coming
upon him, ho had been tho bearen of won-
derful tidings. IHe, Luke; bad inherited a for-
tune, the bulk of which [ never cleacly knew, but
which was large even in my father's eyes. He
had received notice of this three weeks before,
when he had left the Mill-house for o run up to
London. He had kept the affair o secret till he
had actually become master of his newly acquir-
cd wealth, In his absence, matters had come to
a crisis at the mills, and now he had returned
just in time to save the credit of the firm, and
with offers to my father to sink a large amount
of capital in the business—upons one condition.
Iu what words my father was made acquainted
with that condition J do not know. How it
was mado known to me [ am going to do my
best to relate. .

Looking back now, it is hard to find a motive
for Luke Elphinstone strong enough to explain
his conduct at this time, He wust have known
that I had s suspicion of his suit, and that I had
dono all in 1y power to cheex :t. What he
proposed to gain for mmself by a victory over
tho will of an insignificant girl, with neither
much beauty, much wit, nor any dowry, who had
hitherto spent her life in 1oneliness and obscuri-
ty, I cannot attempt to guess. From my own
experience I will state here that no contempt
can equal that which & woman feels for a man
who forces himself upon her when be knows
that she has conceived a dislike to bim. And I
did dislike Luke Elphinstone, It was not that
be was ugly; on the contrary, be had a well-
made figure, fine curly black hair, snd a smooth
pale complexion, which gave alook of refincment
to his face. There wero many who called bim
handsome. But his feature yere too sharp, and
keen, and there was a narcowness about ins
forchead, and a furtive look in his eyes, the ex-
pression of qualities in his character which had
always repelled me.  There was a cruel deter-
mipation about him when bhis will was crossed
i little things, and a wavering hesitation when
important steps were to bo taken ; and these two
points in his charactes scemed to be ahways un-
der my eyes those days.

Not one day did Luke Elphinstone luse in.
making known what his stipulatiun had beca to
me. The next morning after that important
vight T rose early, and with great content of
heart went out to the orchard to pick up the fal-
len apples. A network of sunshine was wisped
about the old trees, the rive was leaping like
& river of gold at the foot of wue hill; abovo the
sycamorea that ‘ined it the smoko went up from
the chimpeya of the mill. Tho hum from the
distant beetling-house mado pleasant song in
my ears; tho bell rang out, tho workpeoplo
flocked home to their cottages for breakfast,
and Luke Elphinstone came over the wooden
Jbridge.

Ho cspied me in the orchard, and came to join
me. I felt so amiable towards cvery one that I
was prepared to give him a friendly good mor-
row ; but something in his face, as ho approach-
ed, gave me a sudden apprehension of what was
coming, and I began walking quickly towards
tho house. Ho begged me to stay o littlo,
bad something very iwmportant to say to
me. He took my hand and drew it through
his arm, and began to pour out a great deal
that Ido not care to remember, a greatdeal that
startled me with mo a paioful surprise. I was
gricved and shocked that ho should fecl as he
did. 1 lost my presence of mind in my dismay,
and, while striving for words to soften the pain
I was about to give, I had not my answer ready

at the proper moment, Perhaps this gave him

o held my hand whick T was
ad pressed o diamond ring

encouragement.
deawing away,
upon my finge=.

“ Accept it, darling,” he said, #as an earnost
of my love, and wear it as a togken of your pro-
mise to become my wife,”

“ Oh no, no, no!” I snid, trying to pull it
‘off; 1 have not accepted your love, I have
not promised to be your wife. I cannot do
cither, nor wear your ring.”

My hand was swelled with the cold | the ring
was tight, and would not move. low long it
remaincd on my finger, and how at Jast it was
removed, sball be seen  Luke Elphiustono
stood by and smiled at my fierco endeavours
to get it off.  That smile took all the pity out of
my heart,

“ Tako it as an omen, Mattic,” he said ; ¢ it
will not come away. You cannot get rid of me.
What must be, must.”

There spoke the true Luke. ‘ Must?" I
repeated, drawing myself up and eyeing him
with defiance, and then turned on my heel and
walked away, bolding my bejewelled hand out
at arm’s length, «s if I were just waiting for the
convenience of a hatchet to striko it off. How
I fuwed over it all that day, while Elspio tried
her utmost skill to remove the ring!

“ And where wad you find a brawer man?”
said Elspic. * Bairn, bairn, ye have been ower
hasty. Do not throw tho love o' & kind bheart
ower yer shouther. Ye'll gicet for 1t all yer life.”

“ [t may bo that I am born to greet all my
Life, Elspie,” smd I, o sudden presentiment of
trouble bringing a rush of tears to my eycs,
“ but I'll never greet for Luke Eiphinstone.”

But that evening, when my father was sleep-
ing 10 tho dimong-room, and [ was sittng alono
n the firelight m the drawing-room, nursing
1oy inflamed finger, and frotting over the stub-
born ring, Luke Elphinstone came 11, and began
his irksome love-making again. Ho spoke
smootkly and ypleadingly.

1 have suddecl!y become a rick man,
Mattie,” be said, “ or clse 1t might havoe been
many years before I could have spoken to you
in this way. 1 cannot enjoy my riches unless
I share them wiath you. If you goon refusing
me gvery day for & year, | am determined not to
take your denial.”

I tricd to keep my temper, and to parley with
him patiently.

« \What do you sce mmme?” gaid 1. “Iam
poor, I am no beauty, I am stupid cnough, I am
not even good tempered, and I do not like you.
You will casily find a wife who will bring you
atl the quahties I do not possess, and who will
be thankful for your love and your riches.”

He smiled at this speech, and said, ¢ I think
you beautiful and clever; I like your temper; I
hate wealth enough for both of us, and I intend
to make you love me.”

« More likely you will make me bate you,’ I
said, fired by tho complacence of bis manaer.
This angered him, and he began to talk 1 n dit-
ferent steain. A flush roso on ins face, and his
eyes grew uncasy. With many furtive glances
from me to the fire, and from the fire to me, he
contrived to convey o me, 1 o long speech,
which I would not remember if I could, the his-
tury of that conditwn wheh be had mado with
oy father.

When be nad donge, 1 got up quickiy and went
stiught into tho dining-room, where my father
was sleeping in his chair.

« Pather I” I said, shaking bim gently, 151t
true what Luke Elplunstone says, that you bave
sold me to him for your mills?’

My father satup, starcd at me, and recollected.
s cye fell before amne.

«Do not put things in soch unyicasant
words,” said he. * Luke gas turned out a mil-
lionnire. Any sensible girl would beglad to got
bim."

« I am not glad,” sad I,
smd what is not the truth.”

« ] have promiscd that you sball marry
hiw.”

« Bat. father, I cannot do i, smd I. And
then & great storm of anger broko over my
head.  Io the mudst of st I heard Luke Elphic-
stone leave the house, and I called him a coward

« tell me that he has



160

in my heart,  Such scenes as these had frighten-
cd my mother to death. It was like a titinder-
storm, or anything clse that is awful ; but 1
outhved it. [ was so strong in my own des-
peration that 1 hardly seemed to mind it, After
it was over, 1 got up to leave the room, and 1
said wildly

“Itis ot far to the viver, T will gev up in
the might, when you are asleep, und drown toy-
welf cooner than marry Luke Elphinstone.',

Tt was the first time I had ever defied him,
and my father was amnzed.  He called me back,
and trembling and giddy, and bardly knowing
what I did, T went and stood besude him, 1
think he thought me capable of dommg what 1
had threatened.  He looked in my face, and his
voee brohe when he tned to speak to me, He
Fowed his grey head in afthction and supplicated
me to save his name, his occnpation, his houour,
tiefore the world,  Luke Elplinstone would be
a good husband, he said, and what was a girl’s
whim i a lover to the rum thatwould fall upon
his old age? THe wrought my soul to grief
witlin me, brought down my spirit, hroke my
heart, I wept, and at last my arms were about
his neck, and [ was promising to ¢ do what 1
conld,” sobbing that 1 woulc “ think about it.”
And so it came that I was conqured.

“ Eh, lass,” said Elspie, ¢ but the heart’s a
wilfu’ thing"”  And she put me to bed like a
baby, and crooned me to sleep with her favourite
ballad. ¢ The Mitherless Bairn "

The next day 1 was ill, I had caught afever
which was hanging about the neighbourhood.
I had delirivus dreams, in which I seemed o
live lung hfetimes, and from which 1 wakened
quite meek.  GSlspie kept by my side, and 1
knew that Luke and my futher were coming
Lack and forward to my deor all the time. 1
tried to be thapkful that my Life was precious.
Lying there in a hushed room, with Elspiemum-
bling prayers and scraps of wisdom by my head,
1 had very pitiful thoughts abput the world.
Life was very shurt, and the other world very
easy to be reached, and it did not matter much
huw or where we accomphshed our few years.
I did not want to get well quickly; but the
strength would come back. Luke carried me
down-stairs the first time, and I tried not to
shrink from him. They tended me and petted
me, thuse two men, and 1 passively agreed to
all they smd and did.  Luke showed in his best
light, and I thought 1 could better endure ins
guud wiil than endless quarrelling and resistance.
My likingsand dislikings were flattened to much
the same level |, the hot side of my nature was
quenched , my euthusiasm had gone out hike
sparks. 1f I had kept in my sound hiealth, I be-
lieve I shuuld bave held out to the end, as |
fell sick, I gave way. It scemed that tinngs had
iaken a shape asf I were willing to do what
was desired of me. 1 was but balf alive at that
tme, and I.drifted into compliance. But I
msisted on getting a year—a whole year—at
least, daring which to grow accustomed to tho
iden of becoming a wife. Of all that was to
full outin that year I ha. very httle thought.
But that was huw I got engaged to Luke
Elphinstone.

The immovable ring remained on my finger.
The first night 1 wore 1t with my own conscnt,
1 went up to my room dull and weary. What
follows I never told to any one before. A figure
was sitting by my fireside, wrapped 1n shimmer-
g whte, crowned with flowers like a bride,
the head lowered on the hands in the attitude
of weeping. Elspie only heard my scream, and
found me 1nsensible on the floor, 1 had hegtd
my mother's step, but never had she visited me
before. It did not need her visit now to make
mw: Leart sink at thought of the promise I had
given. But Elspic and I kept tlus matter to
ourselves,

The next event in my life was the arrival of
the Hatternicks at Eldergowan, afteran absonce
of many years. Mrs. Hatteraick bad lived in
Italy, with two little orpban nieees, whilst her
son was serving abroad. Now, Major Mark was
off duty upon furlough, and they all came
home in the early summer. I went to Elder-
gowan, and the world changed
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I went to Eldergowan, and the world changed.
This was how it happened,

Orchards had bloomed out, and early roses
had blossomed. I was standing ou the steps
outside the Mill-hwouse door; Luke Elphiustone
was in London on business, and my father was
at the mill ; the door was open, the house within
quict m its undisturbed shadows. A track of
sunshine went up the sairs, and I could bear
Elspie crooning abovo.

1 turned my fice 160 the old 1ron gato over the
burn, aud saw o strange lady ahghtmg from a
carriago and moving towards me.  She was tall
and stately, and all dressed 1 black saun, on
ber head « quilted hood tied with peach-coloured
ribbons, falhng back and showing her cup of
rich pomt lace. Her hair was silver.grey, with
still a soft wave on the brow, though she must
have been sixty years old ; her face, though
wrninkled, was delicately fair, and a bloom arose
on her checks as she acknowledged weakuness
by a swile and a little shake of the head comng
up the steps. Never had I seen anythung so
trustable as the tenderness in those fuded eyes.

She soon made herself known to me—DMrs.
Hatteraick, my mother’s friend, whose godchild
and namesake | was, My tears started to see
the meeting between her and Elspie,  The two
old women stood looking in one another’s faces,
aod I kuew they were gazing at scenes L twd
never witnessed, remembering words I had never
heard. They did not speak much of the past
wlich was opened up between them, A few
words and mournful shakes »f the head from
Elspie, an incomplete sentence spoken with con-
strained hps by my godmother, and then they
returned to me,

“ We have the sweetest early roseg in the
country,” said Mrs. Hatteraick, ¢ and tle most
plentiful supply [ have come for your father's
permission to take you with me, to fatten you
on strawberries and cream. You look fretted
and thin: you have grown too quickly You
were no taller than yorder gilliflower when I saw
you last.”

My father, who had a deep respect for Mrs.
Hatteraick, and had been very indulgent to mg
of late, easily gave his permission to my going
to Eldergowan, Luke was not thero to object,
and my godmother carried me off.

A long rambling avenue, scented with wild
orange-blossoms, o far-stretching golden lawn,
shelving into the flashed horizon, with knots of
trees casting stanting shadows towards us, far
down in a sleepy hollow a sedgy lake, and a
group of cows and milkmaids to be descried
through a ruddy haze ; a dark-red house, almost
brown with age, unfolding its many gables, and
wings, and chimneys, from which the smoke
arose in a curling, golden mist above & crowd
of stately chesnuts; « bay.window lying opén
to the west, and a brood of white pigeons sun-
ning themselves on the wide stone sill ;—this is
something like Eldergowan as I saw it first, on
a summer evening at sunset. I remember the
girls running out to mtet us; Polly, in her
white frock, plump and fair, like onc of the
pigeons that rode, scared at our approach, and
fluttered off in a long snow-wréath over our
heads; and Nell, with her longer skirts and
lnnghing cyes, Close upon their heels came
Uncle Mark, with the sun in his cyes, and his
dark.red whiskers in a flame, & tell, beaming,
somewhat lazy-looking geatlemab, of thirty-five
at least; ten years older thhn Like Elpbinstone,
but youbger-looking in the soft smilinng of his
blue ejes and the graciousness of his good-
patured month, And this was the soldier-lad
who bad tosstd me in his dyms and called me his
little wife.

All that night is associated with moonlight in
my memory. It pouréd into the dining-room,
gémming the oak carvings,and changing the pic-
tures of crusty old squires and their common-
place dames into saints and angels with aurioles
round their heads. I sat full in the midst of it,

saw Mark Hatteraick watching my face from his
vantage ground in the shadows with an intent
look, as if he were remembering, observing, or

feeling al' wripped up in a silver mantle, ang I’
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divining something regarding me.  Catching
my glance, ho smiled with the samo trustable
look that had drawn mo on tho first instant to
his mother. I believe he forgot my agéthnt
night, and thought he might assume towards me
the same uncle-like demeanour with which he
treated hig nicees. It was impossible that wmy
fisce should not cateh and repeat his smilo; aud
these kiudly signals being exchanged, we were
friends on the instant.

I sat up in bed that night and looked round
me in a fever of sled vless happiness. My room
was odd and pretty, sith pale green walls all
glistering with reflexions from the moonlight,
Burning with excitement and espectation, I folt
myself tapped in an atmosphere of purest cibn.
I dozed, and dreamed mysef a red-hot coul lying
in & cool green ficld, then waked and laughed
at the conceit, surveying again with delight my
couch-hedstead, with its dark carvings and red
silk quilt, my quaint swinging booksbelves, my
small pointed window over the garden, which
had shadows of ivy-wreaths printed on the
glass, und which framed the round moon, just
setting behind the bloomy tips of the silvered
fruit-trees.  Sorrow aud the Mill-house were
forgotien ; joy had already takeh possession of
me at Eldergowan.

The ne¢xt morning Polly stopped buttering the
muffins to exclaim at the beanty of my diamond
ring I drew my hand bastily from the table
where it had rested, and turned awiy to hide the
blush on my face.

¢ Your mother had some pretty jewels, Mat-
tie,” snid*Mrs Hatteraick, who was making the
tea I remember her diamond ring.”

So did I; but it lay in her jewel-case at
home. Haring thus passed over the opportunity
to tell my fricnds of my engagement, I never
sought for one again. They only knéw of Luke
Elphinstone as my fathe’s partner, and I coutd
not bring myself to enlighten them farthet con-
cerning him

Six summer weeks passed, during which my
heart took root at Eldergowan. 1 forgot that
I should have to tear it away, and when I re-
membered, 1 tried to forget again. I was doing
no harm, I told myself; I was siying my
prayers, weariug my ring: my year was my own,
to spend as I pleased. We had a4 gay, noisy
time, hungry rambles, merry meals umiversal
overflowing of milk and honey. 1 grew strong
and robust, and as full of bounding life as any
wild thing in the fields. They rmade fud the pct
of the house, and they spoiled the, calling me
pretty names, Nell asking her uncle to de-
scribe mie one day, He dubbed mie the ¢ fair and
happy milkmaid.” And at once I grew insuf-
ferably proud through his sticking this borrow-
ed plume in my bonnet. It may have been
owing to these itew garnishings that I forgot my
identity as I preséntly dig.

Soldier Mark was the head and front, pillar
and wdninstay, of the house of Hdtternick., It
was the fashion at Eldergotvan to count him a
hero. Every one, from Mrs Hattevaick down-
watd, paid bim worship, that sort of homage
which simple apyirécintive sohuls give imstinc-
tively to what i3 at once strong and soft, com.
manding and winsome. To big mother bo paid
@ tender deference, which réminded oné that be
bsd been a little child once, undér her control,
with Nell and Polly hé wus frolickéolio as a
schoolboy. Wonderful tales were whispered
of his exploits in war, and hissivord wag 16oked
on with a sort of superstitious ‘rbverence. Yet
it was casier to inhgine liim consoling « dying
comrade, or making merry after n victory, than
dealing death and anguish his to fellow=meh. So
I thought at least, till one day when I dverheard
hiftn swearing terrible in the stable.ytrd, and
peépad throngh & curtain of neacia-trees.”

The noonday sun was blazing on the pave-
ment, the monthly roses and wallflowers from
the Kitchen-garden flaunting ‘ovér the wall,a
shugRy white horse d-inking at the flowing
water-trough, and a group of men standing near
a bench where a little lad Ity mbaning. A
cigar was lying burning itself quietly away
upon tho stones undbscrved. I forgave Aajor
Hatteraick bis oaths, for the boy had been io-
jured by a kick from & savage groom ; but I saw
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that his rvrath could be fierce,  Of the men, gome
looked on in awe and somo in admiration as he
strode ubout the y¢ ., frightoning the pigeons
from their dovecoto on the gable, makiug tho
shaggy horgo snuff and gtare, and seattering the
clucking hens that were pecking about the pave-
nient.

