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OUR UNDERTAKING.

HE prescnt number completes the first volame
of the Reapee. Six months ago, after
much hesitation and many doubts, the first num-
ber of our paper was offered to the public.
Although feeling then that a periodical of the
class wo proposed to publish was an acknow-
fcdged want in Canads, wo bad still beforo us
the grim warning which the fato of our prede-
cessors furnished.  8ince the Literary Garland,
published for several years by Mr. John Lovell,
was discontinucd, no purcly literary paper,
although sevcral have appeared, haG suceceded
in gaining any hold upon the affections of the
public. One by ono they hod been issued—had
dragged on for a brief space an unappreciated
existence—aond then igaoominiously died the
acath, Our own expericnco e¢onvinces us that
ey failed,~not because Canadians were unpre-
pared to sustain o Cazadian literary paper—but
because the conductors of the several jourrals
were unhappy in their efforts to cater for the
public. They did not interest any largo classof
readers in their Saceess; in fact, they failed to
meet the wants of the public, and cousequer “y
were allowed to pass away, with but here and

thert o feeble expression of regret,

Although the Reapzr o, not yet all we desire
it should be, norall we hope to mako it, still wo
aro nble to say that its success, so far, hag ex-
cceded our most sanguine anticipations, It is
gow cstablished on o firm basis, aud we pledge
ourselves that no effort shall be wanting on our
part to make it an cver-welcomo guest at tho
fawily ficeside. Wo desire to extend oar cirenla-
tion beyond the citics and towns, and to reach
tho people. Our hope is that our paper till find
its way into thousands of the homes of our brave,
toiling backwoodsmen, and there cheer the
nardy “ bone and sinew” of our country with its
woekly feast of good things. It has ever been

our aim that the moral tono of the SarvrDAY |

Reaper should bs unexceptionable, and that the
articles admitted into its columns should bo
healthy, varied and ietcresting-~mingling with
the moro substantial and thoughtful papers a
good proportion of light and pleasant reading.

We felt that it was only by giving prominence |
to fiction that wo could hope todisplace the class

4

of American periodicals that havo so long de-
luged Canada, Wo must fight tho cnemy with
his own weapons, but with this differencc—tho
temper of our steel should be purei. Tho herocs
who walk across our mimic stago should not bo
gentlemen who delight in the sensational—be-
Iauded scoundrels who revel in murder and se-
duction—but creations of a purer fancy, livingin
& purer atmosphere. And wo may add that,
althvugh our labours have cxtended over but
six short months, still we havo been frequently
gratified by receiving warm commendations, and
expressions of sympatby with our efforts, from all
parts of Canada. Wedo not thick the Satoroay
Reapsn could pass away without leaving a void
that would be felt,

Aud now a word or two as to the future. We
do nut prupuse changing w any cxtent either the
character or arrangement of the Rxapzr. To
some departments wo hopo to give greater pro-
miucace ; and in this connexion we may state that
it is vur intentivn tv devote moro space tv music
and musieal items, We hopo to placo this de-
partment of our paper under the care of a gentle-
man whose name alonc will be a sufficient guar-
anteu that whatever is done will bo welldone. Tn
fiction we think wo have a goodly feasf prepared,
Next week we shall commence the publication
of a tale, entitied : “How I made Money in Wall
Street, and how I Married.” It will extend
through about six numbers of the Reapsr ; and
we direct tie gpecial attention of our friends to
this tals, as pechaps the best of the shorter tales
we have yet offered to them. “The Sceret of
Stanley Hall” will be completed in our next
issur, and in vumber twenty-cight we shall give
the first instalment of once of Paul Fevals cele-
brated novels, entitled: “The Two Wives of the
King.” A translation of this work is being spe-
cially prepared for the Rrapsr by & gontleman
in cvery way competent to do justico to the
original. ¢ The Two Wives of tho King® is a
historical romance of the 13th century—of sur-
passing interest—-and like Sir Walter Scott's
bistorical novels, will be found to throw much
light upon the maoners and customs of the far
away and little understood age of whicl it
treats. Short tales and sketches, cither original,
or sclected from the best English publications,
will bo given in cach number of the Reansr; and
carefuly written articlesupon political or literary
subjects will be prepared by the cditorial staff.

o cannot conclude this article without ex-
pressing our sincero thaoks to numerous fricads,
who bavo voluntarily came forward to render us
their assistance in carrying on our work, Most
of them are personally unknown to the Editor,
maoy of them, a3 reprsented in their contribu-
tions, Lave become frequent snd welcomo visitors
to his sanctum. It is probable that bo may never
enjuy tho opportunity of thanking many of them
face to faco, yet at least in imagiaation he can—
and gladly does—extend to ono and all the
tight hand of fellowship. Fellowship in senti-
meut and fellowship in cffort.

LOGOMACHY.

ORD fighting has brought plenty of grist
to the printer’s mill, or rather must
bave well nigh cxhausted tho stock of many
& paper mill, So much pamphletcering by
learned Deans .and Dons bas it provoked
80 many pleaders, special and general, has it re-
tained on bebalf of the Queen’s English, 80 many
' pros and cons” in reletter “h" in humble and
hospital, that it is high time tho printers, publish-
ers, pustmasters, and paper manufacturers of
Canada should share in & profit hitherto mono-
polised by their brethren of like craft in London
and Edinburgh, “ Good Words” told ussome
two years ago that tho number of letters received
on this subject well nigh “ overwhelmed the
cditor.” Such wasthoflood of ink poured into his
sauctusy, tho interferenco of the Royal Humane
Socioty seemed requisito to save him from actual
drowning, Tho annual overflow of tho St. Law-
rence and Ottawa, and tho spring ¢ freshets” of
Canads scarcely bring moro work to the plats
layers and navvies of the Grand Trunk Railway,
than did this literary flood to tho prinfer's devils
and proof readers of Edinburgh—with this sub-
stantial differenco that while the Canadian flood
lessened tho raiflroad traffic and receipts, this
flood of correspondenco increased the circulation
of magazmes and pampblets and repaid all the
aelual cost threo-fold,

Wo were just going to write “Now to begin,” but
we forgot where wo were. In Canada we must
drop the Anglo-Saxon ¢ begin,” and out of respect
to the first settlers of our Province, use tho French
Wurd * commence.” “ When at Rome, do a3
Rome,” i3 o motto drilled into every schoolboy;
and we should be despising its moral if we utter-
cd tho word “begin” in Canada, much more if
wo dcliberately wroto it. It may bo fairy
questioned if any boy edacated in'a common
school in Canada cver heard of another word
having tho samo meaning as ¢ commenco? If
tho Bible translation had been left to Canadian
disines, tho first three words would not have been
¢ in thebeginning,” but, ¢ in the commencement.?
Everything commences, nothing begins. No one
perhaps can find actual fault with ¢ commence,?
but why invariably use cight lettersof the alpha.
bet, when five would suffice. ¢ Brevis csse
laboro” is utterly sct at nought, when mammag
say, ¢ now baby don’t commeaco to cry,” when
¢ dont cry” is all thatis requisite; and eooks tell
their mistresses  tho water is commencing to
buil,” when ¢ on the boil” would suffice. TRese
are no far-fetched instances of tho useless intro-
duction of thismouthful of a word, for X have not
ooly been told © that horse will commenes to
kick,” inst :ad of simply * ho will kick” but
actually that & man i exlremis would “com-
mence to die” unless a doctor was fetel.ed.

Whether tho letter H should or should not ba
sounded in ® hospital” and ¢ humble” is, after
all, it scems & vexed question, but perhaps itis
awt too much to say whoever drops tho aspirate
In citber of thess words, docs 50 at the peril of
being set down as #pedaatic,” which Johnson de.
fines to bo “ awkwardly ostcntatious of learn-
ing”” QCanada,as a rule, is far in advanco of
England in prononciation  generslly, and
especially in the correet use of the aspisate, This
i3 ono of tho first things that strikes the car of
the new arriver from the old country. Let any
Arierican or Cansdian travel through England
frum John O'Groat's houso to the Land'sEnd, and
ho will bo frightfully puzzled by its pumerous pro-
vincislising, a3 station afler station, tho nsme of
each i5 intonded'to bo hallooed out, to prevent
tho passengers from overrunning their respective
Journeys. There is scarcely onche can Tecoguise,
tolil aflet o sovere stady of Lis  Bradshaw,” he
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finds out that “ *Ampton” means Wolverhawptou,
that « Caster” means Doncaster or Lancaster,
and at his journey's end, that ¢ Lunnun” mcans
Loudon. Now there is nothing so slovenly as
this on the Grand Trunk; tho names of all the
stations are intelligibly counded from Sarnia to
Toronto, and Totouto to Moutreal, if we except
# Vaudreuil,” and certainly that is a puzzler. Nu
slight acynaintance with French canght at
school, aml renewed by an occasional trip to
Paris would ever help you, and you would never
dream of ¢ Foudroy,” meaning ¢ Vaudrewl” any
more than the Aabitant in Bonsccours market
would believe yon wanted to buy his potatoes
i€ you asked fur “ Pownes de terre” instead of
i Patates.”

An English cuckneg, tov, justsct duwn in Can-
ada does not get on well, until bie mends his elo-
cution, Wo recollect o couceited individual
who Lad just, landed ashe said from the © l!anglo
Saxon,* who thought no smail beer of himself,
and therefore asked fur o ¢ glass of hail”  The
puzzled look of the sprightly hostess of a coun-
try inn was a good subject for Walkie. We had
half & mind to tell her to fetch some iced water,
a3 the pearest approach to ¢ hail” that conld be
suggested , when hier husband, furmerly o Wiite-
chapel butcher, came to the rescue, and quickly
Lrought a fuaming glass of beer, remarking that
Lachine beer was equal to # Lunnon hail.” He
had not quite furgutten all his owa cockneyism,
but our new acquaintancesoon floored him, with
“ Do you know where I could find a ¢ Colluge
Horny, with a nice hittle farm attached 7’ Afier
a considerable ransacking of our braips we
guessed he meant coltage ornée, and we guessed
right.  Alas! a plain shaoty was the real wang,
and the cockucy and his coltage horny came to
grief fur Jack of fuuds to keep up Ius notion of
cheap colonial life.

It would be casy to deal with words coined in
Amcrica, but the subject is rather tnte, nor do
such words ns “ Goaheadativeness” and tho like
take deep root in Caunadn; most of them are
alvcady weeded out of our vocabulary, and, now
the reciprocity treaty is at an cnd, we would tax
every newspaper heavily tbat used them. Word-
making is nevertleless a trade, and if wo may
judge by the advertisers, the demand cxceeds the
supply. The pocts who write for Warren's black-
ing, or fur Moses in the Minories, haso in the
long run been remunerated ag well a3 was the
poet laureate by the publishers of ¢ Cornhill.”
The renowned George Robing, the immortal
kuight of the hammer, it was stated, employed a
double first class man to compose ius advertise-
ments—many of which are worthy of preserva.
tion as # curiositics of Iiteraturo ;” they were
unique and inimitable—take for instance the
description of Fonthull Abbey printed as an in-
trodaction to the particulars of the sale of tbat
magunificent property. It was the best specimen of
adverlisiosg ever issued beforo or since, and
proved so successful that it was used as a prece-
dent for similar sales cver after.  Theso poets
were also entrusted with the manufacture of
new words for quack medicines; and Row-
land paid handsomely for his famous word
# Kalydor,” which has proved an immitable
trademark for upwards of fifty years. The in-
gredients ay have been imntated, but the
name could not be, and that was just what
was wanted.  Almost all other trade words are
mongrels half Greck, balf Latin, with some
French and Eoglish compounds, but a classic
can find no fault with ¢ Ralydor” What would
ho say to ¢ Hydropult,” manufactured to mesn
¢ an engino to throw water”? The word-coincr
had ¢ catapult” probably in his head, which is
“an engine aaciently used to throw stoncs.”
Bat as catapulta is a Latin word, he did not help
himself by affixing a bit of Greck. Probably he
thought o catapult was “an cnginc to throw
cats,” and he might just as well have sad
 yeaterpult” atonce. Then we have Eccaleobions,
#1 call out life,” Antigropelos * skin against
wet,” the North  Americar Penetangumishenc
¢ shifting sand,” ¢ Tycadinaga,” “ Unlla,” &c,
being just as intelligible and farmorc cuphosious.
Then wo have compounds of French and Latia to
please your fair readers, ¢ sansflectum crinolines,”
aud * pompadour japons, and a host of others, clos-

ing with % opponax,” which used to mean “a
stinking gum with an acrid taste,” now adver-
tised ns o modern perfume,

If we are to hiave new words, let ug make them
of dvy well-scasoned material from the dead lan-
guages, as * viaduct,” a word admissible any-
where; and yet only co-cval with railroad cu-
gneening, at any ratc unknown to Johnson, But
when we go to living language, we wake @ mon-
grel, take “relble” for instance. How the
press, the legislature, and the clergy came to
countenance this word (and in Canada they all
have), wa knuw not—it was not wanted, Of
course by ¢ reliable” is meant “ worthy of reli-
ance,” just as by ¢ pitiable” is meant ¢ worthy of
pity,” but there is no substantive rely but reliance,
awd st should be * relianceable.”  Adunt ¢ reli-
able,” and o Litter of mongrels would soon follow,
as ¢ defiable,, ¢ repliable,” &c., &c.

The Saturday Readers will begin to say @

“ Y¥hat's in a name? that which wecall arose

By any other nuo would swmell as sweet ;"
just as if Shakespere had & contempt for words
and names. At all events, this hackueyed quota-
tion i3 often used for that end. The reverse is
the fact.  Upon thie furce of names (and names
are but words), upon ¢ Montague and Capulet!
hangs the whole drama of Romeo and Juliet,

BLast.

BRITISII AMERICAN LITERATURE.

We understand that the Rev. J. D. B—
has been for some time engaged in an extensive
and useful work, the idea of which was origi~
nated some years ago by the Lighest of our
Lower Capadian cducationists — viz., ¢ The
Battles of the World in Ancient and Modern
Times,” arranged in alphabetical order, and
forming n dictionary of rcliable information,
drawn in extenso from the best of histories and
despatches, It is also intended to give a chro-
nological appendix of the battles and principal
events connected with the different countries of
tho ancient and modera world, The book will
consist of at least 500 pages, and be clearly
printed and neatly bound.

Proressor Berr, F.G.S., the able young
Canadian geologist, of Queen’s College, Kings-
ton, i3 prepating for the press o scientific trea-
tise on petroleum, having special reference to
Canada.

Mr. Fesenty, of Sackrille, Nova Scotia, hias
in contemplation thie publication of a cullection
of his miscellancous pieces in verse ; and L'Anss
Casarary, of Quebec, who has already made im-
portant contributions to our rising and growing
literature, is engaged in writing o life of the late
Mr. F. X. Ganxeav, the historian of Canada,

QUEBEC LITERARY AND HISTORICAL
SOCIETY.

At the Annual General Mecting of the Society,
o following gentlemen were clected to conduct
the business of the Society for 1866 :—

President—E. D. Ashe, Esq , Capt. R.N.

Vice-Presidents—Rev. J. Douglas, Wm. Jas.
Aunderson, Esq., 3L.D., James M. Lemoino, Esq.,
and Hector Fabre, Esq.

Treasurer—Henry Fry, Esq.

E Gorresponding Secretary—W, D. Cawmpbell,
Bsq.

Council Sccretaiy—C. L. J. Fitzgerald, Esq.

Librarian—J. W. Cook, Esq

Curator of Museum—S. Sturton, Esq.

Curator of Apparatus—Thcopbile Bedard, Esq.

Additional Members of Conncil—C. G. Holt,
Esq., Jas. Stevenson, Esq., Thelesphore Fournir s,
Esq., and Dr. Marsden.

Asgistant Sceretary~Wm. Couper,

LITERARY GOSSIP,

—

Temple Bar has, we understand, been sold
to Mr., Bentley for the sum of £2,500 sterling,

Yet another translation of Homer. It is said
that King Otho is croploying bis leisuto in trons-
lating the Iliad,

A New Weekly Journal, similar in chinracter
to tho Lield, has just made its appearanco in
London. It is entitled #Land and Water: o
Journal of Ficld Sports,” and the department of
Fisheries and praetical Natural History will be
conducted by Mr. Frank Buckland.

We see it stated that & vast collection of letters,
notes, and memoranda, said to fill 10 chests,
illustrative of the literary lif+ and Jabours of
Walter Savage Landor, has been handed vver to
Mr. John Forsterns the materials from which to
write the poet's life.

A London publishing firn has been recently
trying to prevail on the Poct Laurcate to permit
the intraduction into England of the American
editions of his works, nlleging as a reusun that
they are quite as well if not better printed, and
that they -re so very much chieaper, than the
English cditions. Another reason adduced for
their introduction there, we believe, was tho

"] desirability of circulating Mr. Tennyson's writ~

ings amongst the working <lasses. Notwith-
standing theso representations, the Laurcate has
declined to permit Americau reprints of his poems
to circulate in England.

Mr. Charles Kuight is abuut to re-issue, in
clicap weekly nuwbers, his excellent ¢ English
Cyclopxedia.” It is to commence with the
division of #Arts and Sciences,” and will be
followed immediately by “Biography,” ¢ Geogra-
phy,” and % Natural listory;” all increased in
valuo by means of supplements now being pre-
pared. We read in the prospectus:—%To the
members-of mechanies’ and literary and scientific
institutions, working men's clubs, and other
associations for the purchase and common use of
otherwiso inaecessiblo works of research and
reference, this mode of re-issue scems particularly
well adapted ; whilst there are, doubtless many
individusls who, unablo to pay large sums at
ouce, would gladly avail themselves of the oppor-
tunity, by casy payments at short intervals, of
possessing s0 useful and extensive a work as
“The English Cyclopxdia

An cnterprising dealer in London announces
a volume clegantly “got up’ with beautifal
vignette monograms, colored engravings, etc.,
entitled ¢ Essay and Essence,” containing a
poem, “Odor of Hybla; or, Floral Sprites,”
and says that ¢« the volume, besides its literary
and artisticattractions, containg within it a casket
of new and choico perfumes appropriately called
“Floral Sprites.,” This is an unusual combina-~
tion of the intellectual with the material, but not
altogether an unpleasant onc,

An #Annotated Book of Common Prayer”
is announced for specdy publication in London,
It is to be produced on an enlarged scalo of
critical research and commont, more thorough
than any previous work of the kind, and worthy
of the present state of liturgical knowledge,
useful alike to the clergy and the laity. it is
cdited by the Rev. Jobn Blunt, assisted by
various writers of eminence. 1t will be earefully
printed from the “#Secaled Book. The original
texts of a)i parts that bave been derived from
ancient sources, both Latin and old English, will
bo sct side by side with tho English of tho
Prayer Book. It will also contain historical
ritual and expository foot-notes, separate essays
on important subjects, historical introductions
to each division of tho Prayer Book, and illus-
trations of tho last revision from the MSS. of
Bishop Cosin and Archbishop Sancroft,

The Irish “Literary Man” has come with other
things to the surface, during the Fenian trials in
Dublin. The chief of these, named O'Keeffe, put
in a plea for mitigation of punishment, on tho
ground that he only wroto what he could get
paid for, and he was especially paid forasserting
that tho country wasoppressed and discontented.
Further, this projector of a republic complained
that tho Government did not interfero with tho
Fenian press, aud prevent tho writers getting in-
to trouble, by & process of warnings, such as aro
cmployed by the Imperinl Government of France.
To an advocato of the Iiberty of the press, this
complaint assumes & comic aspect., Weo must
add, that tho Dublin Evening Mail properly pro-
tests against O°Kceeffo being considered as a typo
of tho “ Literary Man¥ in Ircland,
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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

Fust publishied, this day, +‘The Biglow Pa{crs. Iy
James Russell Lowell, complote {n ono vol. FPaper
covors, unftorm with Artemus Ward.” Illustrated.
Drinted on fine puper, lrico 25 cents. R. Wor-
thington, Montreul.

Just publlshcd. Second edition of ** Tho Advocate ' a
novel, By Churles Heavysege, author of ¢ Saul,”
s Jephthiah's Daughter,” &c. Chcur DPaper Cover
cdition, §9 cents; Cloth, §125; Gilt, S1.60. 1L,
Worthington, Montreal,

Our Inheritanco in the C.reat Pyramid. By Profescor
C. Piazzi Smyth I R.S.S L. & E. &e. With Photo-

rn{nh. Map, and Plates. Loudon edition, £2.00.
. Worthnngton, Montreal,

Simple Truths fur Earnest Minds. By Norman Mac-
Jeod, D ), ono of ller Majesty’s Chaplains. R,
Worthington, Montreal,

Good Words, tor February. Irco 124 cents. R.
Worthington, Montreal,

Sunday Blagzaziue, for February. Irico 1l cents. R.
Worthington, Montreal,

Millai’a Illustrations A collection of eighty beauti-
ful engravingson wood. 3y John LEverott Millais,
R.A. 1 vol, large 4to. l.ondon: Strahan & Co.
£€5.00. R. Worthington, dMontreal.

Tho Sheplicrd and 1lis Flock; or. Tho Keeper of
1srael and _the Sheep of his l'asture. 1y J. R.
Mcbuff, D.D. 12mo. $1.00. Mountreal: R, Wor-
thington, 30 Gt. St. James Strect.

Tho I’arables of our Lord, rcad in tho Light of tho
Present Day. By Thumas Guthrie, D.D. 1 vol,

. 12mo. Gilt top. With lllustrations by Millais.
81560. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Theology and Life. _Scrmona chicfly on special ocea-
sions.” By E. 11, Pluntre, M.A ;" London. 16mo.
S1.60. Montreal: R. Worthington,

Bushnell. The Vicarious Sacrifice, Grounded in
Principles of Universal Oblization. By loraco
Bushnell, D.D. 12mo. A new English Edition.
S1.60. R. Worthington, Montreal.

Tho Angels’ Song. B{ Thomas Guthrie, D D,, auth. r
of “* Gospel in Ezehicl,'” &c. 32mo. 40c, 1. Woi-
thington, Montreal.

Good' Words for February, R. Worthington. Mont.

real

Sunday Magazine for February. R. Worthington,
Montreal.

Tue Magic Mirror. A round of Tales for OId and
Youug. DBy William Gilbert, anthorof ¢ Do Y'ro-
fundis,” &c., with cighty-four Hiustrations. By W.
8. Gilbert. R. Worthington, Montreal.

