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«T{IK SECRET OF STANLEY UALL”
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SHAKESPEARE AN ATTORNEY'5
CLERK.
BY AN ATTORKEY.

SHAW what an idea ! what nonsense ! to
fancy that tho bewitching author of Romeo

and Julict, of Hanlet, of Macbeth, wasan attor-
ney's clerk 1 one whose business it was to deal
with old musty parchuments and folios, to talk
and write of fee-simp.o and fee-tail, of tenuregin
frankalmoign and of cletmosynary corporations ;
to compose pleas puis durrein continusuce and
replications do injund, in somedingy, becobweb-
bed office, in somu out of the way corner, of the
antiquated town of Stratford-on-Avon” Thus,
no doubt, many & fair creature, wholns laughed
at tho adventures of Falstaff, shuddered at tho
deeds of Macbetl, and sigho* and cricd ovar the
misfortunes  of Hamlet and Ophelis and the
loves of Romeo and Julict—iwill poob-pooh
tho idea suggested in tho titlo of this article.
But not so fust, my dear friend ; stop & moment,
and let us seo if law and poolry aro go utterly
imcompatible, that o student of the one caanot
be a writer of tho otler. Wasg not the sgoul-
stirring Milton onco a student of law?  Jas
not the meck and gentle Cowper a barrister,
and did he not for cleven long years live in the
Hiddle Temple, surronnded o oll sides with law
and lawyers ? ~ Did Bailey, the suthor of Festus
find #he cultivation of the poctic art inconsist.
tent with tho active duties of the Jegal profession ?
Was not Sit Walter Scott—Tho Wizard of the

North—a Wiiter to the Signet, a Scotch advo--

calo? The dusty dotuments in tho Courts of
Edinburgh did not damp his poctic fire, nov pro-
vent his fancy from soaring ligh in the regions
of pocsy. And Lord Ersking, one of the most
famous members of the Eaglish bar, was so well
posted in the works of this same Shakespeare,
that for ‘hour -afler hour ho could carry o a
conversation in the ipsissima verba of this jllus-
trioug bard.

No, my fuir friend, poetry and law may bo
followed and beloved by tho samo man : while
wo acknowledgo the goddess Justltia to bo our
queen, we may bend the knee in worship and
adoration to tle Muses.

Tho practico of tho law callyinto play some of
tho facullics of tho mind, which aro tho most
excrcised in tho cultivation of podtry. The poct’s
most cssentinl qualification—invention—is also
necessaty Yor the lawyer ; he cmploys it in pro-

paring his cases 'and pleadings, while in his-

specches to juries ho gives Tallswing to his ima-
gination and fravy. Eloquenco isuear okin to
postry—-in iﬁk’ it i3 podtry in proge—und in
* evey g, and chialy. the gémtemen of, the

long robo have numbered among their ranks the
most cloquent orators of the day.

We trust wo havo now satisfied tho reader
that Poetry and Law may gohand in hand, and
that it is not nbsolutely impossible that Wil-
liam Shakespeare wag an attorney’s clerk.

Stevens says, « all that wo know with cer-
tainty of Shakespears ig, that he was bora in
Stratford-upon-Avon, married and had chil-
drenthere; went to London, wherebe becamean
actor, and wroto pocms and plays ; roturned to
Stratford, made his will, soddied.” " It isstrango
that wo should know so very little of ono of the
greatest ornaments and mea oo gepuis of our
father-land ; wo scarce know moro of him than
wo doof the old Blind Poet of Greece, who lived
thousands of years ago.  Yet, perhaps, it is an
advantago thatourknowledge of him s 8o limited,
for thus a vast field fur speculation to revel
in is opened up, and wo may indulge our fancies
with pleasing idcas as to what this great man
did, and how ho lived, knowing only what Le
thought and what be wrote,

Luterary men aro much at variance ag to the
way in which lo passed his time betweea his
leaving school and his going to seck his fortune
in London, i. ¢. .between tho years 1579 and
1586. By some, ho i3 supposed to have been a
schoolmaster; by others, a buteher: whilo a
third party claim him as an attorney's clerk.
There i3 no positive or direct evidence as to
what ke was during this_period ; thereforo wo
will havo to resert to negativo evidenco to provo
that he was neitler a schoolmaster, supplying
food for tho minds of the youthful generation f
Stratford--nor yet a butcher, supplying food for
the bodies of the inbabitants of his native town.

At that timo thera was but ono school in
Stratford, and thatan endowed grammarschool,
there is at the present day a record of all the
masters of this school, and the name of Shake.
spears docs not figuro in this list of pedagogues :
nor i3 there the slightest truce of his ever having
been an under-master or an usher thore. Beforo
this ho had attended the school a3 o pupil, and
that is tho only connection bo seemsto have had
with it,

As to the butcher theory, it scems to havo
originated in tho excited fancy of somo of those
imaginative creatures wko are cver secking after
tho marvellous, and delight in the improbable ;-
for what agrecment is there between this trade
and the writing of the love ditties of Julin and
Silvia ; besides as his father was an alderman of
the town, and rather well to do, it is not likely
‘that bo would have suffered his son to engago
in soch @ bosiness, -

As to the evidence which tends to prove that
Shakespears was in an atlorney’s office, it is
interual,—~consisting of the descnptions of law
proceedings, the legal phraseology, and the
referencs o legal principles, which lie thickly
scattercd through all his productions, and of
his will, drawn by himself, in & very professional
style.

It would fill pages to quoteall the instancesin
which Shakespearo shews his kaowledge of legal
terms and practico; we can only refer to a few
of the most striking.

Tako that passagein Hamlet, whare the Prince
.of Denmark speaks as follows: “ Why may not
¢“that bo the skull of a lawyer? where bo his
« quiddets (subtilties) now, hisquillets q“;ivolous
gistinctions), ltis tenures and his tricks? why
< docs ho saffer this ~ada knave (4. ¢. the grave-
#digger) now to knock him about the sconcs
& with-a--dirty shovel, and will not tell him of
¢t hig action of ? Huomphi This fellow
“miglit bo in's timon great buyer of 1and, with his
s gtatntes, his recognizances, his fincs, his doublo

¢ youghers, his recoyesits, JIs fhis, the fino of his

“fines, and tho recovery of his recoverics, to have
“hig fino pato filled with fino dirt? Will his
“ vouehers vouch him ro moro of his purchases,
“and double ones too, than tho length and
“breadth of & pair of indentures? ~Tho very
“conveyanco of hig land will hardly lio fn this
“box; and must the jnventor'himself bave no
“more? ka7
Surely ono who was so familliar with tho
technical terms of real estate law, with tho
processes by which lan's were conveyed and
cstates in fee-tail barred, must have had gome-
thing to do practically with such things. Al-*
though “nataro hath formed strange follows in
her timo,” yet sbo nover, wo think, formed such
a strango fellow as a butcher who, after tho
labours of the day, would solely and purely, for his
own amusement, sit down and study tho’law of
real property, which in thoso days was evonmoro
involved and obscured by tho quiddets and tho
quillets of tho feudal law, than it is now: ho
would, wa are sure, find it more indigestible and
morounpalatablothan tho good peoploof Stratford
‘his beef-stoaks and mutton-chops. Tho study of
somo branches of tho law, such a3 the criminal
law and tho law of evidence, is attractive, and a
person fond of reading, although not in any way
connected with tho profession, might acquire a
slight knowledgo of them; but who, for the
gratification of bis own fancy would read about
and learn about formedon in descender, remain-
der or reverter, or about writs of aeil, besaiel
resaiel? Not even one—
““of 5
That he'll not sh%g‘l:i‘sngtcatiarg%'y of amile,
Tho’ Nestor 3waro tho jest bo laughablo.”
Shakspeare js so imbued with the technicalities
of tho law of Realty, that he occasionally makes
his femalo characters speak like an old convey-
ancer; for example: Mistress Ford, in ¢The
Merry Wives of Windsor,” thus speaks of her
naughty admirer, Palstaff, #If tho devil have him
notin fee-simple, with fino and recovery, ho will
never, I think, in tho way of waste, attempt us
again.” Andin “ AsyouLike It he puts iato
thie mouth of tho fair Rosalind the phrase, ¢ Be
it known to all men by these preseuts,” which
is tho ordinary form, even in tho prescnt day, of
commencing & deed poll.
.In King Heary IV. occurs the passage,
¢+ Aud our indentnres tripartito ave drawn,
Which being sealed interchengeably, &c.

Here tho use of tho word interchangeably shows
that Shakespeare understood tho nataro-of & deed
tripartite, 7. €. an instrument where each party
is both grantee and grantoz,

Although cur Bard wa3 sp much more familiar
with real property law, s to lead one to suppose
that ho was engaged chiefly in the conveyancing
part of his master’s business, still homakes many
referencty to tho other branches of the pro-
fession. In the fourth act of the Comedy of
Errors;” he gives a vivid description of tho bailiff
ofthat day. And-in one of his sonnots ho des-
cribes & trial by jury of a caso brought by tho
Heart agaiost tho Bye to decide which ‘bad a
right tow cortain besutiful younglady.

Notwithstandiag he is so well versed in the
meaniagard use oflegal terminology, Suakesparo
often makes great mistakes inregard to the funda-
mental principles of Jurisprudence. -Of these
blundersspaco will allow ug {o meation but oao,
In #The Merchant of Veaice,” Antonio, the MNer-
chant, gives a bond, to tho Jew, Shylock, with o
condition that if he does not repay the moncy
ient by the Jew, %on such a day, ‘in such a
place,” then the !lorfcit or penalty ista boa pornd
of fiesh to bo cut and takenfrom whakverpart of
the body of tha Merchant the Jew t{liglgt degiro.
Themoney is notpaid and judgment isgiven that
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tke Jew shall have the pound of flesh: but the
Jew ia told that the bond does not give him
one drop of blood and—
« In the cutting of it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws, of Venice, consticate
Tnto the state of Venice.”

The Jew is utterly foiled ; he has a right to a
poand of flesh, but he i3 afraid to take it, as he
cannot get it without shedding Christian blood,
and thus forfuiting his property to thestate ; and
to make the matter worse for poor Shylock, he
is accused of of having broken the law in seeking
the life of a citizen, Now if there wassuch a
law, making it ikiegal to seek the life of a citizen,
then the bond given by Antonio was void ab in-
itio and the question as to whether the penalty
could be enforced would never have been enter-
tained fcr one moment by the Court; and if
there was no such statute, and

“ Lawfully the Jew might claim

* A pound of fleeh, to be by him cut off

* Nearest the Merchant’s heart,””
then he would have been entitled to shed blood
in getting it; for where anything is granted,
everything requisite for the proper enjoyment of
it is also granted; so that the right to shed
blood being a necessary appurtenance to the
right to take the flesh, would bave been neces-
sarily included in it.

From this and other instances, we conclude,
that although the Bard of Avon did inhis youth
spend some timein the office of an attorney,
and did acquire some knowledge of law there,
still that he was very like the majority of ¢ the
young limbs of the law” of the present day, and
paid more attention to, and thought more of, the
fairer portion of the children of men than of the
productions of Glanvil, Bracton or Fleta ; and
delighted more in the chase than in the dry and
pounderous volumes of 8tatutes and text-books.

KivgsTon, C.W. V.

CUHURCH OF ENGLAND MONTHLY.

The Prospectus of a Church of England month-
ly, to be published in this city, under the title of
“The Church of Old England,” has been issued
by Mr. John P. McMillin, a Southern gentleman
now residing in Montreal. The proposed monthly
will contain thirty-two pages royal 8vo. Sub-
scription one dollar per anoum. We believe the
first number will be issued in March, if in the
meantime subscribers can be procured to cover
expenses,

We have received two ugeful little works from
Mr. C. Hill: “ Day’s American Ready Reckoner,”
which containg many useful tables, adapted to
the country merchant, the mechanic, the lumber-
man, and, in fact, to all who are called upon to
deal with figures and are not specially expert;
also, ¢ Martines’ Letter Writer,” which is replete
with models—and, as far as we can see, judicious
ones — for correspondence on every possible
aspeot of social and mercantile life.

THE MAGAZINES, -

Goop Worps. Strahan & Co., Montreai,
Soxpay ar Homs. Straban & Co., Montreal,

The magazines for February are beginning to
arrive. In “QGood Words” the ¢ Madonna
Mary” is continued, and the scene of the story
transferred to England. ¢ The Old Yeomanry
Weeks” is a pleasant sketch of the days
which preccded volunteer reviews. ¢ A French-
man’s Jropression of England a Century ago,”
by Dean Alford, will be specially interesting
to those who know something of London as
it 8. There are several articles of a more
thoughtful character, and an amusing poetical
sketch concludes the number. ¢ The Annals of
& Quict Neighbourhood,” which are told with
great ability, constitute, to us, the chief attrac~
tion of “The Sunday at Home,” ¢ Miliczia of
Prague” is an interesting sketch of the days
when religious persecution was rife in 0ld Eng-
land. Among the other articles we notice an
interesting sketch of Frederick W. Robertson,
whose “Life” was reviewed in the Reanzz a few
. Weeks since.

CANADIAN LITERATURE.

We recently announced the forthcoming pub-
lication, from the Canadian press, of a new work
from the pen of Mr. Morgan, and the probable
issuing of a second edition of Mr. Sangster’s
“St. Lawrenco and the Saguenay ;” and we now
have much pleasure in giving our readers some
further intelligence with regard to literary move-
ments in the Province. Messrs. Chewett & Co.,
of Toronto, have in press a work on Trigonom-
etry, by Professor Cherriman, of University Col-
lege; and the same enterprising publishers will
soon commence the publication of a second edi-
tion of the Common Law Procedure Act, by Mr.
Harrison, the able Western law writer. Messrs.
Rollo & Adam, of the same city, will shortly
produce a work on the Canadian Oil Fields, by
Mr. Edgar, a Barrister of the ¢ Queen City.” We
also hear of a Life of the late estimable Chief
Justice Robinson as being nearly ready for the
printer’s hands; and of a well-known Canadian
journalist and author as being engaged on aLife
of the late Honourable Robert Baldwin, with
Memoirs of his time. We learn, too, that Mrs.
Somerville, of Dundag, has in contemplation the
issuing of a collected edition of her poems; that
Mr. Isidore G. Ascher, one of the best of our
Canadian poets, who is now residing in London,
and contributes to Coburn and Bentley, is to
bring out a new volume in verse during the
summer season; that a young gentleman in
Upper Canada, who lately graduated with high
distinction at one of our universities, is also
preparing a series of tales and sketches for the
London market; and that a former well-known
contibutor to the Reader is busily engaged on a
work which will sce print in a short time. We
bespeak for all these efforts the highest success.
By the way, what has become of the novel which
it was said the late Mr. Cyrille Boucher had
nearly got ready at the time of his death ?

LITERATURE IN THE MARITIME PRO-
VINCES.*

Two works have lately come to us from our
cousing’in the Maritime Provinces, which claim
more than a mere passing notice. The first, a
valuable addition to the historical literature of
British America, and one which must have cost
more than the ordinary labour and research which
such a literary undertaking requires, is from the
pen of Mr. Beamish Murdock, Q. ., a name well
known in Nova Scotia, not ouly for his services
in the cause of our youthful literature, which we
are all so desirous of fostering and serving, but
from his having held various offices of importance
under the crown, and being now one of the oldest
living members at the Halifax bar. The other
—=a volume of poems—the production of a young
lady, Miss Lockerby, who is now first intro-
duced to the literary public.

Mr. Murdock’s work (so far as published) com-
mences with the history of French discovery,
colonization and adventures in Acadie in 1604,
and the 1st vol. brings the narrative down to
1739, Of the 2nd vol. four numbers have ap=
peared, bringing it down to a later date—1756.
The theme i3 & most romantic and inviting one,
well worthy of engaging the pen of a Prescott or
an Irving. Mr. Murdock has brought one good
quality to his task neccssary in a historian, a de-
termination to write from history and document-
ary evidence, and not from vague, uncertain and
often false tradition, The array of authorities
which he quotes quite appals us. His style is
clear and comprehensive, and free from any
laboured effort. The ¢ Wild Brier’ is a model
of excellence, coming a3 it does from our “ tight
little island,” on the seaboard. The printing and
binding is neatly if not elegantly done, and the
work has been stereotyped too, and all on the
Island! The contentsof the volume compare favour-
ably with many of thesame class which emanate
from the American or Colonial press. The des-
criptive powers of Miss L. are considerable, and,

* « History of Nova Scotia or Acadia.” DBy Beam-
ish Murdock, Esquire, Q. C. Halifax, N.S.: A. & W,
Mackinlay, vol. 1, 1865, pp. 543.

¢ The Wild Brier: or I;g{u
strel”” By E. N. L., Charlottetown, P.
Bremner, {860, PP, 196, . -

by an untaught Min.
E. L G,

\

if properly cultivated, will bear good fruit. Her
versification is pleasant and smooth, The book
breathes a gpirit of religious quiet and content.
ment throughout. We cannot do more in the
present instance than announce the appearance
of these two meritorious productions, which are
really entitled to more extended notice, apart
from the fact that anything written in the Lower
Provinces, at the present time, when we are pro-
bably'on the point of being united with them,
ought to receive superior consideration and
welcome.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

—

The second volume of the “Life of »
by the Emperor Napoleon, will not be issgg; ;:’t
Several cancels and alterations in the text have,
we l}ear, been made by the Imperial author dur:
ing its progress through the press.

The Paris Patrie, in its survey of the events
of 1865—the year of the conclusion of the
American war, of the death of Lincoln and
Palmerston, and of sundry other events—findg
nothing in it worth remembering hereafier save
the Empe'rofs “Vie de Jules César.”

The friends of William Carleton, the Irish
novelist, who is now seventy years old and in
fmhn‘g health, are exerting themselves to procure
for him an increase of 507, to his literary pension

‘M. da Chaillu announces that he is about to
give another volume of Travels and African
experiences £o the world. In it will be contained
a fqll account of the small and peculiar tribes of
natives met with by him in the mountains of
Western Equatoral Africa between 19 and 20
north latitude, and 12% east longitude. This
tribe of pigmies, termed « Obougo,” may, M.
Chaillu thinks, be considered the gipsies of the
region. They are of migratory habits, and find
a temporary shelter under trees or in caverns
and steal and then decamp. In the pro; osed
worki, besxdﬁs tzther t})et;zils concerning these little
people, a short vocabulary o i
pe givf’:n. y of the language will

The recent extraordinary articles in ¢
Mall Gazette, entitled “ A gght ina Worl?!fotf:gl'l'
are said to be from the pen of Mr. Anthon’y
g‘x;(;llllope. They have been reprinted in pamphlet

orm,

A new feature has been introduced into Shake-
spearian criticisms. We have heard much about
the various subjects mentioned by him, but we
are now threatened with notices of the things
which he did not mention. In the current num-
ber of Notes and Queries, Mr. Walter Thornbury
has an article on “Shakespeare’s Silence con-
gesrll:;xllgges;mdfm%{; and hg promises others on

are’s Silence al
Sk espears out Scotchmen and

Literature and science are gradually becom.
ing recognized as entitled to hgxx:mrs, t{s ye:%lgt
sparingly apportioned to them. Profesgor Simp-
son, of Edinburgh, has had a baronetcy con-
fer;el? upon him by the Queen.

e corporation of London have voted th

of the Guildhall for the purposes of an Indusetgiq
Exhibition to be inagurated on the 1st of March
next, Inreturn the committes of the Industrial
Exhlbxglon bave determined to devote the surplus
fu.nds, ifany, to theestablishment of a Free Publie
Library for the City of London. Why should
we not have a Free Public Library in Mop-
treal and other Canadian cities ?

M. Sayers hag recently discovered a substitute
for the magnesium light, which promises to be
of much seryice to photographers, Twenty-four
parts by weight of nitrate of potash, seven parts
of flowers of sulphur, and six parts of red sul-
phide of arsenic, are thoroughly mixed. Thig
cqmyosxh_on, when set on fire, affords a most
brilliant light, and the negatives produced with
it give excellent positives. The contrast be-
tween the lights and shades, which, with artifi.
cial light, is apt to be very great, may be easily
softened down by igniting at once two portions
of the mixture ; one, the more powerful, to light
up the subject, and the other to modify the
topes. It has been found thatabout half a pound

{ of the mixture will afford light for balf a minute,
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LIST OF NEW BOOKS.

Just published, this day, «Tho Biglow Papers. By
James Russoll Lowell, complefo in ono vol, Papor
covors, uniform with Artemus Ward.”” Ilustrated.
Printed on fino paper. Prico 26 cents. R. Wore
thington, Montreal,

Just publisiled. Second edition of « Tho Advocate'’ a
novel, By Charles Heavysege, author of *¢ Saul,”
** Jophthah's Daughtor,* '&o. Chcnr Png»cr Cover
cdition, 60 centss” Cloth, $1.25; Gitt, #1.60. I.
Worthington, Montreal,

Our Inheritanco in tho t;reat Pyramid. By Professor
C. Plazzt Smyth F.R.S.8.L. & E. &o. With ’hoto.
§nP"‘ Map, eud Yiates. Loudon edition, §2.00.

2. Worthington, Montreal,

Simplo Truths for Earuest Minds. By Norman Xae.
Icod, D.D., ono of Mer Majesty’s Chaplains. IR,
Worthington, Montreal,

Good Words, for Fobruary. Trico 12§ cents. R.
Worthington, Montreal,

Sunday Magazine, for February. Price15cents. R.
Worthiington, Montreal,

Aillais’s Illustrations. A collection of elghty beauti-
ful engravings on wood, By John Everctt Millaia,
1R.A, "1 vol., largo 4to. London: Strahsn & Co.
2500. R. Worthington, Moutreal,

The Sheplierd and fils Fiock; or. Tho Kceper of
Jsracl and the Sheep of his Pasture. Bﬂ.]_.' R.
McDuff, D.D. 12mo. $1.00. BMontreal: v Ore
thington, 30 Gt. 8t. James Street.

Tho Farables of our Lord, read in tho nght of tho
Present Day. By Thomas Guthrie, D.D. 1 vol.,

. ¥2mo. Gilltfop. With lllastrations by Milais.

$1.00. X. Worthington, Montreal.
Theology and Life. _Scrmons chiefly on special occa.
sions.” By E. IlI. Plumtre, A.A , London. 16mo.