An hour afterwards I met this most passion-
ate and compassionato soldier gauntering in the
garden, lazy and smoking, saying he was heated,
and asking me to talk and refresh him. So weo
sat in & shady nook, and talked after a fushion of
our own, of which I had learned the trick from
bun.  We had ench our enthusinsmg of different
kinds, which harmov sed well as contrasting
colours mix into tho most satisfuctory bues, We
were fond of bedeckisy common things with our
mingled tints, and o-day wo cexerted ourselves
as much as peoplo care to do on 2 hot afternoon
in & garden full of birds and flowers. A liquid
song, was gurgling down on our heads from a
blackbirl's hiding-place somewhero in the boughs
abcve tho high hedges hehind us, a luxurious
wilderness of'roses Iny befors our cyes and yel-
low plums hung within reach of our touch on
the mossy wall by our side. It was all very
sweot and good. I had some lace-work in my
fingers, but through deep contentmy hands lay
idle in my lap. I had come to bo so used to
these long talks with Mark Hatteraick that it
seemed the mobt natural thing in the world to
hear his voice going on at my side. I had ceased
to wonder af the pleasaut unembarrussed friend-
ship thdt bad sprung up betiwween us, though at
ficst it had surprised me much. Never bad I
been so intimate with any gentiemsn before, ex-
cept my fathor” or Luke; and, until the novelty
wore off, it had scemed the oddest thing in the
world to be sifting by the side of a man sund not
longing for something t6 happen which mustim-
mediately remdve him or me.

Mark Hatteraick hada book on his knees, and
sometimes, in the pauses of his talk, he would
read aloud passages which seemed but the trans-
lation of ali the sweet murmurs that were going
on aroung¢ us. At times like these I felt that
my own thoughts made new essays, and were
surprised to find that their ibberitance was much
wider than they had ever drecamed of: 1 felt
thut I was but an ignorpat thing, brought up in
a wilderness, boyoad which there was a fair
world in which I too might live. Listening to
the. travelled soldier, I heard the bells chime in
distant cathedrals, I saw the sun rise upon the
glaciers,

But that was the day and the hour when
sowething was said which made a cuange in me,
warning me that I had better have stayed in my
wilderness than come straying into campaigns
to whose velvet slopes my feet had no errand.
I cannot say what it was, Who would care to
hear repeated. the cbance changes of a trivial
conversation?  Something was gaid and some-
thing wag' looked which made the sun seem to
drop out of the sky, and the garden to heave up
and fling its flowers in my face. I did notknow
exactly what had been said, but I felt too well
what bad been looked. Polly came dancing up
the walk on the instant, and I hastily returned
with her izto the house.

I think I have said in the beginsing of this
history that I was not very wigo in my youth.
It was owing to my want of wisdom that I
did not that doy declare my engagement and go
liome to the Mill-house. I bad an instinctive
feeling that, my secret told, I should not bav
been: dotained at Eldergowan. I do not thin
it was wickedness; it was only weakuess an
blindness that made me decide on remsining.
After an hour of doubt and confusion, I per-
sudded myself that what had startled mo had
been only i my o%en imagination. Nothing lial
been said but what wasmeantin mere kindness.
Major Hatteraick was no fonder of me than he
need beo. . ' :.

Yet I must bave been conscious of .lurking
danger, forI sat on thé corner of my bed for
long after thut, rubbing up my diamond rin
with & little bitof my gown, and. trying to con-
vines oyself Jogically that Luke Elphinstone
was o worthier man tharn Mark Hatteraick.
Now, when I came tp think of it, there was no-
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thing commendable about Mark, except his smile’
which certainly did ono good, his sympathetic
good natiire, and his eloquence when ko choso to
talk, Asfur as talking weut, he had tho best
of it; for Luke had no sticring storics of defents
and victories, camps and watch-fires, 0 sot quict
blood leaping; and though ho was quite as
great a demolisher of othor determinations, he
did ngt nal you to tus wish liko Luke, but bhad
a pleasant trick of mixing your will up with his
till you did not know your own when you saw
it. But, comingso fur as this in my reckoning,
1 found that the balance was getting all on tho
wrong side, and I hiad to begin ugain, Luke
did not smoke 30 many cigars; he was not so
inconvenicently tall; he had a better nose by rule
than Mark Hatteraick ; and wben he swore, it
was quietly between his teoth.

After this I wore o little likeness of Luke as
a safoguard, and overy day I studied it, having
first adjusted the rose-colored spectacles, through
which I intended to behold it. In this way I
left myself not the shadow of a doubt that Luke’s
dark keen cyes and fine pale features were a
much better sight than any tawny beard or any
lml&hing cyes; aud T need not be at all afraid
of this soldicr off duty in the maguificent good
humour of bis simmer holiday. Sol told myself
every day in the Sunshine of iny chamber at Elder-
gowan, with flowers in my Lreast, and the birds
all singing aroundme. 1 said it so often, thatl
found myself too wise to require its so irequent
repetition, [ left off examining Luke's like-
ness.

Mrs. Hatteraick had a slight illness through
which I narsed her; and in her convalescent
chamber I drew somehow nearer to Mark,
through her medium, I think; for I know she
loved me well, Sitting at his feet by her chair,
something went very fur wrong within me. I
seemed to let gosome staff with which T had
walked pretty straight till now. My life’s boat,
sailing down a summer river, got into a glamour
of light that hindered my sceing ; and 1 drifted
on in golden dismay. Somo agony mingled with
the sweetness of my unthinking existonce, I
forgot that I was Luke's promised wifo; but he
camo to remind me of it.

It was one hot evening when we were all
gathered together under an awning on thebroad
steps wm front of the houge, Mrs. Hatteraick’s
invalid chairin the midst of our gronp, Nell
had her arms round my waist, and Polly was
on her uncle’s kaeo, Nothing could be more
snug and good than that hour; nothing could
be more iusanely joyous tn.a I was, AtPolly’s
request, Uncle Mark told us the story of a-battle.
He grew very grave, as he always did before
speaking of suclr matters. He starcd, smoking,
awhile at the distanco of orange horizon and
purpled wood; and then alight came iato hig
eye like the gleam of 2 swo.t, and he began to
talk. Presently we held our brsath, for we were
in tho tick of the afiray, and otr attention was
centred on one solitary figure in which my.ex-
aited fancy discerned my brother Dick, Lifo was
particularly sweet to this young eoldier; the
thought of home was tugging at his heart-
strings, His eyc was on thé foe, but it saw also
the anguished faco of his already widowed love;
his ear was open to the word of .command, but
it heard also weoping farcwells and blessings.
How shall I describe this story, which mpde us
all 8ad? Everything sweet in the world was
striving to dim his steady glance, and make &
coward of him while he led on bis band to a for-
lorn hope nad death in the moment of victory.,
Ab, well! ko was cut down. The shout of
triumph was spstched from.his lips. Then came
the dying injunctions to the fricad, tho moaning
mes3hges to her, and to her, ané to him, the
strpggle for resiguation, and again tho pitiful
yearning for the loved faces, tho sad groping in
tho datk for the touch of hands never % be
grasped again, © - )

Ob tho lapdscape faded away, the warm
clouds, the rich greenerice, tho slespy lake, nag

& | the sun ghone poly on s red fiold of blood, and

ny dying brother Dick. I slipped from Nell's
cmbrace, and hid myself i wy room. When
had I wept before? The tears [ shed then
washed the golden dust out of my eyes that had
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blinded mo all theso weoks past, and I saw my-
self ag I was, untrue in my heart to Luko
Elphinstone. Much unusual joy had turned my
brain ; o little natural grief had restored me to
my senses.

Great fear gave me courage, and I felt quitn
strong when 1 returned slowly down the stairs.
Tho sun was shining through the oriel window
on the wido low landing above the hall, and
many colours were wandering blissfully about
tbis nook, which was a sort of a lingering place
for idle feet at all hours of the day. Many an
important question had been decided here, and
many a couversation held, ono gossip leaning
against the carved corner of the banister, aud
another sitting on tho lowest step ot the upper
stair.  Here was Mark Hattersick now, waiting
for me,

“1 did aot mean to bo cruel, Mattie,” hesaid ;
‘it is such a common story.”

Aly courage shook under the fervent contrition
in hig eyes. My heavy hand lay in bis clasp. 1
could gee, from I stood the hall and the oven
door framing adittle bit of lawn and golden sky.
While I stood s0, even as Mark Hatteraick’s
fingers were closing round mine, a figure ap-
peared upon the threshold below, nnd JLuke
Fl];ll:instone's fuce came between me and the
ight.

Ho had driven over from the Mill-house with
a commission from my father to fetch me home.
It was all quite natural and right, and he brought
uews whick ought to have given me pleasure.
Sylvia had arrived at last; my dead brother’s
abmost widow had come to pay her long-promised
visit to her alwost sister.

I was completely sobered. I put on my bon-
net without & murmur, even to my own beart.
Mojor Hatteraick scagned the unwelcome mes-
seager coldly, and I shuaned i3 clouded oyes
as I said my hasty good-byc.

“ You will return, you wil return” they all
cried, hanging round me at the door, ¢ You
must return,” whispered Mark Hatterawck, vehe-
mently, as he crustied my aand 1 farewell; but
I said, +* No, no,” under my breaih as I drove
away with Luke.

(7o be continued.)

THE INNER WITNESS.

It need not therefore surprise us to observe
ow, in instances where every device snggeati-
ble by humaa ingenuity has faiied, sorca st en,
quiet appeal to conscience or to nature r.as re-
solved the most perplexing mystery. There are
cages within cvery one’s recollection in which
al] other means of arriving at the subtly hidden
truth were, almost to demonstration, exhausted.
All must remembor questions so encumbered
with conflicting testimony—so clothed with
deeper darkness through the craft of paid advo-
cacy-~that they had to be dismissed from earthly
tribunalg to abide the fiat of the Judge who
never errg, before whom the inner witness, so
mute, 8o reticent here, speaks out unbidden.

Whether tho machinecy of modern law, con-
structed, as it apparently is, with the view of
rendering a3 difficult as possible any appeal to
conscience, be wholly sound in principle, 1t does
not eater into our purpose to diseuss, It is -
posstble, however, not to admire the results such
appeals have produced ; and the drawing thesc,
or some of them, wto juxtaposition with the
issues of modera inquiry, may bo ncither unin-
tepesting ntor uninstructive.

At the head of these may bo placed, (taking
them 1 their order of time) the threo great
examples—too fumiliar to need more than men-
tion—~the judgment of Solomon, that of Danicl
(not to be confoanded with the prophet) in the
case of Susanpab, ahd that of the  Saviour in
regard to the woman taken in sdultery. This
was tho crownipg instance. It needed more
than man to avert from & criminal thus convict-
ed her menited doom, Hecalled the “inacer wit-
ness? to hor 3id ; and, as she went forth—it is
to be.hoped; indeed,  td sin no more ~one fecls

SIMPLICITY and sublimity go hand in hand.
h

that tho calm sorrowfu} majesty of that forgive-
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ness must have been more heart-piercing than
the severest sentence of the law,

Aualugueus tu sucliappeals are those addressed
to anvthier deeply rovted sentument—the sense of
shame, A wise self-knowledge prompied the

warkibe Spartans tv substitute tur city walls and

Lulwarks, the anns and courage of their auzens,
Cowardice, in that age one of the worst of
crimes, was visited with a pumshment sceningly
slight, 1 reality terrible, It was pronounced
degrading to seek alliance with one who had
proved reercant. Ifo was compelled to wear
garments of a varticular huc; lus beard was
shaven vn one aude only , and any one mecting
him in a public path was at liberty to strike him,
without suflering returt in act or word.

After Leuctra, where the Spartans were de-
feated Ly the Thebans, under Epaminondas, o
curivus difficulty arose. So large a rart of the
Spartan force had parucipated 1n a disgraceful
fight, that the Ephori—those noble upright
magistrates who held with an equal hand the
balance between kingly power and popular it-
besty—were at a loss how to deal with so vast
a budy of offenders. In their perplexity they
referred the matter to Agesilas, who decreed for
the integrity of the law, but added that 1t should
be regarded as having ¢ slept ¥ on the day of
Leuctra, to awake with renewed vigour and vi-
gilance on themorrow! By thisclever “dodge”
the law was vindicated and the self-respect of
the twenty thousund runaways presceved,

Zeleucus, the Locrian, secwms to have hcen
another student of human nature. He enacted
that an adulterer should louso buti eyes. Among
the first tronsgressors was Insown son. Zeleucus
condemned him, but requested and obtained per-
mission to save one of his son’s eyes at tho cost
of onc of his own. What adultcrous Locrian,
after that, could look in his judge's disfigured
face and scek remission?

It was Zeleucus who ordained that any one
who proposed to change a law should appear
with a rope round lis neck, prepared to be
strangled where he stood, in the cvent of his
amendment not being carried. The revival of
this ancient custom would lend a sensational
interest to the legal debates of our own time,

Some of the decrecs of Zeleucus, though wise,
were mild, not to say jocose. We have called
hin & close student of human nature, and he
certainly had unexpected ways ofarriving at its
inper sanctuarics. Ris citizcas—the ladies es-
pecialiy—were beconung too luxurious, He
was urged to follow the example of neighbour-
ing states, and cxact penalties against excessive
show. These, he saw, bad not always answered
their end, Fines and confiscations might be
defied, because they carried with them no cle-
ment of shame. He adopted a different course.
He decreed that no woman of condition should
appear in public with moro than one attendant,
unless she was drunk. That shie shonld not quit
the city at night, unless for the purpose of keep-
ing a secret assignation. That she should wear
no gold spangles nor embroidery upon ber gar-
ments, unless it were her intention to lead an
aoandoned life. Following this principle, Henry
the Fourth of France issued an cdict limiting
the use of hair-nets to womea of shameless hife,
sguch? (it was added) *“ being below our legis-.
lative care.”

The Locrian dapdies of the day were forbid-
den to sport jewellery, or wear the costly stuffs
of Miletus, unless bound for some resort of vice
and infamy.

By the agency of these wise yet gentle laws
Zeleucus succeeded 1n establishing modesty for
licence, virtue for immorahty, suphcity for
luxury and the corrupt manners which varia-
bly follow in its train.

A curious cscape from o judicial difficulty
was that resortod to by the Arcopagus, to winch
regowned tribunal Dolabella, when pro-con.
sul of Asis, referred a question he found lum-
self unable to decide : A Smyrniote woman was
accused before um of the murder of her hus-
band, in revenge for the latter’s having slain a
son of hers by a former marriage. Here wasa
dilemma. He could not acquit & convicted
murderess, and yet sbrank from condemning &
mother whom love for her offspring had betrayed

into crime. The laws allowed no mitigated
penaltios,  Ife sent the case to the Areopagus,
who, equally perplexed, tided over the dithiculty
by direcung the crimual to come up for judg-
ment in—one hundred yeprs, The Lwperor
Clandius, who was certmnly no Solomon, never-
theless pronounced o judgment which nught
bear a parallel with that of the wise king, A
motber who disavowed her sun wus cited by tho
latter before the mmperial seat.  The evidence
proved conflicting. Claudius cut the Gordian
knot by urdening the womanto marry the young

commplainaut. Tins unexpected degree awoko
the inner witness. The mothier confessed her
son.

Pcdro tho Cruel's judgment in the caso of a
tiler, is deserving of remembrance.  \Wiile pur-
suing lus calling on the roof of a lofty mansion,
the man lost ing balance, and, afier clinging
some agomsed moments to a stight protection,
let go lus bold, und fell into the street. Asfate
would have it, he dropped plump upon an indi-
vidual unluckier than himself, who was passing
at that izopportune moment, and was kitled on
the spot, the tler himself sustaining no serious
injury. The son of the man who was killed
comaenced a process against him who had fal-
len: and the case was brought before the king,
who decreed that the tiler should be absolved
from all demands. Leave, bowever, was re-
served for the plamntiff, if e pleased, to jump
from an clevation equal to that from which the
defendant had fallen; the latter being first plac-
cd below iu a convenient position to break the
other’s full, The proposal was dechined.

The story of Shylock and Antonia seems to
date from the age of Amurath the First, A
Turk len: & Christian trader one hundred crowas,
on the condition that if the debt were not paid
at o certain period the defaulter should forfeit
two ounces of flesh. This was in strict confor-
mity with the Turkish maxim, % Qui non solvit
in gere, solvat in cute;” which muy be briefly
rendered, © Money, or skin.” The debtor failed.
The Moslem Shylock stuck to bis bond. Amurath
decreed that ho might exact the penalty; but
with the understanding that, if he took an atom
more or jess than lus due, he should suffer in a
similar manner. No vexatious stipulations were
made, as at Venice, about the * blood.”

Clarles the Fifth appealed successfully to the
inner testimony, ia the case of two ladies of qual-
ity, who, after much disputing, applicd to the
kiag as to which should take precedence of the
other.

& The sillier,” decided his majesty.

The judgments of the Duke d'Ussuna might
have suggested to Cervantes the never-to-be-
forgotten decisions of Sancho Panga, during his
brief but brilliant rule at Baratara: OQOn the
occasion of o grand féte, the duke went on
board onc of the galleys, with the humane pur-
pose of releasing a prisoner, in honour of the
day. Approaching the first beach, to whichsis
of the unfortunate comvicts were chained, he
questioned the nearest es to his crime. The
man demurely replied that he was entirely inno-
cent of crime, but found his consolation in the
reflection that the Almighty dispenser of events
supplied bhim w1th the palicnce bis case required.
Number Two declared that the machinations of
his personal cnemies alone had brought him to
the oar. Number Threo took a mere legal ob-
jection. He bad not enjoyed the full formality
of a trial. Number Four's case was particularly
bard. The lord of his village had corrupted his
wife, and, to get nd of him, suborned falso tes-
timony. XNumber Five had beer accused of
theft.  Of that, however, he was completely in-
nocent, and, were the whole village (that of
‘Somma) fortunately present, they would prove
it 1 the most triumphar tmanner. Number Six,
who bad enjoyed the opportunity of obscrving
that none of thesc littlo explanations bad en-
tirely satisfied the duke, adopted a differcnt
course. * Your excellency,” he replied, # I am
from Naples. Itisalarge city; but, upon my
faith, I do not believe its wallsenclosed a great-
er rascal thani. Justico has dealt lcniently
with such & wretch, in condemning him only to
the grllags” The duke smiled. “Take this
gcuunasel instantly from the bench,” he said.
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¢ e iscnough to corrupt a whole gallery of
such innocent men as thoso beside bim! Give
him ten c;owus to buy some clothes; and see,
you rascal,” he added, ¢that you reform your
ways, Asfor these other worthy but unfortu-
nate gentlemen, they will, I am sure, roturn mo
their thanks for ridding them of a fellow who
might have corrupted cven them,”

‘The rumour of this incident spread rapdly in
convict circles, and when, two days later, the
duko paid a similar visit to another gallery, and
addressed his nccustomed questions to the crew,
tho amount of self-accusation was perfectly ap-
palling! Not a man bat, by his own account,
merited cither tho glbbet or the wheel. The
duke was moved, a3 well Lo might be, by their
terriblo revolations, ‘It is strange,” he said,
# to find so many souls capable of suck diaboli-
cal wickedness! Their punishment is the only
publi¢ safety, To release these threo hundred
miscreants were to turn loose in the ripe corn-
fields as many foxes, with fircbrands at their
tnils, Give overy man of them a heavier chain,”
One alone made answer. He was an apostate
monk. ¢ The fetters of a convent,” he remarked,
“ were more galling than those of the galleys.

¢ Striko off this fellow’s chain,” said the duke.
#Send him back to the slavery he finds the
worst.”

