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J N a few short weeks the gloomy winter will!
have passed away : and -blustering Boreas))
‘Wwith' his snow and his hail, causing shivering]
limbs and chattering teeth to the sona of Adam,
will have departed to revel among the icebergs
and frozen waters of the Northern Seas, and bave
given place to the mild and gentle Zephyr, with
its soft and genial showers. Our rivers and
streams, which now appear bound with iron fet-
ters will be loosened, and will again slip and
slide, and gleam and glance among the water
lilies. The trees now apparently withered and dead
will burst forth into Ieaves and flowets; and all
nature will awake and put on her most gloripus
attire, and all the tribes of the animal Kingdom
will rgjoice,.and among the first and the lovéliest
to shake off doll glqth will be the insect hosts.
Ere long the butterflies will be flittidg gaily and
joyfully over the green fields: the bée will be
bustling among the early flowers, buzzipg and
bumming, as if anxious to make up for lost time,
and redeem the golden moments it has wasted
during its long winter nap; the beetle will be
crawling and flying along the sunny roads, or
lurking under stones and sticks and the bark of
trees; and the cruel and ferocious mosquito, of
the feminine gender, like an Amazonian warrior
in days of yore, will be fashioning and burnish-
ing her weapons for active service, while her
_gentler and less blood-thirsty husband is peacefully
daucing over the swamps and creeks .of our glo-
ricus Canada, lifting its tiny voice to sing the
Great Creator's praise: Therefore 1 crave the
liberty of taking up a little space,of the Reader
with afew stray niotes concerning insects, hoping,
thereby to attract the attention ofsome of my read-
ers to the wonders of nature, asexhibited in these
little ¢creatures. No one need jmagine that he is
here to have along article concerning the number
of joints in the hind leg of a beetle, or tedious
epquiry as to where the organ of hearing is placeq,
nor yet any other learned or deep disquisi-
tion or discussion on some such knotty and im-
portant point, for I will confine myself toa few stray
notes of a very rambling, unconnected and sim-

ple character. :
“ Exceeding in amount of species all the other

subjects of xoglogy ; unrivalled in dazzling bril--

linncy Of,lheir»eg.[qnm, which.combine the clear-
ness and decision, of .tint possessed by flowers,
with the exquisitely varied markings of the fea-
thered races, and the. metallic splendqur-of the
mineral kingdom ; surpasged by no other work of
creation in the wonderful gtructure of their parts,
and certainly surpassing all jn.the adaptation, of
that structure to the perfect fulfijlment of those na-
tural, but to ug still mysterious instincts, which in
every age have excited the,admiration of man-

kind,” is it to be wondered that many in all ages
have become g0 enamoured of these fairy and
elfish creatures as to make them their study and
delight, catching them by day, and setting them
by night ; that such men as Swammerdam, Hu-
ber and Reaumer should devote their lifetime to
the investigation of their natures and structures;
that Madame Merian ghould travel to distant and

| tropical climes to copy with her magic pencil

their graceful shapes and gorgeous colours, and

| that others should spend their time and money

in making collections of
' “ the painted populace .
. That live in ﬁeldspsand leacfgﬁxbroqial lives?”

Is it not rather & matter of slirprise and astonish-
ment that many more do not turn entomologists,
and seek to learn more about the formation, habits

‘1 and doings of these our fellow creatures 7 Some-

times, no doubt, whether we will or no, we are
forced to take an intercst in these creatures, as
when we find our fruit destroyed by the curculio,
our wheat blighted by the midge and fly; and as
a punishment for qur transgressions the Creator

-has spoken the word ¢ and thie grasshoppers come

and caterpillars innumerable, and eat up all the
grass in the land and devour the fruit of the
ground.” Often wo are compelled to listen at the
dead of night to the dread war-whoop of some fero-
cious mosquito, who like a bloodthirsty savage
performs the most hidcous and fantastic dance
around our couch cre it plunges its sharp knife

.into our unprotected bodies : and sometimes, too,
| much to our disgust, we make some such interest-

ing discoveries ‘as did Douglas Jerrold who, after
baving been kept awake all night at a couatry

 inn by hosts of little black baudits, and being
_tald the next morning by the indignant landlady
-that she had “ not got a single flea in the house,”

instantly retorted, fatigued with his entomologi-
cal pursuits and captures, * a single flea—perhaps
not, for [ am sure they are all married, and
bave large families too.” From a close and atten-

' tive study of the nature and habits of these fairy

and bewitching creatures, I am sure that every one
will derive much of instruction and profit, as well
as of amusement.

The ingect hoats far exceed in number those of
all the rest of the tribes of animated natare. It
is supposed that not fewer than one hundied
thousand are preserved in the different collec-
tions; and as on every tree and flower, under
every stone and stump, in every puddle and
stream, and creeping on every road, and dance
ing and waltzing over every fleld throughont this
world, there are to bo found insects of different
kinds, natures, and shapes, it is computed that
-the number of species actually existing in nature
is not greatly short of four hundred thousand.
Of these, about a third are beetles, and & quarter
flies. . Far more attention has been given to the
-siudy of the butterflies and beetles, than to the
other insect . tribes; their beautiful and brilliant
colours have always rendered these insects objects
of peculiar delight and interest to entomologists.
General Count De Jean, one of Napoleon's aide-
de-camps, had ebout twenty-three thousand dif-
ferent species of beetles in his collection; and,
8o anxious was he to increase his cabinet, that
even in his military campaigns he was continu-

ally occupied in capturing, and pinning these

insects to the outside of his military cap, which
was generally covered with them, The General
was accustomed to rush into the midst of battle
with his head thus singularly adorned with the
trophies.of his entomologica! victories. At the
battle of Wagram he was hit on the hat by a

cannon-ball, and knocked head over heels off |

his charger.  After remaining stunned for some
time, he opened his eyes, and the Emperor asked

him if he wad much hart; «I am still alive,”

replied the gallant General, ¢ but, alas! my in-

gects are all gone;” and 80, indeed, they were,
for his hat was shivered to a thousand atoms.

Some insects are extremely prolific; for in-
stance, according to calculations based upon
actual observation, the whole brood, from a
single aphis or plant louse, in a season, will
amount to the immense number of 1,000,000,-
000,000,000,000. (For fear the reader should
imagine the printer has added in a few extra
cyphers, I had better state that eighteen is the
proper number!) - Were it not that these in-
sects are extremely feeble, so that the slightest
touch destroys them, and the winds, rains, and
cold sweep them off by hundreds of thousands,
and that myriads form the daily food of higher
and latger créatures; in a short time vegetation
yould be totally destroyed by these mites—the
empire of Flora completely annihilated, and chaos
again reign supreme. 'Another insect, which
enjoys among the scientific few thé high-sound-
ing and euphonious name of Cimex lectularia,
but among the ignorant many may bear a shorter
and less agreeable appellation, lays its eggs four
times a year, and fifty of them at a time; and
as its young arrive at maturity, and are ready to
become parents in eleven weeks, it will appear
from a little simple cyphering that about twenty-
two millions will be the offspring of a single pair
in one year. No wonder, then, that careful
housewives are occasionally horrified by finding
swarms of these light-footed but not sweet-
scented gentry in places whence they can easily
make forays and attacks upon weary mortals,
who wish to court ~

, Tried nature’s sweot restorer, balmy sleep.”

The female white ant lays about forty millions
of eggs in' a year ; the queen bee sometimes fifty
thousand, but generally not more than five or
six thousand ; but luckily for man, in the vast
majority of cases, the number of eggs laid by a
single insect in & year is less than an hundred.

Did you, my reader, ever think why it is that
man (called, by courtesy), *the monarch of all
he surveys,” is so continually harassed, annoyed,
and tormented by little things, by flies, mosqui-
toes, fleas, and those creatures before referred to,
which should not be mentioned by their English
name to ears polite, when we- have it on very

‘good authority that into the blissful bower of

Adam or Eve,
. « Insect or worm, dare enter none.”

such was their dread of man ?

1f you have never thought on this deep and
abstruse question, or if you have exercised your
powers of ratiocination without effect, come with
me, and you will hiear the reasori why. We will
have to journey fir to the east, and near the
foot of that mountain on whose summit the Ark
probably still rests, imbedded in the ice and
snow of - more than forty centurios, we will
find some venerable Turk surrounded by his

| family and dependants, by his flocks and his

herds, living in the game primitive and happy
style as did his ancestors thousands of years
ago, and to him we will propound - this query,
and ask for a solution of the mystery. e,
after he has in most courtgous, though foreign
accents, invited us to be seated, after he has
lighted his hookah, stroked his long, snowy,
venerable beard, and solemnly emitted several
clouds of smoke, as fragrant as the summer
breezes of Araby the Blest, will tell us that Allah
is Great ! that ages agone, long before the birth
of the Prophet, when the righteous Noah was
safely floating over the troubled waters of the
angry figod in his ¢ allotted ocean-tent,” the
ark, driven !ngher and thither by the fary of the
winds, striking against a rock, sprung & leak:
Noah in vain tried to repair the damage done,
and avoid what seemed to be the destined fate of
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the whole family of Adam, till the wise old ser-
pent, who, after having caused the destruction
of the world, had snugly placed himself in the
ark, came to him, and promised to help him out
of his mishap, if he would undertake to supply
human flesh for his daily food when the flood had
abated. The patriarch, urged on by dire neees-
sity and the fear of being engulphed in the rag-
ing Dbillows, made the unholy promise, where-
upon the serpent coiling himself up, drove his
body into the fracture, and stopped the leak.
When, at length, the ark rested on dry land,
and all were going out of the dark ship into the
pleasant sunshine, the serpent, wearied and
worn, crawled out of the hole, and demanded
of Noah the fultilment of his promise ; but the
Antediluvian, by the advice of the Archangel
Gabriel, refused to fulfill the pledge to his bene-
factor, and seizing him, committed him ruth-
lessly to the flames, and afterwards scattered his
ashes in the air; but heaven, being unwilling
that the serpent should be thus deprived of his
promised reward, immediately caused to arize
from these ashes flies, fleas, lice, bugs, and all
such vermin as feed upon the flesh of living
man, -

My friend, are you satisfied with this answér
to your question? If you are not, you must go
elsewhere ; I know no better. Speaking of what
the serpent wished to cat, and of what insects
feed on man, leads me very naturally to speak
of some of the insects that man, :

, Of half that live the butcher and the tomb,

devours ; and this may truly be considered a topic
of practical interest, now that the rinderpest is
carrying off the cattle by hundreds and thousands,
and pigs are forbidden our Canadian cities, and
to supply the wants of the people is becoming a
matter of serious consideration, and of such con-
siderable difficulty that the Parisian butchers are
getting bears weekly from Siberia for the hungry
frog-eating Frenchmen, The sluggard is told to
go to the ant, but the gourmand goes to her of
his own free-will, for this industrious little crea-
ture is eaten in many countries. In Brazil, the
largest species are preparedin a way known only
to the Soyers of that empire, with a most deli-
cious (that is, to those who like such things)
sauce of resin; in Africa they are stewed with
butter ; while in the East, they are eaught in
pits, carefully roasted like coffee, and eaten by
the natives with as much gusto and relish as
Parisian belles devour bon-bons. Smeathman
says, I have eaten them several times, dressed
in this way, and I think them delicate, nourish-
ing, and wholesome. They are something sweater,
though not so fat and clogging, as the caterpillars
and maggots of the palm-tree srout beetle, which
is served up at the luxurious tables of West
Indian epicures as the greatest dainty of the
western world.” A curry of ant’s eggs is an ex-
tremely costly luxury in Siam, and perhaps is not
much worse than the soup made out of Chinese
bird’s nests. The Ceylonese, ungrateful wretches,
and disgusting creatures, never having read
Zsop’s fable of the countryman who was a
greater goose than his goose who laid golden
eggs, eat the bees after robbing them of their
honey.

The African bushmen devour all the caterpil-
lars they find, ard so do the Australians, What
an acquisition a few little live bushmen would be
to A market gardener’s cabbage field ? Would it
notbe well for the Bureau of Immigration to draw
the attention of the Imperial Government to the
fact that these subjects of Queen Victoria could
live well and grow fat in Canada very cheaply;
80 that when there is a scarcity of food and the
natives are troublesome at the Cape or at the dig-
gings, they might be sent over here. I am sure
farmers and gardeners would find it & much less
expensive as well ag a much surer and more phi-
lantropic way to destroy the grubs and maggotsin
their fruit and other trees, by turniug in a few
young busLmen or Australian aborigmes, th_nn
by using the various newspaper remedies which
generally are more efficacious in destroying the
trees than the caterpillars. But I must cease

o

return to facts.

The inhabitants of the Celestial Empire, im- |

pelled by that spirit of economy which ever aetu-
ates them, eat the chrysalis of the silk-worm
after they have wound off the silk from the
cocoon ; doubtless this would be very good (for
everything in this world, is good or bad but by
comparison,) when eaten with ivory chop-sticks
after a cup of bird-nest soup, a slice of a carefally
fattened and delicately cooked rat, and a ragout
of green, viscious and slippery sea-snails, or a
dish of shark’s fing mixed with slices of fat pork,
Locusts, which the Arabs describe as having the
head of a horse, the eye of the elephant, the neck
of the ox, the breast of the lion, the body of the
scorpion, the hips of the camel, the legs of the
stork, the wings of the eagle and the tail of the
dragon—are very much used as an article of
food in those eastern countries where they
abound ; the natives gathér them in bags, roast
them and grind them into flour, of which they
make bread. Dr. Shaw says, that when locusts
are sprinkled with salt and fried they are not
unlike fresh water cray-fish in taste. The mode
of preparing these creatures for the table varies
in different countries. The Arabs salt them
down and eat them as a delicacy ; the Bedouins
roast them alive on coals ; the inhabitants of
Morocco dry them on the roofs and terraces of
their houses, and eat them either smoked or
broiled—they esteem them so highly that the
price of provisions falls when the locusts visit
the neighhourhood. The markets and shops in
many places are supplied with them. The Cal-
mucks not only eat them themselves, but feed

| their sheep, antelopes and other animals with

them, and pigs eat them eagerly and become
unusually fat upon them. This is a very old
article of food ; indeed Moses. when telling the
Israelites what animals it was lawful for them to
eat, and what they were to refrain from eating,
says, “ These may ye eat of every flying creeping
thing that goeth upon all four, which have legs
above their feet, to leap withal upon the earth:
even these of them ye may eat; the locust after
his kind, and the bald locust after his kind, and
the beetle after his kind, and the grasshopper
after his kind.” Many learned commentators
(among whom are Job Ludolph, Bishop Patrick
and Schenchger) are of the opinion that the ani-
mal food by which the children of Israel were
twice fed in their journeying through the wilder-
ness, were not guails but locusts, and that the
original word silavim ought to be so translated,
John the Baptist, algo, during his ministry, lived
on locusts and wild honey.