$1.50. Montreal: IR, Worthington,

Bushnell. Tho Vicarlous Sacrifice, Grounded in
FPrinciples of Universal Obligation. By Horace
Bushoell, D.D. 12mo. A now Englisi Edition.
£1.60. It. Worthington, Montreal,

Tho Angels’ Song. By Thomas Guthrio, D.D,, author
of “Gospel in Ezokiel,” &, &2mo, 40c. . Wor-
thington, Montreal,
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THE FAMILY HONOUR.

BY MRS. O, L, BALYOUR,
Continued from page 358.
CIAPTER XXV, PITPALLS.

 Vico {s a mounster of such hideous mien,
Abs to bo hated needs but to boseer
Butscon too oft-—famitiar with her faico— -
Wo firgt cuduro, then pity, then embraco,™

A sudden shock acts by intimactes, like five on
somo materials—it cither divides, or more firmly
welds them together. The tidings that had
stricken Misy Austwicke, and which bad so
immediately called Marian Hope's qualitics as
comforter into exercise, did moro towards break-
ing down tho barriers of reserve than mounths of
mere conventional attendance on the ono side,
aud patronage on tho other. The touch of
Marian's gentlo band, tho soft utterances of her
quiet voice, tho unobtrusive mammers that antici-
pated Misg Austwicke's wants, and met them
without fuss or demonstration, the light footstep
falling 8o mutely that sho might bave been the
cmbodiment of silence—wero all qualities that
contrasted with tho flutter and officiousness of
Martin and tho naotural grief of Gertrude, and
made their possessor the most cfficient person at
Miss Austwjcke's couch; so that when she
offered to withdraw, there was a plea both from
aunt and niece that sho should remain o few
bours with them, And so it happened that this
first visit of Marian's established her on a
friendly footing in n dwelling that she had enter-
ed a3 a stranger that morning,

It was evenjag when sho was sent home in a
cab to her fathers, with the understanding that
sho was to come the next day, and, indeed, to
congider herself from that time regularly instal-
1cd in her offico not only with Gertrude, but, as
it scemed likely, also as companion and house-
hold friend in the family generally. Even Mar-
tin, who wags jealous of any new faces that camo
about her mistress, was so far propitiated by Miss
Hope, that sho condescended to say to her inti-
mates below auﬁx&“ If that palo young creetur
have agreed to make herself gencrally useful, as
many teachers does, all I can say i3, sbelll be
ablo to hact up to them terms ; and that's more
than & many can say—for it's gencrally useless,
a8 all they are, which professes somuch in adver-
tisements; and if this here Miss Hope helps to
keep Miss Honor in & good cuc, and, gracious
knows, that's not easy—-specially since she've
lost her brother, the capting—why all I say is,
good luck to her, says 1"

The few following days confirmed the worst
tidings in all particulars, Mr. Basil Austwicke
weat down to Deal, hoping for at least the
recovery of tas body, and was summoned
thence, in about a fortnight, to the coast of
France, between Calais and Dunkirk, to help to
identify among some bodics washed on shore,
that of his nephew, Do Lacy Austwicko. The
brother of Professor Rath mot him thege, and
gavo his assistance in the mournful task of
recognition—which, 8s the dccident happened in
the night, when the passengers were undressed
and sleeping in their berths, was very difficult in
all cases except that of the professor, who it
seemed went to restin & dressing-gown with a
decp pocket filled with papers and memoranda
in his bandwriting, and fall of note3 on sabjccts
connected with physical geograpby—a topic
that was & speciality with lim. Nor was there
any doubt as to a tall, slender frame, muck dis-
figured, but on ono of the hands of which was
a diamond riong, known to belong to the nafor-

400 | tunate De Lacy; snd tied with & thin string

round the meck was a pictare of the mother he
haid lostin infancy. Professor Rath's brotheriden-
tified both these bodies ; and Mr, Basil Austwicke
took possession of the body of his nephew, and
brought it to England for intermentin the family
vault, that had only a'few months before receiv-
ed the remainsg of Captain Austwicke.

. But though the young Dé Lacy was even less

known in the ncighbourhood then his late uncle;
it behoved.the famil, &t least so. the auccessor
:to the .estates thought,.to have- s splendid fane-

tal; and therefore, thongh: the Iadics remained

in town in strict rotiromont, Mr. Busil and his
son Allan issucd invitations to all the neighbour-
hood and tenantry ; and the poor youth who had
como to sosad n death was carried in groat pomp
to tho vault in Wicke cburch, his. uncle and
successor remarking to his son Allan, ¢ It is all
wo can do toshow our respect for the poor
fellow, and to honour his memory ; and thereforo
no cxpense shall bo sparcd,”

Certain it was, also, that from old Gubbins,
tho butler, to tho most prosperous and influential
of tho tensat farmers on the estate, there was,
amid thoe natural regret at such a fato befalling
tho heir, somo feeling of latent satisfaction that
tho property no longer belonged to a minor;
that improvements necded nced not be post-
poned, and that o gentleman of presumable
ability—for was ho not a lawyer? and would
doubtless sco to his own interests—inherited tho
cstato, The differenco between active adminis-
tration and a tedious minority, was an obvious
good. Necither had it escaped all parties con-
cerned in tho estate, and maoy village and local
gossips besides, that a forcign-bred young gentle-
man might never bo very acceptablo to them as
landlord or neighbour. Ho would know and
cary latle about the old place and people, thoy
bad lony argued, and thercforo some Xustic
minds, used to interprot providencs in their own
interests, were known to say, ¢ It woz all along
ov featber and zon a forzakin’ the old ways of
the Austwickes, and living beyond geas, whereby
& judgment had overtook ’em.?

While theso funcral matters and cortain inves-
tigations dotajoed Mr, (or a3 tho people &t tho
Chace now called him Squicte,~~Augtwicke in
Hampshire, and his son Allan stayed with him,
well content to gallop about over the grounds,
and among the noble woods, and homesteads of
the tepantry, making bimself popular with them
by his frank manners, fearless riding, pleasant
words, and handsome person—while father and
son wero thusemployed, Miss Honoria Austwicke
bad been passing through a sharp attack of
illness, Anxicty of mind and neglected. cold,
quite as mach as tho shock to which, of cours
her indisposition was attributed, had prostrate
her. Mrs. Austwicke was husy receiving and
replying to numerous letters of mingled condo~
lence and congratulation, in which the difficult
feat of langhing and crying in ono gentencewas
most ingeniously performed. She did not beliove
in Miss Austwickes illness, but took it for
granted it was o display of grief made expressly
to annoy her. However, as there was no fques-
tion that the death of young De Lacy had. been
& benefit t0 his uncle and cousins, Mrs, Basil
could afford to bo forbearing and sympathetic;
and she tharefore paid far more personal attention
to her, gister-in-law than at any previous, time,
Gertrude, of course, was always.affectionaio to
her; thore Was semething 50 very mournful in
the fate of her cousin, that her grief was the
genuine utterance of a young, fresh heart, 48 yet
unsullicd by & worldly thought, ,Allan, too,
though a gay, thoughtless fellow, had sent some
Ietters to his sister 80 full of expressions: of
generous sorTow, that Gertrudg picked out many
passages 1o read to her agnt, and, they lost
nothing either by her voics in. resding or, her
comuents. Allan had always been a favourite
with Miss Honor. Ho, had been a schelar st
Winchester, agd she bad loved to predict his
fature emirence in the profession of his father.
So that this Epglish-reared Austwicke.bad to
somo extent comforted tho proud woman for the
dissppointment she had suffered in the absencs
and foreign breeding of the heir. Now, when
De Lacy bad miserably perished, for some_littlo
time after the tidings had reached her; she.was
too much occupied with physical diseomforis to
think very clearly of anything but the .one
terrible fact of the youth's death. ,She was not
accustomed to illness, aud she thought -herself
drifting away on the waves of the,dark. river,
Her depression and languor, the re-action. from
the tense state to which her nerves, had been
recently strung, was so completo, that she, lay
merely conscions of, breathing; , and, ;bejng
attended to, during -the day.by her niscs ‘and

Marian Hope, and during the.night by her maid.

Gradually, 83 she Togained tho.power:of ton-
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secutive thought, there came tho remembrance
of all that had preceded the incident of Do
Lacy's death—all that aho was 8o personnlly
involved In. Tho faco of the man Burke haunted
her dreams, She woke often treinbling till the
hed shook under her, and asking with a hurried
gasp, * Who is that?” scarcely satisfied with the
assurances, repeated again aud again, in loving
or soothing toncs as Gertrudo or Marian were
the speakers, that no stranger was near,

fler Yetters sho had placed under her pillow,
and never was seen by either of 1t attendants
10 open them, though they both thought she
looked at them when, for a few minutes, they
left her chamber. It excited no comment of
Gertrude's, that she keptherletters so rigorously,
for she knew her aunts reserve, and with the
delieate tact of her fino nature, would not have
liked by & word, hewever kind, to have increased
Miss Austwicke's sense of her own weakness by
offering to read them for her.  Of course, Marian
had no remark to make on Miss Austwicke's
habits in this particular; though as sho noticed
them, sho thought of her dear invalid father,
and of the coufidence so fully reciprocated in
their dwelling, and recjoiced more than eve: at
tho perfect love which united their spirits, and
had done 60 much to lighten the burden of life.
Judeed, she camo to tho conclusion that Miss
Austwicko would bo a much happier woman if
she were not so locked up in her reserve.

# Sho must have very deep feelings under that
<old, proud cxterior,” Marian argued, # or why
should she havo thus sunk under the tidings of
her nephew's death 2’ Little did sho guess what
was hidden in that aching heart—what inward
sources of trouble kept up the fover that wasted
her frame and retarded her recovery.

Miss Austwicke's daily dread was that some
letter requiring instant attention would come
from Burke. It was this fear that mado her
clutoh the letters that were brought her, and
scrutiniso the handwriting on cach address with
ber eager, feverish eyes; then thrust them under
her pillow, and read ther hastily and fearfully
during tho brief absences of her yoang compa-
pions. It wag this fear that made her keep writ-
ing materials in a little upright desk that could
be wheeled to her bedside, and the flap of which,
liko a bedside table, turned across, 8o a3 to be
level with her hands. It was this fear that
induced her, in spito of all probibition, and all
weakness, to answer somo of the unotes that
came, go thatif one arrived on the topic that
she dreaded, and yet anticipated, sho might,
unquestioned, reply to it. Indeed, now that
De Lacy was dead, sho shrunk more than over
from tho outcast children of her brother Wilfred.
To own their claims—to put them in o position
so much better fitled by her brother Basil aud
bis chbildren—and such children? Allan,a youth
1o bo proud of; Gertrude, a creature so formed
for Jove, that oven her isolated heart yiclded to
the charm, and set upin its solitude theone only
darling of & wholo Iifetime; would be unendur-
able, To this proud spirit and warped judg-
moat, the claims of these cluldren of a low
mother seemed & treason against Allan and
Gertrude 3 toaid them, o conspiracy. And yet
in-tho depths of her soul thero was an gudible
voice that said plainly—~try to stifle it as sho
might—*If these, the rightful heirand his sister,
are kept ot of their position and inheritance, it
is o crime.” Yes, Miss Austwicke’s pride and
irresolution bad caused her to drift into crime.

In vain sho uttered specious sophisms tosilence
the monitor within, such as, * They never can
miss what they never had. I canhelp tiem, and
I will do s0; and they will gain—that is, they
may if they choose—a better station than their
mogt ambitious hopes now point to.  Surely that
isenough. If De Lacy, poor fellow, bad Yived, I
meant to-have dono for them as wuch, or more,
than Wilfred could have expected of me. Why
should I prowide for bis penniless, noacknowled-
ged children? 1 sbould not and need not have
soiled tho Austwicke namo by giving it to
them ; but.as tins death—tins awful accident—
has come, 1'11 do more. Fil impoverish myself,
if need be, and thavs what could never have
been expected of me, 50 83 to givo a compensa-
tion to them. What-would they-know about an

ancicot namo aod station 7 No, no; what I shall
do till bo coough~will bo right, in fact.”

In this way gho tried to temporiso and com-
pound with conscience, Strangely enough, sho
still complimented herself a3 an honourable
woman. Yet still the voico said, * Thoy are
defranded : it is crime.”

Notwithstanding all this tumult of feeling, a
good constitution and good nursing triumphed
over tho illness,  Miss Austwicke rose from her
bed moro thin, pale, tigid, and stately than ever.
Shie seemed to herself to bave fought hez battlo
on tho bed of pain, and conquered, No moro
indecision now, Her course wag taken ; she was
ready to meet Burke’s demands about the children
liberally.

« Of course,” sho said to herself, ¢ ho knows
nothing of my family. He cannot know that
my brother Wilfred was older than Basil. To
him these family changes willean just nothing
She wag the moro assured of this by hearing
incidentally from Marian that a school had just
been selected for Mysio Grant, where she was to
be placed as an articled pupil.

Al Misg Austwicke, while you trod a straight
path you were safe: in crooked ways yoa are
utterly belpless,

CHAPTER XXVI. USEXPECTEDLY BAFFLED,

¢ Tho hawk darted down with sudden swoop,
But hus prey bad bid in tho eeves of the o™

Mr. Burke bad not been o tranquil, and was
by no means o ill-informed of tho particulars
that wo have recorded, ns Miss Austwicke gup-
posed. Tlis vigilance in observing Binfield
Cottage soon made him acquainted with the
hours of Marian’s abscn. e, and the placo where
those hours were passed. Morecver, at this time,
hig ally, or subordinate, Janet—or, as tho family
called her, Ruth—was at Austwicke Chace, and
be had from her due notice of tho great chango
that tho death of the heir had created in the
fawily ; moreover, hedid not neglecthbis privilege
of entrée into Mr. Hope’s dwelling, in his cha-
racter of delegate from somo relative of the
children. He suffered a week to clapse between
his first and second visit, being somewhat sur-
prised that on his various tours of inspection,
tlhongh ho saw Mysio walk out occasionally, and
Marian go and returnvegularly, be saw nothing
of tho boy Norry~now, &3 no one knexw better
than he—becomo an important person. Indeed,
the reason tuat Old Leathery laid quietly for o
whilo on his oars was, that he wanted to observe
the current of events, and see what tide would
bo most likely to carry him on to fortune. A
soung heir would, probably, as he reached man-
hood, pay moro for any help that reinstated him
io his position, than an old womsan would to
keep bim out of bis rights, Morcover, there was
also tho jnterest of the present possessors to be
thought of; whether they, when they had
beenme confirmed in possession, might not be
willing to pay handsomely to su.press such
evidenco a3 Burko could give. No idea that
rectitude of principle in tho parties concerned
would thwart any of bis plans for a moment
cntered into Barke's ealculations. It is the pecu-
liarity of guilt that it is incredulous of goodness.
This man, whoso master-sin wagnot so much
duplicity as avarice, who for years had pocketed
an income—small indeed, but ag largo as ho
could make it—by filtering tho stipend peid for
tho two children tbrough his own purse, and
keeping a residue which, to onoe of his habits,
was precious, saw firat through Miss Austwicke's
pride, and now, by tho changes death bad
wrought, tho means of augmenting his gains,
and it took him some time to balancoe probabi-
lities and calculato chances as to his own
interests. Tho slight defect was that, while ho
was thus cmployed, and had, as ho thought, the
whole fairly beforo him, tho priucipsal personago
in bis little drama had, unknown to him, escaped.
By tho time that he had como to thoe conviotion
that, for tho presont, he would make as much a3
4o could out of Miss Austwicke, and then, in tho
ovent of anything happening to her, woulé, aghe
saw best ultimately, gain by belping tho real beir
1o obtain bis rights, or the falso one to keep his
position. Meanwhile it ‘was necessary that ho

should call agnin on Mz, Hope. Onthis oceasion
ho cbose noon, the time when Marian, hie knew,
would be absent. Alrcady Lis keen oyo detected
signs of chango in the dwelling: a young
servant answered tho door, e wag ghown into
the little parlour, whero the asthmatic piano was
wheezing out nn exercisc, in obedience to Mysic’s
persevering fingers, and in outrago to her ear
Sho did not, amid tho busky jingle, hear tho
stealthy tread of the old man as hie approached
ler, and stood bebind the music-stool, lcering at
ber. When sho was conscious of gome one
behind ber, and rose up in great confusion,
certain that Lor practice, which was to her a
duty, must bo & torment to any hearer that she
would not think of iuflicting, elio was by no
means propitiated by the cringing bow, and tho
face, squeczed up jata something meant for a
smile, and tho subducd sort of whisper iato
which the rasping voice fell, a3 ho said—

¢ Don't, my dear young leddy~--pray don't let
me interrupt ye. Pray go on with them nimblo
fingers ; I doat on music—perfectly doat on it.”

« Our instrument is 8o out of time—that is,so
old, sir, it's not fit to play on to any one. No,
pray excuse me. I neverplay, excopt my lessons,.”
Tho latter words she said shrinking from s
hand, which bo was reaching out to provent her
leaving her seat,

If Mysie had been accustomed to admiration,
and fond of it, g0 23 to have becomo what many
girls of fifteen are, conscious of personal advan-
tages, aud full of <{ricks of vanity, it is not
likely she would have looked one-half s0 well
a3 sbe now did, standing upright, with the
radiant blush rising on her check, and the light
of something vastly like incipient anger gleam-
iog in her eyes. Tlis cringiog old man, with
his fulsome compliments and fawning whisper,
wag instinctively offensivo to ber, and roused tho
reservo which was a part of her nature, so that,
with perfect sclf-possessic.., sho said—

¢ You wish to sce Mr. Hope? 1 do not know
whether be can seo any one.  Bave the goodness
to tako a seat while I inquire.” And sospeaking,
she bowed herself out of the room.

Mysio returncd, looking pale and grave, her
oyelids cast down to hido tho gathering tears.
She had not at first recognised in the stranger
the person who had called before, at night time
—~that very night when Norry fled;—the man
who had to do with the futuro destiny of her
brother and herself. Sho did not speak, but
curéseying, showed him up-stairs to Mr. Hope's
stody.
Tge week that bad intervened sinco Barke had
seen Mr. Hope bad, notwithstanding hisansicties,
been ono of progress to the invalid: he could
movoe more freely aboust his litttlo room with the
help of his crutch, Ie wasinspired, both by his
fears and, his hopes, with & strong desire to gain
somo mastery over his physical weakness, and
bad, therefore, paid@ more attention to his diet.

Notwitbstanding his weakness, Mr. Hope had
neglected no means of making inquiry for
Norry. He hod seat his description to the
police-station, and employed & man to go to all
the hospitals and infirmarics, in cass of accident,
aod to such lodging-houses as were under the
police surveillance; but, as yet, not a trace had
been fouud. Nay, somo inquests had becn
attended of drowned persons, lest, by misadven-
turo or~—he dared not think—suicide, the boy he
had rearcd as a son had thus perished. The only
result of all these inquiries was to fill him with
astonishment and awe at tho number of stray
waifs being sought for amid tho social drift and
débdris that underlie the surfaco of mighty Lon-
don. Still, ho was not iaclined to doubt of
ultimate success, His own theory, and that
adopted also by the family, was that the oy had
gono to tho Docks, and taken service on board
ship. For, though by no mcans a lad mad after
maritimo adventure, ho had been noted for tuo
passionats zest with which ho devoured books of
travel; and in no other way than as & ship-boy,
they concluded,conld he remain away. Still, every
knock at tho door, cvery caller, was nervously
expeeted by Mr. Hopo to be thobearer of tidings;
8o that when Barke cntered tho room, there was
no foigning in the surpriso tho former manifested,

Forgetting that his visitor »koew nothing of
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Norry's departure, Mr, Hopo said, in an agitated,
CAZCT VOICt——

“ Well, sir, whet tidings dv you bring of my
boy 'IYI

« Pidings, Mr. Hope—what do you mean ?”

# Surely you know—ycs, you must haveheard,
that our poor lad~wilful fellow that ho isl—has
gono.”

¢t Gone!" repeated Burke, in tho loudest teao
of his husky voice, and lifting up bishands in an
attitudo of dismay. Thero was no doubting tho
gepuinencss of his cmotion, though Mr. Hopo
mistook its cause.

“«What! then you didn't know it? You do
not como to tell mo whero ko is. I'm sorry
it's o shock to you, as I see it is, He's been gono
nine days to-night.”

“ Gone, Mr, Hope! and you ask me whether
T kunow, and pretend you expected mo to say
whero ho is, That gamo won't do for me. How
camo you to Iet him go,ch? Come tho truth,
now.

Tho creeping manner and hissing croak of his
voice wero thrown off, in his surprise, and a
coarso bluster, that revealed tho savage, bafled
ruffian, was displayed, so much to Mr, Hopo's
astonishment, that for a momeat ho was silent.
Then ho said, very gravely, fixing his large,
melancholy eyes on his visitor's face—

I have no wish, and no reagon, to withhold
tho truth. I have mado eovery cffort that I
could, from this room, to scarch for him. My
daughtic has written somo dozens of letters, I
want tho boy—I weary for him.”

“ Qu, as to feelings, that's neither here nor
there, Mr. Hope,” said Burke, considerably
modifying histone, “ What I want to know is,
how hoe want, and where; what you have done,
and who you bave told, I must know it, and
whero ho is?

“1I'm glad to think you'll aid my search,”
said Mr. Hope, instantly repressing the natural
anger that ho had felt at Burke's rough words,
Ho then cntercd minutely into all tho particulars
that ho knew of Norry's flight; showed the
pencilled letter the youth left, and explained
what had been dono in searching for him., In
tho courso of his narrative, Mr. Hopoincidentally
mentioned that bis daughter was engeged by a
family near DBelgrave Square: and Burke
immediately said, insinuatingly—

 And has Miss Hope, then, told of thoe boys’
flight?”

“ Certainly not. We are not in the habit of
publishing our privato affairs.”

“ Quito right—mero prudence, Mr. Hope ; for
permit mo to suggest that it would not bo a
recommendation to you, or your daughter, as
teachers, that & pupil absconded from your roof.
There might be notbing to blame, but peoplo
would bo sure to think there was : it would cither
ruin you or tho 1ad.”

“ For myself I do not care,” said Mr. Hopo,
sadly. ¢ My aim has been to do my daty beforo
God, Mr. Burke, to theso children, and to tho
best of my ability I havo dono it as to my own.
I knew it might injuro tho 1ad if this escapade
were known ; and therefore, so far, my scacch
bas been secret.”

% And your daughter,” interposcd Burke, ¢ has
10t gpoken ew—?