This duke wag a humorist. An old merchiant
of Naples, named Morelli, who had realised a
splendid fortune, formed a resolalion never, on
any occasion, 10 lose sight of the walls of the
city that bad witnessed his growing prosperity
He wasa man of great fixity of purpose, and,
fully content with his means, was beyond the
reach of temptation; nevertheless, the duke set
himself tho task of overcoming this fancy.
With profound knowledge of human nature, he
sent Morelli an edict from the king, forbid&ing
him, under the penalty of a thousand crowas
ever to cross the frontierof the kingdom. Morelli
laughed heartily at an order that chimed har-
moniously with his own inclination. The joke
was nof less realised by his friends, and many
were the pleasant allusions to the superfluous
severity of the duke, Somchow, these jests at
length lost their raciness, Morelli ceased tosmile,
and found bimself perpetually recurring to con-
jecture! What could possibly be the object of
the government in placing this singular restraint
upon the movements of a peaceful and loyal
citizen? A thousand ideas haunted his mind
He began to lose sleep and health, and, in place
of these, came a morbid desiro to do the very
thing that had been go strangely probibited. He
gave it way. Sending & thousand crowns to
the duke, Morelli threw himself into his carriage,
and travelled into the Papal States. He re-
mained but one night, and then returned to
Naples. Informed of his return, the duke sent
fivo hundred crowng to the public hospital, and
remitted the other half of the penalty to Morellj,
with the words, * Nitimur in vetitum " (% Oppo-
sition augments desive”); adding, that tho five
hundred crowns had sufficed to teach the public
how to deal with & madman.

The records of French law present us with
the following remarkable case: A worker in
tapestry sought to recoverfrom a lady a certain
sam for goods supplied. He was his own law.
yer, and availed himself of the opportunity to
make a speech of such unnecessary length, that
the fair defendant, out of all patience, broke in

% Gentlemen, permit me to explain the matter
in two words, This porson undertook, for the
sum named, to supply me with a piece of Flemish
tapestry—comprising several figures, well de-
signed—one, especially being as handsome—as
cngaging—as~whom. ghall I say ?2—as M. le
Président! Instead of that, he delivers me a
work displaying a group of creatures of almost
diabolical bideousness—the principal an exact
portrait of himself!”

That plaintiff was nonsuited.

Thero is no safe reliance upon the discretion
of our ‘t inner witness,” He will blurt out the
trath at the most unseasonable times,

Bertrand Solas, a wealthy Spaniard resident
at Naples, was accustomed to # take his walks
abroad” clad in very gorgeous apparel, On
onc of these occasions be wae run against by a
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porter, carrying a huge bundle of firowood, a
portion of which caught and -ore hissilken robe.
In afurious rage, ho carrird his complaint to
tho viceroy himself. Tho latter kunew that it
was tho invariable custom with porters to call
out to any approaching passenger, ‘¢ Gare'
Anglicd, * By your leave! and iyquired it he
had given tho usual warning?  Solas replied in
thonegative, ¢ Then I will punish bim severely,”
snid the viceroy.

The porter was apprehiended, but was warned
by tho viceroy's orders, that, whatover questions
might bo addressed to him, he was to remain per-
fectly mute. Tho case was then heard—the
prisoner only responded by signs. ¢ What pen-
aity,” asked the judge, turning to Solas, “can [
possibly inflict on this wretched dumb fellow 7

¢ He is trifling with your excellency,” said the
hot Spaniard. “He is no more dumb than I am.
[ heard him shout out ¢ GareV”

#® Al—you did? Then why didu't you take
his warning? You will pay him ten crowns for
his loss of time.”

Can a child have two fathers? An actof the
Paris parllament has decreed that it can !

A French officer of good fawily, Monsicur
Navré, passing through Provence, fell violently
in love with o beautiful youog lady, at whose
mother’s house ho paid a bitief visit,  On bis ro-
turn, somo weeks afterwards, he made his pro-
posals, was accepted,and, the marriage being in
due course celebrated, the couple commenced
their domestic career with tho prospects of a
happiness, too soon interrupted by the outbreak
of war. Monsieur Naveé rejoined bis regiment,
and, at the battle of Saragossa, where he fought
like a paladin of old, wag left stretched among
heaps of deud.

Il news, which travels apace, was not long
in informing Madame Navré that she was a wi-
dow. Mourning becamo her well, and the spec-
tacle of so much loveliness in tears proved too
much for a gallant young officer, Captain Pa-
gache, who, with national impetuosity, laid seige
to the beautiful fortress without delay, Within
A twelvemonth it capitulated. But a certificate
of her late husband's death was vequired before
the second espousals could take place, This was
unhesitatingly supplied by tho officers of Navré's
regiment and tho ceremony wag performed.

On the day succeeding the event, the young
couple (it was not then the fashion to take
refuge in obscure country corners) gave a grand
fancy ball. Among the guests, appeared an in-
dividual of stately presence, but wearing tho
habit of a Provengal peasant. who made him-
self noticeable in the gay throng by his bold
and lively bearing, and evident intimate ac-
quaintance with most of those present. Mo was
masked, however, and concealed his incognito
to perfection, He danced~—danced supe.bly—
with the bride. With the bluntness of his as-
sumed character, he did not scruple to jest with
the bridegroom on bis short but successful suit,
or with the lady on the charming facility with
which she had yielded thercto ; and so ingenious
were his sallics, that the laugh of his wit-loving
countrymen was invariably on his side.

Lato at night, the Provengal peasant contriv-
ed to draw the bride's motger apart from the
crowd, and, unmasking, displayed the well-re-
membered features of Navré! He told her that,
being found still breathing on the ficld of Sara-
gossa by a humane German officer, the latter
had him borne to his own quarters, where, after
months of suffering that peryetually threatened
death, hio was at length restored to both mental
and bodily health. Monsicur Navré concluded
his little narrative with the cxpression of his
strong disinclination to create any unnecessary
disturhance. The matter was simplo enough.
Here he was, ready to resume the position and
rights he had never vacated. All that remained,
was, to consult the feelings of the unwidowed
bride as much as might be.

That lady bad fortunately « heart that accom-
modated itself readily to any chance of circum-
stances. She received back ber lost husband
with pleasere; upon the whole, indecd she pre-
ferred him 1o the other. ‘That gentleman, being
summoned to the family council, and made ac-
quainted with the unexpected turn of events,

was disposed to bo restive. In vain was it
pounted out to him that the Inw was likely to
entertain views dissimilar to his own, and that
opposition could only result in injury to his
foolings, which it was the intenso desire of all
concerned to treat with tue highest amount of
consideration consistent with his immediate ab-
dication of his usurped narital rights. The
gallant oflicer made an obutinate defence, and
was only overcomo at last by a bou-mot of his
rival, so well timed, sv happy, that, despito
himself, ho was compelled to join in the merri-
ment it excited.  After this, all went smoothly.
The very ball continued with oven greater spirit
than beforo ; for the news of what had occurred,
spread with lightning speed, and gave point
and zest to tho general enjoyment,

Unhappily this was not the end. Whether
urged by somo after-thought, or incited by il
advice, cannot bo known; but Pigache, on the
following day, meeting Navré in the public
street, commenced an altercation which termi-
nated in a duel on the spot. Both were mor-
tally wounded. Navré survived his antagonist
only threo days.

Madame Navré, now really a widow, in dus
time gave birth to a son. With this young
stranger, arose the question to whom the pater-
nity should be assigned. Upon this delicate
subject medicinc and law exhausted their science
in vain. After much expenge and litigation, an
appear was made to parliament. Pacliamant
got ou. of the difficulty by decreeing that the
boy shoutd bear the names Of both the contend-
ing sires, and receive the unmited inheritance.
Who can deny, after this, that a child may have
two legal fathers, and find it much to his advan-
tage ?

THE LIVELY JENNY.

—

HEN, after a long and proper probation,
I was fairly sot up and warried to my
Fanny-—a fine bold girl thatliked me, I believe,
a3 much a3 I liked her—we sensibly agreed that,
instead of setting up housekeeping—furniture
and such inconveniences—iwe should suit oursol-
ves with a house that was infinitely more to our
taste. Fanny had been born and bred on the north-
west coast of Ircland, beside the breakers of the
Atlantic. She was a handsome clever creature,
with a clagsical and reflective face—a born sailor,
whom it was pleasant, when our dainty guests
were growing green and uncomfortable, to sce
sitting on the deck, with rising colour, welcoming
the stiff breezes.

I bad done a-goo. deal in coast-sailing, and
was to have been put inwe %e navy (but wasn't,
which is a long story), so, instead of going
through the anxicties of selecting & new and
plastery house, with furniture that was to prove
prematurely infirm and crippled, we read the one
thought in cach other’s eyes—a yacht! It was
spring. Such a thing was soon “ picked up.”
It was a nautical friend living near Leamiogton
that * looked out” for the yacht for us—a man
of large experience and with an eye for a % good
cut of o thing.” After a time he “ picked up”
our little craft—the very thing for us,and a dead
bargain besides—a tight handy little schooner,
a good sea-bont that shook the waves from her
like a spirited horse, casily ha' lled, thirty tons,
roomy below, airy, large for taat tonnage, and
huilt of mahogany. She cost us only three
hundred pounds, was reckoned a dead bargain,
and was celled The Lively Jenny. It was a joyful
morning when we learned that she was lying in
Kingstown harbour, having come in at midright.
The news was brought in by tho new skipper
himself, whom I and Fauny went down to the
parlour to mecet as if he were an ambassador,
which he was, from Tho Lively Joany.

Now, if we were to bave a treasupe inour yacht,
wo were to have o far more important one in our
skipper. He had been picked ap alsg—by the
sheerest good luck. Our nautical friend had
written in the most extravagant terms of his
merits. Ho had known Clarke from & boy.a
finer sailor nover stepped a deck, a3 steady as o
rock, sober as a judge, as moral as an apostle,
T have an interest in the man,” he wrote, ¢ as

[ knoy aul about him and what bo has gouo
through. I luok on this as & much greater picce
of luck thau lighting on The Tively Jenny."

And this paragon was now in tho parlour!
We almost folt, Fanny and I, that wo wero scar-
cely virtuous company cnough for him. There
he was now, and we started. Clarke was a manof
about thirty, good-looking and sailor like—that
i3, would have been good-looking but fur a very
disagreeablo long inflamed scar that ran slanting
from his forchead over his oyo to his ar. [t was
raw and unpleasant altogether. He had a cold
steady meagured way of talking, and, as hospoke,
looked out cautiously at us with the eye that
was under the sear. But there could be no mistake
about his testimonials, and he was, on tho best
authority, a treasuro, Fanny did not relish his
look at all. Sho much preferred Dan, a young
‘ salt” from her own wild coast, who was ¢ off
the estate,” and who was to bo our other sailor,
[t was about him that Clarko first spoke.

T brought over & very steady man,” ho said,
“ that T have known myselffor years, and can be
depended on, A man with some religion in him,
which,” ho added, smiling—a not very pleasant
smile—* is not usual amoug us sailors. I could
go on excellently with him.”

“ Ob, we have got Dan,” said Fanny. # Wo
could not do without Danl”

“ Of course it i3 with you, ma'am, but it is
tight to tell you this Dan came off to us last
night wnen we had moored, and I could see
plainly he had been drinking."”

Fanny colourcd up. # You must bave mistaken.
We all know Dan from a child. He never was
d-unk in his lif.. Wo can't havo any onc else.”

Clarke bowed. Then we gave him all sorts of
dircections, and let him go,

T don’t liko that man at all, for all his good
character,” said Fanay, wisely. ¢ And then to go
and slander poor Dan 1?

“ I don't relish him extravagantly,” I said,
doubtfully , “but character, my dear, s eversthing
aboard ship.”

« Aboard ship,” said she, laughisg.
sounds charming!”

We were to sail iu two days, and certainly we
almost at once found the merits of our skipper,
for by his quiet forethought and measured cnergy
he did wonders—got in stores, the yacht fitted,
and what not,

* You sece, my dear,” I said,  those are the
sterling qualitics that pass show, Dan is a little
t00 impulsire, and not half so practical.” A word
now about Dan,

Dan was a sort of foster-brother of Fanny's,
that used to row her on the'Atlantic,  no less,”
fit up daring little skiffs, with sails and all com-
plete, to make a bold voyage across ta.a distant
island. Ho was a handsome, strong, bold, dashing
young fellow, only one-and-twenty, and could
swim like a fish, He always called her ¢ Miss
Faony,” though corrected againand again. Tho
only mystery was that of the * drink,” which
puzzled us, for we had never even heard a suspi-
cion of such a thing. Fanny shook ber head.

¢ I could explain it,” she said.

“ Ab!” said I, ¢ you don’t know, dear. These
sea towns—young fellows fall into temptations.”

Wo were to go on a coasting cruise. First to
Falmouth, then Cowes, and finally on to Cher-
bourg , leave the yacht under shelter of the famous
breakwater (“ she will be very snug there,” we
both said, speaking of her cozily, as if she wero
a baby), and we ourselves would run up to Paris.
We could not bave too jmuch of the sea. Two
sailors only and a boy, and myself, as good as
another, and Fanny very ncarly——she only want~
ed streogth—as good as a fourth, Early at six
o'clock on & fine morning we went down by that
pleasant little strip of sea-coast railway that
winds like a ribbon from Dublin to Kingstown,
found a fresh breeze, a bluesea, and The Lively
Jenny fluttering her sails impatieptly, as if thoy
were the lacos and lappets of her cap.  Wo took
up our moorings in a moment, and flew out
steadily 1o sca.

We were in great delight with our new
‘*house.” She sailed charming, lay over on
ber 8ide in {ho true yacht attitude, and raade the
water hiss a3 she shot through it. We wero as
compact, as saug, and even elegant as could be

“ That
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conceved.  Below were two charmiug little
reoms, perfect boudoirs, one « little saloon for
dining. It was full of * lockers” aad pigeon-
holes for keeping all sorts of things ; and it was
with particular delight that we discovered, as
you went down-stairs, a sort of sliding panel on
cach sude, which unclosed and discovered a large
shelf, known to the men as * the <ail-room,” only
think ' but which, ou an emergency, could be
turned into an elegant and commodious sleoping
avartment,  Dinner on the swing-table was the
mos! charming of meals, nnd full of slippery ex-
citement,

On the worning of the second day, v hen there
was not much of a breeze, 1 noticed our skipper
scated on the “after” portion of the bowsprit,
reading. It was Fanny ealled my attention to
this, Dan was walking up and down contemp-
tuously  From curiosity, I went up to sce what
hook it was, and found it to be The Confessions
of B B. Rudge, Esq., with some of his Letters,

“ Why, who ¢n earth is Rudge?” I asked.

Clarke stood up respectfuily.

¢ Rudge, sir,” smd be, “ was 8 common fire-
man on an engine, who took to dnuking and
was reclaimed,  He tells the whole story there;
and afterwards he became not only an apostle of
temperance, but a minister, preaching and win-
ning souls to Christ.”

% Oh, that's what he was,” T said, T am afraid
with marked disgust in my face ; for that sort of
thing is well enough ashore, but doesu’t fit handy
on n sailor. I came and told Fauny,

“ Canting creawre,” snid Fanny.

I observed too, that Dan and he had very little
conversation,

That mght, about eleven, was a lovely moon-
light night., Fanuy bad just gone down. I went
« forard"—not forward—towards the % fo'castle,”
not furecastle, ng the vulgarities and land-lubbers
sy, I talked with Clarke about the course ; we
then fell oftf to other things, und I saw what a
goud sailor lie was. He told me more abuut
B. B. Rndge and himself.

# He did a great deal for me, sir, that
man,” he gaid, ©* You wouldn'thave taken me, sir,
if you bud seen me as Mr. Rudge first saw me.”

I was amused at this notion , fur asit was, qfter
Mr. Rudge had seen him, I was very near not
taking him ) ¢ You can little, conceive sir, what
a wreteh I was.  Drunken, depraved, abaudoned
i every sense. It wagina vile drunken quarrel
¥ got this, sir,” and he pointed to bis ugly sear,
“ [t near'y killed me, and I'lay for weeks be-
tween life and death; until that good and gra-
cious man came and raised me up.”

¢« Of course you mean in the spittual sense,”
I said, with a sort of sneer.

& Quite right, sir,” he said, calmly. ¢ And [ owe
to him more than to my father.” Then besmd.
“ This was his last voyage that he would make,
thanks to his own exertions,”

“ And to B. B. Rudge ?”

# Yes, sir, Infact, he wishes m~ to join his
ministry ; and after this voyage there is a young
girl who bas grace, at Falmouth, where we are
now gomng, who would be content to take ler
lot with 1ae)”

“ I3 she a brand plucked, too 7' 1 could not
help asking. But he gave a look of reproach
which the scarmade savage.“I amouly joking,”
I said, hastily.

“ ] am sure sheisa very good girl, and gil
that.”

Faony, whenI reported this conversation, was
in g little rage.

“ What an old bypocrite! I am go sorry we
sbipped him.”

“ Canting, whining creature,” I said ; ¢ poor
Dan will have a fine time of it.”

e got to Falmouth, aud went ashore. But the
wind suddenly fell, and it luoked as if there was
tobe a change in the weather, We determined
to run up to London, which we did, We there
met pleasant friends, who insisted on doing us,
&c.,and so a very pleasant week went by in
next to no time. Then we went down to our
craft, and found the drum up, It was oniya
stiff breeze, so we determined to put out to sea
at once. But there was a great change in our
skipper. Dan was on board, riotous with spirits,
singing and whistling; Clagke wus ashore.

!
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When he came, we hoth noticed a great altera-

tion. His composed serenity was gone, He was
doggedly moody, and his eyes glared, He did
not speak to Dan, who told us that they hed
had a quarrel ashore, Both Fanny and [ remark-
ed this, and I noticed Clarke following Dan
with lowering brow and dark suspicious cyes,
as he walked past him on the deck, Tho evening
was very fine, the drum was down, and we pro-
mised oursclves a charming voyage to Gherbourg,
onr destination, and then hey for Paris!

Before wo started, Fanny had got it all out of
Dan There was a younyg woman in the case—in
fact, the yonung woman at Falmouth, n nice,
frcs‘n, gay girl, not at all # seriouy,” though our
fricnd wished to make her so.

1 ud have been a pity, marm,” said Dan,
“to have handed the likes of her over (o psalm
singing for the rest of her life. And faix 1
just talked to her a little quietly, quietly, and
put the comethur on her, orshe putit on herself,
but at the ¢nd she gave the cowld shouldher to
my frind Johnny Calvin there ! Sorry a hand or
part I had in it wittin’ly marm, or knowinly.”

% You did quite right, Dan," said my Fanny,
with enthusiasm,

I wason deck when Clarke came to me.

“ Don't go for a duy or two yet, sir,” he said,
gloomily. ¢ Tuke my advice ; thereis bad wenther
coming on?

% It don't look much like it,” T said, pleasant-
1y.
Y I know these things, sir,” he said. ¢ There'll
be a storm beforo morning.”