In Vienna, the ladies, dear delicate creatures!
make sweet-meat out of cockroaches, by encasing
them in white sugar; while in America quanti-
ties of these insects are put into the wine manu-
factured there to give it a body and a flavour.
The African bushman and the savages of New
Caledonia are particularly fond of roasted spiders,
and this singular taste is not unknown even in
civilized Europe, for Reamur tells of a young
lady, who when walking in her garden would eat
all the unfortunate spiders she could lay her
hands upon; Lalande, the famous French astro-
nomer, was equally fond of them, and a German,
immortalized by Rosel, used to spread them on
bread instead of butter. But this list of horrors
is quite long enough, to shew that what is one
man's meat, is another man’s poison; and not-
withstanding the delicacy of these various insects
and the great gusto with which they are devour-
ed by some, I for one, most devoutly hope that
dire necessity and cruel poverty will never com-
pel me to partake of any of them, but that there
will always be some roast beef and plum pudding
for me.

But perhaps we ought not to be too particular

with regard to what we eat or drink, nor yet too (;

vain of our place in the scale of creation, especial-
ly when we consider and ponder well the lines
of the poet who says,

* Wo are all ereeping worms of earth,
Some are silk-worms, great by birth;
Glow-worms some that shine by night; .
Slow-worms others, apt to bite;

Some are muck-worms, slaves to wealth ;
Maw-worms some that wrong the health;
Some to the world, no good willers, :
Canker-worms and caterpillars,
io?intt_l about th?l etg.nh we’re crawling,

nd for a sorry we’re sprawling ;
Putrid staff we suck whlch%ila ns,;‘ ¢

Death then sets his foot and kill us.”, | V.,

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Mas. Hesry Woop has a prolific pen, and is
about to publish a new novel, entitled. * St.
Martin’s Eve.”

Mz. Jaues GREENwoop—the Lambeth Ama-
teur ¢ Casual "—is about to contribute a series
of “Starlight Readings” to the Evening Star ;
descriptions of queer spots and strange phases
of life in the dark places of London.

In the whole of Great Britain and Ireland
there are only seventy-eight daily papers issued
for the supply of some thirty millions of readers.
This small number is claimed as a greatadvance
on the numbers ten years ago, under the old
stamp law, when, in 1856, only thirty-two daily
papers were in existence. The list now is divid-
ed thus: of dailies fifty-two are published in Eng-
land, one in Wales, twelve in Scotland, twelve
in Ireland, and one in the Channel Islands. The
total number of newspapers for the United King-
dom of every kind is twelve hundred and fifty-
seven. Of magazines the number and variety
is comparatively much larger, ag, ineluding the
quarterly reviews, they amount to two hundred
and thirty-seven; of these, one hurdred and
ninety-six are of decidedly religious character,
representing the views of almost everv shade of
denominational peculiarity.

Tag third report from Capt. Wilson (who, our
readers will remember, was sent out at the head
of a party to make explorations in Palestine)
adds to the evidence in favour of Tel Hum being
the actual site of Capernaum, The White Syna-
gogue has been dug about, and its plan and

-ornaments have been copied: there is scarcely

any doubt that this edifice is the identical Greek
synagogue built by the Roman officer. If so, it
is one of the structures in which Christ actually
prayed and taught—the only one now to be
traced. The interest attaching to it is therefore
of the most solemn kind., Khan Minyeh proves
to be a modern mound. . -

Tar Bishop of St. Andrew’s, Scotland, a ne-
phew of Wordsworth the poet, has farnished the
following new awd interesting contribution to
literary history : “ When Scott was on the point
of setting out as an invalid for the Continent in
1831, he was amxious that Wordsworth should
pay him a farowell visit, which he did; and asI
happened to be staying at Rydal Mount at the
time, I had the honour of aecompanying my uncle
to Abbotsford. After remaining there three
days—a son of Burns, by-the-bye, had left tho
house only a day or two before we arrived, and
had expressed his regret that he could not wait
to meet my uncle—on the morning of our depar-
ture (which, if I remember rightly, was the same
on which our host himself also started for Italy),
he was 80 good-natured as to compose and write
in the album of my cousin (afterwards Mrs. Quil-
linam) four original stanzas, which were, I bes
lieve—as he himself said at the time they proba.
bly would be—the last verses he ever wrote. 1|
do not think they have ever been published. Thq
first stanza, I recolloct, was as follows :

" *Tis well the gifted eye which saw
The first fainc sparks of fancy burn,
Should mark its latest beam with awe,

Low glimmering from the funeral urn!
A touching record not only of the satisfaction
folt by Sir Walter at Wordsworth’s coming to
see him at such a time, but of the fact that the
MSS. of Scott's earliest postry were submitted to
my uncle’s critisism, & fact of which I am other-
wise assured, and received, as I believe, hiz warm
encouragement.”

-- We have received from the authoress, a small
volume, entitled “ Household Receipts, or Domes-
tic Cookery, by a Montrea] Lady.” From the
Preface, we learn, that theso receipts, nearly three
hundred in number, havo been urgently com-
mended by many ladies in the fashionable circles
of Montreal. The authoress, in preparing this
little work for the press, has endeavoured to
supply a want which has been long experienced
by Canadian Housekeepers, and we have no
doubt, her efforts will be appreciated by the
public, )

_—
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STRABAN & Co., PUBLISHERS.

—

[T is now pretty widely known that Messrs.
Strahan & Co., Publishers, of London, (Eng.)
have opened & branch in "Montrealmt 121 Great
St. Jumes street (lately 50 St. Peter street), for
the purpose of supplying the whole of British
North America with their periodical and general
publications. As workers in the same field of
industry—the dissemination of reading that is
really calculated to elevate the mind—we heartily
welcome, and bid them God-speed with their
enterprise in our infant country,

The books published by Messrs. Strahan are
chiefly religious, by such” writers as the Dean of
Canterbury, A. K. H. B. (the “Country Parson”),
Dr. Guilric—who edits their “Sunday Maga-
zine,” Dr. McLeod, editor of “ Good Words,"—
another of Messrs. Strahan’s magazines, Profes-
sor Plumptre, Alexander Smith, Jean Ingelow,
Countess de Gasparin, Duke of Argyle, Dr. C. J.
Vaughan, Isa Craig, and many others of greater
or lesser brilliancy in the galaxy of the world of
letters, Amongst them are many books which we
should find, well thurbed, on the tables and on
the shelves—and which should bein the closet—
of every Christian householder throughout the
length and breadth of the land — books on
Woman's work, for young ladies, for students, for
young men, and for children—all delightfully
illustrated, combined with beauty in printing,
good quality in paper, excellence and neat-
ness in binding, and, above all, cheapness—
for which Messrs. Strahan bave gained a reputa-
tion at home and abroad. :

We cannot close this necessarily brief notice
without expressing our admiration of one book
we observed—Mr. Millais's Book of Pictures,
John Everett Millais, who stands in the first
rank of his profession, has here collected eighty
of his drawings on wood ; and when we consider
the high character and charming elegance of the
drawings, the thick tinted paper on which they
are printed, and the binding—which is an excel-
lent specimen of what a London binder can pro-
duce—we are astonished at the price ($5) at
which it is offered to the public. We shall soon
see it in the drawing-rooms of many of our
friends.

In order to give our readers some idea of the
class of books which are published by Messrs.
Straban, we shall make a few extracts from their
catalogue, adding short descriptions,

SiupLe TRUTH PoR EanrNgsr Minps, by the Rev.
Dr. Norman McLeod, is a volume of dis-
courses which we have read, felt the better
of, and will be sure to return to it in the
quiet of a Sabbath afterncon. Dr. McLeod
has the rare faculty of speaking to people
in their own language. The price of the
book (75c) places it within the reach of
all.

T GoLp s'HREAD, i3 another book from the
pen of Dr. McLeod ; this time he writes for
the children. Tt is an allegory, in which he
records little Eric’s mishaps through losing
his Gold Thread, which he had been told
to hold firm, and which would have guided
him through the woods. It is nicely and
plentifully illustrated ; and, if our advice is

- taken, wherever there arc children there
will be a Gold Thread.

Beeixying Lire : a book for young men on Reli-
gious Study, and Business. By Principal
Tulloch, We know no book which we
would more heartily recommend to the
young of dur country than this: its great
charm is that principal Tulloch speaks as a
friend. The price of the book is 85c.

We shall give a larger list in our next week’s
issue,

Two Irishmen, in crossing & field, came in
contact with a donkey, who was making “ day
bideous * with his unearthly braying. Jemmy
8tood a moment in astonishment ; but turning to
Pat, who seemed as much enraptured with the
song as himself, remarked : “I¢s a fine large ear
that bird has for music, Pat, but sure he's gotan
awful cowld.”

THE FAMILY HONOUR, .

,BY MRS, O, L. BALPOUR.
Continued from page 19
CHAHTER XXXIV. PROGRESS.

‘Though losses and crosses be lessons right severe,
There’s wit there ye'll get there ye'll ind no
otherwhere.” BorNs.

There was such an expression of grief and dis-
may in Norman’s face, that the good-natared toll-
man, looking hard at him, said, ¢ You're not up
to any tricks, are you? No nonsense about
making & hole in the water—which is the way
with some younkers in their tantrums—eh ?”

What answer the youth might have returned
to a question that, while it shocked him, showed
how wretched he must look, was interrupted by
a woman, who, carrying a clothes-basket, came
panting to the bridge. She put down her load
as she dived her hand into her pocket for the
copper ; and the toll-keeper, who knew her, said,
“That’s a heavy load for you.” ¢ Yes,” she an-
swered: it ought have gone home last right,
but my lazy lout never came home ; and however
1slall get it to Grosvenor Place is much more
nor I can tell.” .

“Can I help you?” said Norman, in a trem-
bling voice that was both timid and eager.

“You, sirl lor! youre very good. If you
wouldn’t mind, now, I'd take it kindly if you
give a hand to it,” pointing to the basket; ¢ but
You ain’t used to—" -

“He's hard up a bit—can’t pay the toll,” in-
torrupted the man; “and so I should think ain’t
above earning an honest penny.”

¢ No, that Lam not,” rejoined the youth. With-
out another word the woman put an extra coin
in the toll-keeper'’s hand, and Norman, taking a
handle of the basket, trudged at her side. Every
now and then the woman, as they passed the
dimly-burning lamps, glanced at him curiously,
and coming to a coffe-stall, where early breakfasts
were served, she set down the basket, and say-
ing, “ We'll rest a bit,” called for two cups of
coffee and two peunny loaves of bread. Our fa-
mished Norman as he partook with her of this
needful refreshment, heard a man passing call
the street ¢ Paradise Row.” His notions of bliss
just then were very humble, for he thought it
was indeed paradise to him. It may be that the
remembrance of many times that he bad sat mood-
ily at his meals rose to his mind, for, with a pang,
he admitted, Marian was right ; I was ungrate-
ful.” As the barrier self-esteem, in which it had
been his nature to entrench himself was loosened,
there came a wholesome resolution to try to
correct the pride and impatience of his character.
The discipline of life was moulding him to better
things. Assoon as the hasty meal was swallow-
ed, the basket was resumed, and passing the
college in their road, they trudged on till they
entered a part of the town that Norman knew,
leading to Grosvenor Place. A few minutes
before they reached their destination his compan-
ion grew confidential, and told him she worked
for a laundress at Battersea, and that she was
anxious to take home this particular basket her-
self, because the Dowager Lady Pentreal, who
was going out of town that day, was very chari-
table, and had done no end of kind things for her.
* Her ladyship's a widder like me—lor | not like
me, neither, for I've to fight for five children, and
all hers be gentlemen and ladies. But you see
iflife ain't the same, death is; and a kind lady
as grieves over a grave, thinks of them as ha'nt
no time to grieve, only innardly.”

By this time they were at the area gate, and
Norman, to whom both the name and the place
were suggestive, looked up curiously at the house,
thinking of the ‘charity that had been bestowed
from that house on the impostures he had left,
and of his own innocent shares in the deception.
The guilt which, by impostures, diverts the chan-
nel of benevolence from the virtuous poor toa
set of luxurious swindlers, appeared in all its
enormity to Norman, and the wish to see Lady
Pentreal, was strong in his mind. He knew his
illness had been made a plea to obtain her help,
She had meant to do him & kindness, and he was
grateful for her intention ; but as to any method
of getting to see her, coming as he did, as the as-

t

sistant porter of the laundress's basket, it was
impossible. Indeed, he drew off from the area
gate to the kerbstone, pulled his cap over his face,
and, with a flush on his thin cheek, was bidding
his companion good morning, when she pulled
out fourpence and handed it to him. He had
breakfasted, humbly it is true, but yet sufficiently,
and no longer goaded by the pangs of hunger,
he felt he could not take the money. ¢ No no,”
he said, putting her hand back, “you've paid
me already quite enough—no, no.”

¢ Now, don’t you go to be a tossing your head
fike a horse, until you knows where your oats is
to come from, young man. 1'm a mother, and I
knows what's what. You hadn't a blessed
copper at that there bridge, as is a imposing nui-
sance, no doubt, but you fairly earned sixpence
two pence is spent for———"

“Oh, don’t reckon it; you are very kind;
thank you.” )

At that moment the gate was unlocked by a
cross-looking serving-man, who rushed down
agajn in a great hurry, leaving the laundress to
descend the steps with her burden as best she
could. Pulling his cap still lower, Norman,
went to her aid, and when they reached the lower
hall the woman put her on his arm. “ You
stop here,” she said, and was disappearing, when
the footman, they had already seen, darted out of
a pantry, and said—

“Could your boy, Mrs. Riley, go a message
for me? What with my lady going away to-day,
and all the bustle, I don’t know which way to
turn,”

¢ Certainly, leastways I think so,” said Mrs.
Riley rather confused, looking at Norman, who
involuntarily added—

“I can go. What is it to do?”

“Only to take a letter. There's a pretty go
come to light. I could ha' told how it "ud be,
my lady a raking in gutters among the scum of
the earth.”