“ Muss Hopo is as anxious for the lad's welfare
as I am. Besides, what does the family sho i3
with know of theso orphans ?°

“ Theyll judgo of you and her by the way you
have succceded with others, Mr. Hope. 1've
known folk called a bad sect altogether when
there’s been runnings away, and awkward things
of that sort; and as to tho lad, why it—yecs, it
puts him into the criminal class,”

“ Stop thero, sir.  Ho may bo ungrateful, but
ho is as bonestand truo as daylight, Most likely
there is a mistaken sense of duty, taken up in tho
rashness of youth, that has caused this deed,
thats the most reasonablo solation. Therefors,
aext to finding him, the greatest kindness of his
fricnds is not to exposo him.”

“ Thats right—w that's quite right. Aod I may
tell you, in confidence, Mr. Hopo—in strict con-
fideuco—that if this escapade was to got to the
- cars of them who have provided for the. 1ad and

his sister, and may do great things—far greater
things yot—it's all over with them.”

% You tell mo in confidence,” reiterated Mr.
Hopo: ¢ allow moq(o say that, since I last saw
you, I havn been struck with your want of con-
fidence. You speek of partics in tho background,
Who aro thoy ?*

% Qu, thero's nothing to tell—just nothing. If
theso children were anything to anybody, they
would not havo been bandied about the world,
from Scotland, or frome Great Britain, we'll say,
to Canada and back, and left here for years. No;
I'm only an agent; I'vo nothing to unfold, My
principals aro lawyers, and I've many similar
thines to seo to.”

{To be continued.)

THE ART OF TYING THE
CRAVAT.

VERY absurd but am»sing old book fell

into our hands tho other day, and recalled
a thousand recollections of tho fantastic cxtra-
vaganco of fashton in the days when George IV,
filled tho throno.

It was a little volume, with & pink enamelled
cover, and boro on one side a steel engraving of
o Cupid seated, and holding over = large ledger
the heud of a most immaculato dandy, tho neck
cncircled with an unwrinkled cravat, tho endsof
which, still unticd, depended with exquisite
grace. This remarkable woik was entitled Tke
Art of Tying the Cravat. It was tho scventh
cdition, and containcd cxplanatory plates of
cighteen modes of putting on the cravat, sanda
portrait representing o dandy with black curly
hair, and pink and whitecomplexion, like & Bond
Street barber's dummy, and & neck bound up ia
a deep swath of spotless white nuslin, highly
starched. 1n such a garb, Romco Coatesrchear-
sed tho Italian lovers passion.

Tho prefaco professes that the book contains
demonstrations and lessons of theart of tyiug the
neckcloth, coupled with a résumé of the latest
Pansian improvements and amplifications, toge-
ther with. a listory of tho cravat from tho timo
of Adam to tho present day. Tho motto from
Addison is chosen withexquisitotact : ¢ Nothing
is moro laudable than an inquiry after truth”
This high key-note being struck, tho author goes
on to assert boldly, that although foreigners aro
slow to givo us credit Sor any invention that has
dignificd and clevated tho human race, they are
forced to confess that wo havo at Icast led the
way in tho art of tying the craval. Tho invention
is ours ; tho merit of perfecting it and tracingit
to furtber uses and developments belongs to tho
Freach,

This book has, wo should mention, & history of
itsown. It was found under & pile of unworn
waistcoats in tho chambers of an old ex-dandy,
who had degenerated into a forlorn, eccentric,
miserly old bachelor, & hermit only to be scen at
sale-rooms and in print-shops, He was a man
of enormous fortuno : but the disappointment of
somo hope, tho frustration of some whirs, bad
soured his blood, and turncd bis heart from a jar
of honey to a pot of vinegar. Old and neglected,
bo dicd, untended and unwept, surrounded by
stacksof unhung pictures, litters of unrcad books,
heaps of unused clothes, tins of preserved food,
and mouldy picces of bacon.

From such a treasurc-housc of good intentions,
such a lazar-houso of defeated purposes, camo
this pert little book, the memorial of tho indes-
tractiblo follies of fashion.

Fashion shakes off its slough, but it never
ceases to bo foolish. The ruff ofstarched cambric,
largo as tho wheel of a perambulator, gave way,
but only to bo rcplaced by huge bows of colour-
cd ribbon. Tho broad-laced collar of the
Cavalicrs changed into tho Puritaaic-looking
falling bands and bone-lace strings of Charles
1I'sage. In 1660, the year of the Restoration,
the hugo lace-collar and the plain falling band
both yiclded to a new fantasy. A regimont of
Croats arrived in Paris, and brought with them
a new way of adorning the meck, which soon
becamo the rage. The common soldiers wore
neokeloths of common cloth, taffota, or cotton ;

tho officers, of lace, muslin, or silk, tho cnds of
which wero arranged in rosetics, or wero orna-
mented with buttons or tufts, which fell grace-
fully on tho chest. Tho officers wore Mcchlin
laco at the end of their neckcloths, whivh were
fastened at ficst by strings, and at a later period
by clasps or buckles. This neckeloth soon becamo
known a3 the Croat or tho Cravat,

But faghion cannot remain satisfied for an:
length of timo with any articlo of dress that is
merely useful. Grand peoplo spend balf their
lifo trying to run away from their humble imita.
tors, and cndeavouring to dress liko a distinct
and superior specics,

Tho cravat soon ceased to bo that mero
clegant soft fold of pierced and honeycomled
laco that had enveloped tho throats of the
stanch men who fought at Steenkerke and tho
Boyne. It wags thickened with stiffeners, buck.
ramed with starch, and increased fold by fold tilt
it grew into & bolster that made thoneck as
largo or larger, than tho head. Just beforo tho
French Revolution, the cravat bad in fact
become tho crowning absurdity of dress, The
“ Galded Youth,” after Robespierre's full, whon
ladies tricw to dress liko Greck statues, and
almost succeeded, woro cravats that covered tho
mouth and part of the nose. The whiskers, of
cnormous size, roso to tho hair, which was com-
bed down straight over the cyes. Tho shirt.
collars roso halfway up the ear, and then the
lead could not bo turned without tho consent of
tho wholo body.

But as crinoline, though detestable, is light
and adapted for tho display of dress, and as Hes-
sian boots, though ludicrous, were good to shew
off a neat leg, so cravats, even of the bolstor
species, had their advantages. A certain Dr,
Pisis, writing of the Fre.ch warsin Germany,
says : “ I was laughing at General Lepale on
account of his cnormous cruvat, At the moment
of entering into action, his regiment charged,
There was a roar of cannon, a fiery flash of sabres,
o sturmy gallop of horses; and aftwer dispers.
ing tho cnemy’s cavalry, somo men of the regi-
ment retarniog to tho bivouae inforrned me, to
my great distress, that the general had been
struck by a pistol-shot in the throat. I imme.
dintely hastened to his assistance, and wasshown
abullet which has been stopped iu its carecr by
the very cravat I had just been ridiculing, Two
officers and several privates had also received
sabre-cuts on the cravat, and cscaped without
injury ; so that I was obliged to confoss that
theso immenso bandages were not always use.
less.” To wear & bolster round one’s neck 13,
however, paying rather a heavy insurance
against such exceptional dangers.

Stocks camo into use ~arly in the <‘ghteenth
century. Choiseul, the Munister ¢ 2r under
Louis XV, first presented them to the French
troops ia placo of cravats, Military pedants
soon turncd this articlo of dress into an instru.
ment of torture, Tho cravat, now called a stock,
became an iron ligature, exccllent to produce
apoplexy, vertigoes, and fainting-fits ; and, judi-
ciously used in India by martinots, it has much
cocouraged coup de soleil.

The French coloncls who cheated their men
out of their food, and half starved them to in-
creaso their own profits, obliged the men to drive
tho blood up into their faces aod heads, to give
them tho appearance of florid and irreproachable
bealth. Ingenious pedandry—to case a goldier
in tight inclastic dress, to bind up his limbs, to
make bim a machine of mero routine, whon he
should bo litho as a panther, ag full of self-
resourco as an Indian trapper, 43 vigorous asa
backwoodsman, and as nimblo a3 Leotard. In
Luttrell's clegant and gay poem, The JAdvice to
Julia, the fit of tho cravat is regarded as the
great work of the day. Old anccdote-tollers
rcjoice to relato how that accomplished master of
folly, Brummel, being onco found knee-decp in
rumpled white cravats, remarked that ¢ those
wero his failures,” The French marshals woro
black-silk neck-haadkerchicfs, twice round, and
tied in a neat crisp bow in front. Napolcon
woro such a cravat at Wagram, Lodi, and
Murengo ; but at Waterlooho uppeared, contrary
to his usaal custom, in & white cravat with ¢
flowing bow.
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The cravat was the mark of a less republican
and levelling ago than ours; it wag for execlu-
sives who dreaded the march of intellect, reforms,
and the removal of rotien boroughs.  Thecravat
that took one hour to tic served todistinguish the
man of fashion, the man of the “ Row” of the
Fouran-hand Club, and of Boadles, the patren
of the ring, theindulger in ronge-et-noir, chicken
hazard, sud cock-fighting, from the Pretender of
Bloomsbury, who used plated forhs, and hired
green-grocers to wait at dinner-parties.

Many pages of this great worle are devoted to
preliminary instructions,

When the laundress hrought home the eravats,
they had to be carefully examined by tho valel,
1o see whetlier they had been praperly washed,
ironed, and folded, and to study the cxact style
in which cach might be worn to the best advan-
tage. If badly got up, the cravat became faded
and yellow. ‘I'he quahty of starch was also of
infinito value, remarks the profound author, asit
gave substance, clasticity, and supplencss to the
mushin, and in sunnner possesses thisincalcula-
bleadvantage, that it prevents the cravat from
adhering too closely and warmly to the neck,
When arranged, it was necessary to pass the
fingers hghtly along the top, to smooth and
trun 1t, und make it coincide with the shirt-
collar.

1t was requisite to have, and carry everswhere
with one, a small iron, made for the purpose, 10
smooth the tie, and to produce a thin and equal
edge. To prevent a bunch at the back of the
neck, it was necessary to fold the cravat of tne
requisite height, and to remember tofold the one
end down aud the other up. # No gentleman,
wath the least respect for his appearance,” says
tho author of this volume, * could travel without
a box, cightcen inches long, and divided into
compartments ;” and this box wasto contain a
dozen plain, & dozen spotted and striped, and a
dozen coloured cravats, three dozen collars, two
whaicbone stiffencrs, two black silk eravats, and
o small flat iron.

Our talented author insists especially on the
following great laws. In whatever style the
cravat is put on, the kuot once formed, good or
bad, is irrevocable, and must on no pretence what-
cver be changed.  As in the sauces blanches in
cooking, s0 in the cravat, the smallest error is
fatal to the whole. A new tie must be produced
by a fresh cravat, as a new sauce must be pre-
pared with fresh ingredicents.

There were also medical rules to be observed
with respect to the cravat, wiich was o high-
pressure sort of decoration, and required to be
haudled with scientific prudence. It required to
be loosencd in cases of fainting and apoplexy,
before study or business, and during n heavy
dinner,  Apoplectic, sbort-necked men were
adjured to wear it loose, and to remove it during
slecp.

Coloured cravats could onty be used for uan-
dress.  The white cravat, with spots or squares,
wag received as hall-dress ; but the plain white,
23 at present, was jndispensable at balls or
soirées. The black stock was restricted to mi-
Intary men, whea 1w plain clothes, and not on
service,

There were cighteen methods of putting on the
cravat, and it required sixteen lessons to obtain
any mastery over them. The chef-d'euvre of
cravat ties was the Neeud Gordien.  This was so
intncate that it was usual with impaticn* dandics
to remove the Neeud Gordien by cutting the
cravat off their necks.  This tie, tho key to all
tho others, could ouly be worn once. The
slightest crror in its first fold vitinted its whole
construction. The author explains its form, in
five diagrams, winch are more difficult to com-
prenend than the mwost puzziing problem of
Euclids. You passed the point a inside the
point =, and 50 on, till the mind became o laby-
rinth of confusion. 1t was usual with tho dan-
dies to practice first on a block.

1We shall now sum up some of the names and
characteristics of the more celebrated cravat-ties,
for the amusement of those who are food of old
punts and cancatures, to which such fashions
serve a8 notes and comments,

Tho Cravated ld Turque was shaped like o
turban ; thostarched cnds formed a crescent under

the chin,  "Phis cravat was mado of the purcst
white muslin or cashmers. The Cravato 4 la
Washington was sea-green, striped blue, or red
and white, and the ends fellin front en cascade, and
wero pinued to tho shirt. This tie, the author
ohserves, when correctly -formed, presented the
appearance of n column, such was its swoothness
and height.  The Cravate Collier do Choral,
greatly admired by tho fuir sex, required no starch,
and was generally striped or spotted, or of a
Russian-leather colour : theends were fastened nt
the back of the neck. The Cravate Sentiwentale
was not to be worn by the most agrecablo afler
the age of twenty-seven. It required o face with
ta sympathetic charm’, and a pligsiognomy ¢ that
inspired sensations of love and passivn. It was
especially hideous, and was fastened by o single
rosctte or small bow immediately under the chin.

The Cravate & la Byron was adopted by the
poet from whom it derived its name, because o
tight stock cromped hie imngination, and suffo-
cated his thoughts. Tho Byrou cravat was really
« sailor’s tie, fastencd in o large carcless bow, six
inches in length, and four in circumference. It
only turned once round tho neck, aud was thought
cowfortable for summer or during o journey. In
the Cravate 4 1a Bergami the ends were not ticd,
but crossed on the breast, and tied to the braces.
The Cravate de Bal was a spoticss bandage of un-
wrinkled muslin, with the ends pinned to the shirt.
The Cravato Mathématique was black, the ends
crossing cach other athwart the throat with the
most geometrical exactitude.

The Cravato d la Gastronome was a cravat
planned by the wise and philanthropic. It was
seldom worn by men under forty. It was only
three fingers broad, and fustencd witha very
clastic koot, that slackenedwith the slightest
movement of the neck, the faintest vacillation of
the jaws, the most imperceptible swelling of the
throat. It possessed this great and inestimable
advantage, that it Joosened itself in cases of io-
digestion, apoplexy, orfainting. The Cravatede
Chasse was of a deep-green or deal-lear culour,
while the Cravate & la Dane was white. The
Cravate & I'Anglaise was never starched, the
Cravate 4 I'Tadépendance wasalways striped with
red, blue, and white.

This book must have been invaluable to the
dandies. ¢ Persons,’ as the phrase went, ! who
were ambitious of mixing in polite society ' could
not surcly bave done without it.

Inhis final chapter, ¢ On the Tmportauce of the
Crarat in Socicty,’ our author rises almost into
inspiration.  He says that wlen a man of runk
makes his enfrée into a circle of tasteand clegance,
he willsee, after the usual compliments, that his
coat atracts small attention comparcd to the
critical and scrutinising cxamination that will be
made ¢ on the set of lus cravat’ If this be not
correctly and clegantly put on thought, lus coat
be of the reigning fashion, aud S.uitee s most cx-
quisite performaunce, alleyes will be coldly turned
on the fulds of the fatal cravat, bis reception will
be icy ; his name goes down fur ever branded as
that of a bad dresser; he will bo considered an
ignorant pretender ; he will be compelled to suffer
the impertinence of every contemptuous fop ; he
will have to bear in sileuce the perpetual jeering
whisprr s ¢Ie cannot even put on a cravat pro-
perly.

But, on the other hand, the fortunate wearer of
a scientific cravat, a cravat sucamment and cle-
gantly formed, cven although his coat may not
be of the last cut, will mect with a very different
reception,  Every onc will risc and receive him
with marks of distinguished respect.  They will
cheerfully resign their scats tohim; their delighted
eyes will be fixed, upon his well-covered throat;
even though ko talksdownright nonsense, he will
be applauded to the skics, and the remark will be
certain to be made by the best qualificd person
present : ¢ That man has critically studied the
thirty-two lessons on the art of tying the cravat.!

The author conc’udes his volumo with a hint
for persons entering polite society for the first
time, and it is worthy their treasuring up: ¢ The
greatest insult thatcau be offered toaman comme
il faut is to seize him by the cravat.  In thiscase,
blood only can wash out the stain upon tho hon-
our of cither party.'

Without pufling oursclves about the advanced

civilization of ourage, wo can at least, oven from
such a small landmnark as tlis book, see that in
somo things we have at least grown wiscr than
our ancestors,  Fashion is still frivolous, fickle,
and itrational ; but its aberrations are certainly
fuwer aod less absurd ; winle wo have ceased to
try aud mahe were dress a wark of exclusiveness
and sucial distinction.

THE AQUAMARINES.
BY J. Q%48 NONTREAL.
Continued from page 376.

Mrs. Ayton was greatly surprised, when Lucy,
upon her return, gave her a recital of the circum-
stances connccted with the handsome gift which
she had so unexpectedly received, and of course
could not object to her retaining the ornaments,
ag it was fwpossible to return them to the giver,
She soon dismissed tho affair from her mind,
merely thinking of it as tho caprice of a young
man who possessed more moucy than diseretion
in disposing of it.  On Lucy’s sensitivo and moro
youthful heart, the occurrenco left & much deep-
er impression ; ono indeed which was destined to
chango the current of Ler future life.  Tho jewels
scemed to possess o talismanic influence, for
henceforth Lucy was no longer the careless,
merry girl of yore. A shade of deeper thought
now rested on her fair brow, and at times a pen-
sive cxpression lent a softencd beauty to- her
dark blue cyes. When alone, her work would
frequently drop from her hands, and, musing, she
would recail the stranger’s looks, and wonder if
they should ever behold each otheragain.  Often,
at night, when she sought her silent chamber,
Lucy would draw forth the morocco case, and,
opening it, would sit gazing upon i3 contems.
Sto hieeded not their value, but they came from
ono who had pawd involuntary homage to her
beauty, and, womaglike, she could not avoid feel-
ing an interest in oune who so evidently had ad-
mtred ber. Who was he? Wbhat his name ?
Had his hfe been gilded by tho sunshine of do-
mestic happiness,or had the stormsand clouds of
a wayward fate swept over the horizon of hisex-
istence? Too much she feared the latter had
been his lot] Would ho never revisit these
shores again? Wero they fated to meet again?
Such wero the questions Lucy asked in vain,
rnd many were the conjecturcs which arose in
her mind regarding the quict foreiguer, whom
sho had seen for a short moment, and whose brief
message seemed to crave her sympathy for some
carly grief which had left its shadow in thosc ex-~
pressive dark cyes. The only answer to them
all was contained in the bright jewels which she
beld in her hand; and as she continued to Jook
at them, the pale sca-green gems whispered to
ber of the dangers of the stormy deep, and in
fancy she beheld the huge billows, and leard the
Joud winds roaring as they tossed about the ves-
s¢l which bore hum away, further and further,
and fervent prayers for his safety rose in her
beart. Nor was this all. There was one who
had for many years been devoutly attached to
Lucy. Frank Seclden, the cousin of her friend
Margaret, n yonog lawyer, fast rising to eminence,
ouly waited ull it was in his power to provide s
home suitable to his ishes, and then he intend-
cd to declare his Jove and ask Lucy to share it
witit lum. At the approaching marriage, Lucy
was to be bridesmaid, aud Margaret had arranged
it so that Frank should bo groomsman. ¢ You
know, dear Lucy, one wedding brings another,”
sho archly remarked when apprising her of this
arrangement. That thoy were intended for each
otlier was the general remark; and Lucy, per-
haps unconsciously to herself, had acquiesced in
the opinston of her friends. Selden had been a
visitor at thewr bouse for many years, and Lucy
could not but acknuwledge that ber lover pos-
scssed all those qualities calculated to ensure do-
mestic kappiness to her who consented to sharo
hislot. Frank Scldea could not fail to obscrve
tho alteration which had taken place in Lucy's
manner; aiad with a lovers watchful cye, ho
noticed with pain that bis society no longer af-
forded her tho same pleasure as formerly, and ho
tried in vain to ascertsin the cauvso of that
thoughtfal expression which sosuddenly replaced
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the air of girlish gaicty which her youtbful faco
had bitherto worn.

CHAPTER Iif.

It was a lovely moonlight summer cvening, and
Frank Sclden and Lucy walked togother in the
garden, Thoy wero about to re-cnter tho houso
when Frank, in an earncsttone of voice, exclaim-
ed, “ Lucy stay ono momeat longer. I camo
hither to-night to learn iny fute.  Will you bemy
wife, dear Luey, and it will bo tho endcavour of
1wy faturo lifo to make you happy ¥ Though
Lucy’s mind might have been prepared for the
wvowal which Frank now made, she felt startled
and surprised, and conflicting cmotions filled her
heart, among which, cscem for tho stetling
qualitics of her lover, and admiration of his
talents, wero conspicuous. But did shoe lovo him
with thatdeepth ot atfection whicli alone couldin-
sure happiness in wedded lifo?  Alas for Lucy!
A pair of earnest dark cyes mot hers, but they
wero not thoso of Frank Selden. Tho deep tones
of a well remembered voice rang in her cars,
and a form only onco secn, but uatorgotten, rose
phantomlike between her and the lover who
pleaded his cause with such manly sincerity.
Overcome by contending cmotions, Lucy, pale
and trembling, leant against the pillarof the por-
tico for support.

¢ Frank,” sho at length exclaimed, # I esteem,
1 admiro you, but I fear I do not love you as you
deserve.”

¢ I shall bo perfectly content with that degree
of affection you can bestow upon me, dear Lucy,
provided no otbershares your love. That could
not cndere.  But I shall not hurry you; at
another timo I shall hear your decision, and oh!
remember that the futuroweal or wooof ono who
loves you dearly depends upon your answer.”

Lucy bowed her head in silence, and Frank,
after bidding her an affectionate good night, took
his departure.  Lucy sought ker quiet chamber,
and in itg solitudo tried to regain her composuro.
A few short weeks ago, had Frank asked her to
become his wifo it is probable that her answer
would have been unhesitatingly given. She
had estcemed and admired, perbaps sho also
thought that shio had loved him; but there were
depths in fair Lucy’s heart which had till lately
been unknown, and which aromantic~and Lucy
to herself confessed a foolish—attachment foran
utterstranger with whom she had neverexchanged
asingle word had awakened, and whomin all pro-
bability she might never again behold. Whata
strange riddlo is a wornan's heart! She remains
cold and insensible to the faithful tried affection
of ycars, which has endurcd through sunshine
and storm, through joy acd sorrow, and yiclds
her undying love to cuc who comes suddenly
across her path and to whose keeping shio en-
tragte her future hoppiness without a doubt or
fear. Long sat Lucy, silent and absorbed, and
the tearsdropped fast and unheeded upon the pale
gems which sho beld ju her hand and dimwed
their lustre,

% No, it is impossible,” she at length cxclaim-
¢d, ¢ I cannot, must not wed Frank Selden. A
short time ago, T know not what my answer
might bave been, But ah! how foolish, how
vain am I to dream for a single moment that wo
shall ever behold cach other again! That he
will ever return from his distant homo to make
mo his bride. Strango delusion! But I can
never becomo tho wifo of one man while my heart
is filled with the jmago of another.”