“ Ah, what areeye talking of! said Dan,
laughing. ¢ Don’t be humbuggin' the masther.”
There was o twinkle in bis eye as he spoke.
“ D'ye want another sight at little Susan ??

The ferocious look the other gave him shocked
me and Fanny, Isaw the reason now. * We go
to-mght,” I said, firmly ; ¢¢ get up the moorings.”

We got out to sea. The night was very fine.
It cawe to ten, eleven, and midmight. Then Fanny
went down,

t Well, Clarke,” [said, ¥ whatd’ye say now ?
—or have you forgotten Susan by this time 2”

There was another black look of ferocity, and
his eyes wandering to Dan, who was at the
forccastle—* fo'castle.” I mean—looking out,
daucing Trom one foot to the other, and winstling
St. Patrick's Day.

‘¢ He will have to account tu Heaven for what
he has dou:. She was a good girl, and would
bave made me a good wife, and worked to save
souls with me. Now she willbe lost and go after
vanity. God forgive him.”

“in short, not plucked from the burning;
now, look here, Clarke; I wmust speak to you
seriously. In the first place, T must ask you to
drop that jargon of yours, which isall very well
in i3 way and on shore, but here you know--in
short, it don’t fit & British scaman.”

I should have thought, sir, with the dangers
of the seas, and the heavens, and the tempests
overhead, that a scaman bad more nced of it
than eny one. 'Why, who knows how much we
shall want of prayer before the night 13 done and
thisfrail plank—e—e?

“QOh, come,” I said, 1 don't pay my sailors
to preach to me, Of coarse, I don’t object to
prayer and piety. It depends on the sincerity,
ny friend. You see, I hate cant. Now, I have
observed that your heart is full.of animosity to
that young man there. I sce it in your really
ferocious looks.”

“I dare say, sir,” he said, humbly ; % and it
is what I do fecl at moments when the Lord
withdraws his stren_h. T bave naturally a vile,
wicked temper, full of the most frightful pas-
sions. ButI wrestle with it, thank the Lord.
I forgive b*m; that is, I try toforgive him. And
Istruggle ithmy own vile nature. Ina day
1 shall bave all subdued, and look on dimas a
brother in sin, though he has done wmie & cruel
injury—ah, yes, sir, a cruel injury. Do you see
that cloud there, sir?  There is something com-
ing. We bad bettor get all tight,”

I walked away and went to te’'l Fanny, who
was reading in the little cabin tv o swinging
lamp. “ A regular Heep,” I said. ‘A Urish
of the first water. He has been ¢swaddling’
on & tub there for the last quarter of an hour?

{May I

Fanny said, gravely, “I wish we were rid of
him. Iam sure ho i8 & dangerous man, and
may do somo mischief.”

“Itell you what, Fan," 1 snid, seriously, «1
think g0 too, and when wo got to Cherbourg,
[ shall just speak quietly to him, and look out
fur another hand, and send him home, Ian”

But now, almost ag we were speaking, a gale
had urisen, and our little bark, without notice of
any kind, had given a sort of vindictive ¢ ghy,”
asif she wanted to ¢ throw" her riders. For a
second tuo sea had becomo hike a mass of black
molten jron, and wag rolling in huge waves. In
another momant wo were rughing through the
waters with a stiff hissing sound, and every spar
and sail cracked and ‘clattered.  The sky had
grown black also, It seemed as if a thunder-
bolt was to come oun us,

Clarke came tomo. - We can stand under
but littlo canvas,” bo said. ¢ The worst bas not
come as yet. Wo shall bave the hand of the
Almighty strang upon us to-night,”

It grew darker and darker, gnd the storm in-
creased.  Our boat v-as recling and tumbling,
lurching violently, as if she wauted to go dos
head-foremost, then rocking and rolling from
side to side, as if ghe wished to dash our sides
in. Fanny's face appeared above the com-
panion-ladder a littlo anxious; but still perhaps
enjoying the gale. Sho recollected her own
native coast.

¢ This is not the worst,” said Clarke, coming
to me again; “not for an hour yet. There will
be sad work to night on the ocean. All the
better for mea who bave clear consciences, and
have done no wrong to their fellows;” and by a
fiash of lightuing 1 saw cne of his vindictive
glances flash also towards Dan, That young
fellow had been doing wonders—climbing to sot
free tue sail which had got fixed, hanging on
like a cat, being here, thete, and everywhere,
wakiog everything ¢ 'tight.”

* He gives usno jargon,” Isaid to Faany,
who, like a brave girl, was up on deck, “but
cons,iders doing his duty the best way of pray-
ing.

But #“ Heep” was right, Tho worst had not
come. Crack! There wert & spar and safl,
blown through as if it had been so much paper.
Great sens came pouring in upon deck; yet
Fanony would not go below, though it was next
to impossible to keep one's feet securoly. At
times our bows were hatf under water, It was
an awful night. Suddenly we saw, through the
darkuess, a faint red light and two other lights,

“A steamer,” said {Clarke  “ Wo must only
keep by her. It will be sumeic ag, and, unless
this is a strong boat———>

I was very near gotting out some of my
Shakespeare in a most indignant burst, and
saying to him, *Ont uponye, yo owis! Nothing
but songs of death!” but restrained mygelf. At
that moment snap went our jib, with an ex-
plosion like that of a small cannon, 'The two
men ran forward to “ clear away.” Thore was
a great lurch, a half cry from Fanny, who was
standing half down on the stairs. [ rgn toher.

“QOh1” she said, inanagony. ¢ Did you see ?
Quick-—quick! Save him! That wretch! [
saw him doit! Qb, podr, poor Dan—-"

I knew at once what she meant, and rushed
to the bows, where I met Olarke coming to me.
I could not see his faco, '

«Oh! he said, in & low thick voice. ¢ He
is gone—gone overboard, poor wretch—and
with all his sins on his head”

I could not speak for a second.

¢ Put the vessel about—quick” [gaid, «1

shall save him.”
U Save him!” said he, almost contemptuously.
“That is beyond us. The Almighty may do
something for him. Why, do you Xnow how
far behind tho poor wreteh is now ? I suppose
three miles '

“Pdt her about!” I said, furiously. ¢ This
is too infamous 1” -

% Yéu will sink usi” the villain said. «If
Ivc tl’u:rn a hair's Hreadth from this conrse, we are
ost o

“Put her about!” I said. And tho boy at
the belm did so. But Clarke was right; for, as
her head camo round, a tremendous ses came
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tumbling over her with the force of a dischnarge
of stones from a mountain, There wns a sound
hke a smash, I thought wo were “gono” at
that moment ; und for a moment more our little
Loat was quite stunued, Ste recovered hersolf
slowly. We found our bulwarks a heap of laths.
Urinh was right.  We saw it would not do.
Poor Dant

“Go af," T said to bim sternly, but in a voico
that tremnbled.

He did s0 calmly. Fanny and I held a hurried
consultation,  Of comrse, now, nothing could be
dono until the storm abated, i€ it wus to abato
for us, Wo could not do without such help a8
he could give us. So, until we reached Cher-
bourg, if we ever did reach it, wo should dis-
sembic, This was the only thing to bo done;
though Fauny was for no such temporising.

“[ cannct look or speak to the wretch.
think that we are shut up here with ge——"

She covered ber fuce,

I went to bim. “ What do you think aow?”
I eaid, forcing my%elf to speak calmly,

 Another hour,” he spid, ¢ if wo pull through
that, there might be a chango. That poor
wrotch,” he went on, “what a judgment! I
kuew 1 might leavo my case to the Lord, Yet
poor Dau, my heart bleeds for him, and I dore-
pent—" He stopped. ¢ 1Wo should leave our
case in the bands of Him who rules the storm.
There! I declare, there is a break yonder!”

To

That long and dreadful night at last cameo to
an end, Morning broke at'lnst. But though
the storm broke at last, the wind had not gone
down; .arough the whole day we bad to gohe-
fore it, and were blown an steadily. Clarke
was, it must be said, admirablo in regulating
our vessel, Indeed, we owed our safety to his
skill. But Fanny, in the daylight, noy kept
below. She conld not bear to look upon him,
It made her shudder to speak of him. {Ve beat
abost the whole day, and towards evenipg the
wind bagyn to fal], thBu{ih the waves remained
very high; and then fve taw land, and a little
port with arms Stretohinig out, as if made of
basket-work., Clarke ~ame to me,

« Dieppo, siry” he said, ¢ Wo shall be all safe
ashoro in half an hour. Aund lot -aur {irst thing
be to think of thanksgiving to the Alwighty,
who has literally and truly plucked usthis pight
from the jaws of death I”

I was confounded at ths ruffian's coolness.
« Aud poqr Dav/” [ said, with my eye onm him,
“wh t had be done.that he should not share
in this benefit ¥’

“Ah, gir? be said, “thoge arc the unscen
wysterjies. Poor Dan! thopgh he injured me,
from my soull forgive him. 1doindeed.” And
he turned up the whites qf his eyep to bheaven,
with a look of pigty thpt was eally appalling.

« As for gaing ashore, I said, * ¢hat shall b
scen. You stay in the boat. ¥You mustp’t stir.
These aro my orders, and I shall be obeyed ;"
and I touched a revaiver thatl had placed in
my belt. “lam prepared, you sge, to enforce
what I wish,” .

“ With gll'my beart,” he said, without the
leagt gurprise, and walked ferwards very care-
lessly.

Here was the wiskor-work pier at laat, with
the grept mariner’s crucifix looking out to ses,
and spme women in oaps and red petticoats,
With what delight wo saw land agnin! Vo got
within the wicker-work pier, came round a
corner, and saw the littlo town. There we drop-
ped aychor.  As walked up the wot nnd bat-
tered' decks (our poor Jjttlp clegant craft was
now all beaten, broised, maimod, hnd draggjed),
my eye fcll on a black rag lying in a pool of
water. 1 picked it up; it Wwag & black silk
handkerchief, now & mere ribbon, It was torn.
1put it gaygtj\l\ﬂy by. Poor Dan! Ho bad made
astruggle - st uny ate, it would bo some éyi-
dence.”” TR i

Thege was a boat coming out to us with {he
custom-housp people abosrd.” So Fanny, fresh
and as brilliant asif she had not passed throngh
such a night, called out to me. In’ nnother
moment she gave a cry. “Logkt look!” she
said. A deeppr voico nearcer spid devoutly,
“ God! God be praised!” Idid look, and I
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declare if there was not our brave fellow Yan
standing up w the boat, waving a new guzed
I're~ch hat!

I had leaped on board in a moment,
¢ Where's Clarko?” he cried.

I cought hold of bim. * Restrain yourselt,”
[ sanid, * Justice wili—"

Hoe caught Clarke by both hands, which he
sho . again and again. * You did your best
for me, indced you did; and if that stupid
bandkerchief had only held, you'd huve got me
aboard again! You very nigh did it.  Ah, sir!
He was nigh Killed himself,  And do you kuow,
Clarke, I was thinkin’ all the time, when the
wather was pouring in gallons into my mounth,
thut I had not done so well by you as to de-
sarve it.”

We listened, wondering. He then told us
how he had struggled with the waves, and ¢ had
the life all but bate out of ham.” Wheu he was
driven up against the steamer wo had near us
he had just strength to givo a cry, and they bad
got him on boatd with infinite difficulty.

Ioust say Fanny and I were alittle ashamed.
However, we had not committed ourscelves in
any way, except so far as wmy proceedings with
the revolver, which must have scemeod a litlle
curious. But wo made it up to bim in many
ways, and Dan madoe it up to hiju in his own
way ; for he never went back to Fulmouth again,
and in a very short time Dan's residence thepe
and its effects were quite forgotten, and wmatters
came back to the old happy footing. In short,
all ended well #nd happily, and for many years
e aud Dan sailed with us ip that well-known,
tight, and excetlent sea-boat, The Lively Jeany.
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BOUND VOLUMES.
Covers for bindiug the third volume of the
READER arc now ready, and may be optained
from the publisher, ‘so, the first, sccond and
third volumes, bound 1 an elogant and uniform
style. Subsgribers who did not receive the index
1o the second volume of the ReapsR, £an now be
supplied upon application to the Pablisher.

THE REPUBLICAN THEQRY.

T is not a little siog .Jar that during & period
of transition like the present, when their
mstitutions are seffering 30 many joits and
hitches, the Americans are as eager as ever to
gain proselytes to their system, The struggles
through which they have been passing for six
years, and from which they are not yet emerged,
fail to teach them the diffidence and‘,le:mimy
ugunlly attendant upon danger and misfor-
tune. Four years of internccine war, waged
with a reckless disregard of human life, brought
them face to face with difficulties still more
formidable. Their quohdem foes, though de-
feated, remained sullen and digcontented; an
enormous debt hung over them to cripple snd
impoverish the respurces of the people, and ygt
what was the first step taken by the rujers? It

was to show the utter fallacy of their constitu-'

tional theory by initiating a styuggle belween
the two branches of the governiicnt, which
could c¢nly end in paralyzing the one or the
other. Tho ¢xecntive has succumbed, and is
powerless ; and at the present tifhe it,s evident
that the whole power of the state, executive and
legislative, is a3 completely in the h(\ndcs of Con-
gress os it once was in thogo of tHd” Natiqnal

Gonvention of France. , We do not venfurn to:

say with which party rigut 1ay-—wo aro dlspozc‘d!
. think both were muach In the wrqng; one
thing is certain—the executive posver is npot,
merely temporarily, but permagently, ‘disabled. |
And yet, in spite of this pnlpable defect ia a
systemt which admits of such a dead-lock in the

government, our neighbours are still yauntiog:
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the absolute perfection of their institutions, and
calling upon Canada, British Golumbis, Mexico,
and even Irelant, to adopt them.

Moreover, their lust for territory has in no
wise abated. They havo obtained Russian
America from tho Pular Bear; their next ebject
15110 induce Britan to altow the eridian line
of the Mississippi to bo rn no~hward 80 as to
give then British Columbia.  fr, Boward is-in-
triguing with the Mexican factins for Lower
Cahfornin, aud possibly Sonoia a.? Ohihuahua,
as a reward for his distinguished exertions
ngainst Maxnmlian, A West India island
(Cuba or Jamaica preferred), an island in the
sEgean or Levant, and one 1 the Pacific, are
also objects of desire to tho Secretary, Any
little bit of territory, it mattera little what oc
where, would be welcome; for dll are fish that
enter the Americat net.

Not content with suffering the miseries of
civil war in their own land, they desire to stir
up in‘estiue strifo. aggravated by antipathied of
race and religiou, under the auspices of Fe-
nianism, in another. Add to all this the finan-
cial cmbarrassments, commercial as well as
national, now so inmninent as to be discernible
by the feoblest pre-vision, and we caunot but
wonder that Americang should attempt to coax
Canada to cast her lot with theits,

It is almost impossible to buagine a palitical
frame-work better adapted thou ours to fuvour
tho progress of & new country, or cirguwnstances
more fuvoutable for the development of itz re-
gources. With perfbct freedom for individual en-
terprizo, responsible government assuxes us both
immunity from oppression and complete security
to hfo and the possesion of property. Eusering
on a rew phase in bur career, without waterially
altering our institutions, we bave the satisfac-
tion of geeing that under the ladsez-faire policy
of Eagland, we may bo loyal and contented, aud
yet tree and uncontroiled. Desiring to under-
take a great public work, we are enabled, by
the guaraniceing of the mother country, to ob-
tain ndoncy at & rate which would make Mr.
McCulloch jump for joy. We rhjoy greater
liberty than our neighbours, without the turbu-
lence’of their democracy ; our taxation f3 light,
and our resqurces ineximustible ; and if we can-
not advance under confederate regfine, woshowd
certainly ba nnable to do so with a mill-store of
debt about our necks, with ignorance dominant
at our polliig-places, and wmediocrity anf cor-
ruption in the pigh-places of government,

Phe objections of Canadians to poliveal com-
munion-vith the United Stdtes, though they have
been ¢onfirmed by the events ‘of the last six
years, hdd their arigint:long before in the ju-
superablo dislike they entetiain %o the Republi-
can theory of government. John Stuart Mill, in
his Polit:cal Economy, says:—* In same coun-
tries' the desireg of the people - for not.being
tyrannized over; butin others itismerely foran
equal chance to everybody of tytanuizing.,” The
former i3 the case with Oanada, as she has
proved on many dccasions; of the latter, the
United States is a striki~g oxample.. Hence
there is little chance of assimilation cither 'n
thought or feeling.

The failacy whicl lies at the root of the theory
is deduted from tna words of the Declaration of
Independence: ¢ All men are born free and
equal”  Now,.although this is frie in a vague
and general sense, it 13 undoubtedly false vhen
applied from the Republican point of view. Men
are not bora equal, citiler morally, socially, or
intellectually, and, no matfer under what form
of government they rrow ur, they never becume
so politically. Moresver, as to fights, *life,
liberty, and the purshit of happiness,” property
and others, they undoubtedly cxist, and itis the
Jusiness otI the daw to protect and secitre thicm;
but they aro not “ unalienable.” athérwise man
ought not under auy circumstantes to be de-
prived of them, Yaet there is not g single right
which is not taken away with general approba-
tion, under éertaih clrcumitance® The enjoy-
ment of them i3 contingetit upon maAn’s exer-
cising them without prejudice.to” others; schen
this condition is broken, they are and ouglit to
be aliepated. In taxgtion, army congeriptjon,

&c., a harmless.right is directly taken awpy.
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From the fanciful doctrne of equulity arises
that of umversal suftrage.  All men being
vqual, the foolish a3 well a3 the wise, the vicious
and igoorant as well as the virtuous and in-
structed, are equally entitled to take part in the
business of governing. Such a % national right”
18 utterly inadmissible ; individually & man may
do what he likes with his own, but it i3 a very
different thing to put him in a position of doing
us he will with what is hisncighbour’s. Touse
the words of Mill: ¢ In whatever way we define
or understand the idea of a right, no person can
have a right (except in the purely legal sense)
to power over others, every such power, which
hie is allowed to possess, is morally, in the fullest
seuse of the term, o trust.”  The creators of this
trust are the whole body politic, and those otly
who, by intelligence and probity, prove their
fituess, should be admutted into the clectornl
body.

In Canada wc bave uo love fur hereditary
claims for distinction, or for that meaner aristo-
cracy of wealth so dear to Americans, but we
do not desire to be swullowed up in 2 whirlpool
of ignorance, corruption and vice. We aro
devotedly attached to popular institutions, but
we hate ocblocracy. * Wherever virtuo and
wisdom, actual or presumptive, are found,” says
Burke, ¢ they bave, in whatever condition, pro-
fession or trade, the passport of heaven to human
place and power.” But we fail to see how wis-
dom and virtue can prevail in councils of a
nation, in whose constituent body the most de-
graded and unintelligent bear undisputed sway.
Wisdom may cry in the streets or adwmonish
from the study, but no man will regard it who
desires n majority at the polls. In the United
States it is notorious that the ablest and most
valuable men have long since ceased to cnter
the arena of politics ; there is no place for them.
The shallow and degigning, the noisy and cor-
rupt, usurp their places, and the people are at
once flattered and deceived.