“Mr. Jenkins, the scum mostly rises far away
from the gutters,” said the Widow Riley, offend-
ed; “but” checking herself, “no doubt, he'll
carry the letter. Is he to wait an answer 7”

¢ Yes, he must wait, and be back sharp.”

As he spoke, Norman recognized his voice. It
was thebringer of the basket to Mrs. Fitzwalter’s.

Norman took the note, which are addressed to
Dr. Griesbach, Gloucester Place, As he set off
on his new mission, his way lying through Hyde
Park, Norman began to fear least he might be
met or recognized. He need not have feared.
Mr. Hope was not likely to be out; and except
Marian or his sister, there was no one sufficiently
interested in the gauntlad {o notice him as he sped
along with closely buttoned jacket and slouched
cap. He was soon at his destination, and found
the ball of Dr. Griesbach’s house filled with poor
patients waiting’ their turn to see him. The ser-
vant who opened the door did not ask Norman’s
business, but, looking in his facs, at once pointed
him to a bench in the hall, and saying, *Just
in time, young man,” retreattd so suddenly,
that our youth found himself with the letter in'
his hand, amid a throng, and, unacquainted with
what was going on, sat down to wait patiently
for further inquiries, little deeming what would
arise-from that visit.

CHAPTER XXXV. CATECHETICAL.

“Keen as a razor was both glance and speech;
And yet, like oil, kindness oft tempered each.”

We left our poor wandering Norman, by a mis-
take of the servant, seated in the physician’s hall,
waiting for an audience.

“It's your turn now;’ and Norman, rather
wondering, went in,as he had seen others do,
and found behind the baize door a lobby leading
into a small room, whero at a desk sat a gentle-
man, whose keen oyes and vigorous look contragt-
ed with his white hair. .

“Well, my man, and what ails you ?” he said,
in & quick voiee, With the slighest foreign
accent.

“I've brought a letter from Lady Pentreal.”

1 don't read letters while my patients wait.”

Norman was retreating, when he ventured to
say, “I am the only person left in the hall.”

“Youl What, have you been waiting with

the patients, eh ? What a dolt you must be |”
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The very unflattering words were spoken in a
good-natured tone, and Norman stammered out—

+¢T did not undersiand her.”

% No, I see you did not. Well, well; you're a
rpatient, in a sense, I see, or without sense, eh?”

Laughing, he opened the letter, which con-
tained an enclosed note, and ran it through com-
menting, in an under-tone— .

“Exactly—just ag I've told her, again and

again, These fools of women !—well-meaning,
but scon hood-winked. Well, gir,” suddenly
addressing Norman, whose cyes were fastened on
the enclosure, “and you're to take my answer,
eh? Tell Lady Pentreal I know nothing of the
jade and her accomplices. She'd better, as I
before told her, send to the Mendicity Society’s
office. They'll rout them out. It's, no doubt,
a nest of begging-letter impostors. This precious
concern”—shaking the note enclosed—-¢hag
done ‘dnty before. I was shown a similar letter
yesterday, at my countrywoman’s Madame Ru-
dersdorf’s.” N

The doctor held, as he spoke, the letter enclo-
sed, which Norman instantly recognized as one
of the many he had been set to copy ; and, with-
out knowing, in his confusion, what he was
doing, with his face in & flame, he cried, invol-
untarily—

‘I copied it.” ;

He stopped abruptly. L.

% You ’pp What dl()) ;'?ou mean ?” said Dr. Gries-
bach, fastening his eyes on him, and his manner
changing from half satirical banter to earnest-
ness.

Abashed and silent, Norman stood. .

‘“Come, sir, youre staggéred by the kick of
your own gun. Explain. Where did you copy
this, and who sct you to do it ?” - T

«T did not know that I was writing lies.”

“HMem! that’s pretty plain speaking. Go on,
and let me hear how you came to so popglar an
employment. Only, I warn you, that if you
attempt anything in that line on your own ac-
count, you had better not have come to me. I
fancy you're as badly off as a live rat in a trap,
with a terrier just at hand, if you're lying.”

“I'm no liar, sir,” said Norman, looking up
frankly at Dr. Griesbach. And immediately he
related the outline of what our readers know,
from the time he saw the fire ; not omitting the
cause of his being obliged to remain, to bis great
annoyance. L

The doctor laughed heartily at his dilemma as
to clothes. ¢ Poor, featherless biped! I fancy
that you've had a lesson on the worth of clothes
you'll not soon forget. But how, pray, came you
first of all on Westminister Bridge at four o'clock
in the morning ? In short, what's your name?
and who are you? Come, the unities, if you
please : a story is nothing without them. Name
time—place.”

Norman was silent and confused.

“Ial youve not told me lies; but you've
concealed the truth: that's nearly as bad.”

«1 have ouly concealed what concerns my-

lf-”

o Exactly ; and that I must know. You did
not drop from the skies on to' Westminister
Bridge, eh ?"

«1 was seeking employment.”

¢ Run away from your father and mother?”

#1 bave no father and mother,” said the boy.
earnestly. There was a moment’s pauge, and he
added—*“I'm willing to work. All I want is
work—honest work.” L

The doctor, with a curl of hig lip, looked at the
letter, and said the one word, “ Honest!” in a
signiécant tone that further roused Norman.

“Yes, honest. When I found, or, rather,
fancied, it was not honest work they set me to,
I ran away.”

“ Aye, {rue; that's your way, Mr. N"MY: ?f
settling difficulties I see. ~But, come; you'd
better go with me to a magistrate and tell this
story.” .

“ What, against them ?”

“Of course, a couple of impostors.”;

«I'd rather not.” -

« And why, pra;

“Because yl' vl\’msycertainly ill there, and they
sheltered me. I have eaten their bread. No; I'd
rather not.”

|| the father of lies, quickly enough, without your

| adrift, and serve you right.”

. SR s

“Why, you have told me.”

“Itold you in confidence, a3 one gentleman
might tell another.”

¢ Upon my word you honour me.” Your name,
I think, must be Don Loftus Umbra.” But as he
spoke his mood changed, and, checking his laugh-
ter, he said—“How do I know every word
you have uttered—your coming from Lady
Pentreal’s, and this fanfaronade you have told
me—is not all alie? Do you know I can send
for a policeman, and compel you to unmask these
people you have written lies for, and also to give
an account of yourself 77 ;

“You could, sir; but you would not. I need
not have said one word. ~ Is the truth to be fatal
to me ?”

The poor 1ad spoke the lastwords as if to him-
self, and in such & tone of depression, that Dr.
Griesbach rose from his chair, and held out his
hand—

“ No, my boy, no; never distrust trath. Itisthe
salt that keeps the world from rottenness. You
haven’t told me all the truth, by a long way ; but
I trust'you, for the sake of what you have spoken.
You'rerather poor to pretend to keep a conscience ;
but as you have some scruples about telling any
one but me—an ancient and remarkably well-
known comrade certainly—even so. They'll
find their way, those impostors, to their master,

belp, doubtless. I shouldn’t wonder but your
decamping will canse them to unearth in that
quarter; so I'll write a line to Lady Pentreal.
Bless me! her ladyship has been forgotten,”
looking at his watch. “We shall keep her
waiting. But you did not tell me how you came
toqave her note in your possessipn.”

orman had left off his narrative with the
account of regaining his clothes, and escaping.
With sad galling to his pride, he related the help-
ing to carry the basket, and the footman's
mission.

“Upon my word! Then, whicham I to consider
you—the washerwoman’s assistant, or the foot-
man’s messenger 7

“I could not choose my work,” replied Norman,
doggedly.

“Exactly; and I fancy that the old home,
wherever it was, would employ you better, my
fine fellow. Try to eat a little of that whole-
some dish—humble pie—and go back again.”

No, sir; I was a burden.
living.”

“So—so—" He scratched a hasty line, and
as he was writing, a servant brought in a
tray with a pot of chocolate. :

“Bring another cup,” said Dr. Griesbach.
When the man returned, with the cup and an
extra supply of dry toast, the note wag finished.
Before giving it to Norman, the Doctor poured
out two cups of chocolate, and pointing to the
youth to help himself, seemed to sink into g
reverie 80 deep as to be unconscious of his
presence. Nerman did not interrupt him, but
took the refreshment in silence, wondering where
and how his nextmeal would be obtained. Sud-
denly, with & start that told how completely he
had been lost in thought, Dr. Griesbach said, as
if continuing & conversation—

“And you really want work, and wouldn’t
mind that it was hard, constant, many hours, and
little pay ? You are proud, I see; are you idle
also?”

What prompted Norman’s words he knew not,
but he made an answer that pleased the doctor.

“I hope I'm too proud to be idle.”

“Indeed! that'll do; the idiots who are too
proud to work ought to starve. But mind, fine
words don't deceive me, still less the man I shall
send you to.”

“ Oh, sir, will you try me?” interrupted Nor-
man, enthusiastically ; then his voice fell, at
hearing the words, ‘ the man I shall send you
to."

“I've nothing for you to do; but a relation of
mine, & man of genius, if you know what that is
you'll find out to your cost, perhaps "—this was
said in an undertone, ag if to himself—“ wants
help in hislaboratory ; he's a chemist. If you're
content to work hard and live hard, you may
learn something there ; if not, he'll soon turn you

I want to earn my |.

- Yes,” gaid Norman, naively.

“ And now V'l send the answer to Lady Pen-
treal, and you can go to this address.”

“But, sir, a3 I was trusted, hadn’t I better go
at once back to Grosvenor Place with your
reply, and from thence to this place?” looking
as he spoke, at an address scrawled, in a large
hand, on a letter—¢¢ Gustave Griesbach, Wood-
ford, Essex.”

“ Why ? il's so out of your way, my lad.”

“I was trusted, sir.”

— % Oh, very well. And how do you go to
Woodford? Have you any money ?”

“I can walk,” said Norman, taking the note
for Lady Pentreal.

“It will do you no harm. Good morning.”

“Good morning, sir; and—and—I cannot
thank you as I should, sir.”

He was at the door of the room, and his heart
was full. Just ag he was stammering, Dr. Gries-
baeh called him back, and said—

“I've saved you telling any lies about your
name ; I've told my relative that I call you Don
Umbra. He knows I like giving titles.”

“Sir, If you pleasemm—”

“ Well, what now ?”

“That's a nickname.”

“Upon my word, nothing suits you. A, lad,
your own name is best.”

“I know it ; but I don’t want tobe found out.”

“Well, perhaps, if it's an honest name, you
should not bear it until you deserve it, and win
it back. 8o, come, you're Driftwood ; and, let's
see, what first name ?”

¢ Norman, sir.” .

Dr. Griesbach laughed.” # Oh, certainly ; that
sounds well. Norman Driftwood let it be.” Angd,
taking the Woodford letter from the youth’s hand,
he unfastened it, and added a line, replaced in
the envelope, and put a large seal on it, saying,
“ Now, go, Norman le Grand: I've wasted too
much time on you.”

It was evident that the doctor’s Ppenetration
was at fault in the last particular, and that he
thought the name of Norman a fabrication, [ n
the letter he sent to his relative, he gaid—

Isent you a stray waif, that may stick with you, and
do your work. o has no character, or a doubtful
one; but as you never have kept one of the youn
gentlemen, with highest testimonialsand connection. ,
that have come to you, try this fellow, whom I call
(after an erasure was writtén) “Norman Driftwood.””

It was while the emotions of a grateful heart sent
& flush to the thin cheek, and dilated the large
lustrous, dark eyes of the youth, that the door
opened, and a young girl came running in,
displaying & pair of handscreens. She did not
see Norman. “Papa! papa, do see what little
True has sent me.” Then, noticing the youth,
and knowing she had no right to be in that room,
%“Oh, I beg pardon, papa. Jervis said the
patients were all gone” Her pause and flush
and retreating step had a timid, fawn-like grace ;
and the doctor laid his hand on her head, and
said, in a low tone, shaking his head—

‘ Ella the Effervescent, as usual.”

Norman was sufficiently prompt to bow and
hasten off, but that momentary glimpse, some-
thing of a ray of mingled inquiry and pity that
gleamed from those bright eyes, darted into his
soul, and photographed a likeness there which
was destined to remain for many days. He con-
sidered that the reason of his emotion was because
the young lady was sbout Mysie's age. My
poor dear sister!” he sighed; and then Ls
thought, ¢ Ella is that sweet girl’s name.”

With wonderfullyrevived spirits the youth made
his way back to Grosvenor Place. He geemed
so different, that the footman, who wag looking
out anxioksly for his messenger, 8ecarcely recog-
nised him, and drew out, with considerable hesi-
tation, a sixpence as the recompense. Norman
put it aside. Just then a cab came up, and the
driver jumped nown to speak to the footman,
who was his brother,

“Do you wanta lift ? said the footman, Which
way are you going ?”

¥ To Woodford,” replied Norman.

With a.long ¢« whe—w!” the man added—
“ Well; my brother Bob, here, is a-going to the
City. Jump up on the box.”

The proposition was accepted, and Norman
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mounted, just as one of the maid-servants, in
charge of a large parcel, entered the cab.
Certainly, Dr. Griesbach might have paid the
lad’s expenses to Woodford ; but he was just the
man to test Norman’s assertion, that he wanted
work, by making the task bard at the outset.
Iis real purpose was to drive the boy to disclose
his name and return to his friends. If so, he
little knew the power of endurance that was his,
and that would stand him in good stead at the
abode to which Dr. Griesbach’s strange note
introduced him, and which he reached, footstore,

?Tll weary too, for want of sleep, about, night-
all, T
To be continued.
FENIANPHOBIA ;

OR SOMEWHAT FRIGHTENED.

1ZZIE CROFTON was one of the brightest,
. pleasantest lassies you would meet with in
& day's march. Most people thought her pretty ;
for my part, T do not believe you ever saw more
beautiful eyes than smiled and blinked beneath
her arched brows ; and as for her mouth, I may
tell you confidentially that I never saw & more
Inviting, rosy, kissable little mouth in my life. I
have told Annie Maria so more than once (she is
n the next room busy with the baby); and I
don’t care in the least if she should come in and
read what I have written.

Now, at the particular time of which I am
about to treat, my little friend Lizzie had two
serious things to contend with. The first was a
lover, and the second a severe attack of the
‘ scure,” a diseage which has seized numbers of
both sexes recently, and indeed is still quite preva~
lent. Which of these two sources of anxiety preyed
most heavily upon Lizzie it would be  difficult
to tell. In fact the two were 80 commingled
that it would not be easy to analyze them, for
the “scare ” was more serious on account of the
lover, and ihe lover more provoking on account
of the “gcare.”