The North-west Pacsago by Land. Beingthonarrativo
of an Expedition from the Atlantic to tho Pacific.
By Viscount Matton, M.P,, F.R.G S, F.GS., &c.,
and W. B. Cheadlo, M AL, M.D., Cantab, F.R.G S.
London, Cassel], Netter and Galpin, Svo. Beauti-
{ul?l- Ilustrated. §5.00. 1. Worthington, 2on-
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

DY MRS8. O. k. BALFOUR,
Continued from page 389.
CHAPTER XXVII. MYSIE'S DESTINATION,

* Yo, yoq, wo know his weapon
Flays about that Juw.roofed houso
I'reo and familiar a3 tho light of day **
AMBRICAN,

Wo left Burke craftily eyeing Mr. Iope, who,
while hie was no match for his visitor in cunning,
wasg depressed in spinit by prolonged aunicty on
Norry's account, and felt, a3 the conscientious
ofter duy inclasd to plame lamsdffor all that Lal
happened unfortunately.,  Neither was the good
man cutirely free fromsuspicions as to Burke. He
listened to tho specioud words repeated often—
¢ All T want i3 the children's good.”

“It may be so, but I dun't know, Mr. Burke,
that I do right in allowing your interference until
I know more.”

““ A1o ye then prepared, my gude sir, to take
the responsibility of the lngsie—thesister, and also
of tho bruther, when Lo turns up 2 aud thatll by
soun cnougly, L warrant, when I'm on lus tiack.
I'm not, Liko you, in asick room thinking; Im
about cvesywhere. Iamn acting, sir, and that's
worth all the tluuking,  I'tl soun drop upun my
young sprig, and no mistake. But I was gaying,
Mr. lope, are ye prepared torejectall assistance,
and tako the responsibihities on yourself, ¢ch? or
would youlike to gave them buth up entirely 27

“ I certainly should not do that without the
fullest kinowledge of the night of the partics who
claimed them.”

“\Well, ye'll not be asked, I'll venture to say.”

Mr. Iope, as thoman spoke,revolvedagain the
whole matter. Hecould not undertako the charge
involved an the future cducation and care of the
children ; not even of one.  However ho might
rally, it would not be to health,  Ho should be,
hefeared, a sure tax on tho energies of hisdaughter,
Never had he felt tho Intterness of poverty more
than now that this mansat before him, relentlessly
pressing lus alterpative, saying, with an jwplied
taunt—

“Q0u, doas youlike ; but rememnaber, you prevent
the girl getting cducation, and the buy a professivn
—that's all.”

“ would prevent neither, but further both,”
said Mr. ope, wearily.

“ Then may I ask what you have done a3 to
inquines about o schoul fur the young leddy ?2”

Mr. Hope pomnted toa little pmicof ships of paper,
advertisements copied out of the papers, and
several open Ictters on the table, adding—

# Theso would have been decided on, but for
the distress aud confusion we have been inabout
Norman?

“1Well, now I'know all the particulars, I'll take
upon mysclf all further search ; and suppose that
now, my gude sir, yo just went over the letters
and chose.”

“My daughter prefers this,” said Mr. Hope,
handing the circular of & lady necar Winchester,
“ becauso the scbiool is kept by a relation of Miss
Webb's, and also because it i just possible that
Marian may go into the neighbourhouvd sumetimes
—that i3, if sho accompanics hee new pupil into
Hampshire. The fawily bavoe an estato there.?

“Jlampshirc! " muttered Burke ; “as well there
agavywhere. Then decide, Mr. Hope ; thoschules
aro gathening sune.  Isay, Decide: Elmscroft,
near Winchester, is—I'll answer for it—healthy.
Decido at once, or may be youll huve another
Tunaway.”

A tap at the door told of Mysic's approach.
Sho entered, with Ler face all aglow with excite-
meat, and a letter in her band, directed in the
well-known hand-writing of a fricad of Norry's.

Every incident was eagerly caught at in the
hopo of supplying some clue to the whereabouts
of the fugitive.

Mr. Hope tore it open with trembling fingers.
1t contained only o fovy lines of invitation to some
juvenile gathering, and was, in its carcless caso
and manifest ignoranceofall that had happeoed,
so jarring to Mr. Hope's feeling, that ho threw it
down with a hozgcss sigh, and Mysic proved her
disappointment by barsling into tears.

Burko looked at them with a sncer, and soon
afte- left, with the understanding that Mysie, on
tho 18th of January, would bo sent to Elinscroft,
?x)c little incident occurred justbefore hig depar-

ure.

Alysie, whe attended him to the door, pansed
at’}]?nm"t in the passage, and said, looking full
ut hime—

“ Pray, sir, did you know my parents 27

The directness of the question, and the earnest
gazo of liee innucent eyes, disconcerted the man,
iIo hiesitated & moment, and then saide—

% Nu—o, miss! Why?"

“ Oh, nuthiug, only Tm glad of jt."

With & relieved luok, as if she could not bear
10 recuguine Bint as theic fricad, she opened the
door, and he departed,

CHAPTER XXVHI. ALLAN AND GERTRUDE.

* Youngisshe, scarcely paceed fromchildhood’s years,

W ux'x‘nffvm‘)? 50it fuce, whers thoughts and smileg
Ang, umla{-’m(‘-:'l by guilty aims or fears,

Sereno a3 weadow tlowers may meet the day,”

JOUN STIRLING.

“Towis ity little True, that yon areso altered 2
sait AMan Austwicke, leaning over the back of
his sister’s chair, a3 they found themselves alono
gne morning in thodrawing-roomof Wilton Place,
shortly after the funcral of theircousin, Do Lacy.
“Tell me, how i3 it 2

To this question the yonng lady, who was
scated at an embroidery frame, and apparently
closely ocenpied with matching wools, replied by
another question—

“Am Ialtered, Allan? Iow??

. BWhy, you'te melancholy. You used to be a
Jolly little thing, always laughing, and saying or
doing something to make otherslaugh ; but either
Aunt Honor's illness, or Aunt Honorin a normal
state, wkich may well be, for, I'm sure, she botherg
me

# Allan, Allan 1?

#Or,” hic continued, not heeding the interruption,
‘ our being now at tho top of tho Austwicke treo
—which i3 no such grand clevation, after aliw
:lla_s ch’?ngcd you into the gravest littlemumchanco
ring,

“ Well, I've not being able to help thinking how
sad and strango was the death of poor Do Lacy.
It scems to mo every day sadder that we should
m a mannet scem {o reioice, Or——"

% As to rejoicing, wo were all ghocked at his
death, and never, I'msure, during hisor his father's
lifo titne gradged them theicrights, Butwo young
ones did not know them, neither did maoma ; sud
as to Paterfamiliag, you wou.d not have him to
mourn over & nephew he was estrapged from, as
to be unmindful of the interests of his own chil-
dren.  You are romantic, little True.”

# 1 am thoughtful.”

% Aad it docs not become you, A little inseet
like you should be bright and fluttering ; then you
are delightful.  And do you know, I think that
Miss Hope, who went outjust asX came in, isjust
o leetle too grave.”?

“Poor Marizn ! sho has n sick father; and to-
morrow she parts from one who has been as asister
—an only. sister—to her. I3 there so much love
in the wurld, Allan, that wo should bo ang
with her sadness? 1 like her tho better for it,”

% What do you know of tho world, littlo wise-
acre? It'sa very good world, as far as I seo.
Books and tutors, short holidays and shorter
cash, have been my greatest troubies, so far ; and
they're not likely to bo over theso threo years?

#You think, then, whea you're of age, all your
troubles will end.”

*I'm not such a noodlc ; but {t'ssomething to
be reckoned & man, particularly when one fecls
oneself to be ono for 50 many years beforehand.?

A merry langh rang out from Gertrude in
answer to ber brother, who joined heartily in it,
saying—

“ That’s right ; 1 wanted to hear your laugh
again; and now I've something to tell you. I'm
to read with Mr. Nogent for a year, and then
hurrah for Oxford1”

 What, tho clergyman of Wicke Church ?°

Allan nedded.

Gertrudo continned—

¢ Aunt Honor docs not like him?
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titaren 3

¢ What's that got to do with it if tho Pater
and I liko him? Wo saw a great deal of him at
tho Cbace these last few days, o dined with
us frequently?

« And, pray, is he a mere jovial—"

€ No, Truo 3 I should not Lik » him if he were.
I am, I kuow, as you sometimes superciliously
call me, a rattlepate, a lazy-bones, and all sorts
of disparaging names, but I know what a clergy-
man should bo; and it's becauso this ono i3a
good man, and a ripo scholar—one whom I can
regpect—that I like him. There's a gravo specch
for you, True.”

“ You'ro my dear, good brother ; and you'ro
not tho less to be a wiso man, and a great lawyer
in the good times cuming, because, 83 Auat
Honor would say, youro nuw tho heir of Aust-
wicke.

“ The old girl will bedisappointed if she thinks
T'm going to bo liko her fox-hunting father, and
the heavy old grazicrs and Nimrods beforo Inm,
No, no. Austwicko acres aro alt very well to
plant one's foot on ; but I must stretch my head
ints another region, Truo. Only I wish—I Go
wish—I coula stick at work aloue, butI can't;
though, fortunately, young Griesbach i3 to come
to Austwicke, and read at the Parsonage. He'sa
decent fellow, I've Liad o long confub with our
Pater this morning, and that's tho upshot;
and when our lady mother has dono all ber
jonketing and shopping, and is tired with Loo-
don, then, True, wo shall all assemblo in the old
Hall and bo merry.”

¢ Mamma said sgho distiked tho Hall.”

“ Al its very dufferent when a place is your
own ; besides, there's to bono end of improve-
ments. There's a strong detachment of workmen
thero transmogrifying already.?

4 And Aunt Honor's rooms ¢”

& Thoy're still to bo hers, of courso. I heard
my father givo orders that, unless sho desired it,
no chango was to bo made ; but ho means to
glter tho wing next to tho casst porch, soas to
dotach ber rooms, and make them liko o separate
house. Two queens would bo as maddening as
two moons, little True ; 80 it’s all arranged.”

¢ And will papa bo very rich? I thought
Aunt Honor always sighed over the estale, and
gaid it was-——what do you call 1t 7—cncumbered.”

4 Not very rich, Truc ; and tho big legal word
you bavo uttered signitics tho truth as to the
Austwicke lands, estates, beredstaments, &c., &¢. ;
but it 8o happens there's & radway to bo made
through thoso particutarly fertile heaths and
glens in Scotland that were mamma's dower ;
and that which Iutherto never produced anything
but a crop of stones, will yield a barvest of
guineas ; and so, child, tho bleak, hard, cold
north will be made to fertiliso tho sunny south.
There's many such miracles now-a-days. Ivsa
romantic age.”

% Now, Allap, that's ab3urd. Romance died
out with chivalry ; now, it’s all matter of fact.”

# No such thing, True. No flying griffin or
pushing unicorn, of tho old times, was anything
liko such an animal as tho fire-cating, sleam-
snocting horso of ourdays ; and as toseven-league
boots and enchanters, why they'ro awfully slow,
compared with our fi.ghts over theironroad, and
our words along tho wire. Why, St. George
himself, and his dragon to boot, was nothing to
George Stephenson ! No, no, gicl. The wounder-
ful—that i3 tho romantic—never ccases.”

# Really, Allan, this i3 too bad,” said an an-
gry voice. @ I'vo been sending after you overy-
where. I thoughtyou would call at the Pen-
treal’s, and I've been waiting aslong asY decently
could thero for you ; and here you ars idling
away your timo with Gertrude.”

Mrs. Basil Austwicko it was who spoke. She
had como in, tired and alittle cross, from a round
of morning calls. Her son, Allan, whoso hand-
somo person and merry humour made hima gence-
ral favounte, was moro thancveranobject of im-
portance in his mother's cyes now that the sun
of progperity bad risen on the family. She liked,
whenever ho was at home, to havo bim as her
escort 3 for though scarcely eighteen, ho looked
somo two or threo years older, and sho had quite
tho full amount of maternal pride in bim. My
son Allen” was in quitea different tono from tho

contemptuous pity of the words, # That poor,
littlo, tiny True.”

Inded, if Allan’s chargo had been really true—
that his sister was becoming melancholy, it could
scarcely bo wondered at; for tho tono of dis-
paragcment wag daily becoming more marked
sinco tho chauges in tho family prospects. Mrs.
Austwicko would bavo liked to havo had grow-
ing up n stately daughter, who embodied her
own ideas of beauty, Sho was just the mero
worldling that would have angled in tho matri-
monial market for a good match, IHer theory
was, that daughters well managed and catered
for, fur moro than sons, strengthened tho family
interest, and gn''o & mother great personal in-
fluence. And hero sho was dissppointed. Ger-
trudo was so petite, sho looked a mere child, and
tho other children wero sons, whoso cducation
would cost, to uso her own vagno phrascology,
1o ono knew what.” To be sure, they wero all
well-growa, comely boys, tho heir especially.
Allan was certaialy a prize, though a littlo crot-
chety and wayward, and with rather dangerous
ideas of generosity, and so forth ; but sho had
nothing really to object to him, Ho satisfied
her pride, though not cuough to compensato for
herannoyancoin Gertrude, Whether Mrs. Aust-
wicke bad taken more pains to hido her chagrin,
not to call it dislike, when her daughter was
younger, or that Gertrude, as sho grow out of
childhood, being singularly sensitive and obser-
vant, had peaetrated her mother’s shallow heart
aund found Lerself depreciated, certain it was that
this winter tho poor girl's spiritshad been greatly
weighed down, A mother’s lovo is such a price-
less blessing, that it must bo a cold heart
which can casily dispensevith it ; and Gertrude
was formed to lovo andbo loved. In her child-
hood her parents were to her an ideal to bo che-

rished with all tender revercnce 3 it was a slow |’

and most painful process that had removed tho
illusion a3 to her mother, and given her a blank
instcad, Her father was an activo man, of ne-
cessity devoted to his professional pursuits. His
timo for relaxation was very brief'; and thaugh
Gertrudo clung tenaciously to the belief that hie
at all eventd loved her, sho had scen but littlo of
him, Ia their vacation rambles and contincatat
trips they had rarcly taken her, She bad been
transforred from Miss Morris, the nursery gover-
ness’s care, to o school : and this winter was the
first for many years that she had been at home,
and had realised, to her bitter grief, that sho
was unloved by lier mother, and that tho tender-
ness of kier fathier and auntfor her wasshadowed
by somo disappointment. Her brother Allan
alone——yes, onc other, a recent friend, Marian
Hope—gave her, sho felt, an appreciative, and
not a pitying love. # Why, oh! why, does not
my inother love me g0 97 was thesecret plaint of
tuo littie, tender heart.

How biard had she toiled to make - rgelf wor-
tby of parental lovo ; and sho hadthe conscious-
ness that she bad gained mental—jyes, and, in all
bumility sho might say, spiritual growth in thus
striving, But sho had failed in her filal hope.
Her talents were faintly commended a3 a kind of
inadequato compensation, or smiled at as an
cceentricity, while Lier religious feelings, so faras
they wero koown to Mrs. Austwicke, wero dis-
approved.

¢ Gertrudo is likely to be peculiar cnongh
with her dwarfish stature.  Sho necdn’t bo mak-
ing herself out asaint,” was tho sarcasticsentence
uttered in ler hearing-—thrown at her rather
than spoken to ber, If it had not been for the
secret sgustaining power of a spirit soothed by
ralianco on o never-failing love, Gertrudo knew
she must have becomo peevish and petulant, or
utterly cast down under her trials, As it was,
sho was ablo to struggloagainst angry or jealous
feclings, to pray for & patient, tratbful, geatlo
spirit. Aud if something of tho gay carelessness
of childhood had departed, and tho tears she
shed in sceret had alittlo dimmed tho laugh-
ing ray in ber lJambent eyes, yet sho was chcer-
ful, active, sympathetic, and her influenco in tho
bouse was felt by all, nono tho less that it was
unscen and unacknowledged.

Marian Hopo came, s wo have seen, prepared
to lovo Gertrade ; but sho had no idea how tho-

roughly gho would cgteem and admire her : how

complotely thele natures would blend and make
them fricnds, Marian, trained in tho school ot
positive adversity, had not kuown the sorrows
that bad tried Gertrudo in the nudst of npparent
prosperity. For Marian had been beloved in her
lowly homo ; yct for that very reason sho was
quick to discern and to feel Gertrude's hidden
trouble. Not that a word bad been spoken
bétween them on the subject.  Both were unhke
tho ordinary classof suddenly-contiding, demon-
strativo young girls, To no mortal car would
Gertrudo have breathed & complaint of her
mother. Even i. her prayers sho asked to bo
taught how worthily to win tho loveshe coveted.
And Marian, silent about her own home troubles,
in obadieneo to hier futher, understood that reservo
did not cause interrupt’on of sywmpathy. Itisonly
shallow natures that reveal all,

Marian, though sho did not actually blame
herself, nover ceased to regret the part that sho
had in Norry’s flight.  As day followed day, and
thero wero no tidings, her anxicty settled into a
dcep sorrow. When sho bado furewell to Mysie,
who was duly seaut to Elimscroft, thero wasasting
in their parting, for neither ventured to nameo the
youth who was scarcely Iess a brothier to Marian
than to his sister—but they Soth thouglt of
him : both felt that tho old homo had been broken
up and scattered.

Indeed, this fecling, as the spring advanced,
was 80 present to Mr, Hope, that ho wished to
leavo a place which constantly reminded him of
tho boy whom ho had loved so teaderly, and been
deserted by, as ho thought so ungratefully.

But we will rescrve for the present our notico
of Mr, Hope's chango of abode.

OHAPTER XXIX. GOING AWAY,

¢ 8ay, shall my troubles ccaso,
n thia littlo homo of peaco
hall ¥, liko the brooding dovo
cstlo in o home of lovo ("

o left Miss Austwicko the inmate of 8 sick
chamber, to which it was supposed the shock of
her nephew Do Lacy's sudden death had con.
signedher. She, however, knew that it was tho
paiplexity and barass of mind into whiclh she had
been plunged by tho deatibed confession of hier
brother Wilfred, and tho temptations that she
had yiclded to. In tho obliquitiesinto whichsho
had strayed, tho thought never presented itseif to
her mind that nothing would have been easicr
than to have told tho truth ; thata few words to
tho lawyer, at Captain Austwicke's funeral,
would have prevented all that had followed, and
dono tho tardy justice that tho dead father con-
templated on bebalf on his children.  All tam-
pering with tratb, whether by suppression or
addition, bas this effect : it tends to confuse tho
moral pereeptions.  On her sick bed Miss Aust-
wicko kept saying to herself—

« How could I possibly know that this would
happen : that Do Lacy twould be drowned, and
Basil como into the estate? I never meant to
defraud theso wretched orphans of Wilfred's—
certaiply not ; I meant to do themaservice. Am
1 not, as it is, actually improverishing myselffor
them 7"

Of course, also, it scemed to her tho most fit-
tiog that her brother Basil and bis son, © that
dear, handsomo Allan, whom every ono admired,”
should inherit. In tho confused chancery of ber
mind, whatever tho law might say, tho present
succession seemed cquitable, and sho half excused
her sister-in-law's sarcasticsaying i

#] did not think, Honoria, that you wecre so
very fond of Do Lacy, or that his father bad been
o particularly grateful for your attention to him
in years gone by, that you should exactly havo
fretted yourself ill about him. I should havo
supposcd that ono brother and one nephew wero
a3 much to you asanother.” N

To which Miss Austwicke answered, with un-
wonted gentleness—

« Tt was the ghock, nothing else, mado me ill,
1 congratulato Basil and you ; and wish that
tho cstato was less encambered.”

“eQh, as to that, myproperty in the North will
pay off tho most pressing mortgages, and help
Mr. Austwicko in his improvemets,” said the lady,
with intense satisfaction ; and then, of course,
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tho cxplanation followed about the salo of land
for tho new railway, aud some little sentimenta-
lity was appended—

« Tho old house, dear Glower O'er, and the
grounds, tho placo whero my youth passed, must
go; bat there, it's no uso grioving.”

« Grieving 1 certainly not, Yon will have a
fino Boglish cstate, You know tho Austwicke
property ig——"

« 0h, 1 know, my dear Honoria, it has been in
tho fanily since the flood, of course; but I can’t
stay now.”

And it was as well abruptly to end the conver-
sation, for onco let Miss Austwicko get on the
topic of family antiquity, and both time and
temper of all Learers svould be sure to be heavily
taxed.

However, if her sister-in-law irritated her, sho
was soothed by her brother. lo came to her
roum ag soon a3 she could sit up, and told herall
the particnlars about Do Lacy's tate and funeral.
Thenco o diverged into the lustory of ing plans
at Chanco Hall ; how he meanttomakeanopen-
ing to the inncr quadrangle, where tho stables
were, and buld an arch to connect the castern
wing, under wlich woukl bo the dvor to the
range of npartioents Miss Austwicko inhaiated ;
these would retain their gontiguity, and yet be
partially detached, so that, ag ho said—

“ You cen have your own establishment, and
see nd much or as htiloof us as you hke, Honor.”

# Thauk yon, brother, thank you very much ;
it i3 most cuusiderats of you. Ive Leea so used
to live alone, that society troubles me. 1shall
hike my old quarters. And yet Gertrude—poor
Iittle thing— I could not part with her, if sho will
givome a httle of her time.  Miss Hope, too, I
trust, will como down with the family. Shois, I
think, indispensable 1o our little True.”

s Well, tho little puss has been coaxing me for
that cottago ncar the river—by the boat-lhouse,
I mean—for Miss Hope's father. It's & mere toy
of a place ; homight as well have it as to let it
go to decany. The gardener’s peoplo all live at
tho other end of the grounds, and, as they attend
to the boat-house, it will displace no one.”

“]'s tho very thing, Basil?

‘ Aud there's only father and daughter of
those Hope's,” ho resumed ; “ no other encum-
brances, I'm told,”

¢ No, no,” faltered Miss Austwicke, her heart
beating quickly, and addwng, rather unnecessa-
rily—

 They took pupils, I behieve, but have parted
from them.”

¢ Yow'rs very weak still, onor; you must
tako enro of yourseif a long timo yet, I fancy.”

e looked rather carncsuy at her as ho spokoe.