CHAPTER 1V.

Fifteen years have sped away and with their
joys and sorrows have passed over fair Lucy's
head, and sho is still anwedded. Many besides
Frank Sclden havo wooed, but no ono as yct has
won her. She is no longer the fair young girl we
1ast beteld her, but shoisstill a lovely woman, for
she belongs toaland whero therose bloomsgon the
cbeek at an age when it has fled forever tho
moro fragilo beauties of less temperato climes,
Sho is now a dignified woman, though her man-
ner yet retains mueh of its girlish simplicity
upited to thequict sclf-possesion of maturo years.
Her blue cyes beam as kiadly as ever, and her
sunny ringlets are as luzuriant as when wo last
saw her. Many wonder why Lucy is still un-

married, but sho laughingly ovades the badinage
of lier intimato friends who rally her on this sub-
iect. Her socioty is solight as cagerly as over,
and a legacy unexpectedly bequeathied by a dis-
tant relativo has placed tho mother and daughter
in afllucnt circumstances, and reinstated them in
their former position in tho world, Margaret is
now as gincero o friond as of old. Somo half
dozen urching cluster round her table, and her
husband, Mr, Seymour has secured by industry a
handsome competence.  Theirmansion is stately
and furnighed in costly style, aud Mrs. Seymour’s
fotes aro distinguished fur their elegance and
tho agreeablo society to bo met there. Mr.
Seymour is now seated at tho breakfast-tablo
and holds a letter in his hand which bears o
foreign post-mark, and from which, agboleisurely
reads and sips his coffee, wo shall tako the Lib-
erty of making an cxtract.

# Many thanks, dear Seymour, for your friend-
1y cpistlo which rcached me lately, aud which
has had the cffect of hastening mo to tako a step
which I have long had in contemplation. I am
weary of this life of exile from my nativo country
aud long to inkale its fresh breezes as ardently
83 cver Swiss sighed to behold his mountain
home again. This eastern land, gorgeous though
its scenery may be, has becomo distasteful, and I
desiro to minglo among my own countrymen, for
here [ lead tho life of a solitary, and often for
weeks at a time, do not cven hear tho ac-
cents of my native tongue. I posses wealth
sufficient to gratify my moderate wishes; and
I would return to wy own country beforo
this cnervating climate has rendered me inca-
pablo of enjoying the fruits of my industry and
sclf-denial. For, Scymour, you must recollect
that I am no longer & young man, though at
forty I can hardly consent to be termed old.
Blessed as you are with the society of a wife and
children, you can hardly sympatbhiso in tho lone-
liness of my lot, or understand how ardently I
desire to possess a home, a domestic hearth)—and
a vision comes across my sight of one who, I
fondl{ fancy, might havo rendered that abodo an
earthly paradise. My dear fricad, wo havo each
had our drcam of happiness, and yours, fortu-
nately for yourself, has been realized, Do mnot
smile, and Ishall tell you mine, dim and shadowy
though it may be. Do you rcmember the last
time I visited England for a short time, now
fiftcen years ago? Tho very day upon wfxich 1
sailed for India, by the merest chanco I met a
fair girl, whose momory still haunts me, and
whose lovely face, blooming and youthful as it
then wag, beams upon my mental vision like
that of an angel, cstranged as I bave lived from
the charms of femalo socioty and surrounded
only by tho dusky natives of this castern coun-
ty. I learnt her name, but that was all; and
bad not my word been pledged that I should sail
that very day, I would have learnt more of one
who so deeply interested me, and’ if I can read
aright the espression of woman's ¢ye tho pre-
possession was mutual. Never sball I forget tho
cmbarrassed air, the bright blush which suffused
her modest faco a3 she cncountered my too ad-
miring gaze, for I could not conceal the sudden
feeling with which I was inspired. Ier namo
was——DBut no! T shall not cven write, When
Isco you I shall tell you more, and you will assist
mo to realise this drcom which I have cherished
for so many years; though faint and shadowy is
the hopo that I shall find her unwedded, for sho
was not ono to remain unsought; and the ua-
known stranger who passed from ber sight like
the shifling form of a kaleidoscopo must quickly
have faded from her memory. Fivo years after
my return to Indis, I codeavoured again to
obtain lIeave of nbscnce, but death had been busy
among my superiors in officoand I was compelled
to remaiu. Besides I feared to encounter the
almost certain  disappointment, which would
await my caquiries, and I almost preferred to
linger on in uncerlainty to braving the alter-
nativo of having my hopes annihilated, Had I
scen other faces, many perhaps as fair bat nono
80 attractive to me, perhaps the impression then
made might have gradually been cffaced, or
another might havo taken its place ; but solitary
and ualoved as I bavo lived, that chanco meet-
ing ig the brightest incident of my past life, and

ono which memory nover tires of recalling, I
think I sco you smile, Scymour, at your friond
thue rearing & superstructuro of happiness upon
such an acrial foundation, but novertheless I
cling to hope. At all cvents I shall purchaso
an cstato in your immediato neighbourhiood, and
scttle down, at least as a solitary old bachelor,
if not as a Benedict, and wo shall talk over thoso
days wo spent toget’ 2r in boyhood. Beforo this
reaches you, I shall have sailed for England, so
adigu till wo mco? thero.”

“ My dear,” said Mr. Seymour, as he concluded
tho cpistlo and his coffeo at tho samo time, % Des-
borougl, whom you Lave so frequently heard mo
mention is on his way to England, Ilo is g
splendid fellow, if fifteen years Lavo not greatly
allcred bim. I am delighted to think that wo
shall Lavo him for neighbour. e is wealthy, and
hints at tho possibility of marrying and sottling
down besido us. Ho cherishics somo romantic
recollections concerning & lady whom Lo met
many years ago, but of whom ho has not since
heard. Pity that his affections aro engaged.
Desborough is precisely the man that I would
havo choson for ourfastidious friend Lucy Ayton,
both in respect to years and excellence of dis-
position. But I am no matclimaker. I leave
such affairs to you ladies. When he arrives, I
trust you will invite some of our fricnds to meet
Lim, and wo maust givo him a cordial welcome
home again. Poor Desborough, the history of
his carlier years is very sad. A rebellion sud-
denly broke out in thoe remote province of which
his father held the military command, and the
whole family wero barharously murdered with
tho exception of Chatlic who was in England at
the time, rcceiving his education at the samo
collego I attended, Tho sudden and awful
bereavement which left him alono in the world
wrought a great chango in tho bitherto bright
and cheerful boy; and I well remember how
clumsily I tried every stratagem, but in vain, to
stca! him away from brooding over hiz deep
seated grief. Since then, a shade of melancholy
has rested on his fine, expressive countenance,
Sinco his carly loss bo has never bad the happi-
ness of possessing a cheerful home, for he receive
cd an appointment as soon as his studics were
completed, and by his own account sinco then
must bave led a sadly isolated life. I hope he
may at length meet somo ono worthy of his
affections, and that wo may resumo the friendly
intercourge which bas been interrupted for so
many years,”

CHAPTER V.

Lucy Ayton stood beforo the large mirror in
her dressing room, attired for a féte which was
to tako placo that cveniog at the residence of
Mrs. Scymour. She looked very lovely, Her
robo of mauve brocaded silk, whose rich folds
swept thoe floor, harmonised well with her fair
complexion and displayed to advantago the
faultless symme*sy of ber arms and shoulders.
Her light brown haic fell inluxuriant ringlets, and
was unadorned by flower or gem. A casket of
jewels lay upon tho table beside her, and she
opened it to select somo ornament with which to
complete Lier toilet. One trinket after another
was looked at, thea carclessly cast aside, till her
band came in contact with a crimson morocco
case, and opening it, Lucy remained standing,
silently gazing upon tho conicnts, while an
absent, dreamy expression stolo into her dark
bluo cyes. Some event of tho past appeared to
bo suddenly conjured up by a sight of the
jewels, Tho recollection, whatever it might be
was sad yet pleasing, for sho sighed sofuly and
then o smile flitted over her face.

« «Tig along, longtime, "sho cxclaimed, “since
havo worn these ornaments ; but I shall wear them
onco moro to-night. Oh! much would I give to
know what has been the fato of tho donor, 'Tis
now certain that wo shall never meet again.
So many years bave fled away sinco that day,
and yet tho personal appearance of the stranger
is as vivid in my recollection, as if I had seen
him but yesterday. Alas! thace palo gems are
all that remain to mo of that sw.ot dream of my
youih, and Lucy clasped tho bracelot on her arm
and placed tho jowelled dropg 1 her small ears.
Tho carriage was anmounced; aud entering it
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Lucy soon arrived at her destination. Mrs,
Seymour’s handsomo suito of apartments wero
brilliantly illuminated, and Lucy was among tho
ficst arrivals.  Fora timosho conversed with her
friend till tho numerons gucsts who pourced in
demanded tho attention of the lostess. The
children, with whom Lucy was an cspecial
favourite, were waiting an apportunity to steal
her away in order to display to_her somo new
toys they had lately received ; and surroonded by
tho merry troupe, she passed onward to Mrs.
Seymour’s boudoir, which a8 as vot uninvaded.
Lucy scated lerself on a couch, while the
children gathered around her, and hcr. littlo
namesake climbed up besido her, and laid her
curly head upon Lucy's shoulder,

Engaged with the children, the timo passed
unheeded, till Mrs. Seymour’s voico at the dvor
onquiring for Miss Ayton aroused her, ]

& Yes, Margaret,” 1 am here, © and those child-
ren must plead my excase fur running away, and
deserting you" Lucy now obsprvcd that o
gentlowan followed Mrs. Seymour into the room.

« Miss Ayton, allow mo to present a particular
fricnd of my husband's, Mr. Desborough, who bas
lately returned from Yuslg,” said Mr.r Seymour.
As Lucy, disengaging L.rself from the children,
roso from tho sofa, for tho first timo she raised her
eyes to tho stranger's face, and o bewildered,
slartled ook of recognition instantly followed,
whilo as sho silently bent ber head in roturn to
his satutation, the cloquent colour zgountcd to her
faic brow, and then receding as quickly, left her
faco as pale as marble. If Lucy was thus
strangcly agitated at the introduction, Mr. Des-
borough was not less so. The sunburnt hue of
his complexion beeamo of ~ deeper tint, while
his quick cye, with alightoi ¢ glance rccogm§ed
and rested for a moment, upon the bracelet whxph
encircled her arm, 2nd a proud and joyous smile
lit up his countenance.

#] wwas not aware that you and Miss Agton
had been previously acquainted,” said Mrs. Sey-
tnour, greatly astonished at the very cvident
though dursb signs of recogaition which had
fullowed the introduction.

« Miss Ayton and I bave seen cach othier only
once before this evening,” replied Mr. Desborough,
for Lucy hLad lost the power of specch.  “'Tis
many years age,” ho added, in & voice of emo-
tion, “ but I trust that sufficicnt time baselapsed,
to enable Miss Ayton to forgive the presumption
of which I was then guilty.” . o

# Miss Ayton is of a very forgiving disposi-
tion,” replied Mrs. Seymour, for Lucy continucd
silent, #and your offence must have been very
grave indeed if it has not long ero now been
pardoned.  So, as this little afluir is now ami-
cably settled, we shall return to the company, and
Miss Ayton in token of entire forgiveness will
honour you with her hand for the next dance.”

No matter how gently time deals with us, 6
teen years will bave made some changes upon
the handsomest form and tho most attraclive
face, and to sther cyes than those of Lucy, the
recogaitionmight nat havebeen so instantancous.
Charlee Desborongh was still o fino looking
roan, in tho prime of life with his raven lucks
unmixed with grey and his dark eyes as expres-
sivo as ever. Bot to Luey, as she ventured a
second glance, tho figure had grown more com-
manding, and the mouth had acquired a ficmer,
more decided expreseion than belunged to the
hero of her youthful dreams.

Ag, in obedienco to Mrs, Seymour’s request,
they proceeded down stairs, Desborough felt the
bhand tremblo which rested so lightly on his
arm, and when he addressed Miss Ayton her
timid eyes dranped beneath the long lashics, and
her voice when che answered was low and tre-
mulous. Thry did nnt seek to jein the dancers,
for neither were in a monod to participate in the
gay scepo within - Feelinga that had lain buricd
in their hearts for yeare were suddenly re-awak-
ened, and both felt that thie weeting would
decide their fature destinies. A door stood open
which conducted to the Iawn, It was s mild
summer eveuing, and Desborough and Lucy
passed out into the silent night.

The fote was over, the guests bad departed,
ond Mrs. Seymoir osud Lucy remained the
golo occupants of tho descrted ball room,

They wero seated together on a couch,and Lucy
looked very happy though Ler faco was pale, and
bore cvident traces of recent emotion.

¢ Ilow wonderfully ovonts come nbout in this
chinngeablo world,” said Mrs, Scymour. * Dear
Lucy, you deserve all your present happiness as
tho reward of your unparalleled constaney. I
littlo imagiucd that the unknown stranger who
1ook your heart off with him to foreign lands,
aod Charles Desborough, my husband's friend
from boyhood, and whom he never tires praising,
were the samo. So, after all-you are tho
heroine of quito a romauce of your own, and I
sincerely congratulate you upoa i bappy con-
clusion. Strange, that under your calm cxterior
and placid manner feelings so strong and un-
changeable should be concealed, Sirango that
tho silent chanco mcoting of a fow moments
should influcnco tho current of a wholo hfe, and
stranger still that I never suspected tho causo of
poor Sclden’s refusal, when my mind was so
set upon tho match. You will bo a handsome
couple, and as Mr. Desborough has decided to
remain in this neighborbood wo shall still con-
tinue near cach other,

Lucy Ayton is now Mrs. Desborough, happy
and beloved as one so good and fair deserves to
be, Her Lusband adores her, and all tho lux-
uries that wealth can procure are hers; but
though Desborough has lavisbeu upon his wifo
gews 0” Oriental splendour, she possesses jewels
linked with dear metnories of the past which she
prizes above them all; and when sho wishes to
Yook lovcliest in her husband’s cyes and desires
to recall the day upon which they first met, sho
casts all others asido and decks herself with the
long treasured and much prized Aquamarines,

“ A SCRIMMAGE WITH A TIGER.

n ARLY ono morning during February last,
as Isat in my verandaly at carly tea, I re-
ceived a basty note from my friend Captais, H.,
intimating that & “kill” having taken place at
Telowlie, some four miles off, he proposed looking
up the tiger, and gave mo due notice, in caso §
wished to sharo the fun.

Of course 1 was soon ready to be off, and dis-
patched my servants, with a swall battery of
breech and barrel loaders, to II’s bubngalow,
waiting his arrival with what paticnce I might.
At ted o'clock hio rode up, bringiog o camel for
my uso; and the clepbants and beaters having
gono out abead, we cantered on leisurcly.

An bour’s eagy riding brought us to the rendez-
vous, where a pretty and cxciting scenc greeted
us,

Under the manguo-trees were grouped about
cighty-six beaters, clephants, Sowars, belonging
tv 1's regiment, and volunteers from tho village,
all eager for tho work, and breathing out death
and destruction to the tiger, which they affirmed
to be one I bad fullowed and lost twe years
before.  After some talk and differcnce of opinion
as to tho best way of working the jungle, H. and
1 started on fout fur the * mool,” where we arran-
ged to post oursclves as the hilelest place for the
tiger breaking cover, I clambered up one treo
and another, and when convenicntly seated, sent
Lach word fur the beaters to cummence pruceed-
ings; which they speedly did in their usual
fashion, kicking up noise enough to rouse the
moanes of overy defunct cow in the district.
Shuuling, beating tom-toms, blowing horns, and,
in short, makiog such hullabaloo as only natives
can make, and which was calculuted to dnve
uici & tiger from it lair, 18 strangely exciung.

Tu a short timo the nuise begas to tako cffece:
deer of varivus surts break and gallop past, now
one of ho protty Shelul, ot spotted deer, now a
lordiy Sawba, nuw a Nilgaa, now a couplo of pea-
fuwl, the last runs closoto the ground. Somctimes,
if a jungle is a littlo open, tuo tiger can bo seen
fur o cunsidcralle timo before coming within
shot, and then, as with straiming cyes you watch
him stealthily cat-like creep, how the nerves
tingle, and what speculation as to whether the
first chanco will be yours crowd on the brain!

Man isa sclish animal at ol tizvs, butnever morg |

so than when hunting, # Evory man for him-
sclf” is surcly the hunter's motto; and tho best
temaper in the world would show n rough side
when the chances of a good shot are balked.

Our first #“draw” was a blank, so wo held
counsel with our ally, tho village kadoor, as to
thio next move, and finally clected to try another
patch of jungle.

H. and I scrambled to our new trees, and I
was busily cmployed lighting my pipe when I
heard a whisper below me, and looking down
descried IL, gesticulating violently. Slipping
down, I beard,—

“Look sharp, tho tiger's a foot; we must get
back.” .

Back we went, scrambling into tho best trees
wo could find; mine was a miscrablo sapling,
tho cffort to perch on which gave mo cramp,and
nearly upset mo in moro ways thau one.

Bang, jingle, roar, shrick, went tho beaters;
and then I forgot my misory. Suddeuly I heard
the firing of o rifle-shot near, followed by a low
whistle, tho signal th-.. tho tiger was hit. Down
H. aod I jumped, making for the elephant, to
follow up tho wounded animal. But the first
shot, fired by oneof tho Sowars, had been mortal ;
and so, having put a couplo of barrelsinto her to
make certain, we lugged a fine full-grown tigress
outof tho scrub. Thiswas not bad. But we knew
the male was near somewlere, 80 another beat
wag arranged; and the coolics had scarcely
cleared their throats, when out bounded a
splendid tiger. I had tto first chanco bat
could not get a shot; and beforo tho bruto was
witbin my range, a Sowar fired a saap shot that
hit him bard, though too far back to bo fatal.
Ho wag then just under my tree, and the chal-
lenge he roared back actually scemed to shako
me; on ho crashed through the bushes, disappear-
ing from our sight,

Stealthily descending, we gave him timo to lio
down, aud then, mouutiog tho clephants, followed
him, My luck was in the ascendant now, as be-
fore wo had gone a couple hundred yards, I
caught sight of the tiger crouchimg under tho
thick foliage of a corrunchur bush. Puinting him
out to 1., I fired right and left, and as hemade no
sign, I concluded I Lad finished lum off, but H.,
thiuking not,and that he was ouly sulking, gave
an ounco ball with one of Jacob’s shells; the
effect was startling, to say the least of it: with
& roar liko thunder, be wmade at us. There was
no use firing ; he was desperate,~mad with rage
and pajn.  Before wo knew well -vhat wo might
expect, he was on the clephant, aud, «hough too
badly wounded to make a spring, was clinging
round the animal's off fore-leg with no luving
ewbrace. Then began a struggle I can never
forget: tho clephant trying to kncel upon his
antagonist, botl roaring, belluwing, & 1d writh-
ing together, while II. and I, holdingon™.c grim
death, wero making franticcfurts to get a shot
gt bim under the elephants’s belly.

At last, gathering strength for a deatb-spring,
the tiger putled the clephaunt vver, and down wo
all came. I was stuaned, but have a fainb re-
membrance of the horrible heap rolling in the
dust together, aud H. pulling me up after ho had
fired o fiuishing shot. Then wo rolled bebind
some bushes, while the c¢lepbant dashed off
straight for home, trinmnpeting furivusly.

Not caring to risk a closer acyuaintance with
our gallant fricnd until sure that he was not only
stunned or stupefied, which is sometimes the
case, wo made s long circuit, and, coming up
with the beaters, brouglit back a party to secure
the ‘iger.

Qur precaution was unnecessaty; ho was
quile dead, and a fiuer fellow I never saw,—mea-
suring ten feet cleven inches, and with a hide
Like a thoroughbred's.

We returned to vur bungulows to discuss pale
ale and sandwich, of course, and to smoke a pipo
in honour of vur safe return, congratulating our-
selves on our good fortune, and thanking God for
Laviog spared our lives in 5o dangerous ag en-
counter.

Ouar clephant was mos frightfully mauled in
tho scrimmago : it wasg after six months of most
carcful nursing that we got her well s and I date
say sho is ready now to mect another tiger,
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TO CANADA.

Deanland of tho lako and tho forest,
Green valloy and pino covered hill;

Tho Jand of tho broad rolling river,
And softly meaudering rill!

Thou beautiful land of tho maple,
Thy lovo I8 enshrined fn each heart;

And tenderand fond aro tho feolings
‘Thy grandeur and beauty impart.

. Yes! strong aro tho links ofaffection
‘Flat bind thy brave children to theo;
Aud bold are the spirite, and foarless,
That guard theo, fuir laud of tho freo!

0, long may thon prosper and flourlsl,
And bloom with tho vigour of youth;
Afay thy shores be tho bulwark oz freedon—
Thosbrino of religion and truth.

And lorg may tho flag of our fathers
Float proudly o’cr forcst und dome—-
Theglory, tho pride and tho xgls
Of overy Canadian home.

And over may peaco and contentmont
Within thy green borders abide;

Whilo thostrcamsoftby commerce ¢xpanding
Flow on in a rich, golden tide.

But should tho stern trumpet of bettlo
Asako thoo to warfaro again,

Then woo to the ruthless invader
‘That dares thy free soil to profanc.

Then tho flag of our fathers unfolding,
We'll meet tho rash foe on the strand,

To combat and couquer liko frecmen,
Or dio for our beautiful land!

C. W, Feb. 1st., 1566. 8. AL

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

AOTHOR OF THE “ RO5S OF “RIDE,” ‘¢ PABSION AND
PRINOIPLE,” * THE ABBEY OF RATHMORE,"” KT0.

Continued from paye 379,
CHAPTER VIil. THE DISCOVERY.