What brave volunteer has not heard of Cap-
tain Clubbuck and his crack company?

Ruddy with the flush of health, tall and well
formed, with a firm and stately tread; a mous-
tacbe, which I fully believe many a budding
cnsign and lieutenant of the regulars would give
five years’ pay to equal ; merry hazel eyes, a well
shaped mouth, and slightly aquiline noge ;—
there, that is Captain Clubbuck of the — Volun-
teers, and what i of more consequence to our
story, that is—as nearly as I can photograph
him—dear little Lizzie Crofton’s troublesome
lover.

Now, I do not wish my readers to suppose
that Captain Clubbuck was not as loyal to his
lady love, and as ready to die for her if need, be,
a3 he was for his queen; because that would be
doing a man I respeet very mucl a great injustice.
At the same time I must confess that the Captain
was what the ladies impressively denonrinate ¢“ a
tease.,” 1 could tell you of some pretty fencing
matches I have witnessed between the two lovers,
in which, although Lizzie is no mean antagonist,

.1 am free to confess that inmy opinion the Captain’

came off with flying colours. But I am not
going to tell tales out of school, at least not any
which aro unconnected with my story ; and as
that dates only a very few days back, I am not
likely to gratify any idle euriosity the readers of

" the “SaTrrpAY” may feel upon the subject, I
like to be frank; and should this declaration be
deemed ummanrerly, let the gentle reader
revenge limeelf by passing on to the next
article,

On a certain night in this present month of
March—1 really do not remember the date—the
Whole world of Montreal retired to its feather
beds and mattresses in peace. If Iam not mis-
taken Captain Clubbuck and Lizzie had been to
the Victoria rink during tho evening, and I be-
lieve they bad a very confidential chat on the
way home. The Captajn had discarded his gus-
tomary role ; and if you had heard the petsuasive
tones of the brave fellow’s yoice you would have
belicved that he was very much in earnest. And
rightly so, for was he not pressing my little

Friend Lizzie to name the day which was, as he

said, to render him the happiest man in Canada?
1 do not like to play the eaves-dropper, but I
could tell you if I would a great deal that passed.
I might throw out sundry hints about clasped
hands and—and—but there I won't ; you must be
satisfied with knowing that the Captain did not
sueceed in his purpose. His repulse, however, was
so faint and wavering, that, like a true soldier,
he determined to seize the first favourable oppor-
tunity for renewing the attack.

I have said that on this particular night the
world of Montreal retired to rest in peace. Itis
true that our respectable friends the Fenians may
have formed the subject of conversation amongst
a score or 50 of grandmammas and venerable
maiden aunts, but I am not disposed on that
account ‘to retract the statement. Lizzie
Crofton’s heart, too, fluttered somewhat more
than usual as her graceful head drooped upon
the pillow, but then her sensations were alto-
gether pleasant ; and as for the Captain, he felt,
on the whole, quite satisfied wtth the results of
his eonversation with Lizzie, and soon dropped
into a dreamless slumber.

But morning follows hard upon the longest
night—at least my expericence leads me to suppose
so—and certainly it was the case with the night
referred to above. And as the light which came
at first faintly and by stealth, grew more saucy,
and took possesion of Captain Clubbuck’s room,
the noble fellow opened his eyes, rose, dressed,
shaved, and, thinking of Lizzie, descended to his
solitary breakfast.

Now the Captain had a very bad habit—at
least Annic Maria assures me it is—of reading at
his meals, and his first glance as he entered his
breakfast room was for the morning paper.
There it lay nicely folded and invitingly near the
ham and toast. Settling himself comfortably in
his ehair he opened the paper~and—well what
was it that made the Captain start, and sent the
flash to his eyes and the coloar to his cheeks?
Suppose we peep over his shoulders, and see what
heisdevouring so eagerly. Ah this is it of course.

GeNErRAL ORDERS.
410,000 volunteersto be called out.

In order to be prepared for any eventualitics that
may ariga from threatened attacks upon our fron-
tier by maurauding bands, the Government have
determined to call for ten thousand volunteers,”
§e., &c. ’

Now this was glorious news to Captain Club-
buck, for he had chafed consumedly over the tall
talk and braggadocia we have been treated to,
by our friends the Fenians from across the lines.
Sweeny’s obtrusive kindness manifested in telling
us that he and a number of his comrades intend
paying us an indefinitely long visit sans invitation,
was regarded by the Captain as a piece of in-
tolerable impertinence, and he was rejoiced to
find that the Government looked upon the matter
in the same light. Scant attention was given to
the good things before him, and in a few minutes
he was on his way down town to seek further
information. But eager as he was, he could not,
as he passed Lizzie Crofton’s door, resist the
temptation to step in and tell her the news.

Lizzie met him with a playful curtsey, ¢ Good
morning, Mr.Clubbuck ; you have indeed honoured
us with an early visit.”

Now I am ashamed to say that our friend the
Captain thought this salutation much too cere-
monious, and endeavoured to claim a certain
privilege—but there, I need not enter into parti-
culars—the reader, if I have one, must be satis-
fied with knowing that Miss Lizzie gracefully
eltuged him, and provokingly kept the big Captain
at bay.

“ I wonder you dare attempt such unwarrant-
able liberties, Mr. Clubbuck, at this early hour of
the morning.”

I have more than once told you that the Cap-
tain is a brave fellow and T feel convinced
he would not have shrunk from renewing the
attaek, but that he thought discretion, for the
moment, the better part of valour, He content-
ed himself with saying % I came in to tell you of
an important annoupcement in the morning
papers, Miss Crofton, hut, on second thought, I
thigk I had better leave jt until the evening.

7

Your ladyship may feel inclined to be less cere-
monious then. Good morning, Lizzie.”

Miss Crofton had not expected this bold flank
movenent, and it compelled her to change front
slightly.

% But, Harry—there, you may come a little
nearer—what i8 it? Iave those horrid Fenians
been doing anything dreadful 7”

Captain Clubbuck was a wise man, and did not
avail himself of the permission.

“Qh! no, it certainly is connected with the
Fenians, but it is of no consequence; I will tell
you in the evening. Good bye, Lizzie.”

Signs of capitulation manifested themselves on
the part of my little friend.

“ Oh stop! Harry, you must tell me now—I
am sure something terrible has happened—do tell
me, Harry, dear.” .

And now if the Captain did not * come a little
nearer,” the lady certainly did, and I need only
record the fact that victory perched on the ban-
ners of the Captain, and in due time Lizze learned
that the Government had called for volunteers,
and that Capt. Clubbuck was on his way to re-
port for orders. .

Now I wish you to believe that Lizzie Crofton
is a sensible young lady. I give you my word
of honour that I think her the prettiest, sensi-
blest, nicest little girl I know (always excepting
Annie Maria). But I have told you that she has
suffered from a terrible ttack of the « seare” or
“ Fenianphobia,” whichever you please to term it.
The disease had manifested itself long before Capt.
Clubbuck made the announcement as recorded
above, but no more serious symptoms were appar-
ent, and, to sum up in a few words, it was a very
bad ease indeed,

I do not wish to write a long story; in fact
when I sat down I did not intend to fill more
than one column of the SaTurDAY READER, and I
fear I have already exceeded that space consider-
ably, so I must condense into as short a’space as
possible what I have got to write. .

During the few days which followed the call- '
ing out of the volunteers, what with the lying
dispatches telegraphed from Feniandom and pub-
lished in the daily journals, which I am sorry to
say Lizzie devoured whenever she could obtain a
paper; what with the excitement of drilling,
marching and patrolling there was quite enough
to feed the disease which had seized upon my
poor Lizzie. But the worsthad not yet come, as
you will presently see. |

Some Silly Goose—I could almost find it in.
my heart to take off one of the slippers which at
this present moment grace my delicate feet, and
beat her—if I could catch her—from one end of
Little St. James Street to the other. N.B. I
select a short street because active exertion does
not agree with my sixteen stone. Well some
Silly Goose industriously instilled into Lizzie's
mind the idea that an attack was to be made on
Montreal on St. Patrick’s day. Silly Goose was
sure of it—she had heard it from scores of persons,
and Mr. Bumble Blatherchin, who knew every-
thing, had assured her that he had private in-
formation of the Fenian plans, and there could be
no mistake at all about it. '

1 am half inclined to be angry with Lizzie that
she did not at once see that Silly Goose was
Silly Goose. I am sure she would have done
so had not this inveterate ¢ scare” taken such
fast hold upon her. Jolly Captain Clubbuck
industriously strove to cure her. He teased her,
laughed at her, made fun of her (which by the
way Lizzie thought very unkind), but all was of
no avail, and there was nothing left the Captain
but to wait and hope.

At last, as we all know, the seventeenth of
March dawned upon Montreal. But stay! let
me tell you first that Captain Clubbuck spent
some part of the previous evening with Lizzie.
He was amazingly provokmg,. and persisted in
urging Lizzie to promise that if nothing terrible
happened on tbe morrow she would at once
capitulate in due form. But Lizzie was in no
humour for promising. The “ scare” was coming
to & crisis, and Captain Clubbuck had to retire
baffled and half ehagrined. .

Well, as I have said, the seventeenth of March
dawaed upon the world,and [,izzie Orofton awoke
with_terriblo anticipations of coming evil,

o ——
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need not stop to tell you about her breakfast,
because, if I am rightly informed, she did not eat
any. 1 will not, because I cannot, tell you how
much she suffered during the morning from that
terrible Fenianphobia. How she strained her
ears to listen for the rattle of musquetry. How
she pictured to herself her brave Harry engaged
in eonflict—perhaps wounded and dying. 1 pass
all this over, principally because by so doing I
shall hest consult my own convenience, and 1 do
not ask for a better reason.

Let me hasten to the denouement—it came about
four o'clock.

Poor Lizzie—you know she lives in one of
those pretty cottages hid among the trees some-
where above Sherbrooke Street—was worn out
with watching and waiting, and had thrown her-
self upon a sofu in her pretty drawing room.
Would you believe it that presently her dear
little head drooped upon her breast, and for a time
trouble was banished 1

I said “ for a time” advisedly, because even in
sleep terrible dreams will come, and in Lizzie's
case they did. The horrors of the day were
repeated with increased intensity, and what had
been only a dread became for the time a terrible
reality. Notre Dame and Great St. James
Street loomed up filled with excited crowds.
There was the rush of angry men, the shrill
sbrieks of frightened women, the trampling of
children under feet, men falling wounded and
dying, and suddenly the terrible peel of the alarm
bell boomed upon her ear; rapid diseharges of
musquetry followed, and then with a piercing cry
Lizzie Crofton sprung to her feet and there—
right before her stood Harry Clubback brave and
noble as ever.

“Oh Harry, is it all & terrible dream ? I have
been so frightened.”

“ Poor child, when will you get rid of these
phantoms ? Come and rest here, and tell me what
has troubled you.”

And Lizzie Crofton did. Her head resting
upon his breast, she told him how anxious she
had been through the day, how, finally, she
must have fallen asleep, ang, then how that ter-
rible dream came.

“ And you heard the pealing of bells and the
discharge of musquetry in your dream, did
yeu, Lizzie?”

‘ Yes, Harry, don’t laugh at me, for I did
indeed, all too plainly.”

- And will you promise me you will throw all
these silly fancies to the winds, if I tell you that
the day has passed as peaceably as any 17th
March that ever dawned upon Montreal, and that
I can account quite easily for at least a portion
of your dream? You must have heard the
vigorous peal I rang upon your bell when I
reached the door; and when I entered the hall,
in my anxiety to see you, I managed to drop my
sword upon the floor. It fell with quite a respect-
able crash, and I don’t wonder that, your excited
fancy, roaming in dream land, likened it to the
roar of musquetry. But, darling, itis all over
now, and my own Lizzie must be like heyself
again,”

And now, reader, if you wish to pry any further
into the couversation which passed between these
two, I assure you I don't inte=d to assist you to
do so. I draw the veil here. Cosily and happily
they sit upon that sofa—the curtain falls and
leaves them there.

Hist! a word in your ear. I don't mind tell-
ing you that Captain Clubbuck indueed Lizzio
to name a day for the wedding. I expect he will
have to procure the license next week, and with
all my heart I wish them much happinesg—
Don't you ?

. . Garog,

- PresErvED Mirk.—All the essential parts of
milk may be preserved by evaporating the water,
and bottling the white powder which remains,
The essential parts of gallons of milk are thug
stored away in a single bottle ; and the aliment
has been found, when watered into milk again,
ag sweet, and as nutritious, as good in everyway,
at the end of a year or more, and after having

sailed round the world, as when taken from the
cow, -

WAGER OF BATTLE'

Thornton was placed by the Sheriff of
rwickshire upon the floor of the criminal side
of the Court of King’s Bench to answer to an
appeal of murder brought against him by
William Ashford, brother and beir-at-law 1o
Mary Ashford, for whose murder Thornton had
been tried and acquitted at the previous War-
wick Assizes.

Any one who reads the report of that trial will
see that it was peculiarly a case of circum-
stantial evidence, with much to be said on both
sides, and the jury had to strike the balance be-
tween counterpoising evidence. The presiding
judge was satisfied with the verdict, although he
would have been a3 content if it had gone the
other way, .

Popular opinion tock the opposite view. The
fate of the young woman (who was no doubt
brutally murdered) was at the time made the
subject of more than one sensational drama.
Even now it is commonly supposed that Thorn-
ton was never tried at all, and escaped scot free,
because, in the first instance, he availed himself
of the fact that he was a bigger man than Ash-
ford.f

As a first step, Thornton was moved into the
civil side of the Court, and given into the cus-
tody of the Marshal. He was then called upon
to plead to the appeal that was read to him, and
pleaded “ Not guilty.,” He was next asked how
he would be tried, and no doubt was expected to
answer as usual—“By God and my country.”
Luckily for him he had retained a counsel really
learned in the law, and under his advice electri-
fied the Court andaudience. From the depths of
his counsel’s bag (wherein for the sake of con-
cealment they had been brought into Court)
were produced a pair of horseman’s leathern
gloves. One of these did the prisoner puton his
left hand, the other did he throw on the floor.
He then held up his gloved hand, and said that
he was “Not guilty, and ready to defend the
same with bis body.”