The result is foolish and reckless legislation
the principal business is done in the lobbies, and
the votes of legislators are bought and sold.
The alleged corruption is so wide-spread, that
were it not but too well attested, it would be
incredible. This political peculation has a re.
fiex influence on social and commercial morality,
and tends to deprave the entire nation. Then
the elective judiciary is cqually distasteful to
Canadiang, chosen by partizans, and censurcd
or corrupted, /s many of its members notoriously
are, To this system] of demagogism must also
be charged the encouragement given to Fenian-
ism, the motions against the ncutrality laws,
and agniust this Confederation. Power and
pelf are the objects to be secured, and in the
race for them he would be a foolish man who
should run counter to the prejudices of hing
mob.

Let our neighbours cease to be surprised that
we prefer the mild rule of Uld England, and the
freedom we cnjoy, to their Republican institu-
tions. The working of the latter is at least of
this benefit to us—it teaches what a good system
of polity should be, but, like the lesson of the
parish prics, it is a purely negative one. An
Irishmsn overtaking his revercoec on the rond,
esked him to :xplain to bimn the natare of a
miracle. * \Walk on, then, forninst me, and Tl
think bow I can explain it to you,” sad the
pricst. Ths man walked o, aud the pricst went
behind bim and gave him a tremendous kick.
« Ugh,” roareC Pat, ¢ why did yrou do that?”
¢ Did yon feel it?" asked his reverence. ¢ To
be sure I did,” was the answer. “Well, then,
remember this it would have been a minacle, if
you had nol,” So our American ncighbours,
thoagh they fail to show us what good govern-
ment should be, give us a pretty good idea of
what it shonld oot. .

Tuxrs arc @any graceless preachers on grace
~—meny unchantable ones on chanty.

Sooxer scek to blend oil and water, or fire
and water, than love and wisdom.

Psxrooxyur.~It is no secret that the author
of the * Chronicles of the Schomberg-Cotta
Family " is Mrs. Carter. an English lady
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REVIEW.

A Sose op Itay By Algernon Chatles Swin-
burne.  Boston - Ticknor & Fields. 1867,

Mr. Swinburne's new poem is reproduced in an
extremely neat form by the Bostonn publishers.
The London Athenauin (of April ) thus speaks
of it: © After two or three perusals, a timid
reader may feel in this strange work a rush of
wind, may cateh in it a flash of fire, may hear in
it a roll and wash of waves; but there his sense
of apprehiension will probably fail him altogether.
What else there i3 in the ¢ Song of Italy’ he will
never know from his own instiuct for truth and
art.”  The Pall Mall Gazelte after censuring it
in & somewbhat similar spirit, cuntinues as fol-
lows :

Oune passage in the book is really a fine onec.
This we will quote. The poet sees Freedom and
ltaly in & vision (on thoe very night, last winter,
when the shooting stars were sv abundant), and
thus Itly is addressed by Freedom .—

* Bocause tho seam were heavy on my head,
Becauso dead thngs aro dead,

Because thy chosen on hill-side, city and plain
Aro shied as drops of rain:

Bocause all earth was black, all heaven was bliad,
And wo cast out of mind ;
ccause men wept, sayiog, Freedom, knowing of thee,
Child, that thou was not frec;

Becauso wherever blood was not shame was
\Yhere thy puare foot did pass;

Beeause on Promethian rocks distent
Thee fouler cagles reut;

Becausoe a serpent stains with alime and foam
This that is not thy Rome;

Child of my womb, whose linbs were made io me,
1iave 1 forgotten theo®

In all thy dreams through all these years on wing
Hast thou dreamed such & thin‘z!

The mortal mother-bird oatsoars her nest,
The ehild outgrows the breast:

13ut suns &s stars chall fall from hesven and cease.
Ere wo tweain be as theso;

Yea, utmost skics forget their utmost sun,
Erc we twain be not one.

.\.Ii' lesser jewels sewn oo skirt and hem,

have no heed of them

Obscured aznd flawed by sloth or crafl or power:
But thou, that wast my hower,

Tho b.ossom bound betwoen my brows and worn
1n sight of evon and momn

From the last cmber, of the Samless west
To the dawn’s baring breast—

1 were not Freedom if thou wert not free,
Nor thou wert I1taly.

G mystic rosc ingrained with olood, impearied
With tears of a1} the world’

The torpor of their blind orute ridden trance
Kills England and chills France®

Asnd Spain sobs hard through stranghing blood; and
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Iiide tho huge castern woes

But thou, twia-born with morning, nursed of noon.
Anad bl of star and moon?

¥ hat shall aveil to assail thee any more,
From sacred shoro to shore?

Have Timo and Love not knclt down at thv feet.
'L'hg- tore, thy sailed, thy sweet, .

Fresh from tho Qints and mire of muderous ways
And dust of tnvclllnghdxya?

Hath &mc not kissed them, Love not washed them

T,

And wi with toars and hair?

Tuough God forget thee, I will not furget,
Though heaven and earth be set

thee, U unconquerablo child,

, abasod, ,

Lift thou not icss from no fanereal bed
Thine undishonoured head:

Love thoa not lcss, by lps of thine once prest,
This my now barren breast,

Seek thou not less, baing well assured thoereof,
O child, my 1atat love.

For now the barren bosom shall bear fruit,
Songs leap from 2}?‘ long mate,

Atd with my milk the moaths of nations fed

’n;:g:un be giad snd red
\:‘hcrcmwom whito with honger and sorrow and

1

And thon most fairand first

‘Thou whose warm nands and sweet fice ps 1 feel
Tpon me for & neal,

Thoa whoso lcrst looks, whose smilcs and littio sighs,
Whose pasdonate &um oycs,

Whoso dear fatrlitnbs that neithier bonds could draise
Nor hato of men misuse,

W hoso Sower-like broxth and bosom, U my child,
O mineznd undedled,

Fill with such tears as barn like ditter wino
Thcso mother’s oyos of mine.

Thrill with hugoe passions and primeval pains
Tho {ulness of my velns.

O swoctest hoad soen higher than 2oy stands

1 ]I wuch!:.heb wllhmmln% h‘agxd:.
gy my lips upon thea, 0", £2082 sWeed,
To 11t thoo on thy foct

“And with the fire of mine to 11l thine eyes .
I say unto thee, Arige,

The pomp of rhythm, the beaunty ot © -tion

Againe
Ab:

in this passage arc altogether remarkable, Taken

(ay 18

apart from the rest of the poem, it adds another
example of exquisite workmanships to many
which Mr. Swinburne has already given us,
But even here the cavnality of idea wluch disti-
gures most of his work is not absent.

- . -

LITERARY GOSSIP.

The Bill conferring « pension on M. de Lamar-
tine has pagsed the Corps Législatif by 142 to
24 votes.

M. Rouland recently said in the Frendch Senate
that M. Renan, on being appointed to the
Hebrew Professorship in the College of France,
had made promises as to the nature of his lec-
tures, which he afterwards broke. The professor
bas since written to the Temps to deny this. He
alfirms that he has fulfilled all that he undertook
to do in connection with the chair to which ne
was appointed; and be declares that ho never
gave either a written or a verbal promise limit-
ing his discretion in the composition of bis
lectures.

L'Univers, theorgan of the Jesuits in France,
which was suppressed some ume ago, s an-
nounced to reappear at Parnis, under 1its former
cditor.

The Dean of W estminster is engaged in writ-
ing *Memorials of Westminster Abbey,” asa
companion 0 his * Memorials of Canterbury.”

An Eanglish edition of La Fontaine's Fables,
with llustrations by Gustave Doré is about to be
published in monthly parts by Messrs. Cassell,
Petter & Galpin.

Mr. Edward Whymper, the Mattesborn climber,
and Mr. John Brown, the Rocky Mountain
botanist, have started from Copenbagen on a
tour through the interior of Greenland. This
expedition has been organized solely in the
interests of science, and ;the experses are to be
defrayed from private sources.

The following pamgmpb appearsin Galigant's
Messenger -4 M. Philaréte Chasles, of the
Mazarine Library, is really a fortunate man in
making literary discoveries. Ho has found in
succession, within & brief period, an unpablished
work, ¢ Les Mémoires d’'nnc Dame de Ia Régence,’
‘La Confession d'un Précepteur du Due d'Eper-
non,’ and lastly, in the samo library, the auto-
graph of Conciani, and in the fir-leaf of a Greek
Euripides, a part of ja decalogue of that adven-
turer’s ambitions views, and sigoed by himself,
better known as the famous Mearshal d’Ancre,
under Louis the Thirtcenth. M. Philardte
Chasles has now lighted on a still more interest-
ing discovery—that of a volumo in which is to
be seen on the title-page the “ame of William
Shakspeare, written by bimself, the second word
being partinlly cffaced, bat still quite legible.
The work in qaestion, written by Sir Jobhn
Harrington, the ¢ Mctamorphosis of Ajax,” was
published in {London in 1596. A liceaco was
refused for printing tho work, and yet it went
througt three cditions; but for it, Sir John was
temporarily banished from the Court of Queen
Blizaboth, his godmother. Sir John Harrington
was an intimate friend of ‘Shakspeare, and may
very naturally be supposed to bave sent him a
preseatssion copy.?

The following case may be added to the
“ Viciesitades of Literary Reputation ":—Ia 1849
Petofi was among tho Magyar patriots doomed
to death, and bus iast and ovitterest outpounngs
wero upon Francis Josepb, the Emperor of
Austria, Ia 1867,, the samc Francis Jaseph,
King of Hungary, subscribes o huadred gadders
towards the erection of a monument in honour
of Pctofi, and the Hungarian newspapers pub-
lish a letter from the Empress—an cxcelleat
Magyar scholar—thankiog Sir John Bownog
for having made the poet better known to the
British nation.

Chladui found that the velocity of soand was
from ten to sixteen times as great in wood as in
air. In metals the velocity is between font and
sixtecn timegthat of air.
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BIRDS OF PREY. |

BY THE AUTHOR oF ** LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,” &c.

Continued from page 153.
ook the ffth.
RELICS THE DEAD.
CHAPTER §. BETRATRD BY A BLOTTING-IAD,

At an early hour upon the day on which
Valentine Hawkeburst telegraphed to his em-
ployer, Phihp Sheldon presented himself again
ut the dingy door of the office in Gray's-inn,

The dingy dor was opened by the still more |
dingy boy: and Mr. Sheldon the clder—whol
lived in a state of clironic hurry, and had a
hansom cab in attendance upon him at almost
every step of hic progress through life—was
aggravated by the discovery that his brother
was out.

“Qut” he repeated, with supreme disgust |’
tlhe always s out, I think.  \Where is he to be
found 7" |

The boy replied that his master would be'
back in balf an hour, if Mr. Sheldon would like,
10 wait.

tLike to wait™ cried the stockbroker;'
“when will lawyers' clerks have sense cnough |
to know that nobody on this earth cver ltked to
wait? Where's your master gone 7”

] think he's just slipped ronnd into Holborn,
sir,” the boy replied with some slight hesitation.
He was very well aware that George had secrets |
from his brother, and that it was not judicious
to be too free in his communications to the elder,
gentlemau.  But the black eyes and white teeth
of the stockbroker scemced very awful to him;
and if Philip chose to question him, he must
needs answer the truth, not baving been provided |
by his master with any convenicnt falschood in f
case of inquiry. !

“What part of Holborn?’ asked Philip!
sharply.

#] did hear tell as it was the telegraph-office.”

#Good " exclaimed Mr, Sheldon; and then
he dasbed downstairs, leaving the lad on the,
threshold of the door staring after him with cyes,
of wonder. : |

The telegraph-office meant busicess ; and any |
business of his brother’s was a matter of interest
to Mr. Sacldon at this particular period. He,
had meditated the meaning of George's trium- |
phant smile in the secluded calm of his own,
office ; and the longer he had meditated, the more |
decply rooted bad become his conviction that his,

rother was engaged in some very decp and very |
profitable scheme, the nature of which it was his'
bounden duty to discover. |

Impressed by this ides, Mr. Sheldon returned
to the hansom cab which was waiting for himat
the end of Warwick-court, and made his way to
the telegraph-office. The ostensible motive of
his call in Gray’s-inn was sufficient excuse for,
this following up of his brother’s footsteps. It
was on¢ of thoso waifs and strays of rather dis- |
reputable business which the clder man some-
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upon it with as much coolness nnd self-possession
us if Be had been seated in bis owa office reading
his own newspaper. A man given tu hesitation
would have looked to the right and the left and
watched for his opportunity—and lost it. Philip
Sheldon knew better than to waste his chances
by needless precaution ; and he made himself
master of all the intelligence the blotting-pad
could afford him before the clerk emerged from
thie inner den where the rattling and stamnping
was going forward,

41 thought as much,” muttered the stock-
broker, as he recogmsed traces of his brother’s

. sprawling penmaaship upon the pad.  The mes-

sage had been written with a heavy hand and o
spungy yuill pen, and had left & tulerably clear
impression of its contents upon the blutung-

| paper.

Here and there the words stood out bold and
clear, hiere and there, again, there was only one
Jdecipherable letter amongst a few broken hiero-
glyphics. Mr. Sheldon was accustomed to the
examination of very illegible documents, and he
was able to master the substance of that random
impression.  If be could not decipher the whole,
he made out sufficient for his purposc. Money
was to be offcred to 2 man called Goodge for
certain letters.. He knew his brother's affairs
well enough to know that these letters for which
money was to be offered must needs be letters of

| importance in some search for an heir-at-Jaw,

So far all was clear and simple, but beyond
this point he found bimself at fault, Where was
this Goodge to be found ? and who the person
that was to offer him money for the letters ? The
names and address, which bad been written first,
had left no impression on the blotting-pad, or an
impression so faint as to be useless for any prac-
tical purpose.

“Mr. Sheldon put down the pad and lingered
by the door of the office deliberating, when the

' rattling and hammering came to an abrupt ter-

mination, and the clerk cinezged from the interior
den.

« Q,” beesclaimed, “it'sallright.  Your mes-
sage shall go directly.”

The stockbroker, whose face was half averted
from the clerk, and who stood betweer that
functionary and the light from the open door-
way, at once comprehended the error that had
arisen. The clerk had mistaken him for his
brother.

“ 1 m not quite clear as to whether I gave the
right address.” he said promptly, with hig face
still averted, and his attention apparently occu-
picd by a paper in his hand. ¢ Just see how I
wrote it, there's a good fellow.”

The clerk withdrew for a few minutes, and
returned with his message in his hand.

» From George Sheldon to Valentine Hawke-
burst, Black Swan Tan, Ullerton,” he read aloud
from the document.

« All right, and thanks,” cried the stock-
broker.

He gave one momentary glance at the clerk,
and had just time to see thatind:vidual's look of
bewilderment as some difference in his voice and

times threw in tho way of the younger. | persor from the voice and person of the black-

As the wheel of the bansom ground against, whiskered man who had just left the office
the carbstone in front of the telegraph-ofiice, thc; dawned upon his troubled senses. After that
figure of Georgo Sheldon vanished in = little, one glance Mr. Sheldon dasted across tho pave-
court 10 the left of that establishment.  Insicad | ment, sprang into bis cab, and called to the
of pursuing this receding figure, Philip Sbeldon | Wriver,  Laterary Institution, Burton-street, as
walked straight into the office. fast as you can go.

It was cmpty. Thero was no ons in any of ! Il try my luck in the second column of the
the shaded compartments, 30 painfully suggestive| T%mes,” he said to himself. “ If George’s scheme
of pecuniary distress and the stealthy hypothe- { is what I take it to be, [ shall get some clue to
cation of portable property A sound of rattling | it there.”  He took a little oblong memorandum-
and bomping iz an inner cffice betrayed the book from his pocket, and looked at his memo-
neighbourhiood of & cletk ; bot in the office Mr. | randa of the pastweek. Amongst those careless
Sbeldoa was alone. ! jottings he found one memorandum scrawled in

Upon the blotting-pad on the connter of the' pendil, amongst notes and addresses in ink,
central partition the stockbroker perceived one! « Hoygerth—intestate. G. S.; to see after.”
great blot of ink, still moist. He 1sid the tip of| ¢ That's it he cxclaimed; ¢ Baygarth—in-
his squxe fortﬁnger upon it, to assure himself' testate; Valeatine Hawkeharst not at Dorkiog,

of that fact, and then set himself deliberately to] but working for my brother; Goodge—letters
scrutiniso the blotting-reper. Ho was a8 man, to bo paid for. It's all like the bits of mosaic
who seldom besitated. His greatest coups on| that thoso antiquariac fellows are always inding
the moncy-market had been in & great measure | in the ruins of Somebody’s Baths; & few handfuls
the result of this faculty of prompt decision.! of coloured chips that Yook like rubbish, and can
To-day he possessed himself of the blottiog-pad, | yet be patched into a perfect geometric design.
and cxamined the half.formed syllables slamped] I'll hunt up a file of the T¥mes at the Burton In-
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stitution, and find out this Haygarth, if he is to
be found there.”

The Burton Institution was a somewhatdingy
temple, devoted to the interests of science and
literature, and next door to some baths that were
very popular among the denizens of Bloomsbury.
People in quest of the Baths were apt to ascend
the classic flight of stops leading to the Institu-
tion, wben they should have descended to a
lowlier threshold lurking modestly by the side
of that edifice. The Baths and the Institution
had both heen familiar to Mr. Sheldon in that
period of probation which he had spent in Fitz-
george-street.  He was sufficiently acquainted
with the librarian of the Institution to go inand
out uninterrogated, und to °'nake any use he
pleased of the reading-room. He went in to-
day, asked to sce the latest bound volumeo of the
Tunes and the latest file of unbound papers, and
began his investigation, working backwards.
Rapidly and dexterously as ho turmed the big
feaves of the journals, the investigation occupied
neerly three quarters of an hour; but at the ex-
piration of hat time he had alighted on the
advertiscment published in the preceding March.

He gave a very low whistle—a kind of” phan-
tom whistle—as he rcad this advertisement.
4 John Haygarth! a bundred thousand pounds.”

The fortune for whicha claimant was lacking
amounted to a hundred thousand pounds! Mr.
Sheldon knew commercial despots who counted
their wealth by millions, and whose fiat could
sway the exchanges of Europe; but a hundred
thousand pounds scemed to him a very nice
tlng nevertheless, and be was ready to dispute
the prize the anticipation whereof bad rendered
his brother so triumphant,

« Me rejected me as a coadjutor,” he thought,
as he went back to his cab after baving copied
the advertisewment; * be shall have me as an an-
tagonist.”