« What do you think of that portrait, Miss
Carlyle? it scems to }Posscss 60mo very great
attraction for you,” was a rcmark which Guy
Stanley nddressed to Gertrude, as one day hogat
watching her whilo showas reading to tho young
Buronet, and saw her glanco frequently up atthe
full-length picture of tho late Lady Stanloy,
which was huug opposito the invalid’s cough,

« J think it is very lovely; tho expression of
tho facois charming. It dues, as yousay,attract
my cyes, insensibly ; the interest I fecl initisun-
accountable.”

I will wll you why you like to look at it,
Miss Carlyle; it ishecauso it is so \ike yourself,’
remarked Sir Alfred, guyly. “ It ylmost apswers
tho purpose of a xeirror, in wluch you can seo
your own fawr imago reflected.  Have you ucver
observed tho likeness, Unclo Guy "

4 1 cannot say that I have” replicd Captain
Stanley, slowly looking nlicraately at the guver-
ness and the portrait; “but certainly thero is a
resemblance; I wonder it never struck me be-
foro ; probably becauso I so seldom louk at Lady
Stanley’s portrast.”

« 1f you were lying hero all day long with it
hanging just opposite to you, you could'nt help
looking at it remarked the young heir petu-
lantly, ¢ 1 saw the rescmblanco betweon that
portrait and Miss Carlyle tho very day she came
to tho Hall; Berthaalﬂ(: observed it, and spoke
to mo of st.  Suppose she ghould be thelostchild
of Six Rowland! she would then bo our cousin,
Would not you like that, Uncle Guy? I should
:mmensely ; ther I might cull her Cousin Ger-
trude, instead of Miss Carlylo; it would be less
formal”? )

Tho lost child of Sic Rowland! What a start~
ling interest theso words possessed for the gover-
aess) What bright hopes they suddenly awaken-

c¢d! “YWhen did Sir Rowland Stacley loso a
child?" sho asked eagerly.

% Qh, o long timo sinco; when i ~vas about
two years old.”

% And how old aro you now?”

# Past seventeen,”

“ Just ono year younger than I am; now
strango!”

Guy Stanloy was carnestly watching tho vary-
ing cxpression of Gertrude's face, which betrayed
every-passing thought.

“ What scems strunge, Miss Carlyle,” bo asked
with interest,

« That tho ago of this child and mino seem to
agree, aud I, oo, am o lost child,” gho replicd,
swiling.

#Wero you also stolen away from your
parents {” asked Sir Alfred, in surprise.

¢ Perbaps I should not say stolen. I do not
rightly understand how it was, but I havo lately
learned that tho person with whom I lived for
several years was pot my mother, This sho re-
vealed 1o mo on her death-bed. Sho also said
that oy pareats lived in England.”

# A very singular coincidenceindeed 1" observ-
cd Guy Stanley, a deoper interest growing into
ins handsome face. ¢ Sir Rowland's littledaugh-
terwas just three yearsold whenslio disappeared ;
sho would bo about cighteen now.”

“ Mamwms, mawmu, come herol” cried Sir
Alfred, eagerly calling to his stgtely mother,
who was engaged writing at tho otber endof tho
gallery, @ Ouly think,” ho continued us she ap-
proachied his couch, ¢ Miss Carlylo wag stolen
away from England when sho was quite young.
Sho must certamly bo tho missing ctuld of Sic
Rowland Stanley ; don't you thiuk so, Mamma 3*

A mingled expression of auger and approhica-
sion clouded tho fuco of Lady Stanley as sho ob-
served haughtily, “What an absurd assertion,
Altred! Miss Carlyle bag heard tho swr{ of the
lost child from somo of tho servauts, and she likes
to imagine herself that child.”

The flush of rcsentment roso to tho brow of
Gertrudo at this imperuncnt remark, and an in-
diguant reply trembled on her hips, but sho felt
her dependent situation and was silent.

¢ What reason have you to suppose you aro
tho lato Baronet's daughter 2" asked the Mistress
of Stauley Hall, inno pleasantaccents, addressing
thu governess,

“ Becauso the o is a strange similarity between
between her futo and mine.”

¢ In what respect? pray explain,”

Gertrudo related the death-bed disclosuro of
Mrs. Elwood,

Thoe Italian listencd attentivcly, a dceper
interest expressed in her faco thaa she was her
self awaro of,

# But there i3 no reason to suppose that this
woman—this Xrs, Elwood—stolo you frum your
parests; your mother might havo beren oblged
to1 ;}cscrt. you, for reasons best knuwn to Ler-
self.”?

¢ Tho crimson of shamo flooded tho face of
Gertrudo at this coarso josiauativn, and, unable
to contain ber indigoation, ghe rcwaiued gilent
a fow moments, not during o trust Licr voico in
reply. At leugtl tho words Mrs. Tlwoud as-
sured mo that I had no reason to blush for my
mother,” bruke haughtily fiom her.,

¢ But, there is no proof that y our are Gertrude
Staaley, and in & court of justico proof is every-
thing to cstablish your claim.”

¢ 1 lay no claim to ho Gertrude Stanley ; and
yet I assert that between the two cases thero is
a singular coincidence,” said Gertrude, quictly.

& So therois,” broke in Sir Alfred, ¢ even your
namo i3 the samo as my lost cousin’s. Don't
you think that is, ia jtsclf, remarkable, Mamma 7”

« Notat all, thero are many persons called
Gertrudo in tho world,” was his mother's curt
reply. ¢ What sort of person was Mrs. Elwood,”
sho asked, turning to tho governess,

?‘: I havo her likeness; would you wish to see
HY Y

Guy Staoley was silently watching his sister-
in-law during this conversation, and ho gaw a
look of the deepest interest on her dark stern face
at this joformation.

% 1 should like to scoit,” she replied cagerly,
“in order {0 figd out whether it agrecs with the

description given of tho woman who wag sup-
posed to havo stolen tho child from tho Hall.”

Gertrudo now, in complianco with Lady
Stanley’s wishes, went to her own room to got
Mra. Elwwod’s likeness,

¢ This i3 rather a gingnlar affair, Guy,” her
Ladyship resuined, as Gertrudo 1eft the picture-
gallery.

¢ Very; thero scems little doubt that Miss
Carlyle is our lost relative #

“ You como to that ~onclusion too readily;
for my part 1 think it is w1 ectful talo invented
by this desiguing girl, Ledy Stanley observed
angrily.

# I do not agreo with you,” said her brother-
in-law indignant’v; ¢ I believe Miss Carlylo i3 in-
capablo of such artifico ag you attribute to her.”

¢ Sho has won you over to her cause, I per-
ccive, but whatever sho may choose to assert, or
whatever you or others may believe, thero is no
proof’; this Mrs. Elwood is dead, and dead peoplo
tell no tales,” and LadyStanlcyﬁaughed unpleas-
antly, whilo thore wad an irropressibfo gleam of
triumph ju ber oyesas they dutiantly et Oaptain
Stanley’s.

Gertrudo now returned to say she could not
find tho likeness ; sho was afrnid she bad left it
in Montreal,

“ It i3 of no conscquence” remarked Lady
Stanley, looking cvidently relieved, * Even if
Mes. Elwood’s likeness did rescrable tho descrip-
tion of the \ruman, what proofis there in that—
strangers 8o often look Jiko cach other.”

¢ But to me thero i3 a very strong proof in tho
resemblanco Miss Carlylo bears to the Jute Lady
Stauley,” observed Guy, pointing to the portrait.
 Hus it cscaped your observation.”

“1 cannot seo any likeness; MMiss Qarlyle's
features aro not s0 finely cut, her eyes afo aot
tho same colour.”

¢ But tho expression i3 the same,” persisied
Guy, ¢ tho longer you look at tho two faces, 1he
stronger grows tho resemblance between thewm,”

¢ I cannot seo it,” and Lady Stanley spoke In
a cold decided manner which scemed intended to
check all further romarks of her brother-in-
law's,

 There are pono so blind as those who will
not see,” thought the young officer, as ho with-
drew to & window aud stood there for somo & ac
apparently looking out upon tho ocear, but lust
in thought,

Aa hour afterwards Gertrude was welkiog
alung tho beach with her young pupils, when,
to her gurprise, Captain Stanley Joined her,

 Here, Bel and Cors, you scawper off and
gather mo sumo pretty shells near tbat white
saud-bank yonder,” and, having thus got rid of
his little grand-nieces, Guy, ST‘"L" addreszing
the {'}uvcmess, asked if sho could get Mes, El-
woud 3 likeness from Ajonireai,

“ X do nut know whether Me, Elwood i3 there
00w ; I fear a letter would not reach him,as 1do
not know his address.”

 Was tho likeness taken when Mrs Elwoud
was young o

 Yes, beforo she was married.”

8o much the betfer. You can, I suppose, de-
scribo what sho louked like, Tho woman who
stolo tho littlo Gertrude was pretty, with fair
halr, bluc eyes, and petito figure. Would that
description correspond with Mes, Elwood's 9”

« Exactly with the likeness, which was taken
somo years sincu.”

“ It seems to mo that my haughty sister-in-
law {s unwilling to admit that there really is
good reason to belicvo you aro tho daughter of
Sir Rowland Stanley. It is to her intercst to
prevent, if possible, any fuvestigation of thoaffair,
Tholarge f. tuno belosging to the late Baronets
daughter would bave to bo given up should that
daughter como to claim it. ButXam also deeply
interested in tho yuatter, fou if it can bo proved
that you are Gertrudo Stanley, it will give mo
another, and & very dear wousiv,” and Guy'scyes
met Gertrude's with an expression tbat gent a
thrill of deliglt glancing through her frame.
# “hero mey bo sowe etter in Elwood's posses-
sion,” ho continued, after a moments silence,
“ which might throv, some light upon this affair.
I will go t9 London by tho night-{rain, and sce
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Ruthvin, the late Baronet's solicitor. He will
advise what is best to be done.”

“ How very kind of you to take so much trou-
ble!” said Gertrude, gratefully,

“ Don’t thank me; did I not say I was acting
from selfish motives. A steamer leavesfor Quebec
to-morrow. If Ruthvin thinks it best, I will go
myself across the Atlantic in secarch of this El-
wood. In an interview I could learn more than
by letter.”

Gertrude did not again thank Captain Stanley,
but her bright eyes expressed gratitude, and, it
might be, something more tender, for the young
man took her hand, and kissed it passionately.

At this moment, Bel and Cora came running
back quite out of breath, the sea-brecze blowing
their golden curls about their pretty faces, which
wore a disappointed and vexed look.

“ There were no shells where you sent us,
Uncle Guy, not one—not even & single shelll”
exclaimed Cora, the youngest little one, shaking
her curly head positively.

« Ob, you didn't look well—you didn’t take
time to find them, Cora. Better luck next time.
Run away, and try again.”

“What do you want the shells for Uncle Guy 7”
gravely inquired Bel.

“ Oh, I don’t know ; perhaps to take away
with me when I join my ship next month. They
would help to ornament my cabin in the Ariadne,”
be replied laughing.

“1 don't believe you want the shells, Uncle
Guy, and I know why you sent us to look for
them,” continued Bel, looking very wise; ¢ you
just wanted to get us away so that you might
speak to Miss Carlyle, and kiss her hand! ahal
we saw you, Uncle Guy! didn’t we Bel ?” broke
in little Cora, with a merry laugh.

 Yes,” responded Bel, “and when Grand-
mamme. again asks if Uncle Guy joined us in our
walks, I know what I shall tell her. I cannot
say no again, can I Miss Carlyle?” and the little
lady looked archly at her governess.

“ You can tell her what you like, Miss Bel,”
said Captain Stanley, angrily, for he felt annoyed
at finding that his sister-in-law kept a surveil-
lance over his actions.

¢ Well, if it vexes you, I shall not say a word
about it, dear Uncle Guy ; but, then, what shall
Idoif Grandma asks me,” remarked Bel, with
a puzzled look. ¢TIt wouldn't be right to tell a
lie I am sure, would it, Miss Carlyle,” and the
child looked appealingly at her governess.

“ Certainly not, Bel; you can tell your Grand-
mamma that Captain Stanley joined us in our
walk this evening.” .

¢ And only this evening,” joined in Cora, very
gravely ; “and it was not much harm, I think.
Did it make you angry, Miss Carlyle,” she asked
innocently.

“ No,” replied Gertrude, smiling, as she met the
laughing glance of Captain Stanley. .

“ You like Uncle Guy, don't you, Miss Car-
Iyle,” asked Bel, who thought it was now her
turn to join in the conversation.

There was no answer to this question, but Guy
Stanley saw the answer he desired in the con-
scious look and downcast eyes of the gover-
ness.

“ What a beautiful sunset!” she exclaimed,
wishing to change the conversation. ¢ In what
bold relief the Hall stands out against that gorge-
ous sky, the dazzling rays glancing on its point-
ed pinnacles and high ivy-covered chimneys,and
glittering with crimson light on its numerous
windows.” .

“ Oh, there is Rover barking at those poor
boys gathering shell-fish I

%« Come, Cora, let us run and call him off!
See how frightened they look!” and away ran
both children, relieving their uncle and governess
once more of their presence.

For a few minutes, Gertrude and her companion
stood silently admiring the picturesque appear-
ance of Stanley Hall, flooded by the glorious
sunset. .

“ What a finc old building it is! Now that I
begin to look upon it as the home of my infancy,
it possesses a new interest for me! Has it been
long in the Stanley family ?"

¢ Qh, since the time of the Tudors, I believe,
It is a very ancient edifice.”

# I3 there no legend—no tale of superstition—
connected with it,” inquired Gertrude, smiling.
¢ It seems to me thatsuch a very old placeshould
have some Jegendary tale clinging to it, like the
ivy clustering about its massive walls.

‘I never heard of any except a foolish story
about one Sir Cutlibert Stanley, who committed
suicide in the east tower, and whose ghost is said
to haunt the eastern wing of the building.”

¢ The very part where my apartment is situ-
ated I said Gertrude, with affected terror. * And,
now I remember that, in the silent hours of the
night, I have heard ghostly footsteps treading
along the corridors.”

#“ And have you never had the curiosity to
open your door, and try to find out who the
nocturnal perambulator was,” asked Guy, smil-
ing. “ You might have seen Sir Cuthbert him-
self, in his antique cavalier costume~he lived in
the time of the first Charles.”

“ No, for I supposed the stealthy footsteps I
heard were those of some servant.”

¢ And very probably they were. I have no
belief in those ghost stories, although sailors arc
said to be very superstitious. lowever, old
Burton assured me the other day, when the subject
was laughingly meationed by Alfred, that he hdd
himself seen Sir Cuthbert, in his old-fashioned
dress, cntering the cast tower, which has been
shut up for years. I do not slecp in the haunted
part of the Hall. IfIdid, I think I should be
tempted to watch for a sight of my ghostly an-
cestor,” added Captain Stanley, laughing.

“ Do you remember Sir Rowland and Lady
Stanley,” asked Gertrude, after a short pause,
anxious to lead the conversation back to thesub-
ject which now possessed such engrossing in-
terest for her.

% Yes, imperfectly. I was then only a boy of
ten years old, and was not very often at the
Hall. I resided with my widowed mother at
our family estate in Cumberland.  Sir Rowland
—always kind and generous—I loved with the
affection of a son, and the gentle Lady Stanley
—s0 frail, so fair, 50 lovely—seemed to my boy-
ish fancy more like an angel than an inhabitant
of carth, What a contrast between her and the
present mistress of the Halll My poor brother
made a fatal mistake in choosing her for a com-
panion for life.” *

¢« She was singularly beautiful, I have heard.”

“ Yes, it was this dazzling beauty which
blinded him to the glaring faults in her charac-
ter. Love is often an infatuation—a bewilder-
ment of the senses—a kind of dream, in which
reason and judgment are quiescent, and fancy
alone is active. I regretted my brother's death
when it occurred, but I have lecarned to regard
it as a merciful providence, inasmuch as it spared
him years of wedded misery. My affection for
Bertha and Alfred bave alone induced me visit
the Hall—hitherto,” he hastily added. ¢ Another
and more powerful attraction has, for several
weeks, detained me a willing inmate within its
walls.”

These words, so full of deep meaning, again
thrilled with joy the heart of Gertrude. The
hopes she had for some time indulged seemed
about to be realized. The deep interest Guy
Stanley took in her affairs, the tenderness of his
manner, bis impassioned looks, all spoke of that
devotion, which, seen in the object beloved, is
capable of imparting inexpressible happiness.
For a few minutes they walked on in silence,
each occupied in pleasant thought.

« How strangely things do happen ?” Captain
Stanley at length resumed. “ Singular, was it
not, that you should come to the very place
where you are likely to unravel the mystery
about your parents. But how was it you be-
came acquainted with that handsome clergy-
man, Trevyllian? I think Lady Stanley said you
accompanied him-from New York. Is he related
to the Elwood's?”

¢ Oh, no! I first met him on board the steamer,
and Mr. Elwood placed me under his care. On
landing in England, as I was a stranger and
friendless, he took me to his mother’s protection.
Very kind, was it not?”

% Yes, 1 shall ever feel grateful to him for this
kindness to you. But do you know I have been
very jealous of this handsome curate, because of

of the affection you evidently feel for him. IHow
your eye has brightened, and your face flushed
with pleasure whenever he made his appearance
at the Iull. I was dreadfully jealous, I assure
you. Was there any just cause?’ and Guy
Stanley turned an anxious, enquiring look at the
governess.

¢ 1 feel for Philip Trevyllian only a sister's
affection, heightened by gratitude.”

Therc was no coquetry in Gertrude's nature or
she would not have given a reply so well cal-
culated to allay the jealous fears of her lover.

“ Aud how did you escape falling in love with
bim ; he is so remarkably handsome 7"

“ He is better than that—he is one of the
noblest of human beings—his whole life is govern-
cd by the pure principles of Christianity.”

“ Ah! have I not reason to be jealous! For-
tunate fellow to possess so high a place in your
esteem I”

There was some irritation in Guy's voice, and
a shadow of envy clouded his usually pleasant
face. There was enough of woman’s weakness
in Gertrude’s character to make her feel pleasure
at sceing the effect her praise of Philip Trevyl-
lian produced. She regarded it as a proof of
Guy's devotion; for the green-eyed monster is
cver seen closely following the steps of love.

“May we not admirc and estcem a person
highly without loving him,” she observed, and,
as her cye met Guy’s, its calm expression and her
unembarrassed manner convinced him Lis jealousy
was groundless. ¢ Yes, you are right,” he re-
plied, in altered tomes. “Beauty does not
always create love. Now, there is Lady Rosalie
Gascoigne ; she is, I think, the most beautiful
girl I have ever seen, and yct she has ncver
captivated me. Love is not only an arbitrary,
but a capricious deity. What strange attach-
ments people often form ; how many wiles the
blind god employs to lead us eaptive in his
chains? When beauty, or wit, orintellect fails,
then some nameless facination—some indis-
cribable, or it may be imaginary charm, is potent
to ensnare. It seems to me that we have no
power over our own affections ; and this power-
tul passion, like an insidious fue, stealthily in-
vades the sanctuary of our heart, and retains
possession of it, alas! too often in spite of our.
selves—aye, in spite of the dictatesof reason and
conscience.

The young man spoke with grave earnest~
ness. Was it painful experience of their truth
which prompted these remarks. Had he him-
self been the victim of such a passion as he had
described? How the thought pained Gertrude !
How her woman’s heart grieved to think she was
not the first object of Guy Stanley’s love? How
much she wished to question him on the subject,
but she could not do 80 now; at some future
time she might win his confidence—and perhaps,
after all, there was nothing to reveal. He might
have spoken from observation, not experience.

#]s the report correct that Lady Rosalie Gas-
coigne will marry the handsome Viscount, who
was at Templemore last Clristmas ?” she asked,
to change the conversation.

I believe so ; her aunt wishes for the alliance.
Viscount Waldegrave is very rich.

“Poor Philip!” murmured Gertrude, almost
unconsciously.

% Ah! is the curate an admirer of Lady Roslie
~~deeply smitten, perhaps 2

“] am afraid so.” :

% Then, I pity him, his case is hopeless; and
what deep anguish an unrequited affection
must cause I

“You speak from experience, perhaps,” and
again a feeling akin to jealousy oppressed the
heart of Gertrude.

“No, thank heaven, I do not! I merely ima-
gine what it must be to love without return. I
picture to myself how I should suffer if—if—" he
paused for a few moments, then suddenly stop-
ping, he turned with impassioned earnestness in
his manner towards his fair companion, and
speaking in the husky voice of powerful emotion,
added,  Oh, Gertrude! let me hear from your
own lips the -assurance that I am not deceiving
myself in thinking I possess an interest in your
beart—that you do, indeed, regard me with
affection—that you will ke my wife—my own,”
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Thosuddennessof thispassionato appeal start-
led Gertrude, although o formal declaration ofhis
lovo after wilut had occurred was not entirely
unexpected. But Gertrudo was young, and quito
unaccustomed to listen to protestauions of love—
this heing her first experience in such matters,
It way, therefore, with trembling confusion, and
in fultering accents, that sho gave Guy S}anlcy
the assuranco ho required ; but the meaning of
tho low, murimured words was caught by him,
for the language of lovo even though it may be
voiceless is casily understood. .

Tho return of Bel and Cora interrupted this
interesting t&te-a-této between their uncle and
the governess, aud shortly afterwards tho deep-
emng twilight warned Gertrude it was timo to
return with her pupils to the Hail. Captain
Stauley, lost ina detghtful revene, prolonged
bis walk along the beach.

CHAPTER IX. SIR CUTHBERT'S GHOST.

That night, on returning to her apartment,
Gertrude felt no inclination to sleep.  She was
glad to be alone, to indulge, undisturbed, the
delightful train of thought theevents of the day
had awakened. The prospect of bcin[incknow-
ledged the daunghter of Sir Rowland Stanley—
of bewg restored to all tho advantages which
rank and fortunc could bestow, was in itself an
amount of happiness sufficient to banish sleep
from her pillow; but there was stil nore—a
thnlling conscivusness of & new-found juy, which
Liad ht up her sombre path of Lfe with sudden
hght—Guy Staniey loved her!  No longer could
doubt on tlus subject torture her mind, the
delicrous hope secretly chenshed was realized.
How his impassioned words recurred again and
agan—how tho low tender tones of lus voics
lingered on hercar! Loving and being loved,
Gertrude was expericncing, fur the fisst time, the
greatest carthly happiness, and unreservedly she
gave herself up to its enjoyment.