The counsel for the appellant actuatty did not
know what to do. The last occasion that wager
of battle had ever been appealed to, was in 1638,
Sir Henry Spelman records an earlier cage, and
adds that, even then, this method of procedure
caused great « perturbation,” to the lawyers.

In 1815 Irish ingenuity had exhumed this
fossil species of trial from the cobwebbed depths
of black-letter law. One Clancy murdersd one
Reilly, in open day, before many witnesses. The
murderer made no attempt to escape or deny his
crime. On the contrary he signed a full con-
fession of his guilt before the committing
magistrates. His trial came on at Mullingar
Summer assizes, and he pleaded “ Not guilty.”
The counsel for the prosecution proposed to put
hig confession in evidence, but it wag rejected on
technical grounds, In expectation that the
confession would be sufficient, no witnesses had
been summoned on behalf of the Crown., Ag the
prisoner had been given in charge to the jury,
the trial could not be postponed, and he was
therefore acquitted from want of evidence. The
brother of the murdered man brought an appeal
of murder, and Clancy demanded the combat,
The matter was, however, compromised by his
withdrawing his demand, and pleading guilty to
the appeal, upon condition that he was only to
be transported for life,

In such a dilemma Ashford’s counsel appealed
“ad migericordiam ” of the Court, stating that
he was surprised that the charge against the
prisoner should be put in issue that way, The
trial by battle was an obsolete practice, which
bad been long out of uge, and it would be
extraordinary that the person who was accused
of murdering the sister should be allowed to
prove his innocence by attempting to murder
the brother. If the combat was allowed, next-
of-kin would be unwilling to risk their own
lives in furtherance of the cnds of justice, which
would be against public policy. If the Court
would look at the person of their appellant (for
he was obliged to be personally present in Court)
the judges would see that he was young in years

QN the 17th November, 1817, Abraham
a

weak of body, and in other respects by no means
capable of combating in battle with the appellee,
Perhaps therefore the Court would not permit
the issue to be decided by personal strength and
brute force.

The appeal of murder had never been favour-
ably regarded by the Court. It was virtually an
infraction of the maxim “ that no man should be
vexed twice for the same cause,” which maxim is
a leading principle of English jurisprudence. It
was not brought for the benefit of the public, but
the private interest of the appellant, and the pro-
ceedings were in the nature of a civil suit entirely
under his control. It might be brought after
trial and acquittal at the suit of the King, whilst
execution under it was entirely at the discretion
of the party suing it out, whose object might not
be tlfe just punishment of an evil-doer, but the
extortion of something for his own personal ad-
vantage, It istrue that Justice Holt did on one
occasion say that ¢ he wondered that any Eng-
lishman should brand an appeal with the name of
an odious prosecution, as he for his part looked
upon it as & noble institution and one of the
badges of English liberty” Thig was, however
provoked, by a previous dictum of Chief Justice
Treby, who on the same occasion said, that ¢ it
was a wrongful odious prosecution, and by no
means deserved encouragement.”  More than
once had the propriety of abolishing such a
method of legal procedure been brought under
the notice of Parliament, but the point had
always been blended with matters of a political
nature which prevented a calm discussion of the
subject?

Under the circnmstances, Ashford was only
likely to get such favour as the strict letter of
the law allowed him. His counsel was told that
the wager of battle was an usual and constitu-
tional mode of trial, and that the combat was
the right of the appellee, and that the law of the
land favoured his demand of it, and that the ap-
pellant had for his own purposes brought the
rigk, if any, upon himself,

The appellant was therefore obliged to counter-
plead or show to the Court reasons why the
appellee should be ousted of his right. if the
appellant had been & woman, an infant under the
age of fourtecn, a man above the age of sixty, a
priest or a citizen of London, the combat would
not have been allowed. If the appellee had
broken his prison, thereby showing his fears of
consequences, or had been taken in the fact, or
if the evidence showed no reasonable presumption
in his favour, his claim to the combat would not
have been allowed.

The combat was refused when the evidence
against the prisoner was such as not to admit of
denial or proof to the contrary. When, however,
thePe was anything in his favour which rendered
it too uncertain fora jury of the country to
decide, the omniscience of the Almighty was in-
voked by the lively faith of those who in this
particular ease mistrusted the wisdom of man.
The very gist of this method of trial was that it
left to Providence, to whom all secretsare known,

{ to give the verdict in such a case by assigning

the victory or vanquishment to the one party or
the other, as might be just and known to Him
alone. The notion of the special but constant
interposition of the Deity, in order to detect a
criminal, had been and is an article of belief in
all ages and climes. The Hebrews, the Greeks,
the Saxons did; the Hindus and Maorig do, use
some species of ordeal. The book entitled  God'g
Revenge Against Murder,” is but a catalogue of
instances in which this interposition has been
manifested. The vulgar opinion at thig day,
that a corpse will burst out bleeding at the ap-
proach of the murderer, is also baseq upon the
idea that the usual laws of Nataro would be in-
terrupted to prevent the escape of go guilty a
man.

Until this counterplea wag decided, the glove
remained in the custody of the officer of the
Court, as the counterplea wags & denial that the
appellant was bound to take it up, and he called
upon the Court to decide the question. 1In thig
case Ashford counterpleaded that the guilt of
Thornton was so manifest as to deprive him of
his right to the combat. This was denied by

the appellee, and the Court decided in his favour,
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The appellant, thinking that discretion was the
better part of valour, withdrew from any further
prosecution of the appeal. Thornton was then
remitted to the Crown side of the Court, and in-
dicted upon the appeal at the suit of the King.
He pleaded that he had been tried previously
and acquitted upon the same charge. The
Attorney-General confessed this to be true on
the part of the Crown, whereupon the Court
acquitted the prisoner.

In a short time an Act of Parliament was
passed, abolishing this method of procedure. One
instance still remains wherein the absurd cere-
mony of throwing down a glove may be still
resorted to. When her present Majesty was
crowned, a clergyman claimed to act as her
Champion, and to cballenge the world on her
behalf, When her grandfather was crowned,
the glove thrown down by the Champion was
taken up by a partizan of the unfortunate
Stuarts.

Asin Thornton’s case the right to the combat
was not proceeded with, refercnces must be made
to older authorities for the ceremonies attendant
upon a grant of the battle ; and it must be re-
membercd that such a grant was made both in
civil and criminal cases, but there were divers
important differences in the method of procedure.

In the 13th year of the reign of Queen Eliza-
beth, one Love and others brought a writ of
right to recover lands in Kent from one Para-
mour, who selected the trial by battle, and
brought before the Justices of the Common Pleas
as his chawpion one Thorne, a strong man and
Square (quadratus is the very word), for his
champion. The demandant brought one Nay-
lor, & master of defence, as his representative.
Had it been a criminal matter, the parties could
not have engaged substitutes,—they must have
fought themselves ir person.

The Court approved of the champions, and
awarded the battle. Thorne then threw down
a glove on behalf of the defendant, which Naylor
picked up and took home with him, after that
they had both been duly sworn to perform the
combat at Tuthill, in Westminister, upon an
appointed day, in the presence of the entire
Court. .

At the appointed day and place a list had been
prepared at Tuthill upon an even and level
piece of ground, sixty feet square, set out
according to the points of the compass and
surrounded by a double pallisade,—the one to
keep the mob out, the other to keep the combat-
ants in.

Qutside the barriers on the west side was
erected a seat for the Judges, looking down upon
the lists, and covered with the very furniture
used in Westminister Hall, and brought thence
fog this occasion, Behind this tribunal were
pitched two tents, one for each champion. Seats
were placed for the Sergeants on the plaiform, at
the feet of the Judges,

On the other three sides of the square were
erected tiers of scats for the spectators, of whom
four thousand were present. Properly speaking
no woman or male child under fourteen ougat to
bave formed one of the crowd.

The champion for the plaintiff, Naylor, had
been during all the early morn parading the City,
preceded by drums and trumpets. The gauntlet
of challenge was borne before him on the point
of a sword. One of the tweunty-four royal yeomen
carried the ell-long staff, tipped with horn, and
the target of double leather with which he wag
to do battle. The champion was arrayed in a
wadded coat of a martial colour (whatever that
might be), loose trousers made of a stuff (inose-
rica)with a silken woof and a woollen warp, and
a 8ilk cap adorned with a red plume and ribands.
Th.us adorned he proceeded to Tuthill, where a
knight, 8ir Jerome Brown (afterwards an ambas-
sador of good reputo to the Czar of Muscovy,)
wag Wailing to receive him in his tent. Thorne
had arrived there previously, and was ¢ waited
upon,” as the Faney would say, by Sir Henry
Cheney.

Had the combat arisen upon a eriminal matter,
the parties themselves would have been given
into the custody of the marshal on the ‘previous
night, who would have had them armed and pre-
sent in the lists before sunrise—as they would

have had to fight without intermission from the
rising to the setting of the sun, unless one‘of
them had uttered the word ¢ Craven,” which
would have ended the fight, If the appellee
could maintain the fight until after sunset, he
gained the day. ’

As in reality a civil matter was in dispute, the
Judges met in Westminster Hall about 10 A.M,,
arrayed in their coifs, scarlet robes, and appurte-
nances, accompanied by the Sergeants, similarly
dressed. The Judges (except one detained at
home by illness) then adjourned to Tuthill.

The proceedings began by a proclamation for
silence, and the spectators were warned not to
cry out, nor make any sign to the combatants,
nor strike a blow in their behalf. The plaintiff
was then summoned before the Court, and upon
his non-appearance, his champion, Naylor, was
summoned. He came into the lists, on the left
hand side of the Bench. His head was uncove-
red, his arms bare to the elbow, his legs exposed
from the knees downwards, with red sandals on
his feet. He was accompanied by his knight,
carrying his ell-long staff, and his yeoman, car-
rying the buckler. The two went round the
lists to the side fronting the Judges, where Naylor
knelt down and made obeisance to the Court.
He then rose, advanced to the centre of the lists
and did the same. He next proceeded to the bar
in front of the Judges. Having knelt again, he
was ordered to rise and take his standing-place
on the right-hand side of the Court. Thorne,
after similar proceedings, was ordered to stand
on the left-hand side. Two Sergeants, being of
counsel for each party, then took up their posi-
tion between the combatants. After all this
prelude the plaintiffs were again summoned, and
as, by arrangement, they did not appear, judg-
ment was given against them. The champions
and spectators were then ordered to depart in
th(;;. peace of the Quecen, and the farce was played
ou .

There is no doubt that prize-fights, which take
place in a square ring, ranging with the points
of the compass, are a mimic representation of
such a combat as above. To render the simili-
tude more perfcct, the ¢ second” and the ‘¢ bot-
tle-holder ” of the pugilist are the successors of
the sergeant-at-law and the worthy knight.

When the combat really took place, if it was
for life and death, a hearse was in readiness to
take off the party killed. If the murderer had
cried ¢ Craven,” he would have been dragged off
to instantexecution. The blood of the murdered
man would have drawn him by a long rope to
the gallows.

This usage was said to be founded upon the
loss which all the kindred had suffered by the
murder of one of themselves. and for their
revenge and the love which they bore to the per-
son killed.* If the suspected murderer gained
the day, his accuser was liable to imprisonment
for a yearand a day ; to a fine, at the discretion of
the Court ; became infamous, and forfeited the
privileges of a freeman,

The party ‘or his champion would have been
compelled, if the combat had procecded, to take
an oath before entering the lists, that he had not
eaten or drank anything to charm himself; and
that he had not caused anything to be done to
the prejudice of his adversary whereby he might
be charmed. Convincing proof this, that the
combat was the relic of an ignorant and super-
stitious age.

Rart-RILLING RY ELECTRICITY.—In the Paris
sewers the rats swarm by millions. Wires in-
sulated by glass feet from the ground, and con-
nected with a strong galvanic battery, are spread
through these subterrancan walks. Little pieces
of roast meat are attached to these wires at short
distances, and the rats, by nibbling at the bait,
bring down the galvanic shock with terrific
power upon their bodies. Death is instantaneous,
the morsels remaining almost intact, ready to
lure other victims to destruction.

*#This is very like the Corsican vendetts, where the

duty of revenging the murdepe is imposed upon
h: {warest rePttivo. d man bo

'THE UNINVITED GUEST

“ Y think,” said my husband, one day, ¢ that

we really should do something about
Georgina’s education. She isreally too old now
to idle her time as she does.”

“Yes,” I agreed; “ but unless we settle in a
town, I do not see how we can improve her. I
really dread bringing & governess to this deso-
late spot; she would not stay above a month.”

This was by no means the first eonversation
my husband and I had had about our only child
and spoiléd “pet; but it is a fair specimen of
many, and ended, like the others, by letting the
subject drop. However, as winter approached
we decided on moving into E——, and took
apartments for a short time.

My husband soon became restless ; he  hated
lodgings,” he said, and thought Georgina, ac-
customed to run about the ceuntry, would fall
ill if confined to our small rooms. He would
take a house: then she could play where she
chose, and run up and down stairs to her heart's
content, especially on wet days.

Taking a house, however, is more easily ac-
complished in word than deed. Winter in tho
season in E , and this, it was predicted,
would be an unusually good one. Rents rose in
proportion. Our means were then rather strait-
encd ; not so ourideas, however. We were both
fastidious, and I fear the house-agent found us
rather uureasonable.

I got so tired of walking up and down stairs
in empty houses, and also felt so chilled, that at
last I allowed George to take all the trouble of
visiting and viewing those in the list sent us by
Mr. Letts, When he came home, and reported
what he had seen, I listcned with duc attention;
but on considering carefully, there was generally
some drawback. .

One .day, George came in with a radiant
countenance, and said :—

“ My dear, I am sure I have found the exact
house to suit us.”

¢« Where 7" was my first question.

He named a dull, but aristocratic part of the
city. I listened with great deference while he
expatiated on the merits of this habitation, and
described it from ¢ garret to basement.” It cer-
tainly seemed unobjectionable. The rent was
the next point; that also was in our favour.
So it was arranged that I should accompany
George next day to see it; and he politely said
that my decision should be final.

“ La nuit porte conseil” In the wakeful
moments of night I resolved that, if the new
house was one where I could make my family at
all comfortable, I would not discourage the evi-
dent desire of George to take it.”

In this mood I accompanied my husband next
morning. When we reached our destination I
thought its appearance unexceptionable. When
we had traversed it all, I said :—

‘I think we may decide on settling curselves
here.”