% Omega-street, Chelses, next call,” be cried
to the driver; and vas soon beyond the confines
of Bloomsbury, and rattling away towards the
border-land of Belgravia. He had completed
bis scarch of the newspapers at ten minutes past
twelve, and at twenty mnutes to one he pre-
sented bimself at the lodging-house in Omega-
street, where he found Captain Paget, in whose
« promoting” business there bappened to be »
lull just now. With this gentleman he had a
long interview ; and the result of that interview
was the departure of the Captain by the two-
o'clock express for Ullerton. Thus hed it hap-
pened that Valentine Hawkehburst and bis patren
encountered each other on the platform of Uller-
ton station.

CIAPTER !1. VALEXNTINE INVOKES THE PHANTOXS OF
THBE PAST.

Oct. Tth, Midnight.—X was so fortunate as to
get away from Spotswold this morning very
soon afler the completion of my researches in the
vestry, and ot five o'clock in the afternoon I
found myself once more in the streets of Gllerton.
Coming home in the train, I meditatedseriously
upon the uncxpected appearance of Horatio Paget
at the head-quarters of this Haygertbisa investi-
gation; and the more I considered that fact, the
more I felt inclined to doubt my patron'smotives,
and to fear his interference. Can his presence
in Ullerton bave any relation to the business
that has broughtmehere?  That is thequestion
which I asked myself a hundred times during may
journey from Spotswold ; that is the question
which I ask myself still.

1 have no doabt 1 giye myself uoneccessary
trouble ; but I know that old man's Macluavel-
lian cleverness onlsy too well: and I am inclined
to look with suspicion apou overy action of his.
My ficst business on returning to this house was
to ascertain whether anyone bearing bis name,
or answering to my description of him, had ar-
rived during my asbscnce. I was relicved by
findipg that no stranger whatever had put up at
the inn since the previons foredoon. Who may
bavo used the coffee-room is aaother question,
0ot to be 50 oasily sot at rest. In tho cveaing
2 great many people come in and goout; and
my friend and patron may bave taken his
favourite brancCy-and-sods, skimmed his news-
paper, and picked up whatever information was
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to be obtained as to my movements without at- ‘

tracting any particular attention.

In the words of the nmmortal losseo of the
Globe Theatre, * Why I should fear 1 know
not . . . apd yetfeel I fear?”

I found a registered letter from George Sheldon,
enclositg twenty pounds in notes, aad furnished
therewith 1 weat streight to my friend Jonah,
whom [ found engaged in the ngreeablo ovcupn-
twon of taking tea. I showed him the mouney ,
but my estimate of the revercud gentleman's
honour beiug of & very limited mnture, 1 took
care not to give it to him titt ke had produced
the letters, On finding thnt I was really pre-
pured to give him his price, he went to an old-
fushioned bureau, und opened oue of those secret
recesses which canuot for three minutes remain
a secret to any investigator possessed of o toler-
ubly accumate eye or w three-foot rule. From
this hiding-pluce—which he evidently con-
sidered  trinmph of ochanical art worthy the
cabinet of n d’Argenson or a Fouché—ho pro-
duced a packet of faded yellow letters, about
wlich there lurked a faint odour of dried rose-
leaves and lavender which seented the very per-
fume of the past.

When my reverend friend had laid the packet
on the table wathin reach of my hand, and not
uil then, I gave hun the bruk-uotes.  His fat old
fingers closed upon them greedily, and lus fishy
old eves wer2 illumined by a faint glimmer
which [ believe uothing but bagk-poles could
have kindled in them,

After kaving assured himself that they were
geauine acknowledgeets of indebtednesson the
part of the old lady in Threadoeedle-steect, and
not the basc simulacra of Birmiugham at five-
and-twenty shillingsa dozen—tinrtecn as twelve
—Mr. Goodge obligingly cousented to sign a
simple form of receipt which I had drawn up for
the satisfactiou of my principal.

“#1 thivk you said there were forty-odd
letters, 1 remncked, before 1 proceeded to count
the letters in the presence of Mr. Gioodge,

That gentleman looked at me with an air of
astonishment, which, had 1 not kuown lun to be
the most consummate of hypoerites, would have
seemed to me simplicity itself.

1 said from thirty to forty,” he exclaimed ;
1 never said there were forty odd letters.”

1 looked at him and he lovked nt me.  His
fuce told me plainly cnough that he was trying
to deceive e, and my tace wld m plamly
cuongh that he had no chance of succeeding
that atterapt.  Whether he was keeping back
someof the letters with a view to extorung more
muney from me bereafler, or whether he was
keeping them wath the idea of making a better
bargain with somcbody else, [ cunld not tell:
but of the main fact [ was certaan—he had
cheated we.

1 unticd the red tape which held the letters
together.  Yes, there was a picce of circnmstan-
tial evidence which might have helped to convict
my friend had he been on his tnial i a criminal
court. The red tape bore the mark of the place
in which it had been tied for haif-a-century :
angd a little way within this mark the trace of n
very recent tying.  Some of theletters had been
extracted, and the tape had been tied nnew,

I had no doubt that tlis bad been done while
my negotiation with Mr. Goodge had been pead-
ing. What was I to do? Refuse the letters,
and demaud to have my pnacipal’'s money re-
turned tome? I konew my friend well enough
to know that such a nroceeding would be nvout
as uscless as it would be to request theocean to
restore n cup of water that had been ponred into
it.  The letters he bad gaivcame mghtor nught
not afford some siight hink in the chain I was
trying to put together; and the letters withheld
from me might be more or less valuablo thay
those given to me. In any case the transaction
was altogether a speculative one; and George
Sheldon’s money was hazarded as completely
xlt)sig it had been put upon an outsider for tho

ceby..

Before bidding him o polite farewell, T was
determined to make Mr. Goodgz thoroughly
aware that he k~d not tnken me in.

“You sai? acre were more than forty letters,”
1toldbim, * I remember e pbrase ¢ furty-odd,’

THE SATURDAY READER.

which is a collogu: dism one would searcely luok
for iu Tillotson, or in John Wesley, who cherished
a prejudice in fuvour of scholarship which does
not distingmish all his followers. You said there
were forty~odd letters, and you have removed
some of them from the preket. [ am quite aware
that [ hiave no legal remedy against you, as our
coutriet was a verbal one, made withont wit-
nesses ; 8o I must be content with what 1 get,
but I do not wish you to flatter yourself
with the notion that you have hoodwinked
lawyer's clerth  You are not clever cnough
1o do that, Mr, Goodge, though you are hnave
cnough to cheat every attorney in the Law List.”
% Youny man, are you aware—?"

(2o be contsnued )

I RECOLLET CHURCH.®

By My, Lerronos

Tusv ek tust removing the old gray wa'ls,
The last stono s00u will be gone,

The olden church df tho Recillets,

We shiall look no 1ore upon,

And though percliance some stately pile,
Will arise its place to i),

Sculptured and carved—it matters not,
Old churcls, we zliall miss thee stall!

Though not like Furope’s ancient funes,
Mozs grown and ivied 0°er—

Bearing long eenturies’ darkened ains
On belfry and turrets boar, '
For more than a hundred y ears hast thou
Thy shiadow above uscast,

Aud wo claim thee in our country’s youth
As a land mark of the past. s

Thou had seen the glitt'ring fleur de 1y2
Fhog out its white folds high

From ol Lialhousis’s frowaing hill

Full agaiust the morning sky;

And anon tho gleam of a victor's tlay
From if{s cannon crowned brow—

That flag wlich despate tho changing years
Floateth proudly o'er us now.

.

Thau hast scen the dark brown Indians, too,
As they thronged the narrow street,

Iu their gard so strangely picturesque,

Aund their gay Iy moceassined fivt,

And beside them gentls helpmates trapped,
Dusky lued, with soft dark cyes,

Aud necklets and Lirties bpgiuly tranmed
In beads of brilliant dycs.

Thou hast reen our ¢ity far out-grow,

The bounds of ouce circling wallz,
Gaining rapidly beauty and wealth,
Throwing off itz carly thrails,

Till round Mount Royal® queenly heights,
That once stood lone neath tho sky.

In pomp and spleadar—beautiful homes
Of luaury, closedy lic.

OR mitinn this time-worn portal prayed
‘Thosons of dlfferent creede,
Worshipping God in separate ways,
Alaking known their separate needs,
Better dwell thes in brotherly love,

All seeking onc common weal,

Than stir the stormy waters of strife,
Through hasty and misjudged zeal.

And for m any years the exiles lone,
WWho landed upon our shore,

From talr Erin's sunny far offjsle,
Throngod our Father to adorc;

* Now in process of demolition.

The Jecollet Friara purchased the ground on which
the church in question was buflt, |in 1692, snd on it
they constructed a temporary chapel. The actuny
cdifice, howerer, was not crected till sbout tho year
1706. ThoOrdox is now oxtinct. After the conquost,
thelr property was contiscated by the government, and
subscquently exchanged for St. flelea’s Island, then
belonging to Baroa Grant. Fora time it served asa
place of worship for both I'rotestants and Catholics,
and for many ycars was exclusively devoted 1o the uso
of tho Irish Catholics. ’

[Auy 18

And laymg ther aching ead hearts bare

‘o his dear pitying gaze,

His guidance sought in this now, strange land,
Aud better and brighter days.

And the humble Recollet Friars here

Their wating recited o'er,

Aund ghided with noiseless, satdulled feet,
Oer the chapel’s sacred tloor;

Aganat the clogo of duy they met

Anmid clouds ofancense dim,

And the softened rays of taper's bluze,

To sing their vy ening hyu.

AlL, all, thiey vow hiavo passed away

From swouny their fllow men,

Littlo cared they for earth’s joys or gaius,
For Heaven their only keu;

The lowly church that has borne their namo
So fmthtully to the last,

Linked with our city’s young dayz, like them,
Will henceforth be of the past.

SNUTFF-TAKING.

{NUFF-TAKING was unknown among Eug-

D lishmen when they bad been for years fami-
liar with the luxury of u pipe. Smoking came
into England directly from America, but spull-
ing was first naturalised in France, where the fu-
vour accorded it by Catharine de’ Medeci, made
L'Herbe de la reine, as it was called, all the rage
among her Catholic courticrs, English doctors
had, at that time, great faith in the effichcy of
various pungent mixtures called sternutatories,
which, being drawn up into the nostrils, caused
fits of sucezing, thereby clearing ihe ventricles
of the brain of divers gross nnd slimy humours.
‘Pobacco-snuff was welcomed by thém 43" & mild
and safe sternutatory, o noble medicine, if right-
1y fnd mtioually used. Despite the dnathemas
of Pope Urban, the frowns of Louis the Great,
and the denunciations of the Scotch Solomon,
the leaders of society in Europe took ‘salff out
of the donainof medicine, and made Shufling
u fashionable practice, It scarcely owed this
promotion to any real likiag for e pbenliar
flavour of the weed, for as in France, snuff-ta-
kers took pains to deprive the tobacco of all vir-
tue by steeping it in water, colouring it with
with oclue, and scenting it with musk, berga-
mot, and cedar, so,in Eogland, the native o-
dour of the titillating dosy Was overpowered by
cloves, mint, and such like abominations.

Silence proves nothing, or we might infer from
Shakspeare’s utter ignoring of snufl, that En-
glish noses were slow to apprecinte their delec-
table acquisition ; but the evidence is conclu-
sive the other way. The mock-gallants of the
time, who dined with Duke Huamphrey wmost
days of the tweek, sported, 4s they stritted in
Paul's Walk, their tobacco-boxes and Snuff-
ladles, in “mitation of their betters. Even the
Puritans took kindly to the wicked weed in its
new guise; the fiercest starched denouncer of
wordly vaaitics looked Jovingly dyon this par-
ticnlnr vanity, and scrupled not #t administer-
ing

A dose
Of soufl muadungus to bis rose,

although he might not dispute with second-rate
beaux for the honour of dipping & finger and
thumb into the box of glorions Jéhn Dryden,
as be sat cothroned at Will's, A great & vertical
extension’ of snuffing followed the advent of the
Great Plaguc, thanks to a strong belief in the
tzlismanic powers of tobacco; and when the
great Revolation camne, it made snuff more fash-
ionsble than ever. ¢ How many fops at Man'
Joffee-houseand Will's? says Tom Brown, ¢ have
laid out the only balf-crown they had in the
world upon an ounce of gnuff, when they want-
cd a dinner, and their lodgings Were unpaid®’
and ke compares the gratuitons filling of & poor
devil's saufl-box to giving & pair of Iage rufiies
to & maa withéut a shirt 1o his back. Snuff, at
half-a-crown an ounce, was rather 4o cxpensive
luzury, steing that nasal intemperance was
voted the correct thing., * 't

Some thiok the pact too small of modish sand

Whichata ni;:dgu'd plnch they cam sotmmand

Nor can thair fingers for that tasksufice,

Tholr doss too gmcd}yl. not their hand too nice;

To auch a height with these ie fashion growm,

They teed their very nostrils with 2 spoon,
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And vastly conceited were they too upon the
rarity of the nostril-food on which they indulged,
boasting, like Southerne’s fop, of their ¢ right
Patillio, made of the fibres, the spirituous part of
e plant, made to the palate of His Must Catho-
lic Majesty.!

Some thousands of bareels of Spanish snufl
wde to tho palate of ths Most Cathobe Majes-
1y’s subjects, were looted by the fleet under
1tuoke, cre 1t swooped down upon Vigo, and
carried away an jmmense quantity of simlar
spoil. Wagon-loads of the feagrant dust were
sold at the seaports at the rate of fourpence 2
pound , the howe-market was glytied with * Vago
snuff) and those took snuff whe never took snutt’
before. 1t mattered little thatits encmies de-
clared : Lot deformed the nose, stained the skin,
tanted the breath, and rooted cancer n the or-
gan most concerned.  Statistical  physicinus
averred that more folks were struck down by
apoplexy in a year, thau had succumbed in a
hundred when snuffaking  was unknown:
their preaching was thrown away; apoplexy or
no apoplexy, society would have its snuff.  Ad.
dison and Pope snvered at the soufling Sir
Plumes of the world of quality, but, like Swift
and Bolingbroke, themselves plied the box.
Looking dicty about the mouth, by way of orna-
ment, continted to be the order of the day.
¢When o person feels his thoughts run ou, it
is nutural to supply his weak place with pow-
der,’ says Steele, sud the beaux were too much
alive to the conrenicnce of such an aid to polite
conversation, to be driven to discarding their
valuable ally. Half a ceatury later, men of
taste still took their Strasburg snuff from Paris
paper-boxes, while ¢pretty fellows’ preferred
enamelled boxes lined with polished metal re-
flecting their own sweet faces when they took
a pinch; and it was fmpossible to go anywhere
into company without being disturbed by exer-
ciscs of the devotces of the pungent dust
Church and theatre alike echoed with the
mwusic; snuffing, sncezing, hawking, and gruont-
ing spoiled the best speech in a tragedy, and
served to distract the attention of congrega-
tion from the sermon:

The box {r used, tho book 1aid by as dead,
With snuff, not Scrppture, thero the svul 13 fod.
For wheu to Heaven the hands of one ot those
Aro lifted—twenty have them at the nose.

Lillie of the Strand was the favourite purvey-
or of snafi-boxes for the use of fashionable noses,
and tlic prices be put on his wares may be guess-
ed at from the following bit from the Zatler:
+ Whereas there came out last term several good
snufl-boxes, this is to give notice that Charles
will put out 2 new cdition on Saturday noxt,
which will be the only onc in fashion till after
Easter. The gehtleman who gave fifty pounds
for the box set with diamonds foay shew it il
Sunday night, provided he goes to church, but
notafter that time, there being onc to be publighed
on Monday which will cost fourscore guiness.'
Another  mock-advertisement  in  the same
paper runs thus : Tho excercises of the snuff-box,
according to the most fashionable airs and
motions, in opposilioti to the exercise of the fan,
will be taught with the best plain or perfumed
snuff, at Charles Lillie’s, at the comer of Beau-
fort Boildings, in the Straud, and attendance
given for the benefit of young merchants nbout
the Exchange, for two hours every day at noon,
except Saturdays, at a toy-shop near Garra-
way's Coffec-House. There will likewise be
taught the ccremony of the snufl-box, or rules
for offering snuff to = stranger, a friend, or a
mistresy, according to the degree of familiarity
or distance ; with an explanation of the carcless,
the gcomnful, the politic, and the surly pinch,
add the gestureg proper 10 each of them. Box-
¢s were made i all manner of shapes and ali
manner of materinls:

Qfat tho et srist can bt

it tho 2 artist can beftow;

Chatming ;\sbupc, with polished raJs of light,
sharpest sifht,

A joint €0 11bo it stiznir tHo

ATaststill bo greddd twith &1l tho radidnt gems

J‘\vt}% ?x‘cgmmu thst o'es arrivad i Xhames,
hin

ogd the painter ];!dasys his

And with his pontil proves his matthioxs art;
Thero drawn to life somo spark of mixtross diwells
Like hermits chaste and constant to their oclls
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Th+ pleasures of snuff-taking were by no
means monopolised by the sterner sex. So carly
us 1650, it wus said :

She that with Lmrc tobaceo will not prime

Hor nose, can bo no lady of the timo;
aud lovers, like Congreve's Tattle, mnde their
first approach to beauty by laying u snufl-box
at her feet. In 1712, we find the Spectator
stigmatising snufl-taking a8 un impertient cus-
tom adopted by fine women and equally disgust-
ing whether practiced sedately or coquettishly.
One tovk it, &t grumbler complams, as often ng
salt with her meals, another made as much
noise as pussible while pecforning the vperauon ;
some only used 1t as’ n means of displaying
theie pretty hands; but your thorough-paced
wonan of faghion pulled out her box in the mid-
die of the sermon, and with well-bred audacity,
profiered her best Brazilian to her neighbours of
cither sex, aad as< she dropped her money into
the collecting-plate, asked the churchwarden to
ke a pinch! The snulthox was as regnluar an
adjunct of the fine ladies toilet as the fan itself)
in spite of the disagrecable results attending its
unskilful maniputation ; butf, when taking tea
with a sunfling lady, her guests notea what es-
caped from her carcless fingers floating at the
top of the cheering cup, politeness attributed
the alien ingredient to the foulness of the milk or
the dross of the sugar.

By snufl ansisted, ladies kiled the day,

And breathed their scandal trecty o or their tea;

Nor Jess they prized its virtnes when in bed—

O pinch of suul relioved the vapoured head,

Remored the apleen, ranoved the quatmssh i,

And gave a brisker turn to female wit.
Steele laboured for three years to tatk a learned
lady outof the habit, till an accident cflected
what all his persevering cloquence bad fiiled to
do. One day she happened to have ¢ a very pretty
fellow in her cleset, who rn hither to avoid
some compauy that came to visit her. She wade
an cxcuse to go to him for some implement they
were talking of; her cager gallant sustched a
kiss, but being unused to snuff, some grains of
snuff from iter upper lip made him sneeze, which
alarmed the visitants, and made a discovery that
profound reading, very much intelligence. anda
general knowledge of who aud who are togeth-
cr, cannot fill up her vacrnt hours so much but
she is obliged to descend to cntertainments less
intellcctual.?