« Oht tho Aastwicko air will soon restoreme.,
It's London makes mo ill. London never did
agreo withme. You're gomng. Goodsbye, Basil,
and thanks”

As her brother left the room there was actual-
1y somcthing sclf-laudatory in tho thoughts of
Miss Austwicke.

“ It would have becn dreadful” sho argued,
f¢ to have deprived Basil of tho estate. I'd suffer
any anxicty, do anything, rather than sce him
deprived of it now De Lacy, poorfellow, is gone.”

Then her mind reverted to tho man Burko.
Sho thought, with peculiar satisfaction, of his
utter ignorance of tho legality of that marriage,
That shameful deed of her brothers, which, when
sho first beard of its concealment, had mado her
almost turn from him with ind:gnation on his
dying bed, now assumed a very different aspect.
Her former integrity had no deeper basis than thoe
creed of worldly honour, Chnstian principlo
wag, in reality, unknown to her ; and now that
the trnial had come, her vaunted pride degenerated
into meanness, her honour was laid 1n tho dust.

(To be continued.)

«Waar A-KURD Ma¥ 0CCOR Acay."—We 50
a story-book advertised, bearing tho title ¢ Me-
hemet the Kurd” It will doubtless prove a
welcome additiun to our somewhat scanty know-
Icdgo of themanneraand customs of thesemi-Tur-
kish, scmi-Persian region in which tho sceno is
laid. Infact wecxpeetit will tell us all about
the country—its Kurds and Ways,

LONDON FIRES.

—

THERE i3 good reason why tho ¢devouring

clement’ (asnewspaper writers call it) should
o often reign supremo in tho neighbourkeod of
the London wharves and ducks. Let tho visitor
ferret out for lumself; and ho will seo what there
18 to feed thoe flames there,  Passing the Londun
Bridgo btatton, which Las been in cuurso uf busld-
g and cularging for theso thicty years, and i3
not fimshed yet, he wil plunge at onco into
Tooley Bteeet.  But Touvley Sireet isfor the main
part o street of shops, not more likely to catch
fire, nor mwre likely to burn quickly when they
du cateh, thany suuilar houses clsuwhere.  The
little cruvked turnings out of Tuuley Street, the
streets beyond it towards tho cast, sud thuse be-
tween it and tho river, are thoso whicly contain
tho warchuuses, bunded stures, and wharfs to-
wards which tho firc-engines are so often
summoned in haste, The timber docks and
wharfs aro down further east  but tho regivn
round abuut the streets and wharfs above named
i3 crammed with wholesalo stores of valuable
things to an extent almust insredible, Iero jsa
granary-keeper, thero an lrish provisiun-mer-
chant, then a wharfinger, then an alum-dealer,
then & lead-merchaat; just at haod aro ham-
factors, cheesc-agents, paper-agents, tarpaulin-
dealers, vil aud coluur merchiants, sced and hop
dealers, ship-biscuit bakers, shumac-dealers, drug-
merchaats, sad-makers, talluw-merchants, sack-
manufacturers, rice-mills, flour-fuctors, chicory-
manufacturers, and other storekeepers, literally
¢ t00 numerous to mention.  Besides tho estab-
lishments which contain ecrtain definito kinds of
merchandise, tho general wharfs, ag the great
commission and deposit wharehouses are usually
designated, are filled from cellar to roof, over
ac~s of arca and in numecrous ranges of stories,
wuu gouds from every clime under heasen—
mostly deposited here until tho merchant finds
tho state of tho market suitable for gales, or (in
the case of bonded warchouses) untit ho finds it
convenieat to pay thie customs’ duty,

Nov, imagine a fire to burst forth insuch a
district. Whatz tomptation o the flames tolick up
all around them! Tho streets are so narrow that
galleries run across to conuect hugo granarics on
tho oao side, with equally bugo granarics on the
other.  The corn in thousands or perhaps mill-
ions of bushelsparches up, and eharraand burns;
tho flour clogs together, naking a hideous kind
of dough when tho water from the fire-cngines
mixes with tho heat from tho flames, and smells
like overbaked bread.  Tho cheeso in tho provi-
sion-stores becomes teasted cheeso of a most un-
welcomo Kind ; the butter ynelts out of tho casks,
and the lard out of tho skins, and feed the flames;
the bacon and ham frizzlo in their own fat ; the
tougues send out an efifuviam still moro offensive,
from having less fat to frizzle in. In thetallow-
stores, tho white encmy melts out of tho casksin
such quantity as to form literally pools of tallow
in tho lower ranges of warchouses, which give
forth a body of flamo most difficult to deal with,
The vast stores of oil and turpentine, of camphino
and potroloum, aro still moro rapid in their des-
tructive propensitics. Tho gunpowder stored
thereabouts may possibly not bo very largo in
quantity; but two of the ingredients, saltpetro
and sulphur, aro in immenso siore, ready to give
forth their thunderous reports and lurid flames
on tho smallest provocation, Thoe drugs and
chemicals, tho dyesaad colours, are exceedingly
numcrous in kind ; and as many of them are
highly inflammable, they do not fail to take their
part in tho dread display of fireworks, cspecially
as somc of them givo forth vivid colours, and
others brilliant sparks, when burning,  The at-
mosphero i3 sometimes filled with a strange
medley of odours, that would singly, and in other
circunastances, be pleasant—coffee, cocoa, choco-
late, mace, cinnamon, cloves, nutmegs, perfumes,
all burning at once.  Then, ginger and pepper,
rico and sago, mustard aud salt, macaroni and
vermicelli, lLiquorice, jams, prescrves, pickles,
swectmeats, dates, figs, raisins, curraats, all tend
to producoe that strango compound of culouraaad
odours so often noticeablo at o Tooley Strect fire,
We once stood upen & heap of half-charzed flour,

still hot underneath, with {bis fndeseribablo con-
glomerato of smells around us, on the forty-ninth
day after tho breaking out of tho greatest of these
fires—so long continucd i3 tho smouldering of
some of tho commoditics thus heaped up i incal-
culable quantitics,

When Southwark was o pleasant country sub-
urb, to which Londoners were wunt to tako boat
across tho water, to sco the bull-baiting and
bear-baiting at tho small theatres thereabouts,
thero were, of course, no very largo stores of
merchandize in the district—Londun north of
tho Thames heing then not tvo crowded to ware-
liouse its own goods; consequently, tho fires jn
byguno centuries were not lurgely associated
wilth warchivuses and granaries. — Thero was ono
in 1212, intho reign of Kiug Joln, by far tho
must awful fire ever recorded in tho annals of
the country, not for the property, but for tho hu-
man hifesacrificed, ThefiroLrokeuutat thoSouth-
wark end ofthe London Bridgoof thosodays, Tho
bridgo iad adonblorow ufhouses frumend toend ;
and ticre happened to bo sume pageant or show,
which causcd the bridge to bo crowded with
people at the time. The flames leaped atong
from one wooden houss to ancther, caught both
euds of the Lridge, and enclosed a crowd of frigh-
tened persous between them.  Maddened by the
vbstacles at both ends, the sarging multitude
pressed those before them into tho very flames,
and all wag wild horror. ¢ There camo to their
aid,” says Stow, “many ships and vessels, into
which tho multitudo 60 unadvisedly rushed, that
tho ships wero thereby sunk, and they aM perished.
It was aaid, through the firo and shipwreck,
thero wero destroyed about threo thousand
persons, whose bodies wero found in part or half
burned, besides thoso who wero wholly burned
to ashes, and could not bp found.”

Ono of tho fires which affected tho strange
jumblo of housesen tho bridge, rather than those
on the soutly side of tho river, was that of 1632
(or, as wo should now call it 1633, for the ycar
began on Lady Day in thoso times)., A maid-
servant “set firo to & tub of hot sea-conl ashes
under & pafr of stairs,” in the house of ono Mr,
Briggs, & needlo maker on tho bridge. During
ono night, tho firo consumed all tho buildings
fcom tho northeund of tho bridge southwards,
until fory-two were in rains.  Water being very
scarce, and tho Thames ne~rly frozen over, tho
firo continued smouldering in the cellars and une
derground rooms, (if such thero vould bo ona
bridge) for a wholo week. Wallington tho
Puritan, a fricnd of Prynue and Bastwicke,
speaking of this fire, said: ¢ All tho conduits
near were opencd, and tho pipes that carricd tho
tho water through tbo streets were cut open, and
tho water gwept down v "th brooms v th help
enough; but jt was thewill of God it ¢ uld not
prevail.  For the threo engiues' (firoengineshad
been only just then introduced), ¢ which aro
such exccllent things that mothing that ever was
devised could do so much guod, yot nonv of
them did prosper, for they were all broken, and
tho tido was very low that they could get no
water, and tho pipes that were cut yielded but
littel.” Somo ladders wero broke to tho hurt
of many ; for several bad their leggesbroke, somo
their armes; and somo their ribes,and many lost
their lives! ~ Thenames of seventeensbopkeepers
on tho bridge, mostly in the mercery line, aro
recorded asamong thoso who suffered by tlis fire,

The most ceicbrated of all fires in England,
the fire of London beyond all comparison—that
which, in 1666, filled up the cup of horror which
bad al.nost overflowed during the plague-year of
1665-—did not immediately touch the south side
of tho river,  Evclyn, in hi3 Duary, describes in
virid language what ho saw when bo crossed
tho river to Bankside somo hours after tho firo
commenced s “ Tho whole city was in dreadful
flames near tho waterside; all the houses from
tho bridge, all Thames Strect, and upwards to-
wards Cheapside, and down to thoe three Cmniz
wero now consumed.  Tho fire having continu
all this night (If T may call that night which
was a3 light as day for tea wmiles round about)
after o dreadful manner, cunspiring with o ficsco
cast wind in o very dryscason, I went on foot to
tho samo place, and saw the whole of thoe south
part of o cily buruing. Hero we saw thd
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Thames crowded with goods, floating all the
barges and boats laden with what somo had
time and courago to save, a3 on tho otlier side
the carts carrying out to tho fields, which for
many miles were strewed with movables of all
Jorts, il tents crocting to shelter both people
and what goods they could get away. Ob, the
miserable wud calamitous specincle! such as
haply the world had not seen sinco the f(?lll]d:l-
tion of it, nor can be outdone till the universal
conflngration thereof! Al tho sky was of Fery
aspect, liko the top of a burning oven, and the
light scen abov o forty miles thereabout.  God
grant mine eyes may never bebold tho hike, who
now saw above ten thousand houses all in one
flame! The noise and eracking, and thunder of
impotuous flames, tho shricking of woien and
children, the hurry of people, the ﬁ{ll of towers,
hiouses, and churches, was like n hideous storm,
and the air all about so hot and inflamed that at
the Inst one was not able to approach it, so that
they were foreed to stand still and let the flames
burn on, which they did for necar two miles in
length and one in breadth.  The clouds also of
smoke were dismal, and reached, upon computa-
tion, near fiftymiles in lengtl.  Thus I leftit this
afternoon burning, aresemblance of Sedom or the
last day.” Such wus tho firo which swept away
everything that covered 436 acres of ground,
including 89 churches and 13,200 houses,

Thero wasa fire in Southwatk in 1676, that
brought down sixty houses; and another in
1725, commencing near St. Olave's Church,
which also swept away sixty houses, and rcduged
to o tottering stato the ¢ Traitors’ Gate,” which
in those days spanned the south end of London
Bridge. 1t wag, however, towards the end of
the last century that the great warehouses began
10 be built, which have fed the flames so profuse-
ly. The year 1780 witnessed a fire at Horsley-
down that speedily lapped in its cembrace grana-
ries, provision-warchouses, ships’ stores, boat-
houseg, cordago and sails, lighters and barges,
and o ship under repair. Eleven yearsafterwards,
in 1791, Rotherbithe lost several vessels and
sixty Louses by a great conflagration.  In 1814,
afire broko out at some mustard-mills near St, Sa-
viour’s Church, on a Sunday evening.  London
Bridge was thronged with spectators, in carriages
and on foot; and as night camo on, they saw all
the huildings on theuorth bank of theriver mag-
nificently lighted up by the reflection of flames
from an cxtensive range of warchouses; and
boats so thickly studded the river that “the
water could hardly be scen Corn, flour, and
hops were destroyed to avast amount, In 1820,
nearly sixty houses, besides warchouses and
vessels, were consumed during a great fire at
Rotherhithe. Tho year 1836 was marked by
that vast conflagration at Feaning’s Wharf, not
far from London Bridge, which consumed ‘ware-
houses and merchandize to tho value of L. 250,000.
The~ came,in 1851, fire that swept awayL 50,000
worth of property in Tooley Street; and nftgr-
wards, in the samo year, another that figured for
1,150,000, In theso fires, hops (Southwark is
the head-quartess of the hop-trade) were con-
sumed in enormous quantity ; and in one of them,
at Humphrey’s Wharf, it was only by flooding
whole acres of premises for several days that the
flames could be kept away from enornious stores
of hutter, cheese, and bacon. In 1832, a fire
took place at Rotherhithe, the flames from which,
fed by corn, casks, boats, and timber, sent up a
glare into tho sky to such n height as to be
visible all the way from Gravesend in the cast to
Windsor in the west. A rope-factory at DBer-
mondsey in 1854 ; four largo warchouses at Ber-
mondsey wall in 1855 ; n provision dépdtat Roth-
erhithe in 1856, containing millons of bottles of
ale, wine, and beer, intended for the CGrimer ; 2
flour-mill at Shad Thames, containing L.100,000
of stock, in thosame year ; cooperages and paper-
warchouses,in 1860—all went. At the Bermond-
sey Wall fire, in 1854, after thousands of quarters
of eorn had been burnt, ivo thousands barrels of
tar, tallow,and ol burst, smoke flamed, and flowed
out inte thestreetin aliquid bluze, Atlartley’s
Wharf, in 1860, & two-day$’ firc burned two great
blocks of warchauses, cramnned with grain, hops,
bacon, cheese, butter, oil, lard, secds, feathers,
jute, and woal, to tho value of L.200,000,

The great fico of 1861 was far the most disas-
trous, in vegard to the valuo of tho property des-
troyed, ever known in Southwark, and had had
few parallels in any part of the metropolis since
the great event of Gharles IL's reign. Iow it
burst out st four in tho afternoon on the longest
day; how it spread to cight largo warcliouses in
in two hours; how the firemen in vain attempted
{o stop it how it leaped across an opening, and
caught another stack of warchouses—this was
known half over London beforo bedtime. And
then Mr. Braidwood, tho ablo and courageous
man who hadformed tho Fire Brigade thirty years
betore, and had managed it ever since: how deep
was tho regret when the news spread abroad that
a tottering wall had*fallen upon bim and killed
him! And what a night followed! London
Bridge was choked with spectators atl night; the
avenues by the side of tho steam-packet piers,
Billingsgate, and the Gustom-house, on the other
sidooftheriver, were equaily thronged ; and aheat
and smoke, accompanied by that strange mixturoe
of odours which we have already noticed, almost
insulferable, wero wafted across tho river. The
Dépot Wharf caaght, then Chamberliiu’s Wharf,
and then Messes. Irons’ granary, ‘Then, several
schooner laden with oil, tat, and tallow were
seized hold of by the flames; aud in a few min-
uies the Thiumes was literalty on fice along a space
& quarter of a mile long by a hundred yards
broad, hemming in and greatly imperiling some
boatmen who ventured thithier to seo what they
could pick up, Tho wind saved old St. Qluve's
Church from ignition ; but the samo wind carried
destruction suceessivelytoseveral wharfs, By threo
o'clock on Sunday morning, the firemen, who
fought on bravely, though deprived of their chicf,
wero ablo to mark out the probable limit beyond
which the flames would not extend; and they
were right. But, oh, tho timo that it took to
consame all that those valuable warchouses con-
tained ! Thero were thousands of casks of tallow ;
and the infliiomablo substance, melting out from
the casks, flowed into cellars, lanes, aud open
quadrangles, where some of it wag speedily licked
up by flames, while the rest was deluged with
water from the powerful steam firc-engines,
Afierseven days of burning, anew cxplosionand a
new burst of flame shewed how fuc the conflagea-
tion was from being euded. Thero was a depth
of two feut of melted palm-oil and tallow, cover-
ing the whole floor of nine vaults, cach a hundred
feet lung by twenty wido; and this immense
quantity all went to feed the flames. Before the
last heap of ruin was cold, thero had been con-
sumed, 23,000 bales of cotton, 300 tuns of olive-
oil, 30,000 packages of tea, 2000 packages of
bacon, 900 tons of sugar, 400 cases of castor-oil,
Y000 casks of wallow (this was the terriblo item),
and stores of other merchandise almost incredible
in quantity. The total los3 did not full fur short
of L.2,000,000. And yet 2ll has b» en rebuilt—

arger, ligher, stronger, bandsomer, and fuller
than ever.

Ono of the most noticeable features in connee-
tion with these great fires is the power which tho
insuranco companics manifest of bearing up
agaiost the consequences. A loss varying from
ono hundred thousaud to two millions of pounds
suddenls occurs, and those on whom the blow
mamly falls scarcely stagger under it. They
make what they can of the saulvage or damaged
wreck of buildings and merchandise, and give
cheques on their bankers for tho remainder. Tho
truth i3, that the companies rather like these
things onco nmow and then. A rush of new
insurcrs always comes immediately after a great
fire, largely increasing the receipt of stcady an-
nual premiums, and more than compensating
for the sudden outlay in rcference to tho fire
that produced the rush.

Tobacco—~Tho only weed which people go
through the troublo of burning for no uscful pur-
pose,

Emigration—One country’sdraft upon another.

Conl—A letter of credit written with a ncedle
upon broadcloth,

Theatre—A homaopatbic hospital, whero
small doses of society aro given to curo society.

Joke—A few drops on tho leaves of imagina-

tion.,

THREE EPOCHS.

ALONE at night! Alono at night!
With candlo dimly burning,

In brooding thought 1 &it depressed,
Q'er nany a lost hope mourning.

Of sLuny mornings long ago,
Wien radisnt was tho sky,

And glad I met tho mornlug’s smile
With cloudless brow ard eye.

J folt tho world a paradise—
Tho flowers were wondrous fair;

1 . mountain’s bine beyona tho town
Scetned painted on tho air.

Along tho path thio hawthorn bloom'd
By Bennett's glancing river;

Al me! ahme! who walked with mo
Is1ost to mo for over?

Old ocean! how I loved your wave,
Its wild tumuituous roar—

When western gales blew bigh the spray
On Barna’s rocky shoro.

To gco tho hills of distant Clare,
Or Arran's guardian isles,

Halfhid in stormy mist aud clond
Or lit in summer’s smiles,

Aund all the scencs that memory wakes
Of that ol storied city,®

Whero Walter Lyuch grim justico did,
Unmoved by human pity !

Tho Chaudidre's leap before mo gleamed
‘That glorious noon in May,

As sbirouded in umbragous nook
Upon the bauks wo lay;

And converso of tho land we loft,
And dear frionds far away,

Mado haleyon in iy heart of hioarts
That joyous meeting day.

0 joys since ten have stirred 1oy heart?
8weet joys may como again;

But I would givo—~what would I not?
Tofoel as I felt tuent

OTrawa.

rd

I'cbruary 6, 1866,

EMILIE VERNON.

BY ELLEN VAVASOUR.,

CHAPTER L.

HIS story I have extracted from somo old

letters, which I reccived, when agir), from

4 youug friend, who was spending the winter in

St. Louis, with a widewed cousin; and it was

there tho incidents related occurred. In the

letter in which she first mentioned Ewilic Ver-
non, she wrote:

I havo told you, my dear Ethel, how good
and charitable my sweet cousin Aliceis. I went
with her, the other day, to visit & poor woman,
who has interested me so much that I must tell
you about her.  On driving to the street to which
wo had been directed, wo fcund that gho lived in
o large gloomy-looking old brick building. Tho
door was open, and a little boy carrying a tin
of water was going in. Wo learned froma him
that Mrs. Vernun, for that is her name, occupicd
# room uj-stairs, uext to theirs, he said it was,
and that be would show us tho way. We had
to g¢ up threo flights of a narrow dark stair-
case. Merc aud there, through sn open door,
wo caught a glimpso of the poverty and wretch-
cdness which exists in that house. To judgo
from the looks, and exclamations of wonder from
those wo encountered, our appearance in that
miscrable place created no small surprise. Tho
boy stopped before one of the doors in the third
story, and, opening it, usbered us in. It was a
large room, and the sun was shining brightly
through tho curtainle:s windows, A table, afew
chairs, an old cupboard, and two miscrable beds
composed tho furniture, It was a bitter cold
day, yet in the largo fircplace scarcely a spark of
fire burned, and over thoso few eoals a woman
was trying to warm herself. DBare and cheerless
as the upartment was, still it was clean, and ag
the boy's mother, Mrs. Watson, I believe, is ler

—

® Galwasy, Ircland,
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name, arose and crme forward, I was prpposscss_cd
at once in her favour. On maf{inginqumcs, Alico
found that Mrs, Vernon had, o fow weeks Luforo
ronted the room adjoining theirs, from Mrs.
Watson,

“1 do not know where she came from, or
why she is so poor,” remarked Mrs. Watson;
« but she is a real lady, any ono to look at her
could tell that. Sho has nevertold mo anything
about herself, except that sho is o widow, and
both herself and baby are in black.”

4 ITer haby—has sho one ?” said Alico.

“ Yes, ma'am—a fino littlo boy, about a year
and a halfold, See, thero he is”

Wo looked towards the part of the room to
which she directed our attention, and there, from
onc of tho beds, two or three little ones wero
peceping euriously at us.

“ Wo have no wood ; the last stick was burn-
cd this morning, so, to try and keep them warm,
1 put him and tho childrenin bed,  Ilismother,”
sbe continued, “has, until tho last week, been
sewing for somo great store in the city; but
now she i3 so sick that she can’t work. Poor
young creature, thero she lies, moro liko death
than anything clse.  Sho has not a cent in tho
world. I dowhatT can for her, but this cold,
baro room,” and she glanced sadly around, ¢ tells
you, ma'am, that it is not much,  Would you be-
lieve it,” sho continued, in an earnest, sorrowful
tone, “that some of the neighbours told mo I
ought to turn her out, ag sho could not-pay her
rent—that we wero too poor to keep her; but
could I ¢ver ook iny innocent children in the
face, or teach them again to pray to tho merci-
ful God, after such an act! No, ma'am, littlo as
we have, sho hus less. Oh, that it wero only
more that I could do for her!”