« I quite agree with you,” said my husband.
¢ I knew what your opinion would be.”

“We are at last fortunate,” we agreed.

The house-agent was silent.

Signing and sealing were accomplished with-
out delay. Next day we had large fires lighted,
and the house, which gave us the idea of having
been long unoccupied, was thoroughly aired. In
a few days we took possession. The worning
of our arrival we contrived to settle our furni-
ture, and the pretty little articles of ¢ bigotry
and virtue,” as Mrs. Caudle has it, from our old
house, to look as home-like a8 possible. In the
afternoon, George went out for his customary
ramble ; | was too busy to_accompany him, and
Georgina appeared to think I collld not arrange
things without her assistance, 80%she would not
leave me. .

Wo had placed our books on their shelves ;
this was the finishing touch. I still had the last
in my hand, but had opened it, and was glanc-
ing over its contents. Georgina was at the
centre table, taking off the bonnet and eloak in
which her doll had accomplished her journey.
In & moment, however, I felt my gown pulled ;
I turned, and saw that my child had crept to my
side; she whispered stealthily :——
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“Look THERE, mamma !”

I looked in the direction my darling pointed,
and saw an old gentleman seated in one of the
arm-chairs. He seemed about seventy ; his head
was slightly bowed, his hands clasped, and he
was apparently absorbed in thought. I gazed
carpestly at him, but could not recall his fea-
tures; in fact, he was to me perfectly a stranger.

Some moments passed thus. I then thought
he must be a friend of the former tenants of our
new abode, and that it was time, if he had
thought to find them there, to acquaint him with
his mistake.

With this resolution I approached and ad-
dressed him. He, however, neither looked at
me, nor appeared to have heard me speak.
Thinking he might be deaf, I repeated my obser-
vation in a higher key.

All in vain ; he did not raise his head or pay
me the slightest attention. I tried again, but
was equally unsuccessful, '

1 now thought that my visitor must have lost
his senses, and recalled all I had heard of lunatics
eluding the vigilance of their keepers, and enter-
ing the quite haven of a family unexpectedly.
With this idea I took my child’s hand, and we
left the room.

We entered the dining-room, and I rang the
bell.

¢ MacTavish,” I asked, when the butler came
in, “ has any one called to-day to see me ?”,

“ No, ma’am.” .

¢ Or to inquire for the last occupants of this
house ?” ‘

¢ No, ma’am.”

¢ You are quite certain 7.

¢ Yes, ma'am.” o !

“ Will you inquire if any of the maids have
opened the front door to any one 7’

“ 1 know they have not, ma’am, as I have been
about here all the afternoon.”

“ I wish you to inquire,” I said.

MacTavish went off with an injured air; but
presently returned with ill-concealed triumph to
say that no one except himseif had opeued the
hall-door that day.

I returned to the drawing-room. Our unex-
pected visitor was still there. It was now about
four o’clock. Idid not expect my husband till
five; but oh! how I wished some magnetic
power could bring him home, :

Presently I was struck with the recollection
that I bad. neither seen nor heard the drawing-
room door open ; this determined me on watching
for our guest’s departure. With this view, I seated
myself near the door, and beguiled the time with
my crochet. In about an hour, however, just as
I had done counting a fow stitches, I glanced to-
wards the armchair—it was unoeccupied !

“How could he have gone?” was my first
thought, when I began to think; for I was won-
der-stricken at first.

He certainly could- not have gone to the door,
.or I must have seen him, I hastened to ring the
bell ; but when MacTavish appeared, I hardly
knew what to say, feeling reluctant to let him
know the strange incident till I had told my
husband, so I asked :

‘“ Has your master returned ?”

‘‘ No, ma’am.”

“Did you not open the front door just now?”

“No, ma'am; no one has passed in or out
since.”

I was puzzled, but at that moment Georgo
knocked, and MacTavish hastened down stairs.

I felt relieved on seeing my husband, and soon
told hLim all that had happened.

When I saw lis air of wonder, and I may say
doubt, | felt sorry that, in my anxigty to avoid
any foundatign for exaggerated stories, I had not
cailed one of the servaats to W.itness the stran-
ger’s visit; for though George did not absolutely
refuse to helieve te, Le asked so many questions,
that I almost began to doubt the evidence of my
eyes. . .

- Next morning passed as usual; but in the
afternoon, George insisted on remaining at home
with me, but he did not do so with a good grace;
on the contrary, he was most restless, paced up
and down the room, took the books from their
shelves, opened them, but instead of reading,
tbhrew them about, examined every little article

.| George should turn.

on the chiffoniers and tables as though he had
never seen them before, and fidgeted as if he was
expecting some one to keep an appointment.

I laughingly reminded him that our friend had
made no promise. Evening closed in, and our
party was not increased. Next morning, George
went out early. The cold just at this season was
so intense, I was kept a prisoner at home. In
the afternoon he stayed with me; no old gentle-
man appeared, and George was as impatient as
before.

Three or four days passed in like manner. At
last George, seemingly convinced that Georgina
and I had been mistaken, left us one afternoon
for his customary walk,

About four o’clock that day, habit induced me
to glance at the arm-chair. The uninvited guest
WAas THERE !

Knowing that he had not entered the room in
any ordinary way, I did not like to approach him
this time. Georgina, perceiving him also, crept
close to me, and we loft the room. I rang the
dining-room bell for MacTavish, and he called the
other servants. I was first to enter the drawing-
room, and was slowly followed by a wondering
train.  Our old visitor did not move even to raise
his head ; we stood about him in silence: then,
dismissing the rest, I kept my own maid with me.
MacTavish waited in the entrance-hall for the
departure of the old gentleman; however, our
watch was useless—he disappeared as suddenly
as he had appeared.

When my husband returned, he found the
bousehold in great agitation: no onc now
doubted of an unearthly visitor. George, how-
ever, ridiculed that idea, laughed at my pale face,
and said it would never do to encourage or even
allow our servants to believe such nonsense, or
we should become the laughing-stock of the
neighbourhood. I begged him not to leave me
of an afternoon till he was convinced that this
was no illusion. He said he would sconer stay
at home till the expiration of oar lease than miss
seeing the “old gentleman,” who was now our
‘“ household word.”

However, his patience was not long tricd this
time; for the following afternoon, we were all
three in the drawing-room. 1 was working,
Georgina scated at my feet, my husband pacing
up and down the room, sweeping unconsciously
the anti-macassars off the chairs and sofas, catch-
ing his foot occasionally in my dress, and stop-
ping his promenade only to examine tho books
and china, and lay them down again, bat either
upside down or in the wrong place; however,
the mischief was not irreparable. That inspec-
tion over, George walked to the window and
whistled.

Meantime my nerves were becoming strung
to their utmost. It was almost four o'clock. I
watched the time-piece, and when it pointed to
four, 1 glanced at the chair: there was our
guest! George, however, appeared to have for-
gotten all about him, and kept his back to us
while he gazed from the window. My child
took my hand, but remained where she was; I
dared not move, but counted the moments till
At last he did so. Words
cannot describe the amazement pictured in bis
countenance : he seemed thunder-stricken; but,
soon recovering his self-possession, he walked up
to and addressed our visitor. He, however, was
not more successful than I had been; for the old
gentleman neither raised his head even to glance
at him, nor made the slightest movement, but ap-
peared, as usual, absorbed in thought.

MacTavish found some excuse to enter the
room to see the result of his master’s vigil ; he
approached also ; the other servants in a short |
time followed, as if guessing something was
wrong. An astonished circle formed round the
chair, and an agreement was made in whispers
that none should stir till its occupant should go.

But how that eame to pass was incompre-
hensible. He disappeared with the eyes of all
our circle still ﬁxadP on him. How can I describe
it? I canonly say ho was and he was not. In
order to certify himself of thia absence, my hue-
band was going to seat himself in the chair ; but
Georgina interposed and would not suffer it,

evidently in the fear that the ehair might sink |

through the lowest depths of the earth.

My husband’s next proceeding was to call on
Mr. Letts, the house-agent, who seemed so over-
whelmed with astonishment, that more simple
people might have believed, that he had never
heard of such a thing before,

However, in the evening my maid went out,
and in gome of the shops near inquired about the
house as if she had been a stranger to it ; and
heard that no one stayed very long in it ; some
of the less cautious of thesc usual gossip-retailers
told of an old gentleman who had been seen in it
for many years, but who never « did any harm.”

Next morning I had & severe attack of neu.-
ralgia, an occasiona} tormentor, then brought on
by the agitation of the preceding days. George
fetched a doctor, and we related to him the ex.
traordinary incident that had befallen us. He
readily admitted that he had often heard the
story, and strongly advised our breaking our
lease, and added that I must have a complete
change of air and scene. My husband called
again on Mr. Letts, who, after much pressure,
allowed that, bacause there were some rumours,
which of course he did not believe, afloat about
this hfuse, he had let us have it as favourably
for ourselves as possible, and sooner than have
anything said about it, or, a8 he put it, have any
disagreement, he would take it off our hands.
We moved into an hotel till our packing was
accomplished. My maid requested MacTavish’s
presence as & protection while she removed from
the drawing-room all that I had placed in it.
When all was ended, we sent our servants to
our old home ; and my husband, my child, and I
came abroad to divert our minds, rather over
strained hitherto, and endeavour to forget our
“ uninvited guest of E.”

PSYCHE.

—

SONNET 1.

SHE sat on a low bank, where wild flowers wreathed
Their rich and varied blooms beneath her foet,
And the light zephyrs, flattering o’er them, breathed
Upon ber cheek, her lip, each stolen sweet—
On its gay painted wings, around hor flies
Her beauteous emblem :* now upon her head
1t rests, and now like a winged flower lies)
Amid her clustering hair—can she understand
The playful mute appeal—what doth she there,
Rogardless of the flowers, the perfumed air,
And her bright playmate? All things round her make
An atmospherse of beauty. She the queen,
Where all is lovely ; will she not awake
And be the fair and living spirit of the sceno?
SONNET 11
PSYCHE TENMPTED TO OPEN PANDORA’S pod®
She stirs not from her trance; her head aside
Is turned; her lips apart, as if she sought
To speak, yet feared to hear her uttered thought.
Why is her cheek with doeper blushes dyed?
Deeper yet varying; her hands enfold
A casket decked with orient gems and gold;
Perhaps some spell to stay her lover's flight,
And bind the boy god in his own sweet chain;
‘Why (being such) doth sho avert her sight,
Yet still with firrer clasp her prize retain?
Like tho white feathers of the gentle dove
8tirred by the breeze, her trembling fingers move
Abovo the lid she fears, yet faign would lift—
Resist the impulse, Psyche, tis Pandora’s gift!
SONNET 11II.

THE RSCAPE OF THE ILLS OF L1FE.
'Tis done; she faints; ehe falls in deathlike swoon -
Her nerveless hand resigns the fatal boon ;
And whilst in blest unconsciousness she lies,
Forth from the opened lid dark forms arige
In vapoury confusion; sorrow now
Takes from the day its brightness; want shall bow
The frame and wring the heart; suspicion find
Her whispering voice; from disappointment’s hand

" The rose receives its thorn; contention’s brand

Glow with undying flame; revenge shall bind
The murderer to his oath—but see thera springs
From the dark mass a form with azure wings;
Roll o’er the earth, ye waves of woe and ill,
Revive, fair Peyche! Hope is left us still.,

* The butterfly,
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« ALL'S WELL.”’

THx night is dark, the drift is deep, the wolf is from
his lair,

The sad wind sighs amid the pines with melancholy
air;

The hemlock, mantled deep with snow, droops down-
ward in the dell,

And ever and anon are heard those cheering words
“ All’'s well!”

“ All’s well, all’s well ”” thoso sonnds.nre borne across
the snow-clad land,
The farmer sleeps with unlatehed door, and scorns the

hostileband;
The maiden, in her humble cot, lies tranquil by the
spell

Those words can bring, and breathes a prayer for him
who cries “ All’s well.”

‘“ All’s well, all’s well!”” though keen the air, and
blinding is the snow,

That stalwart form, erect and proud, still paces toand
fro;

Fit type of her the mother-land,—who through cach
danger fell,

Would scatheless bring her children out, and whisper

All is well.”

‘“ All’s well, all’s well!” though dark’s the hour, and
anxious thoughts assail,

Cheer up, faint heart, when brave men dare, there's
no such word as fail;

From Gaspé to the Essex coast liege men are to the

fore,

Resolved to guard their native land or dye it with
their gore. ,

“ All’s woll, all’s well, all’s very well!”” when ’neath
Britannia’s wing

The timid heart may nestle safe and dare oppreasion’s
sting;

When conscious might proclaims ber right the tyrant
to repel,

And sheltered by her egis broad the weak can feel
“ All’s well.”

And, as the brilliant orb of day ascends his golden
throne, .

So that “ All’s well ”” is taken up in echoes round the
Zone;

Each evening gun, each morning drum, the diapason
swell,

As England girdles round the world with might, and
cries ¢ All’s well.”
HENRY MARTEN GILES.
St. Catbarines, March 13th, 1866.

THE

‘TWO WIVES OF THE KING.

Translated for the Saturday Reader from the
French of Paul Féval.

. Continued from page43.

At the moment when the Chevalier Dieudonné
and his page drew up before the great door of
the Hotel de Nesle, there was a large reunion in
the Hall of Honor of the Hotel. This was a
building quite new, and Jean IT, one of the richest
Seigneurs of that time had built it with much
magnificence. The Hall of Honor, an enormous
apartment, in full arch to the centre, and pierced
with windows, which affected the thickest Roman
Btyle, was ornamented with draperies and fais-
ceaux d’armes, mingled with escatcheons already
regularly blazoned. In the centre stood an
octagon table, supporting the fa§nous lamp of
8014, & chef-d euvre of the goldsmiths of Bruges.
Around the table were assembled a dozen great
lords, under the presidency of the Duc de Bur-
gogne, seated by the side of his host, Jean de
Nesle, who had before him a pitcher of wine and
a large rude goblet.