One, two, three hours passed away in these
delicious waking dreams. The large old clock
inathe hall struck two hours after imdmght. Alt
sounds liad for sometime ceased witlun the man-
sion; its 1mates were buned 1 repose, when
suddenly, in tho stillucss of the might, steps were
heard distinetly in the corndor, outside Ger
trude’s roum. Instantly there flashed upon her
tho recollection of what Guy had told her in the
evenng,and a supersuuious terror crept over her,
stithng for a minuto the throbbings of licr heart.
But thus fecling passed away, for Gertrude was
naturally courageous, she smiled at her fears,
and fecling a strung curntusity to discoser who
tns nightly wanderer was, she quictly opened
her dour, and lovhed out. The curndur was
Lighted Liy a Jamp suspended from the lofty ceil-
ing. It was now hurmag dumly, nearly dying
out. By its flickering hight, a tall figure was
scen about to descend the stacs leading to the
hall below. It was dressed an the custume of
the time of Charles tho First—the same in winch
tho Ghost of Sir Cuthbert Stanley was said to
appear.  Gertrude was now really frightened,
and her whito face showed that the fear of the
supernatural was again at her heart, chilling the
life-blvod in lier vcins.  But she soon felt reas-
sured, for the light of the lamp, gleaming on the
features of the supposcd spectro as he was de-
sceading the stawrs, discovered the face of Burton,
the batler at Stanley lall.  Astomshnent gasc
place to fear, and an unaccountable impulss im-
pelied hier to follow this man, thus singularly
disguised, It was somcttung more than mere
curiosity, although this fecling was strong in
the young girl's heart. It sceracd as of some
unscen irresistiblo influenco was aciuating her
at the moment, and yiclding to i, after a shight
hesitation, she cautiously followed Durton, her
framo stll trembing from thefnght she bad sus-
tained. .

Ho was crossing the hall below as she descend-
cd the stairs. At the farthest ¢ d of tho hall,
which wasspacious, & door openedanto a narrow
winding passage. This tho light from the corn-
dut did nut reach, and Gertrude was unwathng
to proceed any farther in thedarkness.  Butthus
objecuon was remiwved, fur Burton turned tho
sbado of o dark lantern, which Lc carncd, giviog
suflicient light to follow hig steps.  Tho passage

after somo turnings cuded in a ponderous arched
door, openiug into tho East tower, This Burton
unlocked, and passed through, Gertrudo noisc-
lessly approached and peercd through tho half
open door. Burton was ascending tho spiral
ouk stairs leading to tha.apartments above. Tho
lowee room of tho tower was unfurnished—tho
walls massiveand time-stained, the fluor flagged,
and damp—the stair-caso partly dilapidated, so
that it crecked barshly as the butler carcefully
ascended its narro v steps. At the first landing
another door was seen. With noisceless tread
Gertrudo entered the tuwer and approached the
fout of tho stairs. Hidden by tho thick gloom
which the faint light from above failed to pene-
trate, she watched Burton as he unlocked the
duor and entercd this upper room  What could
be the butler’sobject in this midnight visit to the
East tower, which Captain Stanley told her had
been shut up for several years, Therewas some
mystery hero which Gertrude Carlyle desired
carnestly to unravel. Curiosity prompted ber to
nscend tho stairs, and look through tho door
which had been left ajar; but prudence sug-
gested thefear that the creaking of the old steps
would betray her.

Fearing she might be discovered if she remain-
cd any lunger in the tower she was about to
retiee when the voice of Burton arrested her
steps. He was speaking in loud, sugry tones
and—could sho have Licard aright?  Butin the
stilluess of tho might shie cuuld nut be mistaken
~—another voice was hicard in reply. Tho mys-
tery deepened.  Who was the persun confined in
the East tuwer, cnidently unknown to the family ,
fur Capt.in Stanley scemed centiecly ignorant of
it. But Lady Stanley—might sho nut be aware
of it? It hardly was possible that any person
could be a pnsuner in Stanley Hall, withuut her
knowledge. Juadging of her character frum ler
cuuntenance, wlich i3said to be theindex of tho
mind, Gertrudo believed her capable of coun-
tenancing any nct of oppressiun or crueliy. She
thought it, therefore, best not to mention what
shie bad scen or heard that night to hier lady-
ship, sho would communicato her discovery to
Guy, and leave him to act as e thuught best in
the matter. Fur a few mwinutes Junger she
Langered trying to catch the meaning of the
words slie heard iadistinely, Lut svun the con-
versation  between Burton and  his  prisoner
ceased, and beanng the butler muve tuwards
the dvor of tho rvuin abuve sho hastily left the
tower.,  Sluwly, in the dachuess Gertrude re-
traced her way through the winding passaga—
her heart throbbiog wath fuar lest shis shoad! be
uvertahen by Lurtun, whose heavy teead already
cchoed belund her. At leagih shic regained the
hall which was still dimly lhighted from the Jamp
above, and the neat minate running lightly up
the sturs, she stuwd, Lreadlidess and panting in
the curnidur, thashful fur haviag escaped de-
tectivn.  Leamag over the balustrades shic
watched Burton cnter tlic hall. He had taken
off tus disguise, baviog probably left it in tho
tower., 1lc did not ascend to the corridor;
crossng the hall ke disappearcd through a dour
leading to the servants' apartments.  Gertrude
now rc-cntered her own rovin—ber thoughts
filled wath thus strange adsenture.

The grey dawn was stealing through theclosed
shutters, mugling wath the yelluw glaro of the
candle, now dying out, which she had left burn-
g on the dressing-table. Gertrude extinguished
it, and opening the shutters watched for the
comug sunnac. Quichly the shaduws of twilight
gathcred themselves up from the wide-spread
landscape of lull aud dale which her window
commauded, and ibe silvery mists of 2 summcr
morniag rolled away over tho distants hills
skirung the horizon.  Gradually the resplendent
mys of tac asccuding laminary Lt up tho castern
sky, streakung it with gorgeous and varied tints.
At lengih, the sun's dish was scen peering above
a ficccy cloud of crimson radiance, ns i watch-
ing for & moment the quict earth before he burst
upon its slecping population in all the glory of &
sanmer suonise. Frotathe window of Gertrude's
rootn could Lo seen the cast tower.  What pecu-
Lar interest it nuw possessed, since the cveat of
the night hiad thrown the veil of mystery around
it} As the

o ete e

gold_eq iuflxghf 51:5&& upon, ity

high narrow windows, deep set in the massive
walls, sho thought of tho captive within, upon
whoso miserable prison lifo another day hnd
dawned. Ere long, however, sho trusted that
this imprisonment, whatever might bo its cause,
would bo ended ; for she knew Captain Stauley
would investigato this singular affair and lhave
Jjustice dono to tho unknown sufferer. Through
the day she watched anxiously for Guy's return ;
fur during tho night, he went 1s he had intended,
to London. But soveral days had to clapse,
beforo she had an opportunity of communicating
her discovery to him. On consulting with
Ruthvin, the lawyer advised him to go himself
to Montreal, and seco Elwood, hoping that some
intelligenco might bo gaincd, or somo letters
found which might help to cstablish Miss Car-
Iyle’s claims to bo the missing child of Sir Ruw-
land Stanfey. Thereforo Guy saifed for Cunada,
without returning to Stanley Hall.
(7o be continued.)

A LOST OPPORTUNITY.

CHAPTER I.

F we were ouly to scize our opportunitics as

they oc.ur, frum what mistakes should wenot

be savedl Alas! our mistakes prove our ruin:

and [ have been no exception to the rule.  An

oppurtunity of grasping what I now beliese, to

be bappiness, was once presented to me, and I
lust it,—lost it through my own hand andact.

I luved—alas! who has not 2—but I did not
realise my situation till tov late. Many others
have, I fancy, dvae thesame, and speattheir afier-
lifein vainrepentance. It isperhaps humiliating
to bave to reflectn .on tho fuct that, often during
our lives, an oy cr-estimation of ourselves gives us
us 8 lower appreciativn of others.  Men aro more
apt to make this mistake than women , not that
women aro wanting in naturtl vanity, but their
lucal pusition, asstatistically viewed, must create
a broader level.

I pussessed a fortune, not too much, hutenough
to make me independent of a profession, had Iso
chusen, but after leaving college I made up may
mind to read for the bar, aud sclected a retired
~illage in Devonshire, whero Iintended to work
hanlandenjuy an out-duur life. 1 touk lodgings,
[ surrounded myself with books, fishing-rods, nnd
shetehing materials, I ordered a laxarious arm-
chair, which I had placed in my sitting-room
window, which overluoked o delightful prospect,
I armaged my mantelpiece with meerschaums,
cagar cases, and all the paraphernalia belunging to
the bacchaualian world, I cstablished a perfect
understanding with my landlady asto the impro-
pricty of my solitudoe cver being disturbed unless
I especially desired it, 1 gave her some of my
mother's most appetizing receipts, a general order
thatl dined atseven, aad [ flattered myselfthat no
hermitslife could everbe morefree from cares than
mine. Alas! deluded mortals that wo are, Youly
fluttered straight into the very jaws of my own
destruction.

1 was not exactly religions, but I prided myself
on being decorous in my outward conduct, con-
scquently I always, when L had the opportunity,
attended servico once overy Sunday. 1 did this
from the forco of habitand carly associations, and
as I cunsidered my mind had been well trrined, I
determined tokecp it up. Besides, Sunday isn dull
day in a country village, where all that goes on
during the week is suddenly brought to a stand-
sull, no plough, no sturdy horscs’ feet, no whirring
of the mills, no sparks at the blacksmith’s forge.
St. Laurence Vale was particularly quiet, a few
collages, une ot two small farma, a rvund tower,
and a little ivy-covered church, nestling close to
which was a tiny vicarage house, where tho
cuzate lived, cumpleted the muse-cn-scéne.  The
vicar bad n fat living in some other county, but
ho received his threo hundred a-year for this, out
of which he paid his curate, Mr. Moorsom, cighty
pounds a year, allowing him the advaatage of
residing reat free at the vicamage.

The eginning of my acquaintance with Mr.
loorsom took place in this way, I was walking
Icisurcly dowa the narrow gravel path that led
through the churchyard, whea be came up, and

offered mo his band with all the simplicity of the
Vs, ., - . . .-
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Vicar of Wakefield. I took it, nud thanked him
for hiskind, bat I then considered, rather ofticious,
inquiries, as to my reason for becoming oneof his
purishtoners ; however, e wagan ol 1 man, and of
the old school, o [ could not take offence, and
besides that, { hud been attracted in eharch by a
pretty bert head that was sitting closo by the
pulpit staes, in an old-fushioned kigh pew. 1
suw ity for I was in the gallery ; tho owner of it
was standing by the cuate’s sule ut thatinoent.
1 turned to look at bier, and Mr. Moorsom intro-
duced his daughter.

Shehad kept ger veil downin chureh, but it wag
thrown back then, and a fiaco that poets dream
of was raised to miue, winlst a bright colour rush.
cd to her cheeks, on my account—yes, on my
account, Iforgothow unusedshe wastostrangers,
and I only saw hier self-cousciousness. By the
swde of those rustic villagers slie was like a pearl
among rough sca stones; her clothes where cer-
tainly not fashivnuble, nor was the materinl
handsome, but thero was in berself o certain
natvo dignity that made her, in my eyes, as far
apart from them, in her muslin dress and plain
straw bonnet, as though she bad been the greatest
lady in the land,

Mr. Moorsom asked me if I would go back with
them and dme ; they dined at half-past onc, and
went to scrvice again at three. I hesitated, for
I cousidered anything carlier then seven an
unauthorised encroachment on civilised habits ;
but I fancied the soft grey eyes, in a mute kind
of way, cchioed the invitation ; sol accepted it,
with a meatal reservation in my own miad to
consider 1t luncheon. I ncednot have demurred
There were no entrées to give a vicious stimulant
to my pampered appetite.  Some cold meat and
a fresh salad were laid out in a little howely
dinng-roum, that overlooked a whole range of
distant hills. Some home-made wine and home-
brewed beer completed the repast.

As soon as Canne—I had better call her so at
once—had taken off her bonnet an” cloak, we
sat down. She did what honours wiere were to
be done 1u a sweet, graceful, unaficcted manuer,
and was, I remarked, particularly attentive to
ber father.  She talked very hittle, but the pretty
brown head was bent down in the attitude of
listening, whilst cvery now and then our eyes
met.  Dwner took only a short time, and there
was very litde sitting afterwards.  Mr. Moorsom
asked e if 1 mcant to attend the afternoon
service, and, on my instantly acquicescing, as if
the possibility of remrining away had neversug-
gested itself to wy mind, he invited me to stay
at his house duning the short mterval that was
to clapse. We went into the garden together,
he, Carine, and I'; then he went back to over-
look his sermonm, and Carine aud I were left
alone.

It only scemed five minutes aftcr that the
church bells began ringing again. 1 thought
thicy sounded almost discordant, for Carine left
me at once to put on hicr bonuet. However, 1
gat in the pew with her, and watched her during
all the service.  We went home together after-
wards, and had tca under a cedar tree in the
garden. We sat there far into the summer
cvcmung, histcning alternately to some excellent
conversation from the good old curmate, aud a
bubbling brovk that man at our fect.

When 1 returncd home that uight T folt an
absolate lvathing for my books, my scientific
rescarches, and iy praspects of tnumphant legal
quibbles.  Canucs voice, singing aliymn as she
had sung it under the cedar tree, was the only
thing that I cared o remcmber, and it haunted
we all the mght long.

That Sunday was only the beginning of my
fricndship with the curate of St Lanrence Vale,
or rather with Canne. I went 1o the vicamge
every day ; 1 became a convert to als-giving
and sacred music, and, above all, carly dingers,
for the sake, 1 must saz, of situng duning the
long aftcrmoons wath Canne n the ganden,
reading aloud whilst shie worked, or supeninten-
ding berdiawing.,  How long ttus kind of thing
might hasc lasied I deat kuow.  Wathino define
cd focdings aboat tac future, 1 had mven myseif
up 1o the enjoyment of tho present, but no great
length of time aa any human hfe clapses witliout
some change takiag place, wluch cutlicr womake

ourselves, or arc affected by, at least to some
extent.

A fricud came to stay with me, on his way, a3
e said, to more exciting scenes. 1o was ono of
my old gay college friends, and I decide atonco
to let him see aslittle of Carine as possibue. e
was only to remuin two days; so the difliculty
would not, I expected, bo great ; but it turned
out unfortunately that the good old curate met
us out walking, and { *sisted on my bringing my
friend with me to spend the cvening ; so we
went.

Carine always looked luvely, but she looked I
thought particularly luvely that evening, and the
preseuce of a stranger had given her 2 brighter
colour than usual. Fred Armstrong professed
to be a connoisseur of female beauty, aud [ saw
at once that hie adwired Carine , but [ determined
not to give him an opportunity of extending his
acquaintance, I decoyed Carine into thegarden
under some pretence, and courtesy prevented his
quitting tie host. I asked Cuarine her opinion
of Mr. Armstrong, and she gave it in an artless
way, just as I fancied she thought wounld please
me best, speaking highly of bim beeause he was
my {ricod,

I took her haud ; we were standing by the
Lrook side on which the moon was shining.

 Carine,” [ whispered, ¢ how dreary my life
was before [ kaew you!”

Ifelt the flutter of her dress as she drew, I
fancicd, a Nittle nearer ; ber baod certainly trem-
bled in wine, but the face was turned away,

Carine” I continued, beading down till onc of
her wavy curls rested on my shoulder, #* Carine,
hiving aloune as [ do isvery dreary ; when——"

“ I did not finish ; for at that very moment,
Fred Armstroeg sprang up the bank and made
some ill-timed remark about our absence, Ill-
tuned! 1 thought the remark bearish ; and I
fancied that I saw somcthing very like tears
come into Carine’s cyes as she turned hastily
away and joined her father.

The next day my friend left me. [ think he
would have remained looger, only I did not ask
kim to do so; he said nothing about Cariae,
cxeept that ho admired he=; but 1 felt anuoyed
with him, though I did not exactly know why.
After he left T went to the vicamge as ysual, but
1 dud notrenetw my interrupted conversation with
Carine.  Porhaps an opportuue moment did not
preseat itself; perhaps [ had cooled, votin my
liking for her, but in wmy desire to expressit: I
liad no longer a rival.

A few days after [ reeeived 2 letter from an-
other of my old college {riends, the contents of
which annoyed mc excessively. Fred Anostrong
bad carricd =all sorts of reports back with him
about my village belle, and I wasnot only unmer-
cifully bantered respecting oy pretended reading
scclusion, but hints were thrown out, that if I
did not look out I should certainly be caught.

Caught!—how the word grated on my ear.
Could it be possible that Carine and her father
were scheming to secure me? I banished the
notion, but cven the suspicion had taken the
bloom off my pardise. I thought I would not
go to the vicarage so often. I Lought a hersc,
and rode into the country every day, but I gene-
rally found, that gaing or returning, my way
lcd past the ivied church, and theeo I was sure to
sce cither Carine or her father, and Carigo would
ask me to come and help her gather flowers, or
read her some passage from tho Idylls of the
King; and 1 always acquicsced, regardless of the
conseqences,

Tu one of these rides I discorered that an old
fricnd of ounr family had taken a houso in the
neighbourhood, and I went to call on him. 1o
had heard that I was near them, and assured me
I Iind only anticipated a visit from him. I twas
invited to remain and dine.  During dinner the
conversation turned upon St Laurcace Valo aud
Mr Moorsom. T felt that Cariuo would bo tho
uext attack. It came at last; bo beard of mo
from Fred Armstrong. My health was drank,
and I received congratulations—] and iy rustic
tride. 1 felt inclived to leave the room, but I
believe 1 sat on and smiled—smiled as wuch as
a man could do who is supposed to boon the
very verge of 2 matrimonial sacrifice.

Good gracious! I had perhaps becaon theevo

of throwing myself away on a girl who had no
fortune, no position. I had dono well not to bo
rash; my caution had doubtless saved mo froma
whole world of after conscquences. What would
be the best line to pursue? I reflected that night
on my return home. I went less frequently to
the vicarage. When I did go, [ was sowctimes,
from forco of habit, my old sclf, but more often
absent aod capricious; and any littlo solecism
committed by Carine camo upon me as a personul
injury. Sho bore my conduct as & womun ounly
could, and [ felt convinced that sho loved me,
Sometines I was inclined to sacrifice everything,
aud confess my love. Then the whole purposo
of iny mind would undergo a change—in consc-
quence, perhaps, of fuancying that tho old curate
was trying to throw us together.

1 received another letter, and this time it was
from my mother, telling me that rumours had
reached ber of my intimacy withsomo old curate
and his daughter, aud catreating me to beware,
a3 doubtless the old man would considerme a
very charming catch for bis daughter, which
necessitated diseretion on my part.  She hinted
at the lorror of our respectablo ancestral treo
being impaired by the grufting on of & vulgar
branch, when, with my looks, otc. an Egerion
Cavendish might aspire to anything,

Almost simultaneously with this letter I recei-
ved an invitation tostay ata country houss with
some fricnds, about thirty miles away from St.
Laurence Vale, aud I acceptedit. 1 was glad of
anything that would give me time—timo tomake
up wy mind, There was to be a school féte gt
St. Laurcnce Vale, an anunual celebration for
which Carine and I had made most of thoarrange-
ment togetber. 1 was sure sho would bo very
much disappointed at my absence, bat tins did
not alter my determination. I parted from Carine
at the garden gate, and as I saw tho tears that
cdme into hercyes as sho watched mo rideaway,
Ifelt inclived, out of pity 1o her, to tarn again H
but I did not ; 1 rode away. -

Tho party staying at Amscote Hall was tole-
rably large. Tho house was full of visitors, who
were always disposed for enjoyment ; consequent.
ly, amusement beeamo the order of tho day.
We rode, and boated on the lake, aod had im-
promptu dances and pic-nics. I sang duets, got
up charades, and was, cvery one assured me, tho
life and soul of tho party.

I did not forget Garine, but I tried to mentally
drown her. Every now and then sho would rise,
and, liko a mermaid, ber fair white arms would
scem Lo twine round me, and then I would tear
them off, and try to drown her again,

CHAYTER 11,

One day a pic-nic was arranged to a beautiful
place called Riversleigh, the property of a young
baronct of that name, Ho begged us to make
what use of Lis grounds we liked, and promised
to join us himself later in tho day. Riversteigh
was 2 finc old country scat, withlargo trees scat-
tered over a wido extent of park,

Sir Arthur Riversleigh wasunmarried, andlife
was all beforo him. 1o joined us, a8 hie had
promised, ia the cvening, and ho looked worthy
of s high position ; tall, dark, and distinguish-
ed, with tho courtly mannersof a prince.  Tero
was 2 very pretty girl belonging 1o tho Amssote
party, to whom tho baronct was lightly n lated,
and when he began rambling about, ho sclected
her a8 his companion.  Sho wasan carl's daugh-
ler, Lady Gwendolino Droyder, and 1 thooght
how well matched they would be.  Perhaps he
night marry ber ; for, a3 they sat together on o
low green bank, I'saw him take out a locket and
show it 1o her, and sho smiled up into his face.
Alas! had I only guessed—divined whoso por-
wait it wasl

Later in the evening, some onc told mo that
reports were circulatng that I was Likely sooa to
bo mamicd. My mind's eyo immediatoly ran
over the fair patrician girls who were staying at
Amscote, but I was instaatly assared that I was
only bent on leading them astray. Then Carino
flashed back upon me, and I almost hated her. I
felt as ifail tho world were combining to m
reagainst my will, and  every power of resist-
aaco in mwy natare was stirred up.

The remembranco of Carine cams bagk-~aot
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with her sweet loving faco and clear truthfal
eyes, soft brown hairand flushing colour—but
Carino in scanty muslin dresses and badly made
shoes; Canno downg little housebold dutics ;
Carine thinking to marry me,

I felt:such hopes mus* bo dashed at once. 1
remained away from St. Laurenco Vale nearly o
month, and for a weck after my return, I did not
ge to the vicarage. I saw no one; I didnot ask
now how the school fite had gone off; but I
devoted myself to my books,

At Jast, ono day, I could bear it no longer. I
wad obhged to stroll down tho village; and, al-
weost invdluntarily, I turned into the dittle vicar-
age garden. How the placo comes back to my
ncmory now as I saw it on that Suminerevening
—the sweet geraniums and heliotropes scenting
tho asr with their balmy fragrance, and tho dis-
tant soug of tho nightingalo alone breaking the
stillness!