On asking if we might seo her, Mrs. Watson
led us into the adjoining upartment. On a low
cot, in ono coraner of tho small chamber, lay a
gicl of about nincteen or twenty.  Sho was
asleep, and in silence wo gazed upon her wan,
young fuce. She wag, indeed, no common per-
son; and how lovely shio must have been oncel
That pure white brow, from which the soft
brown haic was pushed back, exposing the
small exquisitely-formed efarl even now sorrow
and suffering has not robbed her of all her
beauty,  The little white hand, also, which lay
on thoe coarso dark coverel tshowed that she
bad never been used to any menial servico.

“ 1 don't like to sce her sleeping §0 much,”
said Mrs. Watson, anxiously ; it is a bad sign,
1 am afcaid?

# What is the matter with her?” asked Alice.

“I do not know,” she replied. ¢ Since she
came here, she has not been well; sho hag a bad
eough, aud two or threo times sho has gone off
in o dead faint, My heart has achied for her
many a time, when I awoke in the night and
saw, by tho fuint glimmer of light through the
crack n #he door, that she was still sewing—ill
and weary ns I knew sho was—and then that
dreadful cough of her’s grow worse, and it is no
wonder that it did, sitting up at night in the
culd— fur she could not always keep & fire burn-
ing—till it was lung past midnight, and then,
with aching cycs, and limbs numb with eold,
she would go to bed, aud lie, perhaps, nearly the
rest of the night awake, coughing.”

Just think, Etbel, what that poor young crea-
ture must havo endured. Alice has, as far ag
she can, relieved her sufferings, and Dr. Marsden
ber physician, is attending Mrs, Vernon; but
bo says thero i3 no hopo for her; thatsheisina
rapid decline, and cannot live many weeks,

CHAPTER 1I.

Three wecks bave passed sinco I wrote toryou,
Ethel. Threo weeks to mo of happiness and
gaioty, whilo to tho young and lovely one, from
whose dying couch I havo just returned they
havo been full of suffering and lonely sorrow.
Emilic Vernon knows that her days aro num-
bered—that sho is quickly passing from this
carth ; but is sho not afraid todic, for sho is at
peace with God, and the weary are at rest in the
home to whichsho is going. Ohl if sho could only
tako her ebild with her—her year oldlittlo dar-
ling. With what passionato tenderncss she
clasped Lim to her breast to-day whon she spoko

of leaving him, and that wailing cry of angulsh,
My baby, Oh!my baby” When sho was
awaro there wasno hope for hier, she wroto aletter,
and gavo it to Alicoe to post. It was dirccted to
o Mrs, Beaumont, Now Orleans. She did not say
to whom she lad written ; not aword of herpast
lifo has ever escaped her lips, but no answer has
yet been received to her letter. Day after day
has passed in anxious, weary suspense, and still
thero is no reply. It is grieving her very much,
troubling cven her dremns, for Mrs, Watson
has hieard her murmuring in her sleep the words.
%13 there no answer? 1 will die without know-
ing. O pity me, and come!” To whom has she
written, and who is it she wants to come to her?
Thero sectms to be some mystery about her fate,
or why would she be so silent on tho subject?
Alico has obtained employment for Mrs. Wat.
son’s husband, Poor woman, how grateful and
happy it has made her! It takes very little
soraetimes to cheer tho heart of others—to bring
back tho glad' light to grieving eyes, or the
cheerful smile to pale lips, to which it has long
been o stranger ; and yet out of our abundance
wo too often withbold that little, and look with
indifferenco on the sorrows or trials of others.
They aro nothing to us. We do not fecl them,
and self is all we caro for.

In her next letter to me, not very long after-

wards, she wrote :—No answer has come to Mrs.
Vernon’s letter. She said to us to.day, I can
no longer hope for ono, I shall go to my grave
unforgiven—unmourncd—and my baby will be
left alone in this cold, wide world.” Alice
took the little fellow in her anus, and bringing
him to the bedside asked her, as she told me she
intended to do, to give him to her care, #Iam
rich,” said Alice, in a sorrowful tone, “but am
lonely. I havoe no children, and will soon learn
to love him dearly ; aud shall endeavour, as far
as I ean, to supply your place to him, if you will
trust him to me.”
. It was a scene for a painter! That lowly
chamber, with its rude couch, on which the young
dying mother lay, with her hands clasped and
her wan, lovely ficce turned with an carnest en-
quiring gaze on the beautiful, richly clad lady,
against whoso velvet cloak her little one had
nestled his curly head! Mrs, Vernon looked at
him and then into Alice's face.

“ Tako him, ho already clings to you,” she
murmured in low touching accents, # Gladly do
I commit him to your care, for there is good-
ness in your swect face, and you know what
sorrow is; for it has left itsimpress on your pale
brow, and those who havo suffered aro scldom
indiffereut to tho sufferings of others. I give
my darling to you; and God gront that in that
blessed home to which I am fast hastening, I
may agein meet both him and you,”

A week later, she said :—1 have just returned
froma Mrs. Watson’s, but tho sick room thero is
sil-nt and deserted ; and another grave bearing
tho simple record, ¢ Emilic Vernon, aged twenty,”
has been added to the many in tho crowded
grave-yard. All is now over, andshe is at
peace ; for God bas wiped away the sad tears
from her eyes in that home where thero is no
maore sorrow or pain, Alice was with her when
sho died, and hag taken the baby liome, and i3
quito delighted with her charge. A handsomely
bound bible, with his mother's name beautifully
written in it, and her wedding ring, is all the
poor child has to tell him of his young, unhappy
mother, whoso beauty, misfortunes and caxly
death bave impressed us so deeply.

CHAPTER 1II.

It is a warm starlight night, dear Ethel,—she
wrote to mo in tho spring—andag it isyet cariy,
the city is still alive, aud tho noisy rolling of
carriages, the sound of hurrying footsteps, and
tho hum of voices comes to mo in my loncly
room, and from tho clear far-off heavens the quict
starg, in all their brilliant beauty aro looking
down on the crowded streets, with their bright
lights and busy tbrong. Old and young, rich
and poor aro there, Gay oncs seeking pleasure
—starving ones bread—tho wicked their haunts
of vice—tho wealthy their princely Lhomes ; but
all aro not 8o full of tho cares of this carth that
they cannot look up to those beautiful heavens,

Many o glauce of wonder and praise is raised to
them, aye, of longing too from weary cyes; fur
thero is rest there, but, alas! too many pass on
without onc thought of what is beyond—without
realizing that this life, which engrosses all their
attention, must end somo day. Others lmve
trodden thoso samo streets, whose places are nuw
vacant and their familiar faces no more seen,
Whero havo they gone? Have they sought new
homes it strango citics? Many have silent
homes in the quiet citics of tho dead, where tho
huerying of footsteps, and tho bustlo of life is
hushed.  Mournful silenco reigns there, and all
that tells us they have lived and passed away, is
a slab of sculptured marble, or & wooden cross,
marking their last resting plaae, while above the
samo calm, stars on which they so often gazed,
aro keeping watch over their lonely graves,
A card, with the namo Mrs. Beaumont, was
handed to mo this afternoon. I remembered
that that was tho name of the person in New
Orleans, to whom Mrs. Vernon had written,
Alico was not at home, so I descended to tho
drawing room to seo her. A stately, elegantly
dressed lady threw back her veil, and rose to
meet me., 1 started, for tho handsome features I
beheld wero g0 liko Bwilio Vernon's..

¢ Are you Miss Lawton ?” shoe asked in an
agitated voice,

As I replied to her question, my heart sank
within me, for I dreaded what would follow.

“QOh! whero is my child?” she said, “my
Emilio ; i3 sho yet alive?”

Her child! 2 could notanswer, Iow could I
look into hicr eager, anxious fuce, and tell her?
From my silence, she learned the sad truth ; and
with o Jow, thrilling cry of bitter auguish she
sank back upon tho couch beside her.

% Oh God I” she cried, “am I, then, too late;
my child, my darling Emilie, shall I never more
seo you ??

Her grief was terrible to witness. She could
not weep; but, in wild tearlessagony, paced the
apartment—calling on Ler daughter, and saying
ber punishment was just. Sho enquired whero
sho had been buried, and if I would go thero with
her. 1 could not tell her where her daughter
had. been interred, but I thought if wo went to
Mr. Howard, the clergyman who performed tho
burial service, ho would inform us, or perhaps
accompany us to the burying ground. In a few
moments I was ready. Mrs. Beaumont drew her
veil, closely over ber face, and passed down tho
steps.  General Trumbull's carriagostood at tho
door, and wonderingly I followed her into it, It
was §0 strango that that proud lady, clothed in
velvet and ermine, sitting opposite to me was
Emilic Vernon's mother, and wo going to seck
her gravo in somo humble burying ground. Mrs.
Beaumont leant back in & corner of tho carriage
in silent gricf. Tho only questions sho asked
me during our drive to Mr. Huward’s were, how
long her daughterhad been dead, and whero her
child was, Mr. Howard was fortunately at
home, and immediately weunt with us to tho
graveyard. Ia a rumote corner of ono of the
crowded cemeteries of tho pooc wo found Mrs.
Vernon's grave. In wild anguish Mrs. Beau-
mont bent over—but in vain wero those ago-
nizing cries for her child, In her dark nare
row bed sheslept—slept on—only tho chill breath
of spring cchoed back tho wailing cry.

When we parted from Mr Howard, on leaving
the cemctery, M. Beaumont asked him if ho
would visit her on the following day. 1 then
took her to sco herlittlo grandson. Atthosight
of tho lovely child, asleep in his pretty crib, in
Alice's room, sho wept long and bitterly. They
wero the first tears shie had shed since sho heard
of hier daughter’s death.

CHAPTER IV,

Tu the next letter, she said, « Mrs. Beaumont
has returned to her proud home in New Orleans,
bringing with ber a rich gilded coffin, enclosing
tho remainsof her beautiful, unhappy (iaughtcr—
who, in her pride and anger, sho had about three
years before sent from thoso statcly-lalls, be-
cause sho had dared to luve and marry one
whose only fault was poverty, but, thisin tho
proud mother's cyes was looked upon asa dis-
grace—nay & ¢rime ; aud so gho shut her heart
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and lome against her only child,  Mre. Veruon,
despairing ofever receiving her mother’s forgive-
ness, had a short timo before Isaw her, gone
with ler busbaud to St Louis, Tlo becamo o
clerk in somo office, whero his salary, thungh
small, was cnough to suppurt them cumfortably ;
but sad to relate, ho was taken sick, and after o
fow days' illness dicd—Tleaving his pvor wifonnd
child alone, and alimust peuniless in o strange
city.  Mrs, Vornon, a3 Mes, Watson told us, had
tricd to support herself and baby by sewing, but
her delicate framo was not ablo to bear up
against tho hardships sho had to ~ndure, Gref
awl suffering dul their work, aud not very long
after her husband's death sho followed him to
the grave, On the death of her husband, she
wrots to her mother, but received tho letter agan
wnupened,  As b lave already stated, when she
knew she could nut live lung sho wroto agam to
her proud uufurgiving pasent, imploring her to
come to her Liduro she died.  Mrs, Beauwmont
was from hume wlhien that letter arrived, and the
gervant who received it forgot 1 give it to her
on her return the next day. It was not until
weeks afterwards that Mys. Beaumont found the
letter, and full of remurse aud surrow for her
harsbnuss, yet hoping . fud ber duughter stll
alive, sho sougat her—uut alast too late—aund
now she has returncd, a changud surrow-stricken
woman, to that huwo whereeverything must re-
mind her of thesad, icrecoverablepast. It wail be
Jong before cven the innocent pratile of her Jovely
little grandson, in whom lier ieart seems bound
up, will be able to bnng the siles back to ber
pale, mournful countenance,

A few days befure Mes, Beaumont left, T took
her, at her request, to Mrs. Watson's, as she
wished to see tho rovm in v “.ich her daughter
had died. X shall never forg . tho expression of
her face a3 she gazed arvund the nuserable
apartment, and at the small window through
which her lusunvusly-reared daughbter's weary
cyes had looked outin her luneliness and sorrow
at the bright blueshy abuve—thinking no doudbt
of her beautiful chuldlivod’s hvme, and of that
mother’s luve for which shoe pinedso sadly inber
last hours. The roum had not been occuped
since Mrs. Vernuu's death,  The wretched
mother sat duwn ou the huble bed where her
child had died, and leaning against the pillow
which her head liad pressed, remained for some
timo with closed cyes in silent anguish, as if she
longed to die thero also. Then, and in that
hour, when she huclt beside her cluld's unknown
grave, her pride was punished.

In a letter, written sume years later, she said;
# While in New Orleans, last summer, wishing to
sce Mrs. Beaumout and pour Emilie Vernon's
child, I drove out to Mrs. Beaumont's beautiful
residence, which is a few miles from tho city.
Mrs. Beaummont recoived me very kindly. She
was still in mourning, and a grave sad expres-
sion rested on her face. Her grwdson I also
saw. e would have grown quito out of my re-
collection were it not fur the striking likenessto
his lovely ycang mother. DBefore I left, Mrs,
Beaumont conducted me to a room near the top
of the mansion. With deep concern I gazed
around at its contents. The bed with its coarse
dark coverlet, in which Mrs. Vernon had died,
the small cracked stove, the old table, n brass
candlestick and every article which had fur-
nished her daughter’s room at Mrs, Wat-
son’s, was there, while on the wall there hung a
splendid portrait of Eimilie Vernon, clad in
costly robes, and adorned with jewels, her lovely
countenance lighted up with a bright smile. It
had been taken whenshe was Emilic Beaumont,
before geicf and poverty had claimed her as their
own. A handsowe altar stood at onocend of the
apartment, and dwuly attbatshrine the repentant
mourning mother prayed, as she told me, for
forgiveness.

Kingston, C. W.

Child—The ever renewed hope of the world,

Ducl—A gome of chance for ttwwo persons, in
which it is possible for both to be losers.

Coguette— A waman without heart, who dupes
men without head.

Love—Tho only religion which realizes its
heaven uvpon carth,

BULL-FIGHTING IN VENEZUELA.

nes

TIAD been staying sometime in Carfeas but

bad never seen a bull-fight; my friend C. ono
day reminded wo of this, and suggested that wo
should stroll down to the Corrida.

Bfuro wo could reach tho castern ountskirt of
tho tows, where the building stands in which the
ball-fights aro held, a mnass of clouds camo drift-
ing from the Avila, and a light rain began, in
carnest of o moro pelting shower. Looking
about for shelter, and sceing at a window some
ladies whom wo knew slightly- wa went in to
talk to them. I said to one of them, a slim girl
with immense dark cyes, and singularly long
cyclashes, “ Wo aro going to the Corrida; does
tho scnonta ever go ??

“ No, scnor, I never go.  The ladies of Vene-
zuela thnnk bull-fights very barbarons., As for
me, [ canoot understand how auy one can take
pleasuro in such odious cruelty.”

#Indeed?” smd I, ratber astonished. « But
surely in Spain ladies think differently. At
Madrid it is quite tho fashion for them touttend.”

# That may be; we do not follow the fashions
;;t‘ Spair. Perhiaps we are moro tender-hearted
iere.”

After this dialogue, I was not surprised, on
entering the Cirque in which the Yull-Gigh ¢ was
to be held, to find that tho spectators wers nearly
all men, and that tho few women who were
present were of tho lower orders.  Tho building
wag of wood, open to tho sky in tho centre, and
anything but substantial, Scveral tiers of seats,
cach a foot or so higher than the other, had
been crected round a circular arca about a
hundred and tweaty feet in diameter, Theso
seats accommodated perhaps fiftecn hundred
people, and thero scemed butlityle room to spare,
In trout of the lowest seat, which was not much
raised from tho ground, were strong palisades,
between which o man could slip with case, and”
thus they afforded the toreros a securo retreat
from tho fury of the bulls. Close to where 1
took my place there was a largo gate, which
was thrown open to admit the bulls one by one.
First of all, howerer, & squeaking band struck
up, and cight toreres, or pedestriun bull-fighters,
eatered, and saluted some person of note who
sat opposite the large gate. Just ut that moment,
the thunder-shower which had been gathering,
descended in torrents, and the people shouted to
the toreros, ¢ No moja se”—* Don't get wet l” on
which they slipped in between tho palisades, and
so put themselves under cover. They were very
well-taade active fellows, with extremely good
legs, which wero scen toadvantage, as they wore
wiate silk stockings avd Kknce-breeches em-
brodered with gold.

As soon as tho rain stopped there was a loud
shout, and presently tho large gate opened and
in rushed a bull. Mo was a dark animal, almost
black, and had cvidently been goaded to mad-
ness, for he came charging in, tossing his head,
and with his tail erect. I could sce, howerver,
that tho sharp points of his horns had been sawn
off. One of the toreros now ran nimbly up to
tho bull and threw his red cloak on the ground
before him, on which tho animal made a furious
charge, attempting to gore—not the man, of
whom hic at first took 10 notice, but the cloak.
The torero dragged this along rapidly, and
adroitly whisking it from sidp to side, fatigued
thoe bull by causing himn to wake fruitless rushes,
now ‘n this dircction, now in that. This was
repeated again aud again, until tho animal
scemed quite tired. Tho most aclive of the
toreros then advanced with a banderills, or
javelin entwined with fireworks in one hand,
and his cloak in tho other. Ho camo so closo to
the bull that the animal charged him headlong.
In a moment the torero glided to one side, and
drove t* . dart intothe bull, pinning tho wretched
animal's ear to his neck, lmmediately tho fire-
works around the dart began to explode, and
theo terrified bull turned and rushed madly across
the arena.  In half a minute or so the firo had
reached tho flesh, and began to burn iato it. The
bull then reared straight up, bellowing piteously,
whilo its poor flanks hecaved with tho torture.
Anon it dashed its head against the ground,

driving tho dart further into its flesh, and so con-
tinued to gallop round tho ring in a succession
of rearings and plungings. Tbis sccmed to bo a
monent of exquisito delight to tho spectators,
who yelled out applause, and somo iu their
excitement stood up clapping and shouting, [
was heartily Jisgusted, and would have gono out
at onco had it been possible, but I was too tightly
wedged in.  Meantime, tho largoe gato opencd
again, and tho poor bull fled through it, to bo
slaughtered and sold with all despatch.  After
ten minutes’ pauso another bull was adu tted,
and was similarly tortured. And so it tared
with four moro bulls.

Tho sixth bull was a very tall gaunt animal,
whoso tactics wero quite different from thoso of
tho others. Ifo camo in withont a rush, looked
warily about, and could hardly be induced to
follow thoe torero, Inshort, ho was so sluggish,
that tho people, enraged at his showing so little
gport, shouted for a matador to kill him in tho
arena.  Hereugpon, ono of the toreros darted up
to stick a banderilla inte Lo sluggard,  But tho
bull, being quite fr.sn, not only defeated this
attempt by o tremenduus sweep of Ins horns, but
almost struck down his assailant, wlo was taken
by surprise at this unlooked-for vigour on tho
part of an animal which scemed spirstless, How-
cver, by a desperato cffort tho torero escaped for
a moment, but the bull followed Inm like light-
ning, and, as ill luck would have it, before tho
man could reach the shelter of tho palisades his
fot slipped in & puddle and he fell back. Ex-
pecting that tho chargo womd cnd as all pre-
vious ones had caded, 1 bad got up with tho in-
tention uf leaving, and I was thus able to sce
more early what followed. As the man fell
backward, the bull struck lum on the lower part
of the spine with such force that tho blow
sounded 2l over tho building. The unfortunate
torerv was hurled 1nto tho arr, and came down
with his head agrinst tho palisudes, and thero
lay, appareatly dead, in a pool of blood. A
sickening feeling of horror crept over me; the
bull was rushing upon the poor fellow again,
and would no doubt have crushed him as ho lay
motivnless, but, just in the nick of time, ono of
tho toreros threw his cloak so cleverly that it
fell cxactly over the bull's head and blinded him.
While the brute was trampling and tossing
to_free himself, the matador came up and drove
# short sword into the vertebree of his neck, and
down he went headlong. At one moment full
of mad fury, tho next he was a quivering mass of
lifcless flesh. A few minutes more, and thoe
dead bull, and scemingly lifeless man, were
removed from the arena, and another bull was
called for. I, however, had witnessed enougb,
and gladly nnde my exit.

TO A FRIEND ON HER BIRTH-
DAY.

By J.R. CreRrk.

TweLve months ago, this summer morn,
I praycd o blessing on thy head;
Another year for thee was born—
Another year for thee was dead.
Tho year wo grected fondly then
Has joined her sisters of the Past;
X count hier days {rom first to last—
Not ono can ever como again.

Still all they had of bright and good

Is ours in memory to kecp;
And all of chill and dark and rudo,

Bo hushed in death's profoundest sleep.
Andifsad, gloomy days ariso

In this young year wo hail to-day,

Fast suns may shed a Joyous ray
Througl tho thick clouds of futuro skics.

My carncest praycr from day to day,

Through this, through all the coming years,
Till thee or I am called away

From Eartli’s Joys, sorrows, hopes and fears,
Shall bo around thy path, my friend,

That God may tako thice by the hand,

And Jead tbeo to tho Better Land;
There may Imeet theo in the End,
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THE GYPSIES’ SONG.

(TRANSLATED PROM TIE RUBSSIAN.)

WE aro two maldens
With black eyes glowing;
Woaro two gypsics
1ith black locks flowing:
©0yo's blackness tho 1ire eparkles gladly,
o heart’s fountain tho firo burneth madly,
Buarnoth, burnetl, burnoth madly,
Burneth, burneth, burneth madly.

1Iot boils the blood there,
Allison flro!
Loving i3 Jifo: Iet us
Lovo or oxpire!
1In tho oyo's blackness tho firo sparkles gladly
In tho heart’s fountain the firo burncth madly,
Burneth, burneth, burneth madly,
Bucnoth, burneth, burncth madly.

Koow yo what danger
Lurks in our Kisscs?
Leavo us—and bloodshed’s
Our dearcst of blissest
In the oyo's blackness tho firo sparkles gladly,
In tho heart's fountain tho firo burnoth madly,
Burnoth, burneth, burneth madly,

Burnetb, buroeth, burneth madly. 5

SECRET OF STANLEY HALL.
BY MRS. J. V. NOEL,

AUTHOR OF THE * OROS8 OF PRIDE,"” ‘¢ PASBRION AND
F AINCI”LE,"” * TUE ABBEY 0¥ RATUMORE," ETO.