1f Sic Ricbhards friend was thus cured of her
| predilection, she was made of different metal

from her contemyprurary, Dame Margaret Thomp-
son, who would have sacnficed all the pretty
fellows in the world rather than renounce her
nasal luxary. The souff-loving old Jady’s last
will and testament was sometiing umque. It
set forth tbat, as it was usual to put tlowersinto
the coffins of departed friends, and she bad uever
found any flowers so fragrant or refreshing as
the precious powder, her trusty servant Samh
was to take care her body was covered with the
best Scotch snuff.  Six men, the greatest sauff-
takers in the parish, were to carry her to the
grave; and the half-dozen old maids sclecled to
act as pall-bearers, where to be supolicd with
boxes of snuff where with to refresh themselves on
the road. The officiating clergymansvas (0 be paid
four guineas upon condition thpt he walkedin
the procession, and ¢ took a certain quantity, not
exceeding a pound,’ of the same. Sarab’s legacy
depended upon her carrying out the wishes of
the testatrix—strewing tho threshold of the
house in Boyle Strect with two bushels of snuff,
and walking before the corpse for the purpose
of distribuling ‘overy twenty yards a largo
handful of Scot:h snuff to the groand sad upon
the ground.’ Lastly, to every legacy bequeatbed
by Dame Thompson was attached n gitt of one
pound of * the grand cordial of nature.” The sex
¢added & foil to every obvious grace’ down to
tho days of the Regency , Qaeen Charlotte her-
self was o dear lover of a pinch, and kept her
box well filled with the best Spanish, or violet
Stragburg mixed with green tea; and, of course,
a3 long as the first Iady in the land st such an
cxample, fashion saw nothing unladylike in
femintne Snuffing.

Snuff reigned trinmphant alt through the
Georgian ern ; high and low alike indalged in i
and cndless were the varicties introduced to suit
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different tastes and different purses. A tobne-
conist's advertisement, dated 1710, cnumerates
forty-sin sorts of suuff, from good Scotch at two
shillings, to best brazilian at twonty-fous shil-
lings the pound. Peiforce the snull-box held
itsown. Boswell asks:

Withiout it, Tingcll, what woulil bo thy lot?

What, but to strut neglected and forgot

Whiat bouts it for theo to have dippad thy hand

In odours wafted tfrom Arabian land?

Al whant asails thy seented solitaire,

‘Thy carcless swing and pertly trippiog air;

‘The crimzon waeh that glows upon thy face;

‘Thy modush hat, and: coat that flumea wath lace?

Iu vaju thy dress—in vain thy trimslngs sthue,

11 the Pansidn snufl-box be not thine!
Whether known as Macearonies, beaux, or dan-
dies, the Tinsels of ocach generation, however
clse they may have differed, were equally de-
pendent upon the snuffbox’s aid. Beaw Brammell
and the ¢ first gentlemen in Burope ’ prided them-
selves not & little upon their graceful wode of
opening the snuff-box with the left haud only. The
latter wus as extravagant in snuff’ as in most
other things ; but was firicly beaten by my Lord
Petersham, who boasted a stock of saufls worth
three thousand pounds ; while his collection of
boxes was wonderful—he had boxes adapted for
all occasions, boxes for winter wear, boxes for
summer use ; indeed, he was populary believed
to have a differont box for every day in the year.

Lord Stanhope™ calculated that a rogular

snufl-taker took & pinch every ten mintes, each
pinch and its accompanying ceremonics occupy-
ing 2 minute and a halt. One minute and ahaltf out
of every ten, if sixteca hours be allowed to
theday, gives two hours and twenty-four minutes
per dag, or thirty-six and & half days in a year
as the time wasted by a snuff-tuker upon lus
nosc.

THE TIIREE MAIDENS.

(From the German of Uhland)
1.
Tunee maidens aat in their bower,
Looking out on tho valley below;
Therr (ather rode up to the tower, |
With his shield, and his swword, and his bow.
**Now welcomo, lord father,’” they sad,
U what bast thou brought for the manl
That loves thoe so well? !

.
O daughter in Kirtle of gold,
My guerdon to day shall be thine,
Thy fancies—I know ther of old—

Love the gift, that is rare, rich, and Yine.
This carcanct hung on tho breast
Of a knight whon I ruthlessly prest

In the fight, and he fell.””

ul.

The maiden accepted the chain,

Andts links round her whito neck she bound,
Aud then she went down to the plain

Whero the. knight Jay at length on the ground,

* Thou art cast in tho way like a thief,

Lhon truo knight, slain to my gricf,
Who love theo so welt! ™

1v.
Tith the might that her misery gave, .
Awzy to God’s acre she bore him,
And Isid him down hard by the gravo
Where his father was baried before him.
Sho twisted the carcanct tight
Round the neck where it glittored so bright |
And died by her love.

.
Two matdens eat in their botwer,
And Ypoked out on the valley below;
Their father rode up to the tower,
With hisshield and hissword, and his bow,
« Now wolcome, lord father,’” thay mid,
¢ Q what wilt thou givoe 1o tho maid
ho loves thee so well? *”
<1,
« 0 dsoghtar, in kirtle of green,
* 3y geordon to-day is for thoos
Tho chicf of thy pleasuro hath boen
In the chase by the greenwood trec.
This spear witha golden dand
1 took from a huntsman’s hand,
And I paid him by Death.”



vit

The maiden accepted the spear
Aud went down to the forest beneath,

She tracked her quarry in fear,

And tho cry of the huat was ** Death
Her hounds wont straight to the shade,
Were under the lindens was laid

‘Tho huntsman she loved,

Vi,
1 camo to the lindens,” she said,
*To tho tryst 1 promised to keep.”
And thon with the spear she shied
Iler life-bluod and sank to slieep.
‘The birds sing the dirgoe of ther doumn,
Ihe boughs make tho arch of their tomb,
Where togethier they lie

Ix.
One maiden sate in her bower,
Avd Jooked out ou the valloy below,
Her father rode up to the tower,
With his shield, and his sword, and his bow.
* Now welcome, lord father,” she said,
O what is thy git to tho maid
Wholoves thee so well?
X
«* O daughter, iu kirtle of white,
MMy guerdon to-day shnll be thine,
A blossom gives thee niore Belight
Than the yellowest gold of the mune.
This lily the gardener would hide,
But I rustchied it away from his aude,
And paid him with Death.””

X1

O father, what deed did hie dare?
Oh, how met he death at thy hand?
The blossoms but throve by hus care,
And now they will fade from theland
«« « He kept the best blossoin,’ ho said,
¢« The whitest and best, for a maid
Wholoved him so well.* **

X1l

The blossom she tenderly laid
All safo in ber sorrowful breast,
And then 21l disconsolato strayed
In the garden her heart loved the best.
On tho top of a hillock of green,
That the white lilics lit by their sheen,
Sho sate hersclf down.

Xl

« O why may not I too dio now,
As my well-loved sisters died ?
But tho Mics will gito mo no blov,
So tenderly touching my side!
By tho lilios the maid would stay,
Till her own flower withered atway,
And the maid withered too.

BLONTIELD JA(KSOXN

THE NEW NURSE.

—

YHE sat in the deep oriel window, gazing
b through the lattice at thesnow falling softly
on the paved court in front of the old house.
She was a fair young girl, barely eighteen, and
ber long hair fcll in clustering curls about her
ncck and on the bosom of her quaintly simple
dress. And yet there was strange sadness in
the brown cyes, watching so dreatnily the white
feathery flakes around which gathered the early
twihgbt of the New Year's Eve. All at ones,
througb the stillaess, the cathedral chimes rang
out, and at the same instant a door behind her
opened, and a deep voico said, ¥ Audrey.” She
turned her head burriedly. At the further end
of the room stood a tall, grave man, in a doc-
tor's gown, his grey bair aearly hidden by a
trencher cap. ¢ Is tbere any change ?”

“ No, father—aonly she is more quict; she has
hardly spoken to-day +* and Audrey Harrington
stepped out from the shadow of the window,
and coming up to her father, laid her hands up-
on his shoulders’and softly kissed his brow

«Shall I go up to her?" he asked.

4 Not now—we fancy ehe issleeping, and you
must rest for you look sadly tired.”
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Ay, am tired " and then Andrey drew her
i father's great arm-chair nearer to the fire, and
fetched her sewing, while hie leant back with one
' hand shading his face A noble face it was, all
the more striking, perhaps, for the deep lines
that told of lung suffering and ceaseless eare.

There wag a souud of light fuotsteps in the
stune hall, and two young lads came softly into
the dark oak-panclied room. At another time,
they might huvoe bounded in with noisy glee;
but now voices and steps alike were hushed, for
their thoughts, too, were full of the sick child
up-stairs.  So it was a sad group that gathered
presently about the supper-table.  Hugh, the
clder boy, stole round to his sister’s side, and
slid his nand into hers as they sat together; and
when the more light-hearted Cecil broke for a
moment into a gay langh, his father's grave
glance and 1ow ¢ Hush, oy boy,” checked him
atouce, When he spoke again, it was ina sub.
dued tone—

“ Audrey, I saw your red cloak by the market-
cross this moraing, when [ was in the High
Street; but before [ could come up to you, you

had turaed down towards the bridge. Where
were you going ?”
She did not answer him.  She looked at Hugh

and asked some careless question , but in that
moment her pale cheeks bad flashed a vivid
crimsen.

Cecil persisted—" \Were you going to the
mill ?”

# Yes; it was an errand for Lily."”

** For Lily 77 said her father; his ear caught
by the name s0 precious now.

“ Yes, father; I will tell youn about it presently.
I must go now and sit by ber, while Margaret
rests awhile ;" and she rose.

There was a large room in an upper part of
that old rambling house, with pointed dormer
windows looking out over the courtyard and the
red-tiled roofs beyond ;—a room furnished with
heavy, high-backed chairs, a carved cabinet in
one corner, and an old fashioned gilt mirror
fasiencd up against thewall.  Opposite the mir-
ror stood two white beds, and upon ono of them
lay & young child, her golden hair all tossed
back from her buraing brow .and lying in dis-
ordered masses on the pillow, her little hands
moving restlessly over the coverlet. An old
woman in a high white cap and stuff gown sat
by the bedside, knitting busity. She looked up
as the red baize door opencd—~looked up with a
strange brightening, and yet with a wistfal
doubt in her withered face, when shesaw Audrey.

¢ Asleep still ™ the girl whispered, as she
softly crossed the room.

“No; she has been tatking a little; fancying
herself at play again in the ficlds and woods,
sweet lamb.  But yetsheas better to-night; she
has taken the turn, I think.”

« I will stay with her now. Do you godown,
Margaret.” .

The old nurse did not move, She was eagerly
scanning the pale, earnest face hefore het.

“ Miss Audrey, shall you win through it ?°

¢ [ must, Margaret; I must,” the girl replied,
with sudden passionate eagerness. * von't let
me think about it, lest my beart should fail,  If
only, Margarot, you arc sure it will not hurt
her.” and she glanced down at the sick child.

% Nay, Miss Audrey, bow can it? She takes
note of nought, poor darling ; "tisnot for her I'm
fearing. But bear up, my pretty oune,and it may
be the new year will bring us joy we little—"

She stopped suddenly, for a step sounded on
the stairs, and the next mioute Dr. Harsington
stood in the deorswway. The stern calmness of
his face meclted into yearning leve as he bent
over his little daughter, and tenderly stroked
her tangled carls; but when he met the vacant
gaze of the blue ¢yes. aud beard the muttercd
wandering words, he flinched as though in pain,
and, with a long, low sigh, turned away.

Margaret followed bim, and Audrey was left
to watch alone in the dunly-lighted cbamber.
She moved the taper yet farther into the shadow,
smoothed the tumbled coverlet, and then sat
with folded bands, wrapt in thought. * Not for
long. The little one stirred and half arose, and
as Audrey gently laid her down, the small fingers
clasped hers with & soft murmuring sound, and
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the eyelids closed, as though even then the child
kuew that caressing hand, and was coothed,

When, su hour later, Margarot came back,
Audrey was knecling on the floor, closo beside
the pillow, softly singing some nursery tullaby.
She made a sign ot silonce, nud pointed to the
bed where the little girllay calmly sleeping, her
flushied cheek resting on her hand,  Then, push-
ing back her own drooping locks, she roge and
moved to Margaret's side.  For an instant, they
stood—the old woman and the young girl—hand
in hand, looking into cach other’s eycs. Then
Audrey whispered—

“ Remember, it will be before midnight ;" and,
cre Margaret could roply, the baize door had
closed, and her young mistress was groping her
way through the dark, silent house to the room
below,

The time had been when the house, so sombre
now, wus full of bappy, active life; when her
father came home cach cvening with o joyous
fuce to play with his children in the dark old
rooms, and when she used to sit at her mother’s
fect, and look up into u beautiful face that look-
cd back lovingly into hers, Dimly, vague, but,
oh! how sweetly, those times came back her!
But then her thoughts passed on to other days;
when the smiling eyes began to sparkle with
anger, and her father's brow grew dark ; oad,
instead of the mercy games of yore, she was of-
ten bidden to lead the younger children away,
that they might not hear what passed between
their parents; and then—since that summer
evening, seven years ago—when the little girl
coming lome from a distant visit, found ber
Aunt Hester waiting for her in the hall, and
learnt from her pale lips that she might go to
ber father, but must neser speak to him of her
mother ; since that evening, she had not once
breathed that mother’s name.

So the years passed on, bringing no change
to that home till sickness entered it, and the dull
stillness turned to terrible anxiety. Was it thiz
anxiety that made Audrey’s checks so white—
her cyes so pitcous now ? Her hands were tightly
clasped, and she shivered as if in fear, when a
dark figure halted for a momentat the gate, and
then flitted on along the moonlit street.  With
a hasty movement sho drew the curtain 10, and
came back to the'hearth. An open book still lay
on her father’s kace, but his eyes were not fol-
lowing the words. As she leant over the back
of his chair, the red firelight shone full on tue
two faces S0 close together, 50 strangely unlike ;
the one furrowed with years of toil and gricf,
the other young and fair; yet the young, fair
face was the more troubled of the two,

The father's cyes rested on it lovingly. ¢ Dar-
ling, sou are wan and weary, and need rest.”

« [ cannot go yet, fatber. It i3 New Year's
Eve; let us wait together to seo the new year
in, and I will tell you, meanwhile, about that
poot woman at the mill, who is coming to nurse
our Lily.”

¢- Have you scen her again?”

¢ Yes, I went this moraing ; and she is ready.
She longs to be here, for she loves to help and
comfort those who are io trouble.”

Dr. Harrington bent forward and glanced in-
to bis daughter's faco. He had almost fancied
she was crying ; but there were no tears in tho
mourafal brown cyes, gazing so fixedly at the
leaping flames, and be leant back silently and
listened.

“ She told me her story to-day, father; may [
tell it to you now, as we sit here?”

¢ If you will my child.”

« 1t would have gricved your heart to sce her,
with her band upon her brow, and weeping as
sho spoke. Ah! it was such o sad tale! She
had been marnied when sho was a girl, ag young
es I amnow, to & man she dearly loved. They
were 8o happy, they two together, in their home!
and then children were bora to them, and though
her husband had to labour esarly and late to
feed and clothe them, yot still they were bappy
—happier than over in their children and cach
other. And when ono—their fisst-born—fellali,
and died, and thoy wept tagether over him, then
1 their bitter grief they turned to one another
and wero comforted.”
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Audrey stopped, for her futher laid his hand
on hers, and asked, abruptly, *What is this
woman's nume? 1 have forgotten.”

«Her name is Hall, and she comes from fur
away in the west country.”

% Why is she here?”

#She wanted to sec a sick friend, and she s
staying at the mill, but soon she must go buck
to her lonely cottage.”

“Tell me tho rest.”

“So they lived she and her husband, until
there came, in some sadiway, a°cloud be-
tween them—a cloud, so thin und light at firse,
that they themselves scarce knew that it was
there; but yet it grew and grew, until the old
love died. She says the blame was hers ; that
she was wilful, and would not bear rebuke, and
>0 she augered him. Aud one day—she had
vexed him sorely, and he had much to bear just
then—he upbraided her so sternly, that she,
stung by his bitter words, eprang up, and said
that sho would live with him no longer, but
would go home to her father’s house. And she
did go; and from that hour her husband closed
his doors and steeled his heart against her.

«But the time came, and quickly, too, when
this poor woman would have given years of life
to stand once more by her husband’s side, and
10 see her children’s fuces. But her proud spirit
held ber back until it was too late, until she
dared not come. Yet she yearned for them,
e¢ver more and more.  She yearns still, in vain,
for she knows not what to do. Father, tell me
what can she do?”

“Why do you ask me? How can I help her 27

The cold stern bitterness of those words scem-
ed to chill the young girl to the very soul. Her
head drooped, and for a long, long while there
was perfect stillness in the room. At last Au-
drey glanced up swearily at the great eight-day
clock.

Her father’s eyes followed hers, and he spoke
in a changed and soficned tono—

¢ Ay, it is close on midnight, and long before
we gre aslecp the new year will have begun.
Coume, Audrey, if I have scemed harsh, 'tis not
with you, my gir}, but with those who have
brought grief and care on hearts as innocent as
yours. Let us go”

She lingered no longer. Silently aud pas-
sively, as though in a dream, she let him put
his arm arounud her and lead lier away; only, as
they mounted the stairs, she looked up into bis
face. ¢ You will give Lily a last kiss 2°

“Yes, I am going to her now.” And so they
went slowly, side by side, through the long
cchoing passages to the door of Lily’s room.
There Dr. Harrington stopped, and laid his hand
on Audrey’s shoulder. “ One word more. Do
not bring that new nurse here till—till I have
thought further on it.”

And then bo turned the handle, and went in.
But the new nurse was there already, sitting
close by Lily’s bed, with the child's headlying
on her breast, the child’s golden curls mingling
with her loose dark tresses. Sho lifted up s
face, beautiful still, though wet with tears, hag-
gard with grief, softly 1aid the chuld down, and
arose.

“Robert! husband I

He took no heed of that imploringcry. With
a blanched face, flashing eyes, he turned fiercely
on his deughter—

% Audrey have you dared——"and he would
bave passed ber and gone out, but she stood in
his way, trembling indeed, bat steadfast in her
deep love, her earnest purpose.

“ Father, the blame is mine—have pity on us
both.”

“Had sbhe any pity on me? I was patient.
Though she slighted my wishes, despiscd my
authority, yet I boro with her, for she was very
dear to me; till at last, when her own proud
spirit had goaded me to anger, sho left me! She
1eft me, and from that day she hag been dead to
me, head to you; and if sho asks to come under
my roof, and to take her old placo onco again, 1
bave but ono word to fay-—~Never I’

Itrang through the room, that bard, cruel
word, and the wifo shrunk almost as though she
had been struck,

“I will gol" she said, humbly. ' I ought

fiot-to have come ; but how could I helpit, when
they told mo that my child might die? Let me
only look at her once more beforo I go;” and
sho moved back to the bedsido.