13 Mr. Moorsom in 7" The servant, I fancied,
looked atme curiously, as sho hesitated in her
reply; but a moment after, she led the way into
tho little drawing-room. Carino could but just
havo left it, a3 there wero somo gathered flowers
stcewn on tho table, and a garden glove was
lymg besido them. I taok up ono of the flowers
and put it into my waistcoat pocket. I have it
sull, all dead nnd crushed and mouldering as it
is. A minuto after, tho doeor opened, and Mr.
Moorsom camo in.,

Hlo shock my hand cordially, expressed bis
pleasure at seeing mo again, and his regrets that
f had been absent during their school féte, of
whach littlo event he scemed to think as much as
thougli it hiad been an affair of world-wide in-
terest.

1 asked for Carine. Shewas well, ho said ; but
I saw that a chnoge had come over bis face e
took, off his spectacles, placed them on tho table,
aud 1aid & hand upon my shoulder.

“ X have gomething tosay toyousbout Carine,”
ho began, and kig voico shook as he said it. “J
have, Mr, Cavendish, so long looked upon you as
our fricnd——"

Ho paused, and tho thonght flashed into my
mind that he was going to queston my inten-
tions,

] have always felt most fricndly,” I said, in a
voice that was nearly as trembling as his own.

“1 knoswv it,” ho replicd; “and her futurc.hap-
piness is very dear to me as her only parent. To

.gee Carino provided for befora X Icavo the world
has alwsys been my strongest hope. Iamno
longer young, and the summons for my departure
may como any day. Knowing hier as youdo, you
ust feel, as well a3 I, how great o blessing she
will bo as a wife”

I did not know what to answer. I felt that
1 was being surronnded and taken without even
a show of resistance.

“Any man whois in a position to marry,” I
sgid,n“ would doubtless secure all you say; but

“3Monoy 13, I know, to a certain extent neces-
gary,” interrupted Mr. Moorsom; “but I don't
carc for my little Carine to have too mach. She
basheen very happy without it, and great changes
aro trying ; but X trust all is well, and I am sa-
}is!liﬁi—gmtcm," he said, and ke took my baad
in

% Thero is some misanderstanding,” I exclain-
cd, forI wonld aot dis without a struggle; © some
ligllxt 1{0:':15 nha\'o been taken too literally. Much
88 L ey’

‘ Nydear fricnd,” ngaia interrapted AMr. Moor-
gom, “thero is no mistake.  Sir Artbur River-
sleigh propased in form & week ago.”

I thoaght the groond had opened at my fect,
for a moment, cverything swam in & mist, and
out of the mist I heard Mz, Moorsom’s voice.

¢ Lady Riversleigh and her son camo over to
oux schiool fdte,” said be, #and Lady Riverslagh
msisted ox}takingmy littlo girl awsy with herto
stay for & few days ot Riversleigh.  After that,
Sic_Acthar eams here, much 83 Yoz used to do,
and the end of it is, that ho has won my child.”

Won lis child -—rather, ho had robbed mo of
wy rightful possession—mny Carinc! I felt then
that 1 would havo married her bad sho beca
}:cggmglhc:bmad—my Carinc! and-~lost.to me

or cver

Would that I had fullowed my inclination, and
remained when, like Maud, sho had stood at the
gate, aud begged mo to lielp her manago hier
schoul-childreu's gala-day. Tov late—too late—
too Iate !

I dun't know what Mr. Moorsom thought ; T be-
lievedio nover guessed my sceret, but fancied it
was o brotherly interest X had for my iost Carine.
T went out into the garden, and met Carino firco
to fuce. I hadenteredthatgarden a fewininutes
before, prepared to resist all claims that might be
made upon me ; I stoed in it again utterly bank-
rupt—fraudulently robbed of Carine.  Iseized
buth Canne’s hands, and I louked straight into
her face.

“ I3 this true, Carine 2" I said.

I felt her breath come quivering from her lips,
and Ler chiechs weee pale a3 she turned  her fuce
up to mine. N

¢ Mr. Cavendish? " she said, * you are not an-
gry ? I thuught you would bo so glad.”

I not angry, and shie thinking Ishould be glad,
standing befure we, with her trusung cyes lovk-
ing into mive!

 Carine,” said I, “you have been fulse! You
knew that I loved you.”

I nover huew it she faltered; #I thought
onco "—and here her hands trembled, and tears
camge into her eyes—* that y ou cared for melittle,
but that was long ago, before you changed.”

Slie had loved mo then! I could sce itin her
face. 1 flung her Liands away ; my traitor beart
had signed my death-warrant., [ Jeaned back
against the rout of an old tree, andlif I could have
died at thatmument, I would willingly bave done
so. I covered my fuce, and turned it away.

£ We shall bé fricnds, Me. Cavendish—friends
always,” said Cariue, putting her Liand gently on
my arm.

Was it the veice of a mocking-bird—the bird
that I aad never fwcied but as pining in its cage
fur me—on the wing now, and fur cver beyond my
reach! I shook her hand off.

“You pain me s0,” she said. ¢ Ihave hadsofew
friends ; and, before I knew yon, almost none. I
should be sv sorry to luse uu.  You cannot be-
lieve 1hat 1 was ever ungrateful fur all youkind-
ness.”

“I do not want your gratitude, Carine I said
I; “you never loved mme.”

Sho did not speak, and the pretty head swas
beat down lower.

“Carine,” I said, passionately, ¢ you know you
never loved me.”?

1 touk Ler trembliog hands agaia in mine, and
forced her to reply s

4 Whatever I did,” she said, ¢ or tried not to
do, it is past; but we are to Lo friends, for the
sake of old memorics.” .

She had loved me, then.  Involuntarily I let
g0 her bands, and I heard ber footsteps cross the
gravel path, aad enter the garden door. I turncd
also, and weat away.

My feclings, that night, were not enviable, I,
vain fool that I had been, believed that Carine
was inferior 1o me, and s0 had stified all my
inclinations. I liad used no judgment of my owo,
bat hiad delibemtcdy throwa away my bappiness.
I might have borne losing her vace; ia fact,J
should prubably Lave left hicr, had not anotber
taken lier, 2 wan fac above me, who had placed
her out of 1ny reach! Her scanty maslin dresses
and Little housthold dutics had nothindered him.
He kacw better than I what he reqaired to make
him happy.

Tho wedding was arranged to tako place
irmmediately, and I was invited to be present, bat
of course I declined; indeed 1 left the village a
few days afler, without secing any of them again,
1 say without sccing auy of them again, butl
mean not Lo speak to. 1 saw Carine onco more.
I crept round by the low church wall to the brook
sulo of the garden in tho dusk of tho cveniug,
Yog, there she was, in her old seat, wherewo had
s0 often rat togethier, with Sir Arthur sitting at
her sndc, tho stern, handsome faco and figure I had
admircd so much, bent down with & look of

intenso luve, which softencd and irradiated it
Carints facd was tamned away, bat the whole
atitndo was onc of love avd trust. Caring,
whom 1 hiad thought inferior to me, would now

‘b2 tho.mistress of broad lands and noble Louses,

with that man always at her side. The villagd
bells would send forth o joyous peal.  Carino
would no longer Lo tho poor curate's daughter,
but a baronet’s bride. Sho would kaeel, in her
pure whito dress, at tho altar of that littlo ivy-
covered chureh, and swear life-long faith to
another-—the fuith that might have been mine—
tbe faith which I had lost for cver,

OIAPTRI 1IL. §

I left tho villago of St. Laurence Vale, and
returncd home, I flicted—I believo every one
does during tho reactionthat follows a real heart
diseasc. An insatiablo longing to fill n void
drove mo to any resource, but time alone provides
tho remedy—timo and absence; 1 havo most
faith in absence. At tho end of three years I
could think calmly of Carine ; Lhad notforgotten
bier, but tho delicato mist that always enshrouds
departing objects was beginning to envelopo her.
I heard that sho had been living principally
abroad, and that very shortly after her marriage
lier father had died; consequently sho had not
been out much into tho gay world, where I might
have been likely to meet her.

As a rule, T did not really caro for society,
especially such society as is to bo commanded dur-
ing the spring months in over-crowded London,
but my mother bad alwaysbeea in tho babit of
going to town for ¢ tho scason,” and would not
give up a custom establisbed during my father's
lifetime. Iwas looked upon as o necessary escort,
consequently I generally went.

It was getting towards the end of June, about
three ycars after Carinc's marriage, when one
cvening Ifound myself standing in the doorwav
of & crowded ball-room, gazing with great indif-
ferenee into thoe fairy scene beyond; I generally
stood in doorways, for I hated dancing; 1 fels,
every timo I returned a fair partoer into tho
maternal arms, that tho exact amount .of my
attentions had been commented on; and who
Kknots what falso hopes had been raised! My
disappointment about Carine mado mc, I think,
moro cautious cven than I had been before. I
imagined my snaro for the futuro might be—ran-
ning into an opposito cxtreme; and this I was
determined to guard against. I would bring
judgmeat to bear on my choice, shomld I ever
make one, and my idol must bo without a flaw,
¢ Discretion,”said I, # is the better part of valour;
discretion, at all events, will prevent irrevocable
mistakes.”

There was tho usnal crowd on the staircaso
during tho carly part of that evening, but it was
getting late, and nearly every one had passed on
to tho ball and supper rooms; then somo.fresh
arrivals wero heralded forth. I did not catch the
name, but Istood back to allow the new-comer
room to pass. A beautiful woman, dressed in
white, swept past mo, leaning on the wrm of &
gentieman. Somo of her lace caughtin 2 flower-
ing shrub, ar.d I hastened to extricate it. Sho
turned back to tbank mo as X stopped doten, and
our eyc3 met, It was Garinel

For o moment I felt dizzy and bewildered, I
met her, as wo often meet tho peoplo of whom
wo think most, when we Jeast expect them, and
aro feast prepared.  She took my hand, ond the
old, well-remembered voice fell upon my car.
Yes, it was Carine; not my Carine, but Lady
Riversleigh, ealm, self-possessed, besutiful.

&I amso glad tomeet youagain,” sho exclaim-
ed, ¢ so glad to be ablo to talk over old times.”

% May I take you in to sapper?” T asked.

®3 havo alrcady partaken of supper,” cho
replicd. * This is my sccond ball since I Ieft tho

Opera.

# Thea will you dance ?” I urged, fecling that
in another moment she might be gone, or that
somo ono clso wight claim her.

Sho acquicseed, and thoband struck up a3 sho
entered. tho ball-room leaning on my arm, Shall
1 cver forget the delicious dreamy happiness of
that twaltz with Carine, the wild nosic of
¢« Faust® blending itse into o1l my thoughts! I
tricd to imagino thero had been wointerval, that
Carino wag my Carine still; but tho delusion
did not last,

TWhen wo stoppod, I led ber into an ante-room,
and szt down heside heron alow crimson velvet
couch. T don’tknow how long o timo elapsed;
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I only know thatI felt in & dream—a dream of
strangely mingled sensations, connccting, yet
dividing, the past and present.  Carine;with her
jewelsonherarms, was notthe same Carinowhose
love I hiad rejected 5 but tho soft, well-remember-
ed voice stolo over my senses, aud ewept away
all recent barriers,

Wo talked about the # old days,” of her father,
of mysclf; yes, she spoke of 1y past, and
inquircd about my future, with the tones of her
vuice, 1 fancied, slightly lowered. I don't know
what rash words I might havo uttered, when we
were jaterrupted by lier husband. Sheintroduced
him; and Sic Arthur Riversleigh, my successful
rival, and I, exchanged bows, 1o cvidently did
not remember that woe had ever met before.

% Mr, Cuvendish is o very old friend, Sir
Arthr," said Carine, sweetly, as she rose and
held ont her hand tome. ®1 am going away
now ; but I hope we shall meet again.”

% You might persuade hiw, Carine, to como to
Riversleigh for a few days,’ said Sir Arthur,
looking down on his fair young wife, who was
now leaning on his arm,

Shie lvoked up to him with a grateful smile;
then, turning towe, asked if I had any particular
engagements, or if I would come.

I excused myself: that was an ordeal I could
not bear,—to sce Carino constantly bappy, gay,
brilliant—another man's wife,—aund to thinkthat
she might have been mine.

“You have somo attraction which keeps you
in London?” she said, with an arch smlle—¢1
have no attraction,” I replied hastily.

Lady Riversleigh turned to her husband, and
asked him to see if the carriage had come, and I
gave lier my arm to take her up to say her adicus
to the lady of the hiouse. Oa our way down the
stairs I said, “You wronged me, Lady River-
sleigh, jast now.”

She looked up, and a surprised, puzzled
expression swept across her face. .

1 bave no intention of marryiog,” I saia

“ A confirmed old bachelor?” sbe smilingly
remarked.

“Perhaps” said I, “years he.ce—when—
when—"

At this moment, the crowd pressed on us so
thickly that I could not finish my speeeh, evenif
I would. ¢« Lady Riversleigh's carriage” came
sounding up the stairs from scrvant to servant.
She drew her opera cloak around her; we went
out togetbier, and I hunded herin. For n moment
cre she drove away, a little white-gloved band
rested in mine.

“Dow’t put anything off for too long, Mr.
Cavendish,” she said, “and remember there are
such things in the world as lost opportunities.”

Islipped back. I saw ber smile, and the
diamonds scintillating in ber hair, as she bent
forward, and the carriage drove away down the
line of lights,

For a few moments T ‘stood, bare-headed as I
was, and all indifferent to what was going on
around me; butl was at last recalled by another
carringe and more people crowding up tho way.
1 could not go back again to the gay sceno I bad
just left, so I scized my hat and weat out into
the night, walking Iome by a circuitous route.

At breakfast the next morning my mother
asked me what was the name of the lady I had
danced with tho night before.

“What lady 77 § asked.

“Fiel” she exclaimed. *Yon know you only
danced with one.”

#Did you admire her 2 I said, with pretended
indifference,

“ Exceedingly,” she replicd; ¢tshe was by far
tho handsomest woman in the room; so dis-
tinguishcd-looking too. I was glad to see you
knew hier, for it is aiways well to know thic best
people.”’

My mother's letter flashed aerass my memory,
and a storm of bitterness came with it

i ¥other,” 1 exclaimed, * tholady whose notice
you thaught would mise me last night was only
a curate’s daughter—thelittle girlagainst whom
you once warned me—Carine Moorsom.®

I did not wait o sco how sho took the infor-
mation, hut T think she gaessed my feelings, for
the subject was nover again alluded to. Iam
still vamarried ; for I think itless difficult to part

with a reality than an idea; and my idea is, that
I could never be happy with any other woman
but Curiue, C.M. L.

AN INTERESTING CONVERSA-
TION.

I SIALL never forget it. If my wisdom tecth
should mnake their appearance to-morrow, I

would not.be in tho least surprised, but should

feel indebted for their carly uso to my learned

travelling companion, kindly provided fur me by

thiat dear, busy old lady Mrs. Podd!

Yeg, it was s mewmorable ride; but I must
tell you how it all came about. Uncle Jackson,
of & neighbouring city, was scized one day with
a fit of hospitality, and sent invitations to nll his
nephews and nieces of the rising generation, and
I was ineluded among the promising number,

The family council was hiereupon called, where
papa presided as judge, 1 as plaintiff, against
whoever would take & position opposing mo in
tho shape of defendant; mamma as my lawyer,
and Mrs. Podd, who ¢ dropped in to borrow the
least Jittlo pinch of baking soda,” as faithful ro-
porter of the proceedings.

After a somewhat lengthy deliberation, in the
eourse of which all the + whys?iand ¢ where-
fores” of tho case wero ably analyzed and dis-
posed of) the verdict was given in favour of plain-
tiff—she might go.

# Now,” said Mrs. Podd, drawing a lon
breath, and raising the forefinger of herleft hand
(the soda was in the other, or [ am confident she
would have raised both), «Sally, my dear child,
youare young,” (I simply smiled in acknowledg-
ment of the tact), ¢ and it i3 wrong for you to
think of going alone. When my Sarabh Ann
went to Kingston, it was at the timo of the
Prince’s visit, and very warm weather indeed :
she was older than you aro now by six months,
and a very sensible girl of her age.  Very pru-
dent and sensible indecd,” repeated Mrs. Podd with
emphasis, “but for all that, her satchel was
stolen, and the poor creature gotso confased that
she left her parasol and gloves in tho cars?
Not very prudent, I thouglht, but of course I
would not hurt good Mrs. Podd’s feelings by
saying anythipg disparaging of hier Sarah Ann.
“ And, Sally, my dear, it is the luckiest thing in
the world that I am ablo to jusure your safety
by putting you under the charge of Mr, Prim.
You've heard mo sperk of Mr. Prim, my dear.
1o i3 the only brother of my daughter’s husband’s
cousin, 50 he is an intimate fricud of tho family,
and the most learned gentlemen of my acquaint-
ance. IIis conversation is so dcep and interest-
ingr, that you will not feel the ride to Hamilton
at all tedious; I'll arrange it all, my dear, before
to-morrow," and Mrs. Podd gave me a beaming
smile of satisfaction, and witﬁdrcw. That nigt
I dreamed that tho benevolent old Jady was
tying me upin asoda bag with the kindest inten-
tions, and {clling Mr, Prim to watch my satchel
and keep my gloves in his own pocket: and to
make mo aa intimato friend of his cousin’s only
brother when wo arrived in Hamilton,

The next morning I was carly at the milway
station, congratulating myself upon my clever
escape from Mrs. Podd and the intimatefriend of
the family, when, to my utter chagrin, I sudden-
ly beheld that lady’sgood-patured visage quickly
approaching me, closely followed by—¢ Miss
Simple, this is Mr. Prim; Mr.Prim, Miss Sitaple,
the lady you arc to take care of.?

Vexation must be concealed norw, for rudeness
is unpardonable!  Weare forced intolittlo hypo-
crisics occasionally are we not? Tho faces of
half our acquaintances aro cnamelled with this
deeeit, and who will say that it is blameable?
When Mr. Theodore Adelphus Somcebody says to
Fou, “# how swecetly pretty iny Angelina looks in
that delicate blie silkl” you do not cxelaim ns
your genuine feelings would prompt you to ¢ Oh!
dear mo it 13 so tightI can scarcely breathe I?
but you modestly hang your head, and look like
% Paticneo on a monument” It {ssometimesjust
"a3 impossible for you to speak your thonghts, as
it is for the poor child who gets credit for being
tho most troublesomo of his kind, when Sis, who
is obliged to nurso bim instead of playing ¢ Hido

and Seck” with Polly and Jack, gives tho

screamer & pinch, and no one can account for
tho dear littlo pet's crossness, and the dear littlo
pet cannot tell that all Sis's soothing words aro
nonsense !

It is on tho strength of arguments such ag
these, that I quict my conscience, when I recall
how pleasantly I smiled in answer to the pom-
pous bow of Mr. Prim. Mrs. Podd immediately
hurried away, doubtless intent upon bringing
adother intimato friend of the thmily into o useful
position, white I stood there, under the guurdian-
ship of that black coat and stiff collar, sur-
mounted by a bead with cyes that looked dag-
gers and blazes all in a wink! And a nose, a
Roman noso; a nose that was decidedly Roman,
cven to itg extreras point, which cxtremo point
the cyes could sco without thoe least difficulty,
and which extremo point often proved an
obstaclo to tho eyes beholding something of
much greater importance; whercupon the dag-
gers flew, and the blazes blew! Mr. Prim's fine
figure gave mo an indistinct idee, that tailors by
tho nines bad wasted their midnight oit to clothe
that fino figure; that jewellers had ransacked
Christendom to procure gold, and silver, anad pre-
cious stones, to deck that fino figure; that somo
unfortunate boot-black had disjointed his right
arm in bringing such a startling polish to the
boots that held that fine figuro so majestically
perpendicular!  Tho bell rang, the whistlo
sounded ;—and, distinct from all the noise of tho
rushing passengers, I remember that the lips
below tho extremo point parted, and the fol-
lowing remarkable words issued from tho abyss,
 Miss Simple—this way2 I followed in awe,
while tlte Roman bridge maintaincd unspeakable
grandeur, and anon tho daggers flew and the
blazes blew!

Under such able pilotage it is no wonder that
I obtained a seat immediately, with this notablo
personage beside me.,

A warning movement of the ridgs in the
vicinity of tho abyss preceded the quostion,

“ Do you study Astronomy?” to which I
meekly answered, ¢ No, Sir.?

We bad gone s few miles farther, when I was
again greeted with a question of no less impor-
tanco than the former.

“ Do you believe in Physiognomy 77 This timo
I demurely answered, #Yes, Sir?

1 drew 2 long sigh of relief for so much of the
deep and interesting conversation was over, and
what was better still, we were going over tho
ground at a tremendous rate. Wo had procecded
somo miles farther, when my learned companion
sagely remarked.

¢ This mecthod of steam locomotion is won-
derful.?

1 bumbly acquiesced, and ventured to suggest
the possibility of *still more wonderful things
astonishing the world in tho future”

Receiving no answer, I camo to the conclusion
that my rewnark was too trifling to cficet any
response in Lis gigantic mind, and resigned
1aysclf to silenco ; but Mr. Prim was merely col-
lecting his forces of knowledge, and tho result
was another startling observation.

¢ I prefer Homer to Spenser; which is your
choice, Miss Temple ??

1 told him X preferred the Fairie Queene to tho
Iiad for opposition, in the vain endeavour to
mako Mr. Prim really talk, but ho gavo me a
look that horrified me—tho daggers at onco im-
plying superiority, aud tho blazes indicating un-
quenchable knowledge, so I moved uncasily for
a moment, and nervously drew down the shatter.

No other words passed between us, interesting
or otherwiso; and no sooner did I leave bim,
than I expericnced such a rosh of jndescribable
scnsations, which, according to the attraction of
cohesion, formed a suspicious lump in my throat,
that I could not imagino what the ticklish feeling
portended, ill, all at onco I thought it mast be
what peoplo call the ¢ risshilities ;” so I let them
rise, peal after peal, till unclo Jackson wanted
to know if I bad cver travelled with tho ¢ Swiss
Bell-Ringess? X told him #n0,” but I had just
had a decp and inlcresting conversation with
tho only brother of Mrs. Podd’s daughter’s hus-
bard’s cousin, who was slso an jntimate friend
of the family! Savry Soarx.

London, Febraary 6th, 1866,



iy

THE SATURDAY READER.

899

MILTON.