(Continued from page 393.)
CHAPTER 1X. LADY ROSALIE'S BRIDAL,

It was a glorious morning in July; tho bright
sun had gained considerablo aititude in the clear,
bleo depths of the sumwer sky, and was shedding
his glowing effulgence on the green carth, now
beautiful in its luxuciant vegetation—its brillinnt
flowers and fragrant shrubs loading the purc
balwy zephyrs with grateful fragranco. Around
the Church of the Ascension n large crowd was
gathered, shaded from the warm sunshine by its
lofty walls. A wedding was about to take placo
—an aristocratic bridul ; and the good peoplo of
C~—— were on tho qui vive about it. From an
carly hour the church doors had been besieged
by this expectant crowd, and when, a3 the ap-
pointed tin.e approached, they wero thrown open,
sach numbers rushed in that every seat in the
sacred buildiog was soon occupicd—ceven the
aisles were filled. Among tho rest a lady,
fashionably dressed and closely veiled, was secn
to entef, and take her seat in & pew nmear the
altar, whero sho could command a good vicw of
the approaching ceremony. Twoother strangers
were also observed among the crowd, onoc an
¢lderly gentleman in a clerical dress—tho other
apparently belonging to an humbler rank in life.
As the town clock struck tho hour of ten, the
church belis rang out & joyous peal; and mow
tho excitement of thecrowdincreased asa rumour
spread that the wedding party was in sight; a
lino of carriages, the borscs with white rosettes,
the servants with bridal favours,—being scen
Criving towards C——. Irom the door of tho
vestry o few aristocratic strangers now issued,
and took their places on tho right side_of the
altar, outside the communion-rails. These wero
tho Viscount Waldegrave, tho bridegroom, and
hig friends. Within the railing sat the expee-
tant clergyman, the Rev. Philip Trevyllian, in
his surplice—his fuce almost rivalling its white-
ness ; but save his extreme pallor, Philip's coun-
tenanco betrayed no other sign of the angaish ho
expericnced waiting there, to perform that cere-
mony which was to give to another the womsn
ho fondly loved, Around the fincly-moulded
moutlh wag expressed o determination to keep
cown suffering, and in tho depths of the Lazel
€30 was that ealmness which the extinguishing
of hopo often imparts, Lady Rosalie Qascoigno
wag abont to bo led to the hymencal altar, by
the Visconnt Waldegrave, on this beautiful July
morp'ng, when the faco of naturo itself was

bright with smiles, and all around wero beauty
and sunshine, Sinco their short téle-d-i3te in
tho conservatory at Templemore, Lady Rosalio
and tho curato had not met. Ho had .ecn ber
only at church, on Sundays; and a few wecks
after Christmas her aunt had taken her to visit
a relativo in Scotland, wlero they remained until
tho Leginning of the fashionable winter in Lon-
don, when they proceeded to Lady Templemore's
house in Hanover square.

Viscount Waldegrave was then a constant
visitor at Lady Templemore'’s, and his marked
attentions to her nieco becamo the goneral ivpic
of conversation in fushiorable circles. Lady
Rosalie neither encouraged nor discouraged these
attentions, Shoe was left so entirely dependent
on hier aunt that she could scarcely bo consuder-
ed freo to act in the matter. IHer father, anoble-
man of dissipated babits, had ruined himsclf and
fumily at tho gnming-miﬂc, and had dicd, leav-
ing his son a heavily mortgaged estate, and his
daughter portionless, consoling himself with the
idea that her singular beauty would piocure her
o handsome settlement for life. Knowing this,
and knowing also Lady Templemore’s wish that
sho should accept .he first good offershoreceived
this season—Lady Rosalio having tho preceding
winter refused more than ono noble suitor—she
did not daro follow tho promptings of her heart,
Had she been independent, mistress of tho fortune
which ought to have beon her's, but which Lord
Redcliffe, in his mad passion for play, had squan-
dered, sho never would havo marricd—her love
for Philip Trovyllian would have prevented this.

Poor Lady Rosalie! notwitbstanding her mar
vellous beauty—beauty which madoher tho envy
of lier owa sclect set, aud the admiration of all
classes——yet carried about with her, into the gay
scenes sho nightly visited, and where sho shouno
a meteor, « s2cret gricf—a skeleton in the veiled
recess of her heart; andlittledid tho world think
that the raliant smile, the light musical laugh,
and tho gay manncr wero often assumed to hide
that bitterness which her woman'a heart kuew,
and which sho must keep shut up within its in-
nermost chamber from every eye.

The London winter closed, and the Viscount
Waldegrave laid bimself and large fortuno at
tho feet of the cynosuro of the season—Lady
Rosalie Gascoigne. This offer was accepted;
she did not dare refuse so good & parti, for to
leavo tho protect. v of Lady Templemore's roof
was hier ouly alternative, and this the young girl
shrank from doing. Nobly born and delicately
nurtured, accustomed to look upon all tho luxu-
rics of life as her’s by inheritance, how could she
go out into the world to seck & home? From
London, Lady Templemore procceded to her
country residence, near C—, and there her
nicee’s marriage was to tako place. It was a
whim of Lady Rosalio to have Philip Trevyllian
perform the marriage ceremony,  Wasit thatsbe
wished to test his love for her—to discover at
the last hour whether her affection was requited
ornot? It is true she suspected the curate’s at-
tachusent, but his lips bad never confessed it.
Now sho would know: she would sce it in bis
look, h.3 manner Quring the ordeal to which sho
was about to subject him. Andif he did really
love her, what then? Could she at the altar
break off her marriago with the Viscount 2—re-
fuso to utter tho vows her heart rejected? It
might be go; in her passionate lovo and sorrow
she hardly yet knew what she might do.

Whilst we are giving this explanation, tho
wedding cortége having left Templemore, tho
spirited horses have borno it swiftly towards
C——, and now tho excitement of the crowd
outside the church doors conveys to thoso
within its walls the information that the string
of carriages has drawn up before tho gate.
Tho procession of young girls from the Temple-
more estate, dressed in white, is slowly entering
the church, strewing flowers in the pathway of
the bride. Every eyo i3 turned to catch tho first
sight of tho beautiful girl, a3 she alights from tho
carringe, and ascends tho steps at the entrance.
Now sho is moving with queenly grace up tho
aislo leaning on tho arm of her brother, tho
the young Earl of Redeliffe. How resplendent
she looks, glittering in tho costly array of an

aristocrati bride!  Her dresy of Brussels lace,

worn over rich whito silk, and caught up in fes-
toons by bunchics of whitomoss-rosesand orange
flowers. Her loxuriant hair, braided and arrang-
cd in glossy coils round her classic head, was
confinci by n bandean of opals, aud round her
slender throat, and onher delicatoarms, gleamed
tho samo costly gems, whilo floating around her
graceful form, liko a whito cloud, was the bridal
veil, of delicato lnce, half shading her beautiful
fuce, whoso marble paleness rivalled its white-
ness.

As the wedding party advonced up tho aisle,
tho veiled stranger rose Past'ly and remained
standing, her eager gnzo fixed on tho Lady
Rosalie. Philip Trevyllian, too, had risen, and
advancing a few steps, stood with the Prayer
Book open in his ha.d, inside the zommunion-
rails, And his cyes! they wero riveted on tho
radiant being advancing tuwards him—his pulso
beating wildly, and a strong agony crushing his
heart.  Onolook at that pallid and yct beaatiful
fuco revealed to the curato that this macriage
was not likely to cusure the happiness of Lady
Rosalie, and that she was led to tho altar an un-
willing bride. The wedding party stood beforo
tho altar, tho bride, bridegroom, and bridal at-
tendants srero in their respective places. A deep
bush followed tho excitement attending Lady
Rosalic’s entrance ; and now through tho sacred
building roso thoe voico of the Rev.Philip Trevyl-
lian, quivering and hoarso from intenso emotion.
At tho sound of that voice tho white Jids of tho
bride rose slowly, and sho fixed one searching
look on tho pale fiico of the curate. Suddenly
ho looked up, still repeating the words of the
marringo ceremony, and feeling liko one in a
dream. Their eyes met, and that ono Jook re-
vealed to cach the love and despair that filled
their hearts. Still tho ceremony proceeded ;
wild thoughts were rushing through tho brain of
tho Lady Rosalie, and hor chiselled lips were
drawn into a resolute expression, whilst immov-
able sho stood, looking mowe like an exquisite
statuo than a living, loving, suffering yoman.
The eyo of Lady Templemoro was fixed upon hee
with an anxious expression. She dreaded an
exposé. Sho feared hier unhappy niece would re-
fuse tho noble bridegroom, even at the altar,
Sho was, however, spared thiz trial. An inter-
ruption to the marriago did come, but from an
untooked-for sourco.

At tho words of the ceremony, ¥ I requiro and
chargo you both, as ye will answer at tho ¢rend-
ful day of judgment, when tho sccrets of all
hearts shall bo disclosed, that if either of you
know any impediment why yo may not be law-
fully joined together in matrimony, yo do now
confess it,” the curato paused for o moment, as
iz customary for the clergyman to do, not in ¢x-
pectation of receiving any response to thissolemn
appeal—an interruption to the ceremony at such
& timo being of rare occurrence.  With what
startling cffect, then, did tho words, “ There is
an impediment; T forbid the marriage to pro-
cced,” pronounced in a loud and distinct voice,
break upon that silcat as.embly ! What a come
motion did this strange interruption cause ?
Every person turned towards the place from
whenco the words proceeded, and tho strange
clerzyman, already .aentioned, became the cyno-
sure of every cye. A cry of delight rose to tho
lips of Lady Rosalie Qascoigne, but she suppess-
ed it, a3 shomet thestern glance of Lady Temple-
more. Viscount Waldegravo started as if a
thunder peal had burst over bis head. Surprise
and indignation, mingling with vague appre-
heusion, wero depicted in his dark, handsome
fuce. Fiercely and haughtily he demanded the
meaning of this impertinent interruption. The
startling answer came distinctly, in tho deep
hush which r:igned through that astonished
crowd. .

To prevent bigamy ; your Lordship is aleeady
married.”

The Viscount laughed scornfully, and looking
defiantly at the stranger, demanded bis proof of
thig assertion.

Tho clergyman quictly produced & paper, and
read what ho alleged to be a copy of the registry
of tho marriago of Mojor Hastings, —— regiment
of Lancers, to Maud Trevyllian—the ceremony

| baving been performed privately by himselfabout
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four years previously; the Major's valet, who
was now in the church, being the only witness.
The noble Viscount had been plain Major ITast-
ings, until the last year, when, by the death of a
relative, he came into the possession of his pre-
sent title and cstate.

This announcement, which filled the heart of
Viscount Waldegrave with rage, and over-
whelmed him with disappointment and shame,
thrilled with delight the frame of Philip Trevyl-
lian. Maud Trevyllian—his sister Maud-—was
publicly declared te be the wife of this noble-
man ; and from her reputation was removed, at
once and forever, the ¢loud of dishonour whlch
bad rested upon itsolong. The recollection that
the Viscount’s want of principle, in_ deceiving
Maud by a false marriage, as was evidently the
case, proved him to be one not calculated to
make a wife happy, was for the moment lost
sight of in the gratification Philip experienced at
finding that hig sister had not erred from the
path of virtue, and that she was restored to the
possession of an unblemished name.

What peace and joy would this news restore
to the heart of his mother? And Rosalie too!
she was restored to him ; he might still love her
—the agony of giving her up had passed from
him. How different was the expression of her
face now ? the soft flush of Lappiness colouring
her cheek—its light beaming from her violet
cyes; as if attracted by the gaze of Philip, they
met his for a moment; and in that rapid look he
saw an expression which convinced him that the
heart of the woman he loved was all his own—
a possession of which no one could ever deprive
him ; the varied emotions of that hour had re-
vealed what years had before concealed.

As this train of thought passed rapidly through
the mind of Philip, a commotion in the crowd,
near the altar, attracted his attention. A lady
had fainted, and was being carried into the vestry
insensible.  Some one had officiously thrown
aside her veil and the curate recognised, with a
start of joyful surprise, his sister Maud. Hastily
he followed, forgetting at the moment everything,
even Lady Rosalie, in his joy at seeing her again.
There were other loving eyes, also, in that as-
sembly which caughtsight of thatlovely inanimate
face. Trevyllian's mother, with a cry of joy, re-
cognised her daughter, and when the vciled
stranger recovered from her swoon in the vestry,
she saw two well-known fuces bending over her,
beaming with happiness; and it was thus so
uncxpectedly that their lost and loved one was
restored to the curate and his mother.

CHAPTER X. MAUD TREVYLLIAN,

When Philip Trevyllian re-entered the church
he found the crowd dispersing, and the bridal
party gone,

Lady Templemore, overwhelmed with mortifi-
cation at the very unpleasant notoriety of this
affair—for it found its way into all the papers,
and was the subject of conversation in all classes
—left England immediately for the continent,
and spent the rest of the summer wandering,
with her niece, through Switzerland. From the
church, Maud accompanied Mrs Trevyllian to
the Parsonage, while her brother, at her request,
went to the hotel where she had left her infant
son with his nurse, and brought him again to the
arms of his now happy mother. That was a
happy family party, which gathered around the
dinner table at the Parsonage, on this eventful
day. Mrs. Trevyllian’s face, bright with happi-
ness, as her cycs wandered incessantly from her
daughter to her little grandson, as if she could
never weary of looking at them. During the
day, Maud gave hcr mother a short detail of her
acquaintance with Major Hastings, and what had
occurred since her elopement with him ; ani the
fond mother, in her joy, forgot to chide her err-
ing daughter who had caused her so much
anxiety and grief.

While Philip Trevyllian was living as tutor in
Lord Redclyff’s family, his mother and sister re-
sided in Bath, Maud being employed as visiting
governcss by a few families in the city. One
night she wasinvited to a small party, by one of
the ladies, whose children she taught, the lady’s
object, in this apparent kindness to Miss Trevyl-
lian, being to secure her services at the piano, to

contribute to her guests’ amusement. It was on
this night Maud first saw Major Hastings. The
extreme beauty of the governess attracted the
fashionable lancer ; he hovered about the piano,
and contrived to get an introduction to her. The
elegant appcarance of the Major—his silent
homage of respectful admiration—his polite at-
tentions made a deep impression on the heart of
the youthful Maud; and she went home, her
thoughts filled with the image of the handsome
officer. The next day he met her designedly as
she was returning home, and walked part of the
way with her. Very frequently these meetings
occurred—Maud trying to persuade herself there
could be no harm in keeping up an acquaintance
with one whose manner was so respectful.
However, she concealed this acquaintance from
her mother—afraid that she might not quite ap-
prove of her daily meetings with this stranger.
Thisfrequent intercourse went on for some weeks ;
at length Major Hastings was reluctantly obliged
to give up hisdelightful flirtation with the govern-
ess. His regimeut left Bath, and for a time
Maud lost sight of her captivating admircer. The
Young girl's spirits drooped, and she seccretly
mourned over ber disappointed hopes. Her
health was beginning to suffer, and on this ac-
count her mother gladly accepted for her the
offer of a situation as governess in a gentleman’s
family residing near Brighton—hoping that
change of air and the sca breezes would restore
her former health and spirits, After she had been
in this new abode a few months, one day as she
was walking on the beach she again met Major
Hastings ; he was paying a short visit to a friend
in Brighton. Maud’s agitation and evident plea~
sure at sceing him again, revealed to the Major
the interest he possessed in her affections; and
taking advantgae of this attachment, he per-
suaded the unexperienced girl to elope with him
and consent to a private marriage. Immediately
after the ceremony, which was performed in
Bristol, at an hotel, the Major's servant being
the only witness, Maud accompanied her husband
to Ircland, where his regiment then was. She
fully believed him to be her husband, never for a
moment doubting his honour, although his
strict injunctions to conccal her marriage,
even bher place of residence, from her family,
ought to have awakened suspicion in her mind ;
but she was so young, so guilcless, and trusted
so implictly in ber confiding affection to the un-
principled man in whose power she had placed
her happiness. Major Hastings' excuse for this
concealmnent was, that he could notacknowledge
the marriage until after the death of an invalid
aunt, from whom he had great expectations,
least she should disinherit him, for marrying
without her consent,

Three years passed away—Maud living with
Major Hastings, but not acknowledged as his
wite. This caused be much mortification and
secret unbappiness.  her separation from her
family was also keenly fult; for Maud was not
waunling in affection for her mother and brother ;
although sadly deficicnt in prudence and wordly
wisdom. Frequently she implored permission to
write to her mother, and relieve her mind of the
anxiety she knew Mrs. Trevyllian was suffering
on her account; but this the Major sternly
denied, knowing that the cruel deception ho was
practising on her would then be discovered, and
that an indignant brother would snatch from him
the iunocent victim of his wiles. At length an
cvent occurred which rendered it impossible for
Major Hastings to carry on any longer his wicked
dec. ption towards the young creature who con-
sidered lerself Lis wife. The sudden death of a
relative put him unexpectedly in possession of a
title, and large fortune, He went immediately
to England, to enterupon the inviting walk open
to him in life—leaving Maud, with their infant
son, in Ireland. Some weeks passed—weeks of
intolerable anxiety and suspense for Maud, who
could not account for his sudden departure, and
subsequent long silence. If she had mixed with
the world she would soon have heard of the
Major's good fortune, but she lived in the strict-
est seclusion. At length the explanation came
in a cruel letter from her husband, now the Vis-

count Waldegrave. He informed her that their
marriage was a false one, only intended to remove

her moral scruples to an elopement; that if she
were unwilling that their liason should continue
she might choose a future place of residence—
return to her family if she wished, and that a
handsome allowance would be granted for the
support of herself and child. What n crushing
blow was this heartless letter to the young
mother? We will gladly draw a veil over the
anguish which the knowledgo of her betrayal,
and the villany of one she had loved and trusted,
caused. A low mervous fever, brought on by
intense grief, confined her for some time to o bed of
suffering.  With returning health came the ear-
nest wish to return to her mother, to tell her all
her sorrows, and confess her deeply-repented
error in_forsaking her, who ought to have been
the guide of Ler youth. Now came home to the
unhappy girl's heart the conviction that her first
step towards her present degraded position was
concealing: from her kind parcut her acquaint-
ance with Major Hastings, That Mrs. Trevyl-
lian would receive and pardon her Maud did not
doubt; for though ecrring she was guiltless—
more sinned against than sinning. As soon,
therefore, as she was strong enough to under-
take the journey she returned to England.

On arriving at C——, leaving her child and
nurse at an hotel, she was proceeding alono to
the Parsonage, when, perceiving the crowd
around the church, she enquired the causo of the
cxcitement, and was informed that a marriage
was about to take place—the Viscount Walde-
grave was going to be united to the Lady Rosa-
lie Gascoigne. An irrepressible desire to witness
the cercmony, and see the lady who was about
to become the wife of him she had so long con-
sidered her husband. She entered the church,
and toook her place among the crowd, little
dl:eammg what a singular interruption to the
Ylscount’s marriage would take place—publish-
ing the fact, that in trying to deceive her he had
himself been deceived. The valet, who had becn
his confidant in this intrigue, having been in-
duced to practice this deception in order to pro-
cure money from his master, whenover he choose
to demand it. When Major Hastings became
Lord Waldegrave, this valet was dismissed to
mako room for & more fashionable one; and it
was partly in revenge for this insult—for such
he thought it—and partly for consciencs sake,
that the valet summoned the clergyman who had
united Major Hastings and Miss Tresyllian, to

——, in order to remind the Viscount of his
former marriage, and interrupt so opportunely
the bridal of Lady Rosalio Gascoigne.

The proof of Lord Waldegrave's marriage with
Maud Trevyllian wasincontrovertible ; therefore
he did not dispute it, but sullenly yiclded to her
the fortune which the law allowed to his wife
and child, at the same time declaring his wish
that they should live separate the rest of their
lives—to which Maud willingly assented, for love
for him was dead within her heart, crushed sud-
denly and for ever by his crucl and unprincipled
conduct. One of the Viscount’s estates was
given up for Lady Waldegrave’s residence ; thero
she lived in retirement, with her son, cheered by
the society of her mother and occasional visits
from her brother Philip.

CHAPTER XI. THE PRISONER OF THE EAST TOWER.

Four weeks passed away, and Captain Stanley
had not yet returned to Stanley Hall, Ger-
trude saw his name among the arrivals by the
last stcamer from New York, and she was look-
ing hourly for his appearance. Her impatience
for Lis return was increased by her anxiety for
the prisoner in the East tower. Burton was
very ill, confined to his bed, his life despaired of ;
and who was now to visit the tower and attend
to the captive’s wants? He might die for want
of food, unless Burton deputed some one else to
supply his place as jailer. If Lady Stanley were
acquainted with the butler's secret, then the
prisoner would not be neglected; but in Ger-
trude’s ignorance of this fact she suffered con-
siderable anxiety on his account, and waited
impatiently for Guy's return. It was tho third
night of Burton's illness, Captain Stanley had
not yet made his appearance, and Gertrude’s
anxiety impelled her to watch through the mid
night hours to discover, if possible, whether any
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ono would visit tho East tower, Having extio-
guishied the light in Licr room, sho sat with her
door pactiy open, the Letter to hear aoy sounds
in the cornidur ot hatl below. It was about two
o'clock ; Gertrude, wearied and sleepy,was think-
ing of reting to repuse, when thefaint sound of
distantfoutstepsfeiton herear. In amoument cager
cunosity banished sleep and standing inside hec
door sho Jistencd as the steps approached. They
were bght and steajthy , svun they had passed the
door, nad now Gertrude cautiously peered forth.
Tho tall figure of & woman was passing swiflly
along the curndor. A wmument afterwards she
was descending the stairs, and now the light from
the lamp fulling on her showed the faco of Lady
Stanley.  Gliding from Ler apartinent, Gertrude
silently followedat sume distance.  Crossing the
hall beluw, Lady Stanley cntered the winding
passage, never stuppiug ot luvhing back, uatil
sho reached the duur vpeniug ito the East tower,
Then sho put down hier Light aud tovk frum a
small basket, which sho casicd, n lurgohey, Do
fore appiymg it tu the Juck shio luvked nervously
around, Gertrude's heart stoud sull withsudden
fear, but she was furtunately at sume distance,
Sho drew herself up cluse to the wall, hoping
that the heasy shadows wluch huog aboutitand
the dark dress shie wore would prevent ber being
seen,  After o rapid glanco through the glovm
Lady Stanley unluched tho heavy duur withsume
difticulty, and entening the tuwer,ascended tothe
apartment above.  Again Gertrudo moved for-
ward and ventured to fulluw to tho fuut of the
stairs. Thenight wasstormy ; a heavy galo was
sweeping over the ocean and cuming up in wald
gusts from the shurcbelow , ithowled mournfully
round the tower. In the wild noise without,
mmght not the svuad of Gertrudes fuotstep.. on
tho stairs pass unnoticed? Impelled by curiosity
to discover who tho inmate of the tower was,sho
venturcd, cautivusly to ascend, and reachied the
door opening on the first lauding, o fow minutes
after Lady Stanley had passed thoough it. It
was shghtly ajar, and Gertrude lovhed cagerly
into the prison chamber. What a sight presented
itself! onc which excited in the young girl's
mund thedeepest commiseration.  The arertment
was similar to tho onc bulow, and unfurnished,
save an old chair and a miserablo pallet in one
corner, on which tho prisoner was reclining,
chained to a huge iron ring, fastencd in the
massive wall. o was apparently about sisty,
judging from the white Laic whichfell in matted
Tocks about his haggard face, Suffering and
confincment bad duno the work of time, and
stamnped on his countenanco lines and furrows
which years had not made.