._Among the other lords might be distinguished
- William des Roches, genéschal of Anjou, &
renowned warrior ; Henry Clement, marechal of
France, Count Perche, Du¢ de Berri, Count
Thouars, and the Counts of Nevers, Flanders,
and Aumale. OppositeJean de Nesle, and sepa-
rated from the thick of the aasembly, was a man
of arms, handsome and still young, who bore no
titles and was called simply Cadocu. This man,

however, was not the least important personage
of the reunion, for he had the honor of command-
ing all the highwaymen of the fine kingdom of
France. After the King, I believe, indeed, that
Caduco’s was the heaviest arm in the Kingdom,
between the Rhine and the sea. But the worthy
young man did not seem any the prouder for
that ; for he civilly assisted the Lord of Nesle to
empty his pitcher of Burgundy wine. Lastly,
under the mantelpiece of the vast chimney were
twe men—the one standing and the other care-
lessly seated with his feet to the fire.

The latter has already been presented to you
in company with the Saracen, Mason Mahmoud
¢l Reis, who came from a great distance. It was
Amaury Montreul, Lord of Anet, friend of the
King, who came to Paris to kill a woman.

The other bore the sacerdotal costume. His
name was Gratien Florent, be was Bishop of
Orvieto, and legate of his Holiness Pope Inno-
cent ITI. It-was he who was speaking when we
entered into the Hall of Honor of the Hotel de
Nesle.

“ My lords,” said he, ¢ though my voice is
already exhausted, I do not flatter myself with
having enumerated all the dangers which threaten
the King of France; it would require a miracle
to save him, and who ean dare to think that God
would work a miracle in favour of a Prince, who
has incurred the Major Excommunication. My
last word is this: Phillip Augustus is lost!”

e made a pause—during which the vassals of
the King looked at him with anxiety and indeci-
sion. “ The faet is,” murmured the Duke of
Burgundy, with a touch of timidity, ¢ that the.
people are complaining since they were deprived
of the sacraments.”

“Pardicul” exclaimed William des Roches,
seneschal of Anjou. “ heard a clown saying the
other day, I also want two or three wives, since
henceforth we are no longer to be cursed for that.”

Jean de Nesle took a draught from his great
goblet! «There, there,” said he, *let my Lord,
the King send this Agnes to the Evil One, and
then we shall have peace.” :

“ Why Madame Agnes ?” asked sharply Amaury
Montruel, “ why not Ingeburge 7"

Joan de Nesle took a second draught, “ Be-
cause,” muttered he, “because, Madame Inge-
burge is the Queen.”

Jean de Nesle was neither for Ingeburge nor for
Agnes; but it i3 necessary to note this strange
circumstance—for in spite of her marriage, the
Bohemian was not accepted as Queen seriously
by any body: she was the mistress of the King.
Ingeburge, on the contrary—outraged and de-
serted—Ingeburge was the Queen. The power
of Phillip Augustus had not been able to undo
that which God bhad dome. Ingeburge was so
superior to her rival, that public opinion would
not allow Agnes to be called a rival.

¢ Phillip of France will not drive his concu-
bine away,” said the legate, “the spirit of hard-
ness and impenitence is in him. Be ye sure that
he will be obstinate in his criminal existence.”

¢ But,” interrupted Amaury Montreul, answer-
ing his own thoughts, “if Ingeburge should hap-
pen to die, would not the Pope leave us at
peace?”

Gratien Florent cast upon him a piercing look.

‘ Pardieu!” exclaimed, roughly, Jean de Nesle,
“I bad the same idea as thee, mon compére
Amoury, “if that Agnes could only be passed
from life to death, we should all be like so many
little saints!”

Amaury Montreul shrugged his shoulders and
growled out some unintelligible words.

“My lord,” said Gratien Florent, the legate,
“thege are vain suppositions ; let us reason upon
the future. Do you intend to be lost with Phillip
of France, or will you save yourselves with the
church?”

The question was skilfully put. However the
vassals of the King still hesitated—those who
were the most forward against Phillip, undertak-
ing to clear the road for ofhers.

«I will go with the church,” said d’Aumale,
from whom the King hagd recently taken his two
countries of Boulogne and Danmmartin.

«] will go with the ehurch, also,” eaid Nevers
Du Percbe, and De Thouars said the same thing.

seneschal of Anjou, William des Roches, replied
in their turn. .

« If the King, summoned in due form, rejects
the authority of the chaurch, we will side with
the church.”

« ] will follow the others,” murmured Montreul.

« Good I"” exclaimed Jean de Nesle, ‘“me also!
me also! Pardieu! but I should like to know,
what mon compére Antoine says—he seems to
have put his tongue in his pocket this evening.”

That compére Antoine was Cadocu, and Ca-
doeu, in fact, had not opened his mouth during
the whole sitting. The chief of the highwaymen,
thus addressed, raised his head a little, and be-
gan by yawning impudently, while regarding,
turn by furn, each member of the assembly.

“Me,” replied he, at last, #I say, compere
Jean, that there is no more wine in thy pitcher,
and I am choking.” .

Eudes IIL, Duke of Burgundy, lowered his
brow. ¢ Are we in a tavern?” mutmured he.

“Thank God!” replied Cadocu, without in the
least disconcerting himself, I bave never re-
gretted the time I have passed at the tavern; but
this T call lost time—but,” said he, in a good-
tempered way, “the Duke of Burgundy has for-
gotten to tell us what may be his intentions.”

“] am a Christian,” said Eudes, in a firm voice,
“and my sword is for the church.” .

“ Ah! well then, mon compére Jean,” resumed
Cadocu, “fill the pitcher; for I am about to
make a speech upon three points : for as I have
the smallest title of any of you, my lords, I
think it my daty to show myself the greatest
gossip.” Blowing his nose, and coughing gently,
after the manner of a licentiate about to unravel
his thesis, .

Among all these noble barons, Antoine Ca-
docu, son of & vilian, was not so small a seig-
neur as he wished to appears. He was & very
powerful man, and much dreaded. A moment
ago, the Duke of Burgundy desired to send him
away—but the Duke of Burgundy dared not. As
to the moral side the chief of the highwaymen
had scarely any faith, and no law ; but he was
what they called a good fellow, and in short
was worth more to the King of France than
all those great unquiet vassals—jealous and
directly interested in lowering the influence of
the crown.

“Sire legate,” said he, saluting Gratien Flo-
rent, “in sending you over the Alps, did the
Holy Father think at all of poor Cadocu ?”

“Doubtless,” replied quickly the Bishop of Or-
vieto, “his Holiness expressly told me that my
mission would not be falfilled as it should be, if
1 did not conciliate to the cause of Rome the
brave and illustrious captain of whom all Europe
speaks.”

¢ Ag to that, sire legate, Europe must needs
talk of something, but we do not hear it ourselves.
Did the Holy Father add nothing 7" .

“ The Holy Father said that he held you in
high esteem.”

“ Good, good—and what sum has he charged
you to propose for me, sire legate 7”

The Bishop of Orvietopaled with anger. Jean
de Nesle burst out laughing with all his heart,
and his hilarity was shared by nearly all the
members of the reunion. Cadoci alone kept
his grand seriousness.

¢« Holy Cross, my good lords I said he, “ Iam
much honored by your laughter, but I joke not.
You have lands, fields, mills, tilled lands, great
woods, and all that fiils your pockets annually;
but I have nothing but an army of great gour-
mands, who earn nothing, and eat all day, only
stopping to drink—and think you that ‘T could
persuade them that they carry a sword by their
side only to play at Easter holidays?

 But,” replied the legate, those are not
the considerations—

« What considerations would you have 7?
exclaimed Cadocu, “I will furnish you some—
if Jean de Nesle will pour me out & bumper, for
1 am stifled 1"

- Jean de Nestle passed him the pitcher, and he
gwallowed an heroic draught.

"« Now here are some considerations,” said be,
« and famous ones, In the first place, if I was
Phillip Aagustus, King of France, it would not

Henri Clement, marechal of France, and the

be two poor Queens that [ would have. Twenty.
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four would be necessary to me at least—since, as
simple Cadocu, I have already a dozen; and if
the Pope bad anything to say about it, I would
turn Musselman to vex him.”

“ Thov blasphemest,” said the legate.

“ Yes, indeed, sirc Bishop, I blaspheme,”
replicd quietly the highwayman, “ that is my
manoer ; and if the church has any th'undcrs
left, and if it can afford them any diYersgon, let
them try to excommunicate me; my hide is hard
and my back is broad. We shall see which is
worth most, the parchment of your balls or my
skin I

“My lords,” cxclaimed the Bishop of Ovieto,
“will you allow the Holy See to be thus in-
sulted before you ?”

“ Abroad and in open day, perhaps not, sire
legate,” said Cadocu, “but here in the secure
den of Jean, mon compere, that can he attended
by no conscquences, besides I am about to
argue. I promised a speech on three points.”

“ Master Antoine,” observed the Duke of
Burgundy, *perhaps you may abuse the liberty
which is given you.”

“Do you find it so, my lord; ah! well, then,
I will abridge my matter—if such is your good
pleasure, 1 only wish to say this—Treason for
treason; I prefer paid treason!?

“ Dy you intend to accuse us ?’ exclaimed the
Duke, putting his hand to his sword.

“ Not at all, my lord, not at all. If you ask
nothing for yourself, there will be more ducats
for remunerating my humble abilities. After
these loyal explanalions I shell repeat my
question, and 1 will ask the sire legate what
sum he is able to propose for me ?”

Gratien Florent was about to give vent to all
his indignation, when John de Nesle rose.

“ Sire Bishop,” said he, ‘ take care; you can-
not have compére Antoine for nothing, and if
you have him not, so much the worse for you!”

The eyes of the legate passed round the tuble
and he observed more than one face full of in-
decision and reflection—the Count d’Aumale
made hiin a sign from a distance, which coun-
selled him to capitulate.

“1f ten thousand golden crowns,” murmured
he, while the blush of shame mounted to his
forehead, ¢ if ten thousand crowns will suffice

ou.”
y ‘ Not at all, sire legate,” interrupted Cadocu,
¢ that will not suffice me.”

« Twenty thousand.”

“ Are we going to proceed like the tricky
people, who are sclling old furnitare at auction ?
Put down one hundred thousand crowns at once
and the business is closed I”

% One hundred thousand crowns!” exclaimed
the Bishop, ¢ that is an enormous sum 1"

Cadocu frowned in his turn. “ The brave
man does not like to be cheapened.” Count
&’Aumale made a second sign to the Legate.

“ One hundred thousand golden crowns, then,”
said the Bishop, with a sigh, ¢ this is an interdict
that will cost us dear!”

Cadocu pushed back his chair and approached

. the legate—shaking his white and delicate hand
roughly. ¢ Sire Bishop,” said he, “ I am yours.
To prove it to you I recommend you to write it
down here on the spot, and at this table, in a
little agreement that all these illustrious lords
may sign. | remember a clerk of great judg-
ment, who said in latin, ¢ Words fly, writing
remains.’  As for the hundred thousand crowus,
sire Bishop, I will give you credit with pleasure,
till 1 accompany you to your dwelling!” He
resumed his seat, filled his goblet; and concerned
himself no more with what was passing around
him.

The legate did not require the counsel of
Master Autoinc, for ho produced the draft of an
agreement from his pocket.

“ Since all difficulties are smoothed between
us, my dear lords” said he, unfolding a great
parchmeant, * nobody here, will, I am sure, refuse
to engage, by his signature or by his seal, to
sustain, agaiust all comers, the interests of the
Holy Apostolic See.”

“The word of a gentleman is sufficient,”
replied Eudes.

And every one of them shewed more or less
explicitly the repugnance that he had. But the

legate prevailed easier over Eudes and his
peers than over the highwayman, Cadocu.

“ Will you risk nothing my dear lords,”
murmured he, “to be independent and suze-
rains ?”

“ Who will answer to us for the price attached
to our consent ?” asked Count de Nevers.

“ This,” replied the Bishop of Orvieto raising
his parchment above his head.

“Read us your charter, then. sire Bishop,”
said the Duke of Burgundy.,

Gratien Florent immediately commenced : * In
presence of the most Holy Trinity, the first day
of March, 1202, I, Gratien Fiorent, by the
grace of God and the holy Apostolic Sce, bishop
of Orvieto, lateral legate of his holiness our
Father, Pope Innocent the Third, I have received
the engagement and oath of the undersigned
noblemen, who promise, upon their honour, in
this life, and upon their salvation in the other, to
succour their said Father in Jesus Christ, against
all comers, Christian or Pagan, and especially
against Phillip of France.”

“ For inasmuch as that I have relicved the
said noblemen of their faith and allegiance
towards the sald Pbhillip of France, their
Sovereign Lord, declaring him hereby deprived
of all his rights and royal privileges, heretofore
recognized by the Holy See, in consequence of
rebellion, sacrilege and forfeiture.

“In such a way that the said dukes, counts,
and noblemen ” i

Gratien Florent, bishop of Orvieto had got
thus far with his reading, which he had perform-
ed in a loud and intelligible voice, when Amaury
Montruel shook him strongly by the arm, and the
astonished bishop paused.

There was a noise in the adjoining chamber,
on the pavement of which they heard a short and
firm step.

Amaury turned pale,

“ What is that ?” said Jean de Nesle, half ris-
ing.

g‘What signifies it to us,” said Gratien Flo-
rent, wishing to recommence.

But he could not proceed, for Montruel, seizing
him by the body, without ceremony, carried him
off his legs and ran with him out of the hall,
through an opening in the tapestry which led to
the private apartment of the Lord de Nesle. The
heavy drapery closed over them and they disap-
peared. The duke and counts were endeavouring
to account for the motive of that unexpected and
bizarre action, when the folding doors opened
and an usher in the livery of de Neslo appeared
upon the threshold, and uttered in a clear voice
that single word :

“ The King™

HAPTER VI,

We have already decribed the manwho en-
tered into the hall, where the vassals of the crown
were assemhled, when we pointed him out to
the reader upon the road which led from the
tower of the Louvre to the Porte St. Honoré. It
was the Chevalier Dieudonné, the second person
met on horseback by Eric and his sister, Eve,
under tha walks of Paris; and consequently, ac-
cording to the sorceress, Mila, “Destiny.” ~ And
you see that the sorceress was not much de-
ceived ; for was not Phillip Augustus “ Destiny ?
for Ingeburge, who adored him from the depths
of her prison?