The little one lay with parted lips, still asteep ;
but ag tho mother bent down, one of the gmall
round arms was unconsciously raised until it
touched her neck. She did not move it She
only drew tho child closer, kissing her lips and
brow with passionate, hungry foudoess.

And the father stood and watched with un-
moved face, speaking no word; and Audrey too
watched, as though stunned, till suddenly she
started, and going up to her father, caught his
arm.  “Can you do it

“I cant I will!” and bie tried with his shak-
ing hands to unloose her clasp.

“Ob, Ihad thought, if all clse failed, that
this must move you. Thick of it! Qur Lily
may die. If you part them now, they may never
meet again,” and her face, her voice, were full
of nnguish,

Yet still he answered, ¢ Let it be 20. What
has sheever done that you should plead for her 2

She clung closer, she 1uid her head upon his
shoulder, and spoke in a low, hopeless voice—

“Father, I am young, and yet my life has
been full of sad memories,and Iam very weary-
hearted. She was the cause, and only she could
have blotted out the past and made we bright
and happy once again. You donotknow how 1
pined for her, when I thought she was lying in
her grave; but now—it will almost kill me if
you send my mother from me now !

He looked into her despairing cyes, He
thought of her girlhood, so unlike that of other
girls, nnd, all at once, his stern composure gave
way, his strong frame was convulsed with sobs.
Other sobs mingled with Lis, other arms than
Audrey’s clung around him, and he did not un-
clasp them.

“For the sake of the old love—~for your sake,
my poor Audrey,” he murmured, and with those
words drew his long-lost wife to his breast, and
beld her there.

Long they had stood-—-how long none knew—
when through the still air came a glad peal of
bells. The happy new year had begun. Thea
Dr. Harrington lifted Lis head and spoke tender-
1y and almost solemnly—

“Let us go and sit down beside our child,
and talk no longer of the past, but of the coming
years.”

And Audrey left them together, and stole
softly away to the window. There, below her,
bathed in the silvery moonlight, lay the quiet
streot, and the gre, valls of the old school-
buildings ; while, far away, the tall spires of the
catbedral rose bigh above the gabled roofs.
How many a night, now gone forever, she had
gazed with a lonely aching heart on that fami-
liarscenc! And still the bells rang on, and she
lingered listening. Her hard task was done;
the aew year had come laden with hope and joy,
and her thankful tears dropped bright and fast
as she looked back into the room and saw her
father's grey head, and close besido it the sweet
face, that for seven long years sho had seen only
in her dresms.

Goop Frioar catiep Loxg-rore Dav.—At
Brignton on this day the children in the back
strects bring up some ropes from the beach, Oao
stands on the pavement on one side, and onc on
the other, while one skips in the middle of the
street.  Sometimes a pair, & boy and a girl, skip
together, and somectimes a greaty fat bathing-
woman will take her place, and skip merrily.
They call the day © Long-ropo Day.”

Prastio Spars.—Alluding to the application
of plastic slate to render woodwork fireproof, a
writer in the Awerican Pefroleunms Standard
states that the slate is better if mixed for some
time before it is used, \nd observes that it may
bo conveniently made in old kerosene (petroleum
oil) barrels, which arestrong, and can be bought
second-hand very cheaply. A specimen from a
burned building was exhibited to tho Farmers’
Club, which, although exposed to the fall action
of the firo, was reither consumed, cbarred, nor
weakeaed.

PASTIMES.

GEQOGRAPHIGAL REBUS,

A town in Mexico; o town in Australia; o Russian
rort; a town in lllndoostan; atown jn Spafu; atown
it Ircland; o town In Franco; o town in Irussia: a
port in Scotlund; a town in Italy; and a town in Bul
garia. Tho instials, tead forwards, will givo tho naine
of a celobrated battlo: and the finals read backwards,
will give tho name of the defeatod king.

ENIGMA.

Whero the mist rides through tho vallins,
Whero tho moou from cloud-cavo sallics.
Where the sportive sun-beam dallics,

Evor Iam found.
Whero raountain sammits hoary,
1'ierco tho sky with boldoest glory;
Whecro tho brooklct tells its story

Runniug o’or the ground.
Whoro the yule-log burnsso brix,;huy,
Whore the young fect bound so lightly.
In the lamp lit parlour nightly.

I am brighest there.
Brighest—Dby tho fireside smiling;
Swogtest—sorrows tears beguillug;
Saddest—life's drear wocs roviling,

When thiey’ro hard to bear.

MAGGIE 8YMINUTON.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Whole, I an. a term used in music; beheaded. 1
am a musical finstrument, behead and transposed,
1 am of oqual value.

2. Whole I am a kind f weight; beheadod, I be-
come an anirnal; once more beliead, and § becomo a
preposition.

3. Whole I am found in the sea: behead me. and I
become sound; now transposed, 1 ain 8 female name.

CHARADES.

1 Of all sorts and sizes my first may be seen.
And varied its colour, too—red, black and green.,
My second you'll see on an carly spring morn
In tho flolds, o’er thesun dries the dow on the corn
'I1s found in the garden, and on the sea-shore,
And anglcers for fishing lay up a storo;
A student for knowl ﬁo is really athirst,
My whole ho is called, it e pores o'cr my first.
. {am composod of 20 lotters,

My 4, 19, 17, 16, 9. is a river in France.

3.5, 7, 14, is a city in Peru.

M))" 13, 19, 7, 9, is a city in Italy.
12, 19, 10, 18, is a city in France.

My 1,6, 4, 9, 18, is a country in Xuropo.

My 2,9, 1, 14, i3 ono of the United Statos,

My 8, 19, 16, 20, is s capo near Patagonis.

My 16, lé, 2, 10,9, s ariverin Gorxna.nry. .

Aly wholo was onoof tho Presidents of the Unit-
¢d States,

o

. EMMA B.

ANAGRAM.
Teh mrongin Lrka, het grésemsen fo Dya,
Sudicat ni ehr nsgo cth mzinnor ragy,
Nda oson ¢ht snu esrao twhi mscab os tbgrih
Taht lal bt v.ahior audig'h ot cse het yojsou gth is,
Eh twhi sih ipdot ayrs het Roos wrenso
Dan slick hte poordign vscale nad irdes eth sewd.

BMMA B.
ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

A workman was engaged for 60 days at $0c.
per day with an allowance of 10cts. per day for
refresbments, on the understanding that every
day he absented bimsef he should forfiot 50cts.
At thcend of 60 be was paid $48.; how many
days was be absent?

ANSWERS TO REBUS &o.

Rebus.—Craven-raven-N ova-Eva.ve,

Puzzle~ Tell mo not in mournful numbers

Lifo is but an ompty drcam
For the soul is dead that slumbers
Aand thingsaro not what they scem

Anagrams.—1. Chatles Kingsley; 2. Joun
Stuart Mill; 3. Robert Browning; 4. Thomas
Carlyle; 5. Lord Henry Brougbam; 6. Douglas
Jerrold.

Charades—1. Maun-sion; 3. Toothache; 3:
Heligoland.

Acrostic.—Bismarck—1. Britain; 2. Illinois;
3. Satin; 4. Minerva; 5. Acoustics; 6. Raphacl;
7. Kepler.

Arithmorem.—Jacod Snider—1. Javelin;
2. Ammoniac ; 3. Crocodile ;4. Osier; 5. Belle
6. Sceptic; 7. Ward; 8. Ireland ; 9. Deuterono-
my ; 10. Epithalamium; 11. Rix-dollar.

ANSWERS RECEIVER.

Rcbus.—Bericas, Polly, Niagam, H. H. V.,
gus, Geo. B., Violet.

Puyuzzle—Polly, Geo. B, Violet, Bericus, Ar-
Camp, Whitby.

Anagrams—All.—Bericus, H. H. V,, Ningara,
1st. 4th. 5th. and Gth. Ellen B, Argus, 4th. &
6th. Camp, Whitby, X. Y.

Charades.~All—Bericus, Ellen B., Argus, H.
H. V. 1st & 3rd., Polly, Niagara, 3rd. Eniton.

Acrostic~Niagara, Beribus, Argus, H. H. V.

Arithmorem —Bericus, Argus, Niagars, Ellen
B., Whitby.
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TO CORRESPONDENTS,

Lotters addressed forthe Editor should be addressed
* Eaitor of Saturduy Reader, Drawer 4015 and come
;:\s\;::}:l}flxllls on busimess to R, Worttnngton, b

A. L.—The Edinburgh Revicw was started in
October, 1802, hy a kuot of young men living m
the metropolis of Scotland, the primeip o of whom
were Francis Jeflvey, Sidney Smita, F_ Horner, and
Henty Brougham. Of the first number 750 copies
were pminted, but the demand far exeeeded this
hmited supply, and several editions followed,
In 1808 the circalation had risen to abuut 000,
and in 1813 from 12,000 to 13,000 copres were
punted,  The pay of contributors was a* hrst
ten guineas n sheet, but shortly after the  ini-
mum was raised to sinvtecn guineas,  During the
reign of deftrey the avernge pay meat tor arucdes
was from twenty to twenly-five guineas per
sheet.  The most brilliant contributor o the
Edwbuigh Review, since the petiod of Jetley,
was the Inte Lord Macaulay.

Vox.—Not without merit, but scarcely up to
publication standard.

W. R. T.=Try the receipt under the head of
# Reientific and Useful” in our present number.

ALrreD J.—4Caedh mtllc featha"—the trans-
Iation is * A hundred thousand welcomes,

Manv.—Beethoven was born at Bonn, in the
rear 17570,

A Serscrimgr.—Eggs may be dyed rose
coloar by buthag them for about un hour folded
up in scarlet cloth; blue, by tirst bothng them
i water containing yellow prassiate of potash,
and then dipping them in a cuid solution of
green vitriol . red, by boiling them i & decoc-
ton of Togwood; jcllow, turmeric, in walter,
Patterns may be produced by drawing the de-
sign with a grease crayon, then using the dye.
Lath.

isonisk,—We are sorry our cortespondent
thought fit 1o forward the verses entitled - How
to make a Waterfall” as original. It is pussible
that we might have been deceived, bud we not
read them some time since in a Now Druuse
wick newspaper.

GantiEr.—In our next.

P. E. D.—The lines are touching, but we do
not think they will bear publication.

ALpra.—Get some competent person to give
an upinion on it beture you proceed any tarther
with it. '

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

Magnctism has the power of protecting iron
from corrosion; and by this method the rals
m use an rmlways are protested from rust,

1t has recently been discovered in France that
sulphuret of carbon is the best solvent of the es-
sential oils of Rowers.  The sulphiuret peuetrates
into the substance of the petals, expels the water,
and, when charged suflicieutly with theessential
oil, is evaporated.

To Kekr Breap Moist.—Put about two in-
ches of water in the bottom of a bread-pan
which bhas a cover, and fit into the pan, just
above the water, a board picrced with holes, on
which the bread is to be placed, so as to prevent
cither the board or the bread from touching the
water. Then put on the lid of the pan.

To Creax Gonp Cuawss.—Puat the cnain into
a small gluss bottle, with wanm water or cau-de-
cologne, a httle camphorated, chalk (tooth-
powder), and scrape in some soap. Cork the
Dottle, and shake it for a minute violently. The
friction against the glass polishes the gold, and
the soap and chalk extract every particle of
grease and dirt from the interstices of a chain of
the mest intricate pattern.  Un taking it out of
the bottle rinse it in clear cold water, wipe it
with a towel, and when all camp has been
allowed to cvaporate, the polish will be brilliant.

Wheat has been subjected to cold of 100 de-
grees below zero, and to a temperature of 210
degrees above zero, without destroying its ger-
nenating properuics.
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Preskuvation or Leatnen.—The following
preparation, if applied occasionally to the upper
leathier of boots or shoes, will soften it, and pre-
vent it from cracking :—Neut's-foot oil, one
quart; bees-wax, eut small, one ounce; oil of
tar halfa pound.  After smnmering the il and
wax a little 1 o pipkin, the ol of tar must be
added, and after n gentle simmering again for
a few mlnuets, stiering it the whole time with
wstick, the miature wall be finished.

\
CHIESS.
FO CORRESPONDENTS.

B. N. C.—Yoursolutions to Problems, Nox 64 and
6hare correct s they wese handed in too late for earlier
achnowledgiment.

I R; M B, HAMivmon, ¢ W —Thanks for the
enclosure, which shail hase our carly attention  Your
svlutions to Problems, Nos. 66 and 68 are correct,

Gro B Caneeate, Tanmy rows, N. Y.—Much
ohliged tor your Kindness
Lo O h now.

G, G . 8Sr, Carnanings, C,W.—You have not been
forgotten.

1hat 4 pounder appears to

PROBLEM, No 6S.
By 1 H. Counrexay, Wasninarown, D, C.
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wWinrTe,
White toplay and Mate in three moves,

SOLUTION OF 'ROBLEM, No. 65.
WiiTe, BLACR.
1 QtoQ Rdi(ch) 13 takes Q.
210 takes B8 B awoves,
3 13 takes B Mate.

Game played in the pending tournament at tho
Westininster Chiess Club, between two of the players
in the first clusy, Messes. Mincbin and Belwetf.

eTrory's DEridCE. .

Wit Te, (Mr. Menchen.) BLACK, (Mr. Belaicfll)

11toK L 11I'toR 4.

2K KttoB3. S KKttoB3.
3 httares K P, 3Ll
4 XK Ktto B3, 4 Kt tahes K I'.
L1 to Q4. S KBtoR 2
G BtoQs. 61'tok B4
7 Castles. 7 Castles.
S1Itoy B, S BtoKk B 3(a)
9 Q Ktto 3. Y Ltto KAt4,
10 Kt takes Kt 10 35 takes ki,
11 B tahes 3. 11 Qtakes B.
121 t0 Kk B4, 12Qto B3,
13 Bto B2 13 htto Q B3.
Hrtouh. 14 Ktto b 2,
15 KttoQ Kt 6. 15 BtoQ .
1 httahes Q 25 I 16 1t to Q 3 &q.
17 Ktto K 6. 17 15 takes Kt.
18 1’ takes B, 18 Q taxes I*.
1 RtoK eq. 19 QoK B3.
WQtoh 2 2 Wt to Ki 3.
21 17 to K Wt 3. 21 QR to I sq.
22 Q takes R. 2 R takes Q.
23 1¢ takes K (ch.) WKtob2
2% Q1R 0 K. 24 Q takes Q Kt P,
2 1810 Q Kt 3, 25 Qto QHich,)
26 K to Kt 2. 26 Qtoy B 4.
B K Roh6. 27 Qo B 3(ch)
2% K to R3 (L) 28 Qto b Boic.)
2 R takes Kt <9 N takes R.
30 BtoQsq. QoK BT,
31 oG ch) 31l htoB2.
& R takes P, L Htok 2.
B RtoQb. B PtoKR3.
3t BtoQ Kt 3, 31 to K Kt4.
3 R takes I P, 33 Kto K 3.
3 RtoK5(ch,) 35 KtoB3.
5T P o Q Bi5(d)

And Black motes in three movee.
() Tho opening is managed with no little ingonulty
ead originality on Blsck's part.
W) Ahvery a:_)gerous step to take.
{¢) Well played, and terribly threatening.
() A hasty move, but so pretty and insidious a mate

might well eacape observation,

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

TaxinG A Drax.—Jumping a ditch,
PreaiLastic Pruoroorarks,—Striking likenesses

Tir ozLY PLOT 138 WHIOH THERE IS NO MYSTERY
~—A plot of grass,

Pus MosT PronueTive GrROUNDS RvEr KNows,

QuesTiox ror Tar Hrmave Sociery.—What
degree of relationship exists between the Cove of
Cork and a life-buoy?

Ax 1yeortaNT Lkcan, Monrawn, axo Sociay
Qurstion —Is the being tender to another man's
gweetheart a ¢ legal tender ?”

Heap . Stosmaca.—The question why printers
do not succeed so well as brewers, was thus
answered : ¢ Because printers work for the head,
and brewers for the stomach, and where twenty
men have stomachs, but one has brains,”

JonTrARIES,—DPeople say they shell pease
when  they unshell them; that they husk
cornwhen they unhusk it; that they dust their
tfurpitute when they undust it, or take the dust
from it ; that they skin & calf when they ungkin
it; and that they scale fishes when thoy unscale
them, Many men say they are going to weed
their gardens, when their gardens are weedy
enough already.

Two young American ladies were holding high
couverse over the virties of'n certain new dress,
« And docs it fit well?” asked one. ¢ Fit ?” said
the other ;  yes, as if I'd  been melted and pour-
cd )"

A man down East, describing the prevalence
of duelling, summed up with—4 They even fight
with daggers in a room pitch datk.” Is it possi-
ble ?” was the reply. * Possible, sir!” returaed
the Yankee; « why, I've scen them.”

When does a clock resemble 2 discontented
workman ?——When it strikes.

A Philadelphian .is disgusted with Rome be-
cause “it's so plaguey full of ruins, there's no-
thing else to gee.”

¢ See therel” exclaimed a returned Irish sol-
dier to 2 gaping crowd, as he eshibited with
some pride his tall bat ~vith a bullet-hole in it.
«L.o0k at that hole will you? You scc that if
it bad been a low-crowued bat, 1 should bave
been killed outright.”

On some American Railroads it is customary
to bave a lock on the gtove to prevent passen-
gers from meddling with the fire. A conductor
being asked why they locked the stove, replied,
lhnt’“ it was to prevent the fire from going
out.

A ravGEARLE incident occurred at the depot
in Savannah, Georgia. The train from Mobile
brought up several barrels of shell oysters. A
anmber of country negroes stood by, and never
having scen oysters before, were somewhat sur-
prised at the appearance of the bivalves. ¢ Where
he mouf ?” exeluimed one of the most inquisitive.
“«How um eat! Golly! I think am pothing
‘cept gum.  Yah! yah! he continued, laughing
at his wit. “I spec sum white man tink nigger
a fool when he call that ister.” Just then
he cyed an open oyster, and scizing it, he
cyed it closely. Not satisfied with the ex-
amination, he placed it 10 his nosc; but
no sooner was that organ inserted between
the shells, than they closed. igger howled
with pain, and called out, % Pall um off! pall
um off"”  But the moro the oyster was puiled
the more he would not let go, and a8 poor
Cuffce danced and yelled, his frantic cfforts to
rid himself of his uncomfortable nasal ornament
were both ludicrous and painfal, “ Hit um wid
astick,” suggested & buxom weoth; apdina
moment the oyster was knocked right and left
with & hearty will; but Cuffee’s head went with
it. “Pinch his tail,” cried a little nig, *nod bo
sure 16 let gol?  But there was no thil to pinch,
and poor Cufice secmed doomed to wear the oyster
fore ver. At this moment an ¢ intelligrent contra-
bond” whipptd out & knife, and with it soon
scvered the oyster.  Cuffec looked dt the shulls
with amazement, and finding the oyster tooth-
less, threw it away with the remark, « Um got
o teeth, but he gum is powerful I
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