Placing herselfin the chair at a little distance
from the bed, where the captive was slumbering
quictly, Lady Stanley putdowa tho lamp and
the basket, filled with provisions, and silently
regarded bim.  Tho light gleaming on his eyes,
ho awoke with a start. is wan faco expresse
considerable surprise atsccing Lady Stanley ; she
perceaved ity and hastenced to explain the reason
of ber visit.

#Burton is dying, and I have taken bis place
as joiler, being unwilling that Sic Rowland
Stanley should suffer from lack of food or from
any want of attention in his ancestral home.”
There was mockery in her tones, and a derisive
smile playing over her stern features.

#You aro very considerato” remarked the
captive, with bitter irony, “but would it not be
acting o more merciful part if you allowed mo
10 dic of starvation, and put an end to sufferings
which time renders moro intolerable”

& And thenXshould beobeated of my revenge I

#Js it not yct satisficd? havo not twclve
years of roy miscrablo caplivity served to satiate
tho ficndish passion which has influenced you to
deprivo me of all lifc’s blessings, cven of the
fresh air of heaven—almost of its light?”

Lady Stanley only answered by a look of
such malico that the captive turned from her
with ashudder. A short silence ensued; itwas
broken by tho Iady.

@] received to-day a letter from Ruthvin,
formerly your solicitor, containing theinformation
that the Iost daughter of Sir Rowland Stanley
wa3 found, aad would mako good her claim to

tho large furtuno belonging to her by inherl-
tance.” R

Tho prisoner’s baggard faco flushed, and a
momentary gleam of bappiness 1it up bis hollow
eyces,

“ Found!” he repeated, “ my child come back
atlast! Oh, my Gud ! and must I never seo her?
Will sl not even Enuw that her father still
lives? Why did you tell mo this?” ho asked
haralily, “it will ouly render my sunfinemsent
more bitter.”

1 kuew it, and that is preciscly the reason
I tuld you,” and Lady Stanley laughed
maliciously.

Sir Rowland—for it was he—bowed his head
ufun his hands, and groaned in anguish of
spirit.  Fund memorics camo back, with decp
power tu gricve, and the remembrance that Lis
duughter, though living, would still bea stranger
to Lis luve—separated by the walls of his prison
—poured a wavo of intense hupelesssorrow uver
Lis suul. How little &id Lo thiuk that at that
very mument this beluved daugbter was near,
watching him with the deepestsympathy, though
clhicered by tho confidence that tho return of
Guy Stanley would soun put an end to Lis con-
fiucment, and rescue bim frum bis cruel eacmy,

¢ This daughter, this Gertrude Stanley, is now
in tho Hall—has been living hero sume months
guveruess to my grand-children,” Lady Stauley
carclessly resumed.  “I koew herat once Ly the
strong likeness shio bears your wife.”

The Barvpet lovked up and listened with
interest.

¢ Like ber mother—like my dead Caroline!
Oh, if I only could bebold her it would be like
secing again the idol of my youth whose image
haunts my dreams, and whosospirit i3 often with
me hero iumy lunely prisup, checring my crushed
heart, and beckuning ms onward to that cternal
home, whero wo shall Ls fur ever united, Ob,
Olivial” ho continued in sad appealing accents,
by the luve you feel fur your own children,allow
mo to sco this Jung lust child, resture me to hicr
and to happiness.” .

¢ And what would be my reward for this mag-
nanimous act?” inquirzd Qlivia, with a sacer,
t1t9 be deprived of rank and wealth—to be Lcld
up to tho world a3 an object of scorn; nay, to be
iwprisoncd, punished for tho partI have taken
in tho incarceration of an English Baronet, Obh,
nc, Sir Rowland! I have no idea of giving up
all tho splendor of lifc, in order to conduce tv
your bappiness,”

# But tho world need never koow of the part
you havo tuken in my captirity,” plcaded the
Baronet, with touching carncstness; ¢ when
Burton is dead, all the blamocanxest on him; the
truth, as far as'you aro concerned, nced never bo
published.”’

#8till T would have to resign tho titlo and
fortuno I now possess; my children would again

d{ bobegzars. Your conduct to mo in days gone

by docs not merit such g sacrifice.”

4 QOlivia, I never treated you ill ; all tho kind-
ness in my power I showed to you and your
children,” remonstrated Sic Rowland.

# I joved or rather worshipped you, and you
scorncd that passionato devotion. Even when
in a moment of weakness my fond heart, forget-
ing its resentment, turncd to you again, and I
offcred you liberty if you would mako mo your
wifo you refused.  Call you that nothing? Can
the remembrance of that scornful rejection of me
cver dio outof my heart 2 Never, years of suffer-
ing on your part would be insufficicnt to atone
for tho fierco agony—tho maddening humiliation
which I then felt.  Inthat hour love was turned
10 hatred so intensificd—fiendisb, you may call
it—that no anguish you cnduro can satisfy the
wild desire for revengo which then took posses-
sion of my soul.” Liko a torrent thess words
burst from tho excited Italian, whose fierce
glittering eycsand face, whito with passion, were
fearful to look upon. Sir Rowland felt that all
~hope of moving her to pity wasiodecd in vain,

4 Your daughter is in my power,” she con-
tinued after a short silence, ¢ how casy it would
bo to get rid of her—and then hier fortuno need
not bo refanded. I bavea mind to try it Bat
n0, it might awaken suspicion; her disappear-

ango could nob e 20 well agronnled foras yours

—and in this country they have an ugly way of
dealing with crimisals—rank or wealth would
avail nuthing in such & case. Besides, it must
bo cunfessed,” slio resumed after a twomems
pause, I havo done her sufficient ill already 1
santching her frumn the arms of her paccuts and
sending her from hier ancestral howe, to be
broug'ht up awmvng the clildren of poverty and
vico¥’

Sir Rowland started, and an expression of
astunishment and rage grew into his fuce,

“ What do yua mean 1" ho dewanded angrily,
“ean it bo pussible that it was you who come-
mitted that act so futal jo its consequences te my
beluved Caroline 2

¢ Yes, mino, was the heart that contrived tho
plan fur robbing yuu of your chuld, and the
weman who carricd it into executivn was an
humble fiicud of my theatrical bfe. Sho was
hilden in my apactwcut, wotching an upportu-
uity to cuter the nursery unvbserved. Quo might
this oppurtunily prescuted itself, and seizing
yuursleeping child, sho made hier escape by a prie
vate staits, fuvoured Ly the durhacss. Uy, 1t was
well cuutnved and successfully cxecuted!” and
the Italian's cyes flushed with mwalicivus triamph.

“ And what was yuur wmutisve fur commituug
this ¢vil act?”

“ Caa you be so dull of cumprehiensivn as not
to seeit was to get rid of Catuline? 1 hnew
tho luss of the cluld would kil her.”

“ Guud heavens! how desperately wicked is
e huwan Leact ! exclaimed the Baronct, ras-
ing lis eyes in horror, “arc you & woman or a
ficud ?” Lo added, with fierce indiguativn,

“I wn what that Juve which you despised
mado me,” sho answered savagely,

Sir Ruwland buwed bis head upon his hand,
to shut out that dack cvil face, nod tho wild
gleam of thuse passivnato eyes.

 Aud nuw, Isuppuse, you think ourinterview
has lasted lung envugh. I will, therefure, easo
jyou to your repuse. For the futuro I shall be
youc jailer ; aod I mustuccasivnally repeat sheso
nightly visits, Burtun will never sco another
sungise. Duath will soun rclease you of one
cucmy , hislast hour has come?”

“ And yours will curue, tuu; has the thought
0o terrurs fur you Olivia?” observed Sir Rowliand
solemuly.

“Pshaw! you need not try to terrify mo by
suchi remarks.  Death is certainly nut desicable
but, then, when it comes, therois an eud of us.
Judgment and cternity are only bugbeuars used
by a crafty pricsthuud to ternfy the supersu-
tious.”

¢ Docs Burton look upon them insuchalight?
has cternity no terrors for him now, when his
soul i3 about to wing its flight to the unseen
world ??

¢ 1lo is afraid of death—a very coward at its
approachi—cven counsclling mo to amend my
life,” and Olivia laughed scornfully. ¢ Ho isde-
sirous to releaso you from confincment, as somo
atoncment for hissing; and implored mo todo
it. XIwag afraid that in Lig weakness ho might
make a discovery which would not be at all
creditable, thercforo I took the precaution to
deny tho servants access to hio, Icaving him=a
dcaf old crone for an attendant. I shailbe glad
when he is gone; then my sccret will bo my
own—shared by 10 one

¢ Ilas Burton no physician? Are you allow-
ing him to dio without medical aid 7°

4 Not cxactly ; tho doctor from the village was
called in, but he gave him up at oneo; medical
aid can do nothing. It was only when Burton
found thero was no hope for him that this fit of
repentanco seized him.”

Gertrudo waited to licar nomore of this conver-
sation, which had so much intercst for her.
Stealthily descending tho siairs shehurried from
the tower and regained hier own room. The
prisoner of tho East tower was then her father.
How much did tho knowledgoe of this fact add
to tho compassion sho felt for him and to lier
impaticncs for the return of Guy Stanley, who
would at onco liberate him from confinement.

To be continued.

Sword—~A. preparation of sicel—for weak

people,
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KATTIE AND THE «DEIL.”
N a certain village of Bohemia, lived & peasant
woman called Kattie, She possessed & littlo
hut of her own, u gurden, and a small income;
but had she rolled in wealth, not a lad would
have ventured to say,— Kattie, will Lo mine?”
for shio was snappish as a cat of the woods, and
owned a tongue which worked like a flail,  She
had au old motler, providentially asdeaf as a
log, and her she scolded frow morning tll mght,
g0 that her voice was audible haif a mile off. If
any neighbour entered her cottage, sho spat, and
set up her back, and hissed, so that the intruder
was only too glad to cscape without a scratched
fiuce, When any one passed her door, Kattie
flung him a spiteful word; aund was only too glad
if the passer stopped to retaliate, for if he had an
ugly expression tv east at her, she had a dozen
to pelt him with it return,

By the timo that she had reached the age of
furty, without having found a lover, all the—milk
of human kindness she never lad, wnich might
actdulate—but all the vinegar of her nature had
become Concentrated Sulphuric Acid, ready to
blacken and burn anytbing with which it came
in contact.

1t is tho custom in Bohemia for young people
to resort to the tavern on Sunday aftcruoon, for
adance. As soon as the fiddle or bagpipe i3
heard, the lads run into the streets, the girls ap-
pear at the cottage doors, and the children peep
out of the windows. Young men and wonen
then follow tho musicians to the inn, and the
dance begins.

Kattic was always the first to follow tho fid-
dier, and to appear in the public-house ; there she
saw the lads whirling about with the lasses, but
never in all her life had she beer Savited by any
one to dance; Sunday after Sunday she tried her
luck, and boped againsthopo : noman solicited her
hand as a partaer. ¢ Welll” said she impetuously
onc Sunday; #here am I getting an old woman,
and I have never danced yet! never saw apy-
thing liko the lads here!  Such a sct of clowns!
This is provoking. 1'd dance with any one, with
the old Deil himself, if he were to ask mel”
aud she suapped her fingers, and stamped on the
ground.

She bustled into the inn, sat down, and 1ooked
about her at the whirling, merry figures. Sud-
denly a gentlewan in huntsman's snit came into
the room, scated himself at the table, called for
beer, and bad a tumbler filled.  Running his cye
orer the assembly, it rested on Kattie: e sprang
to bis feet, walked across the room, and with
the most graceful bow, and with the most cour-
teous air, offered her the glass,

Kattie, dedighted at o atiention, drank he
beer with avidity, and made roow for the geatle-
man to seat himscH at her side. After a fow
words had passed between them, the stmnger
fluny some siiver to the fiddler, and asked forn
¢solo’ Tho dancers deserted the centre of the
room, cleared the arca, and the geantleman led
Rattic forth to dance.

« Bless us alll it will min to-morrow!” cx-
claimed the old people, opening thcir cyes wide
with astonishment.

The lads bit their fingers, and the gitls hid
their faces, 1o eonceal their laughter. But Kattio
saw 00 onc; she was radiant with joy, now that
she hiad a chance of dancing; and danced she
would have, in spite of the whole world laugh-
ing.
gAll that aftcrnoon, and all that cvening, the
strange gentleman danced with Kattic, and with
Beralone.  iie bought her gingerbread, almond-
rock, and lemon-drops, and she ato and sucked
to her heart's content.

As soon as tho dancing came to an cnd, the
strapger escorted hee home.

#Qh dear!” exclaimed KRattic; “would that I
might dance with you for cvert”

“ Thatis quite withia the range of possibility,”
replicd tho stranger.

«Where do you lise, sir?”

¢ Pat your arms round my neck, and I will
whisper to you.” Kattic did so, and, presto! the
stranger bad become a devil,and was fiying with
hier to hiis bome, & place which need not be spe-
¢iSd. I Le came at the door, bathed in a pro-

fusc perspiration ; for his necklaco was & beavy
one.

#Now then, Kattie, let go,” said he.

¢ Ol never! neverl”

£t Come, there's a dear soul, take your arms off'”

¢ Dearest, never!”?

#Why whom buve you got here?” asked the
Master of the spirit, in a voice of thunder which
had in it & faint thrill of dismay,

s R-K-R-attie,” panted tho unfortunate devil,
struggling to shake his fair load off

# Kattiel” cchoed his Majesty, leaping off his
throne, casting aside his bifurcated sceptre, and
turning,—not exactly pale, but Oxford mixture;
#Rattiel here’s an end to our quict life, if that
woman becomes an inmate of Pandemoninm.
She'll bring the place down about our cars,
Away with you, Moloch, and do not show your
face in here tilll you have shaken off your dread-
ful encomUrance.”

So there was nothing for it, but that the quon-
dam Jager, should return to eaith, and free him-
seli‘l from the cmbrace of Katiie, as best he
might.

e flew back wearily and despondingly, with
o decided crick in his neck.,  On reaching carth,
hie seated himself on a flowery bank, and putting
on a solemn expression, said in a hollow voice,~—

¢ Kattic, if you do not let go, I shall plunge
you in molten brimstone!?

©Oht replied shc, with empressement, ¢1 fear
no pain so long as 1 am with you!” and she laid
her head on his breast.

& Ahem!” Moloch looked wacantly at the
Jandscape. ‘¢ Kattic 1" he resumed, as 2 brijliant
iden entered his head, and jllumined his counte-
nance with a momentary gleam of ghastly joy :
# Kattic, I am so rich; 1 will give you o moun-
tain of solid gold, if you will only let go.

¢ What! leave you for filthy lucre? Never,
never, never!” and she buried hier head in his
breast.

& Here's o pretty kettle of fish, said the spirit;
4 what is to be doue now ??

He rose, and wandered despairingly over o
desolate moor, which lay stretched before bim,

Presently, staggering under his load, he came
upon a young shepherd, in a sheepskin with alt
its wool upon it. The cvil spirit resumed his
former human form, and the shepherd was con-
sequently quite ignorant of who hie was.

% Why, my good sir, whomate you carrying 27
asked the sbepberd in perplexity.

® Al, good fricud, I scarcely know! why look
you: Twaswalking peacefully along my way,
without thinking of anything in particular,
when, with a hop, skip and jump, this woman
fastened herself to wy neck, and will on no
account let me go. I want to carsy her to the
next village, and there obtain my liberation; but
I am scarcely in a fit condition to do so, my
knces are shivering under ol

 Como now,” said the”compassionato peasant,
¢ T will liclp you; but 1 casnot carry hex for
long, as I hiave my sheep to attend to: half the
way~—will that suit you??

# Al! I shall be thankful i

# Now then youl! hang yoursclf to mo!” cried
the shepliend, addressing Kattic.

The woman looked rouad, observed that the
shepherd was infinitely preferable to Moloch;
lic was good-looking and young. Shc let go her
hiold on the Deil, and click,—she was fast asa
spring collar round the shephend’s neck.

The man had now quite cnough o carry, what
with Rattic, and what with his immense sheep-
skin dress; and in a very short while ho was
tired, and strove to discogage bimself from bis
cncumbrance. In vainl Kattie would not listen
10 his remonstrances, and the more be struggled,
the tighter she clung.

Preseatly ho canio pear a pool. Ol if he
could but cast her in! Dat low? Could he
manage to slip out of his sheepskin? No harm
trying—but it must bo done v-c-r~y cautiounsly
—v-0orey gently. Dist! hcbasslipped oncarm out,
and Kattic isnone the wiser, 1list! hichas slipped
thie othier arm out, and Rattie has not observed it.
Now then? e slides bis Land stealthily up his
breast, and unbuttons thecollar. e hssundono
onc button,two,threc—n bobof the head, asplash,
and Kattic and the shcepskin are in the pond,

Shio sinks—sho riscs ;—and her cxpiring oycs rest
upon the shephierd and the cvil gpirit dancing in
an ccstasy of delight on the bank,

My best of friends!” exclaimed Bloloch,
enthusiastically, ¢ you have laid mo under a
lasting obligation ; you have imposed upon mo a
debt of gratitude which I never can adequately
discharge, Dut for you, I might havo had
Kattio hanging round my neck through eternity 5
I might never have been ablo to shake that
woman off; and never,” continued the spirit
musingly, ¢ never is a very long word! Now
look you here, shiepherd. I am"—in fewer words
than I could express it, th spirit had described
his nature to the young man ;¢ Well, and being:
what I am, it lies in my puwer to repay you, in
my poor way, for what you have done. I
will focthwith proceed to the next town, and
will enter into, and possess the Chancellor. As
soon a3 all doctors and exorcists have failed to
free the Chancellor fromn me, do you go to the
town and offer, for the recompeanse of two bags
of dollart, to hiberate the Chancellor from the
cvil spirit which tormcents him. Then come up
to the bedside, say ¢ Hocus pocus!” and I will
fly away out of the window, and enter into, and
possess, the Prime Minister. When all other
teans of cure have failed, do you volunteer, at
the prico of two sacks of gold picces, to free thio
Prime Mivister. Come to him, say a3 before,
¢ Hocus pocus!” and I will fly from him through
the window, and possess the King, And now, T
warn you, beware how you venture to attempt to
expel me from the body of the King., Should
you, notwithstanding this caution, risk tho
attempt, I shall infallibly tear you in picces,
limb from limb.?

Tho shepherd expressed his acknowledgment
in the best and most appropriate terms of which
he,was master. ¢ Ta, tal” said the spirit, as ho
spread bis wings and flew away.

¢ Ta, tal” replied the shepherd, gravely, look-
jog after him. Shortly after this, a rumoar
spread through the country, that the Chanccllor
was not quite—to putit mildly—what ho should
be. It was whispered asido that tho Chancellor
had been  playiog pretty pranks, and that it was
asserted by professors of medicine and of theo-
logy, that ho was possessed by a bad spirit. All
medicines, allopathic and homamopathic, having
failed to cure the Chancellor, tho clergy took him
in band and tried tho last approved forms of
cxorcism, but the Chauncellor, or rather the Chan-
ccllor’s tenant, was proof against all ccclesiasti-
cal demonstrations,

The young shepherd now came to the town,
and loudly proclaimed his powerto cure any,one
of diabolical possession. All otber resources
having failed, tho King determined to give the
shepherd 2 tey, and so ordered bim to visit, and
prescribe for, the Chancellor, As soon as the
peasant eatered tho room, he saw that the con-
dition of tho highest law officer of the crown
was critical, Ho was kicking his attendants,
abusiog them in languago hardly consistent with
the dignity of his position, and foamiog at tho
mouth,

Tho shepherd demanded as his feo for curing
tiim, two sacks of dollars, and they were readily
promised. lHe now approached the unhsppy
nan, whose convulsions became more terriblo as
lio drew near.

¢ Hocus pocus I said the shepherd orerotundo,
and with a solemn face, at the samo time making
various fanciful signsin the air with bis haod,
Away flew the spirit, shivering the panes of
glass in the window into countless fragments on
Lis way, Thoe shepherd received bis fec, and
retarned to his cotlage.

But it was soon noised abroad that something
had gono wrong with the Prime Minister, and it
was surmised that the dernon which had been
cxpelled from tho Chancellor, had cntered into
the keeper of the King's conscicnce,—~awkward,
decidedly. What was to be doac?
practitioners were applicd to first, as & atter of
course, the allopathis sapped the Ministeds con-
stitution with violeat medicines, withoutexyelling
theevil spirit.  Tho hommopatbs did notling at
all, and tho divines sent the spirit to alecp.
When a1l had failed, recourse was had to the
quack, and at the prico of two sacks of gold



L3

THE SATURDAY READER.