The following statements mado by Professor
Massonin alecure on Milton deliveredn few wecks
since in Free St. George's Church, Edinburgh, to
the Young Men's Associntion connected with that
congregation, areinteresting and in some particn-
lars contradict gencrally received opinions concer-
ning our great poct. At thoperivd Milton begauto
writo ho found th:e nuthors and pocts of his time
a fecble, corrupt, and degenerate race, who could
not realize the nobleness of literature; and he
resolved that any work that occupiced his genius
should bo totally different from tho great run of
poems and writings then produced. In those
days, and for centurics before, it was difficult for
a poct in any nation to decide whether bo should
writo in Latin, which wag the medium of com-
munication among the lcarned all over Europe,
or whether hie should write in his native tongue ;
Milton, Lowever, fortunately resolved to write in
his own langusge. Tlece i3 evidenco to show
that Milton read the O1d Testament, at least the
historical parts, and alzo portions of the New
Testament, with & view (o sce what subjects out
of these histories might afford the greatest capa-
bilities for & poem; and it also is evident thatho
read British history for the same purpose. Ile
had collected no fewer than 100 subjects from
which to sclect one for tho foundution of his
great poem; and amongst those taken from
Scottish history was Macbeth, which he thought
a possible subjeet to bo treated even after Sbake-
speare.  Of all these hundred subjects, however,
the one that struck Milton most was that of
«Paradise Lost” Iis intention of writing &
great poem was interrupted by the troubles of
the period; and he became a pamphleteer on all
the questions which were occupying the Long
Parliament, wrote pomphlets against the bishops,
against prelacy, end against thisandagainst that,
which the Long Patlimnent had determined to
uproot. These pamphlets are among the most
cxtraordinary things in our literature. There
are passages in them that he could not dare to
rcad now in a public audience. They are so
powerful, so unsparing in language, so tremen-
dously scurrilous; if he might say so, suchwords
were used, thatif he wero to read them to an
audience in which there were a few bishops, he
would do so at the outside of the door, with 2
hold of the handle, bawling the passage in, and
then runving off. ‘Somec of the pamphlets were
afterwards burned Ly the hangnan,  With re-
gard to “Paradise Lost,” it was dictated bit by
bit, » few lines a day, to any person who might
call on Miltor. In some pictures of Milton he
was represented as dictating the poem to his
2aughters, who secmed rapt and reverential ;
aut these were pure fantasics, for the fact was
that his daughtess were undutiful. Instead of
being rapt and reverential, they pawned his
boots, and wished him dead, so that these pictures
were imaginary.

In an atticle in the Popular Science Review
Baron Licbig gives his opinion as to the best me-
thod of preparing coflee. e recommends boiling
as the most cfficacious mode of obtaining the
valuable materinls of the berry. ¢ With three-
fourths of tho coffee 1o be cmployed, after being
ground, the water is made to boil for ten or i
tcen minates. The one-qquarter of coffec waich
has been kept back is then flung in and the
vessel immediately withdrawn  from the fire,
covered over and allowed to stand for fice or
six minutes. In order that the powder on the
surface may fall to the bottomitisstirred round;
the deposit then takes place, and the coffe
pourcd off is ready for use.

Printing Press—Tho great general of the
people, who has driven the enemy from the for-
uficd heights of power, and compelled him to
give battlo in the open ficld of thought.

Clock—A. dog wo keep to bark at us,

Pawnlroker—A wman who holds your coat
while you fight.

Marriage~—Harness for a pair,

Experience—Tho scars of our wounds.

Luzury-Tho hectie flush of & consamptive
nation, - c

PASTIMES.

DECAPITATIONS.

1, Behead a princess, and leave o species of
verming again behead, and leave something
much prized in swnmer time,

2. Beliead & pair, and leave an amusement ;
behead again, and leave o unit,

3. Cowplete, I am frequently used in interro-
gations; behead me, aud I am an xrticle of wear-
ing apparel; behead mo again, and I am a pre-
pusition ; transposed, I am an cacmy to ice and

8LOW.
CHARADES.

1. T am composed of G letters. Ay whole is
a great crime.  Transpose my last half, and Lam
what my whole is ; transpose my first half,and [
am frequently the cause of my whole.

2. Forwarded by & young lady :—I am com-
posed of 23 letters; my 1, 10, 5, 23, 3 i3 a lake
in Canada; my 6, 22, 23, 20, 4 was an auncicnt
heathen goddess; my 19, 9, 7, 21, 23 is a strect
in Montreal; my 11, 16, 3, 15, 6, 15,13 is the
title of & little poem by my favourite author;
my 15, 10, 2, 19, 20, 8, 15, 8 is the name of an
Indian tribe that once inhabited Lower Canada;
my 6, 15, 1, 7, 10, 18, 19, 17, 5, 10, 22 js where
1 sometimes walk with my little sister on a sum-
roer morning ; my 15, 14, 22 is what we lassics
of Montreal enjoy in winter; my 1,7, 2, 12,11,
21 is a name borne by several kings of England;
and my whole is the prayer of every true-hicarted
Canadian.

3. My 12,11, 5,10 i3a verb; my 6, 14, 2, 8
isa vehicle; my 3, 9, 11, 12, 13, 5is onc who
buys and sells; my 5, 7, 3 i3 an aviwal; my 3,
11, 5is & resinous substance ; and with my whole
the reader is more or less familiar.

ENIGYA.

Almoufh 1havenoleg norarm,
1 travel for and near;

I tedl of'lovo, X tell ot woo,

And sometimces cause a tear,

I'o many 1 havo fortunes given,

1 fortuuces havo destroycd—

A cuwro of merriment to some,
Butnuny 1'voannoyed.
Invisible I somnctimes asu,

Lut then can re-appeac

Gentto aud docilo us alamb,

Yet oft causo unxious fear,

From humblo peasaut to the king
I quite familiar aum,

And tractable to ull who wish
To use we if they can.

TRANSPOSITIONS.
1. Na tinsinct nife fo lohy tthur
Elwdt ni hite sobmo fo liet huoyt
Huaghot sinsoap deimdmn its realsencs,

2. AMAACTM. Name of a desert,

3. MALARAEXNDS. A reptile.

4. OLETTINCAPNSON, A city in Europe,

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS.

1. Two persons, A and B, lay out equal sums
of money in trade. A gains £126, and B loses
£87, and A’s money is now double that of B'g,
What did each lay out?

2. What number i3 that from which if you
sixty take, one sixth of the whole remains ¢

ANSWERS TO ANAGRAMS, &0, No. 23.

ANAGRAMS.—1. Adam Bede. 2. Pendennis.
3. Waverley. 4. 5. Ten thousand g
year. 6. Great Expectations.

Cuananes.—~1. Pillow. 2. Ochotsk
Boot-jack.

Taaxseostitions,~—1. May their vices be as
small as their bounets, and their virtues ns ex-
tended as their crinohine, 2. Serene, accom-
plishied, cbeerful but not loud ; insinuatory with-
out insinuation. 3. Coquetting.

DecarizaTtions.—l1. Attract-tracteact, 2.
Warm-arm-mar. 3. Strain-train.rain.

AritaxeeTICAL QUESTIONS.~1st. The numoers
arc 3, 4, 6. 2ud. 24 doz. at Gd, per doz. 3rd. He
remaiacd 2 b. 45 min. Time he left 10 h. 38 m.
10 sce,

The following snswers have heen weceived.

JAnagrams—H. B. V., Cloud, Cawp, Hecad~
corn, X. Y. Stratford, Festus.

Charades—All, Cloud, Festos, H. . V.,
Gamp, W, L. Hanter, X, Y. Steatford, Robin;
2nd and 3rd, Headcorn; 2nd, Bonum.

3.

Transpositions~—All, X. Y. Steatford, H. H.
V. Camp, Cloud, Festus; 1st, Heudcorn,honum,
Argus, H, L.V,

Decapitations.~X. Y. Stratford, Robin, W.
Lewis Hunter, Headeorn, Festus, élcml, piog: &
V. Argus. :

Arithmetical Problems.—All, Cloud, Argus,
Festus, H, II. V.; 1st and 2ud, Ieadcorn ; 1st,
Robin, 3ed, W, LewisTunter; Istand 3rd, X, Y.
Stratford.

Received too late to be achnowledged in our
last issue, 8. J. C, Ellen B, W. M. Ardour.

CIIESS.

TO CORRESPUNDENTS.

Answers to  Correspondents were unavoidedly
crowded ont Jast week.

o « ST Unpaiy ST ~Thanks for your continued
avours.

1. ¥, ByLL.—lave you nothing to contributo in
either Pryblems or Games?  Surely the iuterest in tho
gamea is not tlagging among your players!

YrourLex No. 10.—Corrcct solutions received from
St. Urbuin St.; J. McL.; I8, flamalton; and M. N.,
Brightou,

—

SOLUTION OF FROBLEM No. 1L
WILITE,

1 R.toK. K.Gih

Q-to Q. B.3rd.

2
3 Q.%o R. B, Gth,
4 K. to k. 4th, Mate,

(a) If Dlack plays 1 K. to Kt. Bth, Whito replics
with 2, Q. to K, 2nd (ch.) aud Mates next move. If,
1. K. to X. 6th, Whito plays 2. Q. to Q. B, 8rd, Mat-
ing next move.

BLACK.
Kt. from Q. B. 3ed to Q. 4th
(best) (a).
Kt to K. K. 4th,
Kt. from Iit. Gth to Q. 5th.

TROBLEM No. 13.
By T. I’. BuLy, Seavonry, C. W.
BLACK,
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Gamo played last year inmnateh between tho Dundeo
anad Glasgow Clubs.

Evaxs' Gannir,

-
i %///:, ]

: = WIITE,
‘Whito to play aud Mato in four moves.

WIUITE. BLACK,
(Mr. Baxter.) (2res. of Glasgow Club.)
1P. oK, 4th, I to K. 4th.

2 Kt. to K, . Srd. Kt. to Q

3 15. 10 Q. B. 5th. B.to Q. B, 4t

4 1. to Q. Kt. 4th. . takes 1.

61" to Q. B.3rd. B.10 Q. 1. 4th.

6 Castles. 1. {0 Q. Kt. 3rd,

7 I to Q. 4th. . takes 12,

8 1. takes 27, .10 Q. 3rd.

9 Kt. to Q. B. 3rd. (a) Kt. to K, B, 3rd. (8)
10 I to LK. 5th. 1™ takes 1°, .
1 B.t0 Q. - 3na, L. takes Q. P.

12 Q. t0 Q. Kt. 3rd, Q. t0 Q. 2ud.

13 Rt 1o K. Kt {th it to Q. aq.

13 Q.Rto %s% Q. Kt to K. Srd,

16 ht. to IX. B. 3rd (c) 1%, to Q. B. 3rd. (d)
16 Kt. takes K. I°, . t0 Q. B, 2nd.

17 Kt. takes K. 13, 1% Rt 10 Q. B. 4th. () .
18 £3. takes Kt. B, takes B, i
19 R. 0 Q. Sth {ch.

)
And Whito wins tho gawe.

(«t) 110 Dundeo players ouglit 10 20 conversant witlh
thig phiase of tho Eivans® Gamuit, fiom the fuct of Mr.
Eraser {their champion player) hiay ing devoted much
timo and Iabour to tha examiuation ofthe many beau.
tiful variatons springing frown tho branch of tho at~

tack,
(4} B. to K. Xt.Gth is ﬁcnlctzll p'ayed bore, but wg

T e ke it e o i K, 16K

C, kCS 352, takis X t.t0 Q.
Kt. 5tb, and Black replits with 16, Ii. to 1. 2nd, Wi

2 tolcn%lx 8200 gamo.
JBad'ss this is, wo really oco nothing befter.

} made belpg immediately fstal,

3 Ja .
(K Sabr Bt b o stronger move, 1o Oks._

-_—
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.'

Otac.~Yes, if really good, We like the ring
of the first stanza, and were the restequally good,
wo should bo glad to publish your communica-
tion.

Bocay Wartaun—~The MS. is laid asido for
publication a8 soon /3 we can mako room for it.

ToNa, Brrrevibie.—We do not make the
glightest distinction, and shall be glad to receive
any papers you may think proper to forward,

Jaxe —Respectfully declined.

H. E. C.—We have not yet found timo to read
your article; if accepted, it will appear in our
next issue.

Arpa Dresty.—Certainly, whenever you feel
disposed to do so. Much oblige

Ropin.~—Quite acceptable.

X. Y., Srratrorp.—Your letter i3 laden with
good things, and we shall not be slow to placo
them before the lovers of our Pastime Column.

S. J. C, Orrawa—Will you please explain
your propositious respecting the parliamentary
gentlemen.

Cavnapia.—Will give your communication our
carcful attention.

S. B. R, HawiLrox.—We arc exceedingly
obliged to you, both for your good wishes and
the trouble you havo taken, but do not think we
could consistently publish your contribution.

S. G., Queske.—Much obliged—Will you be
good cnough to forward an explanation of the
¢ Jetter 77

Doxcs—It was held in Coventry, Warwickshire,
in the reign of Henry IV, and called tho ¢ Parlia-
ment of Duunces” because lawyers were excluded
fromit. Judging from the complexion of our Legis-
lative Assembly, one would think that tho law-
yers bad determined that we shall not be blessed
with a ¢ Parliament of Dunces” in Canada.

T.H.,Orrawa—Your contribution will appear
in an early issue.

Scoria.—Respectfully declined.

W. O, Cosovre.—Messrs. Robert Hendery &
Co., 590 Craig Strect, are manufacturing silver-
smiths of long standing, and would, we bave no
douht, cxecute any orders you may give them to
your setisfaction.

F. B. D.—The picce i3 longer than we care to
publish, uuless there are special inducements as
10 style or subject; but we will keep it near us,
aud if we find, upon further examination that we
can insert it, we shall bo happy to do so.

Jaues Procron~—Please accept our thanks.
The O. D’s. were specially acceptable, and we
shall be very glad to receive more. We answer
your question in the affirmative—tbere is some-
times & sublimity in impertinence, is there not ?

H. H. V.—Weclcome a3 an old friend.

Jas. H.—Yes, if you wish us to do so,

HNOUSEHNOLD RECEIPTS.

—

Grus Tursrviors 70 Water—Ifa coating of
glue or size be brushed over with a decoction of
one part powdered natgalls in twelve of water,
reduced to cight parts, and strained, it becomes
hard and solid. It makes & good coat for ceil-
ings to whitewash on, and for lining walls for
paper hangings.

How 70 Ctak Scarnp3 rroM StRau.—Apply
ordinary vwhite lead, mixed to a thick cream with
linseed oil. No danger exists from icad-poison-
ing, and if it did, eulphuric acid lemonade, which
we tako to mean water slightly acidalated with
oil of vilriol, would be the only propbylactic
needed.

Cuamirmisa  Ligrons wita Beost Cray.—
Burnt clay is a very cffective means of clarifying
wine, liquors, beer, vinegar, and cider. You
may use broken flower-pots, or any unglazed
pottery-ware free frorm lime. These materials
must e finely powdered in & mortar, and wash-
ed with water, let them rest for one hiour, and
decant the water containiog the finely distriba-
tcd dust-like particles of clay. Repeat the same
operation with another portion of pure water, and
aftervards dry tho bumt clay. Two or threo
pounds of this material shonld bo used for one

barrel; shake the fluid thoroughly with the clay,
and allow it to rest, If necessary, the fluid
should be finely filtered, |

CLeax1xG RiBRons.—Wet thoribbon inalcohol,
and fasten one end of it to something that will
hold it firm; hold tho other in your hand, keep-
ing the ribbon out straight and smooth; rub it
with a picco of Castile soap uutil it looks decid-
edly sonpy: then rub hard with a sponge, or, if
much soiled, with the back of a kaife, keeping
the ribbon dripping wet with alcohol. When
you have cxhausted your patience, and think it
clean, rinso thoroughly in alcohol, fold betiween
clothg, and iron with a hot iron. Dor't wring
the ribbon; if youdo, it will get creasesin itthat
you cannot get out.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL

Dr. Murchison believes, and the London Lancet
cndorses tho belief, that rinderpest is virulent
small-pox, shows that all the symptoms arc identi-
cal, suspects that herds which have bad the
cow-pox are exempt and suggests the vaccination
of all cattle.

Rerative Welonr. A weight which could
only be three ounces on the moon would boe one
pound on the earth, and the same force would
throw a body six and & balf times farther or
higher on the former body.

M. Gaudin, the eminent French cbemist, bas
recently made & valuable discovery in the manu-
facture of iron. o finds that by adding to it,
when in a state of fusion, peroxide of mangancse
and phosphate of iron, a degreo of cxcessive
bacdaess is acquired, whech rmakes tho metal c¢s-
pecially valuable when used in machinery.

ELzcTRICITY AS A Msans or TARING CORRECT
SouxpinGs 1x DEep Warzas.—In taking deep-sea
soundipgs, the great dificulty is to determine the
exact moment at which the lead touches the
bottom, Itisnow proposcd that the sounding-line
should be a kind of light telegraph cable, which,
by means of the clectric curreat, could be made
cither simply to give warning, by ringing a bell
or otheriwise, of tho lead having touched the
bottom, or to putin action an automatic breke,
and §o prevent any more line passing into the
water.,

Electro-telegraphy owes much to Prof. Wheat-
stone; but his latest achievement excels all we
haveyet beard of.  With his improved automatic
instrument, properly manipulated, he can transmit
six hundred distinctly legible signs or Ictters in
a mioute,

At o meeent meeting of the Astronomical
Society, Mr. Do La Rue, the President, stated that
his hopes with regard to tho use of phétography
in astronomical observations had been contirmed,
and that tbe Lunar Committeo of the British As-
sociation had resolved tomakeuse of photographs
to prepare an accurate outline map of the moon.
Sections of theso photographs are to be distribu-
ted among observers, who will occupy themselves
with filling in the details of the several parts of
the lunar surface. A scries of zones being agreed
on, cach observer will have a zone assigned him,
at which bio will bo cxpected to work whencver
it may be visible. Amateur astronomers, willing
to take part in this good work, should msake
known their willingoess to tho Sceretary of the
Astronomical Society,

Ia onc of tho French scientific journals & new
method has been given for tho preparation of
modelling clay for senlptors. Theclayat present
craployed dries very quickly, and is on thatac-
count objectionable, It is suggested to employ
glycerine in moistening it.  The product thosob-
tained will possess all the good qualities of wax,
but will bo considerably less expensive, and will
bo superiorto itin retaining the same consistency
whatever the temperature to which it is exposed.
Beforo the glrcerine is added to the clay, the
latter must be well deied and pulverized. Any
water left in it would subscquently destroy the
plasticity, a8 it would pass off by cvaporation,
and thus leave the day without tho necessary

amount of liquid for tho prestrvation of its vlasti-
city. i

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL,

Why is clectricity like the police when they
are wanted 2—Becaugo it is an invisiblo forco.

Mrs Pactington is hocrified to hear that French
dancing girls exccuto their grand pas on tho
stage, with tho peoplo all looking at ‘em, and ap-
plauding of 'em too. .

A blind man, having walked the streets with a
lighted lantern, an acquaintance met hiw, and
exclaimed, in somo surprise, ¢ what is the use of
that light to you? You know every street and
turning—it docs you no good. You can't seo o
bit the better.” # No,” replicd tho old man, I
don't carry the light to make mo sce, but to
prevent fools from running against me.” .

Dr. Kitchener, who prided himself on hist
orderly dinner, parties, had the following words -
written over his mantlepieco :—¢ Como at seven,
go at cleven The young Coleman, being one
day the doctor’s guest, iuserted the word *it¥
in tho last line, and made it read “go it at
clevent

When Heary Erskine was appointeu to gucceed
Dardas as Lord Advocate, the latter offered him
the loan of higsilk gown, saying, ¢ For the short
timo you'll want it, you Lad better borrow mine.”
#1 have no doubt,” replied Erskine, ¢that your
gown is mado ¢to fit any party;’ but however
short my time may be in office, it shall nover bo
said that Henry Erskine put on tho ¢abandoned
babits’ of his predecessor.”

RespsorasLe Hogpanps WaxTep.—An attor-
ney who wished to show his smartness by
quizzing an old farmer, began by asking him if
thero were many girls in his neighbourhood.
4 Yes,” replied the old man, * there’s a dreadful
sight of 'em—s0 many that there ain’t halfezough
respectablo husbands for ‘em all, and so gome of
‘em aro begining to take up with lawyersl”

An [rish gentleman entered a bookseller’s shop
in Dublia tho other day, with a valuable work,
which, be said, was to be bound in a superior
style. ¢ And how will you have it donc ?? said
the bookbinder; ¢in Russia ?"—¢in Russia?
certainly notl” was the reply—*in Morocco,
then 7 continued the shopkeeper.—¢¢ No! ncither
in Russia nor Morocco,” rejoined the patriot;
«if you can't do it here, Ul tako it to the book-
binder over tho way.”

A Man advertiscs for competent persons to
undertake the sale of a new medicine, and adds
t«that it will be profitable to the undertakeri”
No doubt of it.

Thero is a lady who has so eatirely renounced
the male sex that she will notwear a mantle,
have a boyler in the kitchen grate; calls herself
a good womanager, and scaxcely thinks it right
to use a ladle.

A Caixesz Story. Thero weretwo short-sight-
¢d men who wero always quarrelling a8 to which
of them could sec best ; and, as they heard there
was to be a tablet crected at the gate of a neigh-
bouring tcmple, they determined they would visit
it together on a given day, and put the visual
powers to the test. But, cach desiring 16 take
advantage of tho other, Ching weat immediately
to tho temple, ang, looking quite close to tho
tablet, saw an inscription with the wordg, “To
the great man of the pastand the future,” Chang
also went prying yet closer, and in addition to
the inscription  To tho great man ofthe past
and the fatare,” ho read from smaller charactcrs,
«This tablet was raised by the family of Ling, in
honour of tho great man.”

On the day appointed, standing at a distanco
from which neither could read, Cbing exclaimed,
«Tho inscription is, ¢ To tho great man of the
past and the fature) ¥

“True,” said Chang: “but you have Ieft out- .
a part of tho inseription, which I can read, but
you cannot, and which is written in small charac-
ters——¢ Brected by tho family of Ling, in honour
of the great man.”

¢ Thero is no such inscription,” anid Ching.

¢ There is,” sald Chang. .

So they waxed wroth, and,-sfter abusing one
another, agreed to refer the matter to the high
pricst of the temple. .

After he heard their story, he quisty said,
© Gentlemen, thero is no tablet to.read: it was
taken into tho interior of tho templo yesterday.’
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