413

picces tho shepherd agreed to perform a cure.
The circumstances resembled thoso in the former
case, with ono exception, tho wiqdow Was prue
dentially opened, and & glazier's bill saved. But
now the evil spirit steuclk at higher game, aud
hio took full und undisturbed possession of the
monarch,

As might bo expected, peoplo were not onc
he'porth ths wiser for cxperience, and tho usual
allupathic, homeeopathic, and ccclesiastical sys-
tems were tasked to recover the King, and prov-
¢d, us cevery onc khew would bo the caso, n
failure, Then they sent for the shepherd, but ho
refused to come, They sent again, and offercd
a room full of gold dust, but bho persisted
in his refusnl, rcmembering the spirit's warn-
ing. Tho Prime Minister now ordered out
a regiment of horse, and lind the shepherd-exor-
cist brought will-ho nil-he, In vain did tho poar
mun protest his inability to cure the King; the
Primo Minister insisted, and tho Chancellor
threatenced to put the law ju force, which requir-
ed that the bind whieh could sing and wouldn't
sing, should be made to sing, Cowed by this
threat the shepherd determined to do his best,

He cutered the regal apartment, The King
was howling and frothing at tho mouth! and

looked desperate. ¢ Hallool? roared tho spirit,

within; “ you here, shepherd ? did not I warn
younot to atiempt to cast mo out of his Majesty 7"

4 Steady,” said tho shepherd, putting on an
expression of awe; aund, stealing on tip-toe
across the room, with his hand to his mouth, ko
whispered—‘ Do you think me such & fool as to
attempt anytbing of the kind? Fm only come
to tell you, dear friend, that—that—that—gxaTTIE
18 olu,r OF THE POND, AND 33 INQUIRING ATFIZR
yog!'

 Kattic!” gasped the devil; “Then 'm offf?
aud away he Hlew, S.B.G.

IN JEOPARDY.

I‘.\l a bricklayer, I am ; and, what'smore, down
in the country, whero peopleain’t so particu-
lac about keoping irades distinct a9 they aro in
the great towns. This may bo seen any day in
& general shop, whero, 23 one mightsay, Fou can
getanything, from lalf a quartern of butter up
10 ahorn lantern ; and down again toalhundred
of short-cut brads—well, dowa in the country
I've done a bit ofa jobnow and then as a mason
and not so badly neither, I should suppose, for 1
got pretty well paid considering, and didn't hiear
morc than tho usual amount of growlin’ arter it
was done—~which is saying a deal. OQurs ain't
the most agreeable of lives, and if it warn't for
recollecting = little about the dignity of labour,
and such-like, one would often grumble more
than one does.

Some timo ago, it don't matter to you, nor me,
nor yet anybody clsc, just when it was, work
was precious slack down our way—all things
considered, I ain't a-going to )l you whero our
wayis. A day’s work & week had been all I'd
beea able to get for quite two months ; s0 Mary,
that's my wifc, used to pinclyand screw, and serew
and pinch, and keep onsqueezing shilling arter
slilling out of the long stocking, tillatlastitgot
solight, that one morning sho Jetsit fall upon the
table, where, justead of coming dowa with & good
hearty spang, it foll softly and jest 1ike a picce of
cotton that was empty. Aad then, poor lsss, she
Liangs on to my ncck, and burst out a-crying
that pitiful, that T'm blest if I dido't want my
noso blowing about every quarter of a minute.
T hadn't minded the screwing and pincling ; not
abit of it, First week we went without our
puddings. Well, that wasn't much, Second
week we gtopped oy half-pints o beer.  Thicd
week T putmy pipe out,  Mary kep' on saying
that things must look up soon, and then I should
havo an ounce of the best 10 mako up for it. Bat
hings didn't Yook up ; and, in spito of all the
acrewing, wo got dowa to the botwm of the
stocking‘ 28 I 3aid jest now.

1Ladn’t much cared fur the pinching, but it
Was my poorlass as got pinched the moat, and
she was a.getting paler and thinoer every day,
Gl T conldn’t abear €0 scoit, I run out o the
bowse, and down to Jeuking's yard, where I'd

been at work Inst. I soon found Jeukins; and
1says tohim, « Qovernor,” I says, # thig won't
do, you know ; a man can't live upon wind.”

“ Truo for you, Bill Stock,” ho says.

# And o man can't keep lis wifo upon wind,”
I says.

“ Right you are, Bill,” hoe says; and he went
on and spoke as fair a3 o man could speak ; ant]
said lio hadn't n job lie could put e on, or he
would havo dono it in a minute. ¢ I'm werry
sorry, Bill," hosays, * but if times don't mend, 1
tell you what I'm a-going to do.”

¢ What's that 7" I says.

% Go up to London,” bie says ;  and if I was
n young man like you, I wonldn't stop starving
down here, when they'ro giving first class wages
up there, and when there’s building going on alt
round, as thick ag thick, and good big jobs too :
hotels, and railways, aod bridges, and all socts.”

I faces round sharp, and walks off home ; for
when a feller’s huagey and close up, it lays hold
on his temper as well as his stusumick, morcespe-
cially when there’s somebody belonging to himin
the gamo fix, So I walks off home, where I finds
Mary a lookin werry red-¢yed ; and I makes no
mors ado but [ gets my pipe, and empties tho bit
¢ dust there was in the bottom o' tho jar into it,
lights up, and sits dowa asido of Mary, and puts
y arm round hier, jest as L used in old courting
times ; and then beging smoking an' thinking.
Werry slow as to tho fust, and werry fast as to
thoseeond ; as smokin’ costs moncy, and the
dust was dry ; whereas thinking came cheap jest
then—and it's sur-prising how yer can think on
a empty inside, I supposeit is beeause there's
pleaty o’ room for the thoughts to work in.

#Well, I hadn't been settin’ above a minute
like this, when my lass lays her head on my
shoulder, and though she wouldn’t let mo see it,
I knowed she was a.giving way; but I dido't
take nonotice, Perhape Lheld hera little bit
tighter ; and there Isat thinking and vwatching
the thin smoke, till I could sco buildings, and
scaffolds, and heapso bricks, and blocks o' stone,
aad ~ould almost hear tho ring o' the trowels,
and the ¢ garjar” o tho big stone saws, and
thero was tho men a-running up and down the
lndders, and the gangers a-giving their orders,
and all scemed so plaip, that I Legan to grow
warm. And I keeps on smoking till it scemed
asthough I was ono of a great crowd o' men
standing round a little square wooden office
place, and being called in one at a time; and
thero I could sce them s-lakin’ their six-and-
thirty shillingsand two poundsapicee, as fastasa
clerk could book it. And then all st once it
scemed to fado away like a fog in the sun ; and
I kep’ on drawing, but nothing come, and I foand
asmy pipe wasout, and there wag nothing left to
light agen. So I kunocks the ashes out—what
there was on 'em—aud thea I breaks the pipe up,
bit by bit, and putsalt the piecesin my pocket—e
rigut-hand trousers-pocket,

“ What for 27 says you.

Nothiw' atall, as L knows on ; but that's what
Idid ; and [ am a-telling you what happened,
Perhaps it was because I felt ancomfortable with
nothing to ratdle in my pocket. Howsomerver,
wy wind was made up, and brightening up,
and looking as cliecrful as if I'd six-and-thirty
shillings to take onSaturday, Isays toher aswas
Ly my side :

 Polly, my lass, I am a-going up o London I?

& Going where 77 she says, lifting up herhead.

# London," I says; sud thea I began to think
about what going to London meant. For, mind
yer, it dida't moan & chap ina rough jacket
makiog up a bundle in aclean blus handker-
chier, and then shovin® his stick through the
knot and sticking it over his shoulder, and thea
stuffing his bands in his pockets, and taking the
Toad uppards, whistlin' like a blackbind, Nojit
meant something ¢lse. It meant breaking upa
tidy little home as two young folks—common
people, in course~—bad been a3aving up for years,
to makd snug; it meant kalf breaking 2 poor
simplo lass’s heart to part with this little thing
and that Jittle thing ; tearing up tho nest that
ook g0 long a-building, and was allas so smug
arter & told day’s work. I Jooked at the clean
littlo winders, and then at tho bright kettlo on
the shiny black hiob, and then attho werry small

firo a3 thero was, and then fust at one thing,and
thenat another, all g0 clean and neat and howmely,
and all showing how proud my 1ass was of e
all, and then I thought a littlo more of what
golug up to London really did mean, aud I sup-
posoe it must havo been through feoling low aud
fuint and poorly, and I'm almost ashamed to tell
it for I'm such a big strong chap ; but truth's
truth.  Well, somehiow a blind scemed to cowe
over my eyes, and iy head went down upon my
knees, and I eried liko a schoolboy. Butit went
off, for my lass waskuceling aside me in o minute,
aud got my thick old hicad upon her shoulder, and
began a-doing ull she could to make believo it
was all right, nnd sho wouldn't mnind a bit, but
we'd get on wonderful well up there ; and 50 we
talked it over for long enough, whilo she mado
believe to bo so cheerful, and kacltat my gide, a-
ciphering away—a putting down nought foc her-
self, aud a-careying I dou't know how much for
me~—till I glowed up, under the discovery that
whetlier work was plenty, or whether work was
slack, I, Bill Stock—clristened Willinm~—rvas
rich in 1y good wife,

That wag something like o thought, that was,
and scemed to stiffen mo up, and put bone and
musclo into a fellow till ho felt strong aga lion ;
80 Wo get to talking over tho arrangenents ; and
two days arter, Polly aud I was in a lodging in
London,

Nex’ morning I was up at five, and made my-
selfsmart; not fine, but clean, and looking as'if
I warw't afraid of work ; and I finds my way to
ono o’ the big workshops, whero tho bell was a-
ringing for six o'clock, and tho men was a-seuf-
fling in ; whilo a chap with a book was on the
look-out to timo tho lato oncs, for stopping
on pay-day out of their wages—whichis but fair,
yer koo, for if two hundred men lost a quarter
of an hour apicce in a week, it would coms to
something stiff in a year. Well, thero was a
couplo moro chaps liko me standing at tho gate,
como to seo if they could get took on, and onc of
’em slips in,and comesout again directly a-swear-
ing and growling likeanything, and then tother
gocs in, and he comes out a-gwearing oo, aud
then I feels my heart go sinking dowa ever so
low. So 1says to tho fust.

¢ Apy chanco of o job2?

% Go to——" somewhere, suy3, cutting up
rough ; so I asks t'other one.

“ Any chanco of a job 77 I says.

¢ Nota ha'porth,” le gays, turning his back,
and going ollp with thefust one ; and I must say
as they Jooked a pretty pair of blacks,

SoX stood there for quits five minutes won-
dering what to do ; whether I shiould go in and
ask for mysclf, or go and try somcewheres else. X
didn't like to try, arter sceing two men refused.
All at onco & tall sharp-cyed man comes out of
a side place and looks at mo quito ficree.

“ Now, my man,” he says, ¢ what's your
business?  \What do you want 7

“ Job, sir,” says 1.

¢ Then why didu’t you come in andask?” hLo
8ay3.

“ Saw two turned back,” I says.

#Qh! we don't want such as them lere,” he
8aFs, ** but there's plenty of work for men” who
mean it ;” and then hio Yooks through mo a'most,
4 I supposo you do mean it, cu?”

“ Givo us bold of atrowel,” says I spilting in
both hands.

# Bricklayer 77 says he smiing.

“Right,” says I

“ From the country 1" says hie.

% Yas," says I,

“ Work slack there 7 says Le.

& Awful) says 1.

“ Youll do,” sayshe. * Here, Jones, put this
fellow in mumber foor lot.”

If youll believe me, § could havetaken hold of
him and hugged bim; but 1 didn't, for I kep’ it
for Polly.

Well—I wondcr how many times I've said
well, since {begunl—I wasin work now, snd ¥
meant to keep it.  Dida’t X make the bricks and

wortar fiy! Ny hodman did his day’s work that
dasy, if o never did itafore. Thea some of the
men began to take it up, and got to chafing;
ond says therc'd scon be no work left; and
another says, Td better have a coupla o' Paddics
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to keep mo going, one for bricks, and another
for mortar ; while one fellow makes hisself pree
cious unpleasant, by keeping on going ¢ puff!
puffl” like a steam-ingin', beeauso I worked so
fast. But I letthem chaff aslongas they liked ;
and bite-by I comes to bo working alongsido of
my steamncingin’ fricnd, and jest as he'd been
going ita little extra, [ says to him quictly <

« Ever been ont o work, matey ?”

“ Not to signify,” ho says.

¢ Causc if ever you are, and come down werry
close to ground, yow'll be as glad to handlo the
trowel again as I am.” Ie didu’t puff any more
that day, not as I hiecrd.

London work was something fresh tome, I
used to think that 'd been about somo tidy
buildings down our way, but what was thetidiest
on’em to the London jobs I was put on! Job3
where the scaffolding must have cost hundreds
upon hundreds of pounds more than the house,
lang, and everything clse put together, of tho
biggest place 1 had ever worked upon. I used,
100, to thivk I was pretty strong in tho lead;
but I soon began to sing small here—specially
when I had been up about o week find was put
on at a big hotel, right up so high, that ono
turned quite creepy, and used to get thinking of
what would be the consequences if a sharp puff
of wind come and upsct one's balance. I could
never have believed, neither, that such a Jacob's
Ladder of scaflold-poles could have been built
up tostand without crnshiog and snapping those
at the bottom like so many rceds or tobacco-
pipes; but I suppose them as builds them knows
best what should be done, and what they’ll bear.
But though I did not like it much, I took good
care not to mention it to my lass, for I koew
she'd have been on the fidget all day if Ihad
told her.

By degrees T got to stand it all pretty well;
and we _began to feel & bit sottled in our one
room. Not thatwe much liked it, but then it
wag werry pleasant to go in tho crowd on pay
day, and draw your week’s wage, good wage
100, jest as I had scen it when settin' in my owa
place at home, We still ealled it home, for we
couldn't get to feel that wo were at home in
London, and Polly she said sho .iever should,
after haviog a little house of her own; butas
1bere was only our two selves, we made things
pretty comfortable,

The big hotel was getting on at a tremendious
rate, for there was a strong body on us at work,
and it used to make me think and think of the
loads upon loadsof stuff the hotel swallowed up,
and how much moro it would take before it was
finished. Onoc day when I was bricklayingup at
the top—I don't know how many fect from the
ground, and I never used to care to look to sce,
for fear of turning giddy—ono day it came on to
blow aregular gale, and blew at last so hard,
that the scaffold shook and quivered, while,
wherever there was a loose rope, it rattled and
beat against the poles, ag if it is was impatient
of being tied there, and wanted to break Joose
ard bo off.

It blew at last 50 werry hard, that T should
havo been precious glad of an excuso to get
down, but 1 couldn’t well leave my work, and the
old bands didn’t seem to mind itmuch: 80 I kep
at it. Wheeever the wind blows now, and I
shut my cyes, I ean eallit all back again; the
creaking and quivering of the poles, the rattling
of tho boards, the howliog and whistling of tho
gale ag it swept savagely by, in & rage because
it cnuld not sweep us away.

A high wind is pretty bard to deal with, some-
times, on the ground; and I have scen folks
pretty hard driven to turn o corner. So it may
be guessed what sort of fun itis xight upor a
spidery scaflold, where aman iscxpected towork
with both hands, and lhold on by nothing, and
hat, too, where a singlo step backwards would
bo—there, it's a thing as allusmakes menervous
10 talk about,

It was getting tohe somewhere about half-past

of tho scaffolding gave way, and swept with it
poles, hoards, and bricks, right into the open
spaco below. .

I leaped up at a polo which projected from the
roof above me, justabove my head, canght it, and
hung suspended, just as the boards upon which
I'stood but an instant hefore gavo way, and fell
on to tho uext stage, somo twecaty feet helow.
;l_‘lighuy clasping tho rough fir pole, I clung for
ifo

Think? Ididthink. I thought hundreds of
things in a few scconds, ag 1 shut my cyes and
began to pray,-for I felt as I could not hold on
long, and I knew as I should fall first on tho
stago below, when the boards would either give
way, or shoot mo off again with a spring, and
then I knew therewould bo a crowd round some-
thing upon the ground, and tho police coming
with o stretcher,

“ Creep out, mate, and como down the rope,”
cried a voice from below, I turned my head, so
that I could just sco that the pols 1 was hanging
to had a block atthe hand, through which ran
a rope for drawing light things up and down to
tho scaffold, Foran instant I dared not move;
then, raising myself, I went hand over hand to-
wards tho palley,and inanother instant I should
have grasped it, when I heard a rushing sound,
and tho creaking of a wheel, a3 tho ropo went
spinning througl, and was gonc: tho weight of
the longerside having dragged tho other through.
AsI bung, I distinctly heard it fall, perhaps’'s
handred and fifty feet.

As tho rope fell, and I hung there, I could
hear a regular shrick from those below; but
nobody stirred to my assistance, forT was beyond
bLelp then; but I scemed to grow stronger with
tho danger, though my arms felt as if they were
being wrenched out of their sockets, and my
nerves as if they wero torn with hot irons.  Sob-
bing for breath, I creptin again till I was over
tho stago first; then close into the face of tho
building; and there I hung. Once I tricdto get
somo hold with my fect, but the smooth bricks
Iet my toes slip over them directly. Thea I
tried to get a leg over tho pole, 80 as to climb up
and sit there; bul the timo was gone by for that,
I had hung too long, and was now growing
weaker every moment.

I can't describo what I felt. All I know is,
that it was horrible, and that long afterwards I
used to jump up in bed with o scream; for so
suro as I was a little out ¢’ gorts, camo s dream
of hanging to that scaffold-pole, cxpecting every
mowment to be onc’s last,

I cau't say, cither, how long I hupg; but
fecling at length that I was going, I made one
last try for it, I thought of my poor and
scemed to seo her a-looking at me in a widder's
cap; and then I clencbed my tecth hard, and
tried to get on to where tho cad of the polo was
fastened, I got one hand over the hard bricks,
and hooked my fingers, and held on: then I got
tho other band over, and tried to climbup, as a
cheer from below encouraged me; but my feet
and koces slipped over the smooth bricks, and
in spito of every effort they hung dowa gtraight
at last, and I felt & sharp quiver run through mo
as slowly, slowly, Ty hands opened, my fingers
straightened, and, with eyes blinded and blood-
shot, I fell.

—Fecll what scemed to bo su enormous dis-
tance, though it was only to the next stage,
whero boards, bricks, and tools, skaken by the
concassion, went with & crash below. Tho deal
planks vpon which I lay, still kep' in their
places, but with their ends jolted so near the
cdgo that it seemed to mo that the least motion
on my part would make them slip, and scod me
off again. I wa# too cxhausted and frightened
to movc, and lay thero for some time, not know-
ing whether I was much hart ornot.  Tho first
thing as recalled mo to myself was tho voice of
a man who came up a ladder close at hand;
and I could sco that ho had aropo aad palicy
with him, which ho soon had hooked on to the

three, and I was working hard, so as to keep | ladder.

from thioking about tlo storm, when all at once
1 happened to turn oy Lead, and see that the
men was a-scufiling down tho ladders as bard as
they could go. And then, before T had time to
think, there was a loud crash, and & Jarge piece

¢ Hold on, mate,” he says. “If I throw you
the end of the rope, can you tie it xound you?”

TN try," I says. So he makes a noose, snd
pulling enough rope h the bluck, be shies

it to e, Lut 1t was't far enough. So he trica

agaln and again, and at last I manages to ketch
hold on it. But now, as soonas I tried to move,
it sccmed as if something stabbed mo in the sidc,
and, what was more, the lcast thing, would, I
found, send the boards down, and of courss me
with them,

‘¢ Tell them to hold tight by tho rope,” says I ;
add hie passed tho word, whilo I got both arms
through the noose, and told him to tighten it,
which hio did by pulling, for I could not have got
it over my head without making the boards slip,

“ Now then,” hio says, # aro you ready ?”

“ All right,” [ says, faintly, for I felt asif
everything was a-swimming round me; but I
hicard him give asignal, and felt the snateh of
tho ropo as it cut into my arms abovo tho
clbows, aud then [ swang backwards and for-
wards in the air; while, with a crash, away
went the boards upon which I had been a-lying.

I couldn’t seo any more, nor hear any more,
for I seemed to bo sent to slcep; but I suppose X
was lowered down and took to the hospita),
whero they put my broken ribs to rights in no
time, and it wasn't so werry long before I wasat
work onco more ; thoughit took a precious while
before I could get on to a high scaffold again
without fecling creepy and slivery; but, you
know, “uso is second nature.?

Polly showed mo tho stocking t'other day, and
I must say it has improved woaderful, for wages
keep good, and work’s plonty; and as for those
chaps who organise tho strikes, itstrikes mothey
don’t know what being out of work is like. But,
along ¢ that stocking, ono feels tempted very
much to go dowa inthe* country again, but, don't
liko to, for fear o' things not turning out well ;
and Polly says, # Let well alone, Bill? So I
gte)i:ps on, werry-well satisfied, and werry comfort-

e.

A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS.

em—

HE cattle plague is not a plessant subject

for an articlo in a pleasant magazine ; and
the Editor is very wiso in keeping it excluded
from his columns, says an English writer,

Still] wish to say what happened to ine lately
through the plague, and jtreally was no joke, as,
I think, it will bo granted. -

Fortho beoefit of his health, tho other day I
went 1o s8¢0 a4 country friend of mine, whose
brains required enlivening by my sprightly Lon-
don small-talk, His reason for my visit was
that J looked scedy, and required fresh air and
quict, whicl latter in his neighbour-hood is cer-
tainly abundant,

¢ Como and stay a week with us, and well
soon"set. you up, and make quite a new man of
you.

This was how he phrased bis fricndly invi-
tation : aud 1 mentally replied that, asan actof
purest charity, I would tear myself away from
London for a week, anddevote my wits to kecping
kim from enoring after dinner,

Tho artful fellow did not tell me, when ho
wrote, that the district where ho lived bad been
especially infected, and thatin conscquence he
draok bis tea and coffes without cream, and lot
either milk, nor beef, nor butter bo scen upon
big table. ﬁow, like our Yaakeo cousin, I am
vastly fond of # cowjuice,” and I never have been
ablo to acquire tho Rassian tasto for tea with
lemon sprinkled init, Milk or cream of somo
sort i3 essential to my comfort, and in London I
bave never any troublo in procuriug it. All
throughont last summer, when the cows were at
their worst, I had abundant cream for breakfast,
and I never dreamed of nsking if it were dclete-
rious. Oano learas in London not to bo too nico
about one’s food ; and I should about as soon
havo analysed a sausago at & chophouse, as have
thought of asscrtaining if tho sediment I noticed
at tho bottom of my creamjug were cow-born or
calcarcous.

I discovercd these privations the first evening
of my visit, for, as X had forgotten to say when I
was coming, I found uponarrivalthat my friend,
his wife, and danghters had all gone outto din-
ner, ¢ The childring,” said tho servant, “ were
agoing to bev their tes,” which I took as s broad
hint thatit was no we asking cook to serve &
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golitary banquet for me, So I meekly replicd
that I'should like to have somo tea; ¢ aud a
Jittlo dry toast, please,” I added, with moro bold-
ness, resolving that I would not cat a meal with-
out some cookery.

Ten wminutes were allowed hero for refreshment
with a hair-brush and a bit of soap and towel,
and I then in stately solitude procceded to the
Banguet Hail, with an appetite which even an
Eton boy might envy, There I found a tea-tray
—(how I do linto tea-trays! they remind me so
of grucl, sago, broth, and Leingilll)—and on
this tea-tray was o teapot, with the tea all ready
made~—(how I bato tea kitchen-made! they might
have known I always liko to make my tea my-
selfl),—and besido it were o slop-basin, a plate,
a cup, & saucer, & spoon, and somo dry toast,
Humph! I thought, a rather literal translation of
my order. But, being inafriend’s house, Irestrain-
cd my indignation, and geutly rang the bell, and
nildly snid that I folt rather huungry after my
long jouracy, andshouldliken littlo something in
tho meat way,~— a slicoof cold roast beef or so,”
1 suggested at a venture, thinking it tho likeliest
of dantics to demand. Said *tho neat-haunded
Phillis” (ber real name, I hear, is Victoria
Matilda, but her employers call ler Anmy)
« Pleage, sir, cook don't buy no beef now, master
saysit's bad; but there's a nice cold line o pork,
sic ; leastways, tho scrag end there is, for wo
had it for our dinners, and I'm feared it's most
all eet,”

Cold pork I ugh ; she might as well have given
me ‘¢ cold pig i?  Fancy a man fasting for nine
hours and a quarter, and sitting down in cold
blood to cold pork with his teal From thatserag
end of pork what dreamsmight come, did giveme
pause. I sbuddered aud declined ; and cndea-
voured to consolo mysclf by pouring out some
tea. ¢ But, stop!” I cried, as Phillis was about
to leave the presence; “ youw've forgotten to bring
tho milk.”

# Master won't allow no milk to bo took in
now, gir, cos the cows i3 all so bad.”

“ Qh, very well,” I sighed despairiogly, aund
Plillis mutely fled. But the next momont almost
I had to summon her again; for I discovercd
that thero was not any butter on tho table, and I
hate t?aﬁng dry toast unless there’s lots of butter
oni

“ Master's giv strict horders not to buy no
butter, sir, cos ho says at it's deceased !"

This was tho scrvant’s Jast reply. A voice
replied, ¢ IUs all my cyoi” But this the voice
said inwanlly ; for baso indeed is he who castoth
ridiculo upon & friend beforo & handmaid of the
same, Still, when Phillis bad departed, X could
not helprefiecting, as Isipped my creamless teaand
crunched my too dry toast, that to keep onesclf,
aud wife, and frionds, and family, and scrvants,
8ans cream, sans milk, sans veal, sansbatter, and
sans beef, must certainly bo somewhat of a saving
toa man: and I did not so much wonder at
Brown's fricndly invitation ¢ to come and stay a
week? with bim, sceing that ho knew quite well
to what a stinted larder my fine appetite would
coms,

Next morning he of eourse was profuse in his
apologics for being out when I arrived : ¢ But
you know, you should have written, my dear
fellow, and then wo would havo had all ready
gxig’?ur royal highness, and bavo killed our fatted

. “But is't it deceased®? I could not help
inquiring, casting & sly glance at Phillis as I
spoke. .

This little joke of mine restored mo to good
humour, for I own that my fino temper had been
a mgo rufllcd by my scantrepast, So, instead of
leaving by first traio, s I had hangrily resolved
in tho still watches of the night, I heroically de-
termined to stay the whole week through, and
starve on creamless tea and butterless dry toast.

Newton—An ant that climbed Olympus,

Tazes—Periodical bleeding, as prescribed by
governments,

Miser—0One who makes bricks that his beirs
wmay build houses,

War—~MNurder to music,

Sloth—Crawling by the side of & railroad,

Pedantry—Intellectnal tight-lacing.

PASTIMES.

—

ANAGRAMS.

Members of the Legislative Assembly
1. Next raged at all,

2. Oh M was girt,

3. Joy hampers 1.,

4. U salt a mule,

CONUNDRUM.

Why ought & greedy man to wear a plaid
wuistcaat?

CHARADES.

1. A lady centering a friend's house was ad-
dressed thus: my first 1 hupo you are, wy lust »
sce you arc; my whole I am gure you are,

2, Iam a word of G letters; my 5 is a thous-
and; my 4, 3,2and 4, G, §, 3, 2, 4, arc the ruin
of thousands; my &, 1, 2, may signify thousands;
my 4,1, 5 i3 often worth thousands, and my
whole has often puzzled thousands.

3. Iam a word of cight letters, My 1,2, 7,4
is & vegetable; my 3, G, 4, T is & cercmony ; my
5,2,8 i3 a possessive pronoun; my 3, 6,13 &
boac; my G is a pronoun; my 2,3, 8 is what we
all do at times; I, 2, 7, 8 i3 a beverage, and my
whole i3 a village in Lower Canada.

4. Iam composed of 4 letters, my 3 is myself,
my 2 although nearly conaccted with my 3 is
often abused, my 1, 4, aro the sawe; I form three,
syllables and amn a river.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Beliead one animal and leave ten.

2. Behead one person twice and leave another
person.

3. Behead apronoun and leave a first born son.

4. Behead an adjestive and leave & prominent
cbaracter in Shakespeare, behead again and leave
a part of the body.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. Tease Arthur A Reddy. A caundidate for
public favour.
2. A anm wonderen ofr reaterpe,
Liwl dolsem lurpsec to keam rcef,
Whit hinder'sipsf ifsent ginfiee,

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEM.

How many shingles will it take to cover the
roof of a building which is GO feet long and 56
fect wide, allowing cach shinglo to be 4 inches
wido and 18 incheg long and to lic onc third to
the weather?

%nswers to Anagrams, &c., No. 23,

C.
000000
0 000
0 o 00
00 00
000000
000000

Axacpaus—~1, Angus Morrison, 2. Thomas
Scatcherd. 3. Robert Bell, 4. William Pearce
Howland.

Coarape~—Amnmusements,

Acnos710. — Fontinbras.—Fabricius, Ontario,
Ridley, Titian, Italy, Nankin, Bunyan, Rome, Al-
fred, Socrates,

TraxsrositioN—Tho key to the transposition
is—uso throughout tho letter which precedes cach
letter given in the puzzle—we give one lino as
an example,

#Qb, lady dear I wish to tell.”

Tho following answers havoe been received :

Puzzle~—X. Y., X. Y. 2., Araprior, H.H. V.,
Cloud, Festus, Bllen.

JAnagrams—~Festus, I. H. V., Clond. X. Y.
Nemo, X. Y. Z., Clara H., Beeston,

Cherade.—X. Y. Z., 11, H. V., Cloud, Ellen.
Nemo, X. Y., Clera H., Festus, Beeston, Dot.

JAcrostic—~X. Y., Nestor, H. II. V., Camp.,
Clara H., Luna, Violot, Festus, Cloud,

Tr. ilion.~Dick Ellis, F.J. S, X.Y. Z,
J.L,W,, X.Y,Cloud, H. H.V,, Festus, Clara
H., Violet, Lusa, Camp, David N.

Tho following were received too late to be ac-
knowledged in our Iast issues

Double You, R, T. B, Querist, Alpha,

CHESS.

——

TO CORRESPUNDENTS,

Proprex No, 11.—Corroct solutions received from
“ St Urbain S§t.;** J. McL 3 R, B, Loronto; *“Almas,”
Brantford; and RR., llawilton.

Mato caunot be given, as proposed by a
respondent, by 1. IR, to Q. 6th, it B ckrﬁp
}gt.oh'-om Q. Kt.’'s 6th to . Gth, tollowe
L. Oth

IronLex No. 12.~Correct solutions received from
J. McL.; W. S.; and R, 18,, Torouto.

Wo omitted Jast week to acknowledgo receipt.nf
solutjon to Froblews No, 10, from . K, C., Quobed.

ucbee cor-
jea with 1,
by 2, K. to

—

SOLUTION OF PROBLEXM No. 12.

WIITE. BLACK.
1 Kt to Q. It. 7th. 1o (1)i 7th (best).
2 Q. to K. B, Sth. B, to K, B, Oth,
3 Q. to It 8th.  Mate,

PROBLEM No. 14.
BLACK.

/% /%

o
/ /A%,/j
VA
V4 v
o

a

WIITE.
Whito to play and Mate in threo moves.

(”'//

The followingsprightly game was played sowno years
since, by tele, r’ipxl,x. ﬁct\gcg?l Dr. uaghnycl, ntuutytime
a resident of Louisville, Ky., and tho Frankfort, Ky.,
Chigss Club.  Tho timo occupicd in playing the game
was under threo hours.  Dr. . won tho move.

K., K1.'s GAXBIT,

WHITE. (Dr. R.) BLACK. {F. C. C.)
1 P. toR. 4th, P. to K. 4th,
2 1. to K, . 4th, D, takes ¥’
3 K. Kt to 3. 3rd. P. to Q. 4th.
thiel ., |REh
0 Q. B. 3rd. - 10 Q. 8q.
G B, to K. B. 4th, 8 to ﬁ. 2nd.
71P,t0Q.3rd. B, to K. R, 6th. (ch.) (a)
8 £ to k. Xt. 8cd. . takes I’
9 Castles. I takes X% (ch.)
10 K. to. R. sq. B.to K., B,
11 Kt. to K, th, () B. to K. 2rd. (¢)
12 13. takes BB, . takes B,
18 Q. to K. B. 3rd, P. 10 Q. B.3rd.
14 B. to K. Kt, 6th. Q. to K. 2nd. (
15 Kt. to K. 4th, Kt. to Q. 2nd.
16 ﬁ to K. R.5th (ch.) | ¥ to K. Kt.
17 Kt. takes K. Kt. 1’ I takes Kt.
18 Q. takes I (ch.) K.t Q.3q.
19 Kt. takes B, K.Kt. takes K
20 1. takes Kt. {¢) K.to 1? B.20d.
21 R, takes X°. Q.to K. B.sq.
nﬁ.mx.m:. R.to K.%q.
23 B. to K. B. 4th (¢h. K.to I3, ?.
21 R. takes (ch.; ¥4 % takes
25 Q. takes I, (ch. K.to g 2q.
26 Q. to Q. B. 7th (ch.) K. to K. 2nd.
27 13, to Q. Gth (ch.

kfort surrenders.

(a) This mova resolves tho gama into what is called
tho Cunningliam dofenco of the Gambit.

A ver{:uouz and attackiog move,

) Much better than taking Kt. with B., as in that
ovent White would have played Q. to K. R, 5th, and
Lavo had an overwhedming attack.

{d) Probatly as gond as nnythh;g clse.
{¢) Much batter than mséwi B.
L}) Very beautifully plsy:

Prison—An oven whero society puts newly-
wade crime to barden,

Slave—Qno of God's children, kept out of hig
property by a brother.

Chardy—~Sunshing in Iccland.

Ilistory—The tombstons of the past.

Gun—An invention for arguing by chemustry,

Bank~—A hospital for coogesied weslth. B
Opinion~~The focus of thought,
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

——

!

ArTisT.~We arc glad to hear from you again,
and beg to refer you to our next issue,

X. Y—The letter was forwarded to us by o
valued contributor with a request to publish it.
Ho omitted to cenclose tho key, consequently wo
wero unable to test thocorrectness of the ¢ copy.”

Dor—Thanks! We havo placed it aside for
publication in an early issue.

J, M. LeM.—~Wo are happy to accede to your
request.  Our columans will bo always open to
yourself or the ¢ Society.”

Douste You.—\We shall be glad to avail our-
selves of your contributions as opportunity
offers,  Mauy thanks.

11. 0. C.—Wo bave placed your namo upon
our mail list, aud will forward you the Reapir
regularly.

Jas. R, L., ToroxT0.—~We have no recollection
of the articles you refer to, and fear, if we
received them, that they have been destroyed.
We regret this sinee you wish them remailed,
but you must bo aware that, asa rule, wo cannot
undertake to retura rejected communications,

An¢ WeLL.—~Wo aro unwillingly compelled to
declino your contribution, but wo think if you
continue to ¢ aim well” that you will be more
successful next time.

Egrugr.—Pleaso accept our thanks for your
good wishies. We will publish your contribution,
if you can furnish uswith tho word or words
which constitutes tho ‘whole” Tho answers
you bave given appear to us to be only parts or
transpositions of the actual solution.

8. 8., Loxpox~—~We bope to have the pleasure
of hearing from you frequeantly, as we value
your contributions,

Jas. H.—Respeetfully declined.

V.—Weowo you an apology for our omission
to forward the numbers last week, Wo have now
wailed them and placed your pame upon our
list. The Reaper will be forwarded to you
r¢gularly.

W, L—TYour letter is the reverse of respect-
ful. We cannot recede from the position we
have taken,

Crovo.—Much obliged.

Fesros.—~1We still believe the solution we have
given to be correct.

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS

To cLeax TArNtsED SiLvER—~Wash the silver
over with a strong solution of cyaaide of potas-
sium. Simultancously with the development of
o very disagreeable smelling gas, the metal be-
comes bright, and must be immediately washed
with water, and dried,

Hax Toast.—This is very convenient to hand
round with chicken or with roast veal, and also
makes a tasty breakfast or luncheon dish. Mince
very fincly thie lean of a slice or two of boiled
ham, beat the yolks of two eggs, and mix them
with the ham, adding as much cream or stock as
will make it soft: keep it long cnough on tho
fire to warm it through—it may be allowed
almost to boil, but should be stirred all the time.
Have ready some buttered toast, cut itin round
picces about the size of a crowa-picce, and lay
the ham neatly on cach picee.

Conx Poopmine.—Take cighteen ears of sweet
corn, cut down lengthwisc and scraped from the
cobs ; «bout a piat of milk, and three eggs 3 but
in sugar and salt to the taste. Bake it three
lours slowly, )

Trov Proninc~One cup cach of raisins, soet,
treacle, mitk; three cups and a half of flour ; one
teaspounful of salcratus; stir it altogether ; put
it into a pudding cloth, boil it threo hours,
Serve it with sweet sauce. % 5 3 ,isl

‘Watsr-Proo? Parzr—Dissolve cight ounces
of alum and three ounces and three-quarters of
Castile soap in four pints of water, and two
ounces of gum arabic and four ouces of glue in
another balf gallon of water, Mixboth, heat, dip
in the paper, then suspead until dry. K
Coup 1x ToE Hean~Dr. Pallion, of gt:dFoy.

*  publishes the following wethod oﬁ:urlnz COryza,

A v

-

or cold in the head. It comsists of inlaling
through the nose the emanations of ammonis
contained in a smelling-bottle, 1f the senso of
smell is completely obliterated, the bottle should
be kept under the nose until the pungency of the
volatilealkaliisfelt. Thebottlois thenremoved,
but only to bo re-applied after n minute; the
second application, however, should not be long,
that the patient may bearit,  This easy opera-
tion being repeated seven or eight’times in tho
courso of five minutes, but. always very rapidly,
except tho first time, tho nostrils becomo free, the
senseof smell is restored, and thosecretion of the
icritating mucus ig stopped,  The remedy ispecu-
linrly advantageous to singers,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL

—

Tus Cavour Canal, one of tho greatest public
works in Tlaly, is now completed. The waters
of the -0 have been admitted juto the channel,
and now fill its whole extent of fifty-three miles.

" A Panis architect, borrowing the idea from the
Romans, has invented a brick which hardens with
time, completely resists humidity, and is said to
realiso an ceonomy of forty per cent. in building.
Ho has demonstrated these advantages in impor-
tant works, and proposes giving further ample
proofsat tho approaching Paris Exhibition. This
system is applicable toavery kind of construction,
but must bo peculiarly interesting to thoso who
occupy themselves with improved dwellings for
tho poor.

Sroxags aro adulterated by being well kneaded
in weak gum-water, with which very find sandis
mixed. They are then dricd in the sun, anditho
excess of sand falls out of the pores, but sufficient
is left largely to increaso the original weight of
sponge.

Jaraxzse Matcoxs.—Dr. Hofiann hasexhibit-
ed tothe London Clhemical Society some small
paper watches, which were lately given to him,
and said to have been brought home from Japan.
He lighted scveral of these matches, which burn-
¢d with 2 small, scarcely-luminouns flame, & red-
bot ball of glowing saline matter accumulating
a3 the combustion proceceded. When about one-
balf of the match had been consumed, tho glow-
ing head began to send forth a succession of
splendid sparks. The phenomenon gradually
assumed the charscler of o briliant scintillation
very similar to that observed in burning a steel
spring in oxygen, only much more delicate, the
individual sparks branching out in beautiful
dendritic ramifications.  His first idea, Dr. Hol-
maun continued, had been to look for a finely-
divided metal in the mixture, But whenexamin-
cd in his laboratory, it had beca found quite free
frorn metallic constitucats, and to contain carbon,
sulphur, and nitte only. These constituents
wero present in the following proportions :—
Carbon, 17-32; sulphur, 29-14; nitre, 53-64.
Each match contained about forty milligrammes
of tho mixture, which was folded up in fine paper.
Tucre had been no difficulty in jmitating these
matches,

Warze 48 A LumnicaToR~-Por some four
months past an improved water lubricator, tho
invention of Messrs. Acrts Brothers, has been in
use on the North-Eastern Railway, and in the
Mining Journal of December 16it was mentioned
that the rcsults obtained were bighly satisfactory.
The cxperiment in question bias beer under the
superintendence of Alr. de Pelscnaire, of Gates-
head, by wlom a carriage for that company was
fitted with two of Acrts’s hoxes on September 4
last ; since which date, with the exception of a
few days, that carriage has been and i3 still run-
nipg daily with exccllent results, Up to the
beginning of Qctober it wasin use between New-
castlo and York, and since that date between
Newcastle and Normanton, Theboxes and bear-
ngs remain perfectly cold esen when runuing
express,  The wileage run by the carrisge with
the water-box up to this date is about 23,500, and
this without any grease having been added to
the thinnest possible coating which was put on

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Proree talk about making a clean sweep,
Can they mako & sweep clean ?—Punch,

Whuy aro gentleman's love-letters liablo to go
ngtmy 7—DBecause they are gencrally miss-direct-
cd,

Taw usc of the comma is sometimes important,
At a banquet this toast wag given s “ Woman— .
without her, man is & brute.” It was printed -
“Woman, without her man, is a brute”

Mra, Partington, in illustration of the proverb,
“ A soft answer turncth away wrath,” says that
it i3 better to speak paragorically of a person
than to bo all tho time flinging epitapbs at bim?

A Haxpsous OvFER.~4I onco lad a very
handsomo offer mado to me,” said Lord Eldon,
4 I was pleading for tho rights of the inhabitants
of the Islo of Man., Now I hiad been reading in
Coke, and found there that the people of the Isle
of Man were no beggars. Lord Coke's words
aro:—Tho inhabitants of thisisle aro religious,
industrious, and true people, without begging or
stealing '—s0 in my specch, X said, ¢The people
of tho Islo of Man aro nobeggars ; I therefore do
not beg their rights, I demand them !’  This so
pleased an old smuggler who was present, that
when the trial was over, he called mo aside, and
said, ‘Youug gentleman, I tell you what; you
shall have my daughter, if you will marry her,
and £100,000 for her fortune. That wasa very
bandsome offer; but I told him that I bappened
to bave a wife, who Lad nothing for her fortune ;
;}:ereforc 1 must stick to her—Men who have

isen.

_S1n Richard Jebbbeing called to & patient who
fancied himself very ill, told him ingenuounsiy
what he thought, and declined prescribing, think.
ing it unnecessary. “Now you are here,” said
tho paticnt, «T1 shall be obliged to you, Sic
Richard, if you will tcll mo how I must live—
what Imay cat, and what not 2"—¢ My directions
28 to that point,” said Sir Richard, who abominat.
¢d this gort of question, ‘* willbofow and simple :
you must not eat tho poker, shovel, or tongs,
for they are hard of digestion ; nor the bellows,
becanse they are windy; but anything else you
please]

PARADOXICAL AND ANTE-PRANDIAL.— No, 8ir I
said Aldcrman Gobble; “I never took to fox
‘unting.’—¢ Pcerbapsnot,” we replied, as we took
our placo at tho well-spread table, where the
waiters were in rcadiness to remove the covers
from the various dishes. * Perbaps not; and
yet you have always been fond of the meet at
the coverside” Tho alderman said nothing:
perhaps, like the moukeys, o thought the more.

A FrisND onco visiting an unworldly philoso-
pher whose mind was his kingdom, expressed
somo surprise at the smalluess of his apartwent,
“Why you have not room to swing a cat!’
« )y friend,” was the screne, unappreciative an-
swer, I do not want to swing a cat.”

Kinpxsssop 4 CarernTir.~A carpeater, hav-
ing neglected tomako a gibbet (which was or-
dercd by the executioner), on the ground that o
had not been paid for tho last that ho had crect-
ed, gave s0 rauch offence, that the next timo tho
judge came tho circuit, be was sent for. “Fellow;?
said the judge, in & stern voice, “ how camo you
to neglect making tho gibbet that was ordered
on my account 7’—“ I humbly beg your pardon,”
said the carpenter ; ¢ bad I known it had decn
for your lordship, it should bavebecn done imme.
diately.”

& Tae JINTLRMAN 1N THE Co¥F1x"—A3 4 gentle-
man from somewhere deep down among tho
ficlds and trecs, who was wholly unaccustomed
to London crowds and processions, was passing
along the Strand the other day, whero tho eree-
tion of a new building and piles of brick obstract-
ed locomotion, he met & long drawn-out fancral,
aud supposing that the deceased must be no less
pereonzgo than the Lord Mayor of London, ho
asked shod-carrier who was standing near whoso
funeral it was, Afler gazingat him vacaatly for
» time, the hod-carzier replied, # I can't just ex-

the bearings when the boxes wese fixed,

actly giveye his name, but I think isthejintieman
mthecofns T E T T L e