The King entered alone, leaving his handsome
page, Albert, in the neighbouring room. We
bave already said that he dressed with extreme
simplicity ; but this simplicity could not be
merely a precaution at a time when all the world
knew that he was threatened by the assassins of
John Plantagenet—by the assassins of Canute—
of Othon, and of the Cld Man of the Mountain.
But in the midst of these titled soldiers—coarse,
shrewd, selfish, and cowardly, as they were, if not
ou ise field of battle, at least in the council—in
the midst of these great vassals—restless traitors,
who rounded their vulgar foreheads with their
golden coronets, Phillip Augustus, in spite of his
grey livery, had alone the air of a gentleman,

We remember hearing, in our childhood, a
beautiful story of this King. It was said that on
the eve of the battle of Bruvines, Phillip Augus-
tus assembled his jealous vassals at tho church,

and depositing his crown upon the altar, before
them, exclaimed, ‘if there is any one here present
who believes himself more worthy of wearing
that crown than me, I freely give it him.”
This speech has been immortalized by poets and
painters. But some savanis, having nothing
better to do, quarrelled with that speech and put
it to death ; and not contented with that murder,
instead of allowing it to rest in peace after
having assassinated it, the merciless creatures in-
flicted upon it the last outrage, that of burying
it in & dissertation of their own belief. Phillip
Augustus, say they, never said any such thing.
No, never, never, never!

For our part we believe religiously in the
words imputed to the chivalrous Cambronne,
and even in the forty ages of Napolcon the 1st,
perched, though badly at ease, on the Apex of
the Pyramids, we shall always remember the
beautiful speech of Phillip Augustus. And all
the better, if some baron had put forth his hand
to take the crown, for PbiMip would certainly
have left him one-handed. It is thus at least
that we understand the thing, and to interpret
that speech differently, whether apocryphal or
not, would be an insipid platitude. For a King
never surrenders his crown but to God.

Phillip Augustus crossed the great hall of the
Hotel de Nesle, with a firm and decided step.
The lords assembled round the table were very
deferential, as would have been said in the days
of the Fronde ; they scarcely knew what kiud of
a fage to put upon the matter, for Phillp was the
last person they had expected to meet them that
night. The master of the house blushed, stam-
mered, and was seeking something to say. The
others tried hard to keep a good countenance.

All rose—the King saluted them, and seated
himself in the Duke of Burgundy's place.

“ God keep you, my lords,” said he, “I have
long promised to visit the palace of my cousin de
Nesle, which puts our poor Louvre to shame ;
and though it is a little late, I have fortunately
fixed upon this evening to find all my faithful
companions assembled.”

‘ What!” muttered Jean de Nesle, # did the
king know ?” Phillip smiled.

% Tho king knows everything,” said he. Then
casting his eyes round the table, they encounter-
ed those of Cadocu, to whom he gave an imper-
ceptible movemeat of the head, bat to which the
highwaynan replied with a wink of his eye.

“ We were assembled, sire,” said the Duke of
Burgundy, ¢ not for serious matters, but for our
common pleasure.”

“Iseel I see!” replied Phillip, * when you
heard the king announced you sent away your
dice and false cards.”

Cadocu burst out langhing, and Phillip address-
ing him especially, added—

“Were they, then, snaring birds, Captain
Antoine 7"

Cadocu cast a look towards the door, hidden
by the folds of the tapestry, and through which
the legate and Montruel had disappeared.

‘“ My faith, very dreaded lord,” replied, he I
know not ; but perhaps they may have been.”

“ Come,” said the king, without losing the
smile on his face *“you will excuse me, gentle-
men, for putting an end to your diversion. But
seeing around me so many brave and loyal
barons, I should not like to lose this opportunity
of treating for my estate of France. The whole
of Europe, and I believe other parts of the world,
are against us at this moment. But it is my
opinion that we shall have our rights from
Europs and the whole world.”

We should not conclude that all the lords
assernbled on this occasion at the house of Jean
de Nesle were all equally deep in the thought of
treason. Henry Clement, marcchal of France,
and William des Roches, were both ancient
warriors, and ready to die for Phillip—but for
Christian Phillip, and not for Phillip, excommu-
incated.

With the exception of the Count d’Aumale,
the personal enemy of the King ; Count d’Nevers,
the evil tool of John Plantaganet, and the
Duke of Burgundy, who was too powerful, and
too near the throne not to look upon it with
envy; the others were really neutral—and
equally with the thunders of Rome the chances
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would have been all on Phillip's side in that
assembly. But under the interdict of Rome they,
believed Phillip Augustus crushed and lost.

“By the help of God,” murmured the Duke
of Burgundy, ¢ the chevalicrs of France can stand
against the universe.”

“ By the help of God, my cousin, as you say,
replied the King,” drily, “for it is God who
makes the hearts of men brave and faithful.
Gentlemen,” resumed he, suddenly raising his
head and changing his tone, we require your
loyal support, and we reckon firmly upon it.
The Pope, unmindful of the services that we
have rendered to Christianity in the holy wars of
the Crusades, and mixing himself up too lightly
In our domestic affairs, has given an iniquitous
sentence against us.

“Very dreaded lord,” interrupted d'Aumale,
“the sentences of our Holy Father cannot be
Iniquitous.”

The lips of the King turned pale, while a
fugitive carnation mounted to his cheek.

‘ Count,” murmured he, between his clenched
teeth, “has he promised to give thee back
Boulogne, Dampierre and Dammartin ?”

And as D’Aumale was about to reply, he re-
dnced him to sitence by an imperious gesture.

To be continued.

HOW I MADE A FORTUNE IN
-WALL STREET,

AND HOW I GOT MARRIED.
Continuced from page 48,

CHAPTER XI.

Mary Worth!

Reader, you have these cabalistic (to me ca-
balistic) words placed at the head of this chapter,
instead of the  figures” which were promised
you of the magnificent scheme of the HOPE &
ANCHOR MUTUAL COAL COMPANY!

In this connection you doubtless consider it
quite out of place, just as you are seated at the
table with Deams and myself, your wits sharpen-
ed for the trial, to have only these two words
put on the programme!

« It satisfies me,” you say pettishly, ¢ that Jobhn
Brant will never succeed.” Besides, perhaps you
feel that I am trifling with you; or, perbaps, you
imagine, on consideration, 1 don’t deem it pru-
dent to let you into the affair, and you call it
very shabby treatment after my holding out so
many inducements to attract your attention.

Suppose this to be a fact; what have you to
complain of? Are we not in Wall Street? Have
we passed our words to each other? Jones,
having taken up my enterprise without examina-
tion, while you, Robinson, are wasting precious
tim: ¢n examining it, has secured the right to a
‘“call” of the stock at a favourable rate, thus
shutting you out from a participation in this
magnificent and colossal enterprise.

After this, Robinson, think quick, and strike
quick, or you will not do for the street.”

However, on this occasion only, I admit I am
alarming you without cause. The matter is still
“oPen.” Let me say my say about Mary Worth,
and then to business.

In the midst of these figures, how came her
name interposed? I will tell you. It happened,
just as I was settling mysclf to the work of in-
vestigation, that something whispered, “Succeed
in this, and you will win Aer !

And was it not possible for me to become her
suitor without first acquiring & fortune, or at
least & competency ? .

No, it was not possible, because not consistent
With self-respect, T knew very well several young
mnen about town, who were always on the look
out for rich girls, There was Trovers, who had
been, I was told, twenty years in search of a rich
wife, [you know Trovers, lately a teller in this
same bank of Mutual Safety,] and only last year
accomplished his object—sccured a young widow
with half a million. But everybody points at
Trovers, and calls him disagreeable names, and
although he has quit the bank, and set up an
¢establishment, and goes into « society,” I doubt
if any one respects him. Besides,although scarce-
)y a year marriéd, people say he and his wife

do not live happii: together. He does not care,
it is true, but £ should care, and so I could never
place myself in his position. . .

«1f I make a strike, I shall feel gatisfied in
cultivating an acquaintance with Miss ‘Worth,
and attempting to win her. Otherwise not.”
So I said to myself after returning from Long
Branch.

When, therefore, some spirit whispered in my
ear the words 1 have just recorded, it made my
pulse beat very quick, so that I breathed with
difficulty, when I thought of what was possible
to come of the morning’s work which was before
me. . . . . . . N

« Now, Mr. Brant,I am going to act on the
square with you,” said Dcams, with the coura-
geous air of a man who has just adopted a vir-
tuous resolution.

« Sq I suppose.” ’

Yes, you shall have the whole story. What
I know, you shall know. We will work like
brothers together, and divide even.

“Well?” -

«Well,” continued Deams,  this affair is all
MINE. Those chaps in there (pointing to the
other room) are mere—"

“Tools of yours; I thought as much,” inter-
rupted L. .

“No, no, Mr. Brant, I was not going to say
‘tools’ but agents; they are my agents—well
not exactly agents either; in fact, I got the affair
up, and they do as I say.”

“[ think you had better let my application
stand, Deams. Go on.”

“ You see,” continued Deams, “I have known
Pope for several years. He keeps a small hat
and cap store in the Sixth Avenue, very honest
fellow is Pope, very sung too, has laid by a cou-
ple of thousand, cash. He knows Grover P.
Wilcox, the owner of the land, and one day was
mentioning it to me, and how Wilcox would like
to sell. I turned it over in my mind, and finally
told Pope that if Wilcox would go to the expense
of a map, and have the property reported on by
Quar‘z and Silex, I would take it up, provided
we could agree on the terms. We came to an
agreement, which was (between us, Brant, only
between us,” exclaimed Deams, convulsively, as
he grasped my hand in token of the confidence
be was reposing in me), “ which was, I say, that
I should pay Wilcox sixty thousand dollars cash
for the entire property.”

Sixty thousand dollars!” I said in amazement.
“Why Deams, you go to the public with a state-
ment that we pay a million and a half of dollars.
Three hundred thousand dollars in cash, the ba-
lance in stock of the company at par”

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Brant. I do not gay
we do any such thing. I say the Company pays
that amount for the property, and so it does and
80 it will, or my name isn’t Deams.”

“That's what I call rascality,” I said with
emphasis,

“You are a fool, Brant, and nothing else,” ex-
claimed Deams, thrown out of his sense of pro-
priety by my rather startling proposition. * Hold
on,” he continued, seeing my face flush, *hold
on and let me ask you a question or two. Sup-
pose you had a chance to buy & lot up town for
a thousand dollars, and you knew at the same
time you could sell it in sixty days for two thou-
sand, would you make the purchase ?*

“ Very likely.”

. %Then you see no objection to buying at one
price and selling at a better one, provided you
use no deception ?”

& NO.”

#“Well, then, where is the ‘rascality’ in this
cage? Wilcox has a very large tract of what is
now to him wild land. It probably cost him a
mero song twenty years ago, or he may have in-
herited it. He has no knowledge of the machi-
nery of getting up a company to work his mines.
We have. So he furnishes the raw material at a
low figure. We buy, and get the price it should
really command when properly developed. I
don’t suppose you are so very benevolent as
to wish to work for the public exactly for
nothing 7’

« 1 admit, Deams, there is much in your argu-
ment,” I said, & good deal softened, ¢ but it is the

tremendous difference between the price we pay
and the price it is put in at to the company that
staggers me.”

«Now stop just there,” said Deams; “stick a
pin there. You admit my principle is correct,
only you fear I over-charge the company for the
property? What if I show you by proper com-
putations and by certificates of first-class men .
that we are not over-charging, it is all right, is
it not?” .

« Let the matter rest where it is, Deams, and
go on with your explanations." I felt that he had
the best of the argument, but I was not altogether
convinced either. “

] will resume,” said Deams pompously, but
I beg you, Mr. Brant, not to interrupt me again
with objections until I am through ; then raise as
many as you please.”

I was silent, and Deams procéeded. .

 Let me see, where was I? oh, I was saying
I had agreed to pay sixty thousand dollars cash
for the property. So far 8o good. Then came the
organization, where to begin and how to do it.
That is, how to get the property honestly—mind
you I say honestly—to the company atour price.
Once deciding that it is worth all the gompany is
asked to pay for it, the only question is, you per-
ceive, the mere manipulation. Pope, you see,
was acquainted with Coldbrook. They are
first cousins. Coldbrook is in the hosiery line,
and he too has some money. Neither of thcse
gentlemen are very presentable, as you have
doubtless observed, but they are stra.ightfox_-wa.rd
honest fellows; they mean right, and will do
just as they agree. Masterman I have known a
good while. He used to be knocking about
the street ten years ago; he went off to Cali-
fornia, and turned up here about three months
since. He knows the ropes, and will do as I
say.

{N ow Pope attends the same Church with
Horatio J. Dempsey, and i3 quite a prominent
person in what is going on. Helps look up or-
phan children, calls on the indigent families,—
in fact does a great deal of good. Just as soon
asg I thought of the benevolent idea of furnishing
coal to the poor at cost, without regard to their
taking stock, I told Pope he must secure Mr.
Dempsey for President, that he must urge it on
him as matter of duty, Well, after he had care-
fully examined the certificates of Quartz and
Silex, and had his own counsel, Mr, Phillips, cer-
tify as to the titles, he consented to act. Of course
we asked him for no money, and donated two
thousand shares.

# So far all was successful. Then I had my
bargain to make with my three friends. I wanted
them to open ‘a ¢ banking house,’ where the office
of the Company should be located. It would
cost at least a thousand dollars to furnish them ;
besides, the rent is fearfully high. i

« At length we agreed on the following : Wil-
cox was to give Masterman, Coldbrook and Pope
a contract for the sale of the property to them,
which was to be laid before the Company, and
for which contract the Company are to pay the
aforesaid Masterman, Coldbrook and Pope the
sum of twelve thousand dollars cash, and agsume
the entire responsibility of carrying it out. This
twelve thousand our three friends are to divide;
but in consideration of that they hire these offices
and furnish them. They get besides a hundred
thousand dollars apiece of the stock, after the
Company is in full mining operation—not before.”

Deams paused to take breath, and to see what
effect his recital bad on me.

% Go on,” I said quietly. .

Deams di# not go on, but instead, he continued
silent. He looked for a while very hard at me,
as if trying to satisfy himself of the impression
he had made.

At length broke out a8 follows : ¢ Brant,~—
one word—we know each other well, or ought
to. What I want to say is, if you are not wil-
ling to go into this with me, you will do nothing
to my prejudice, will you?”

Deams looked so despondently unbappy that
I felt sorry for him.

1 answered at once—¢ Certainly not.”

« T knew you wouldn't, my dear fellow, [ knew
you wouldn’t. You are true ag steel. I always

felt you were. As to our Company, it is right,



60

THE SATURDAY READER

* [March 31

You may depend on it, and if you will let me, I
will make an independent fortune for you.”

“ Go on, Deams,” I repeated. “1I certainly
shaH not decide against the scheme until I have
heard you through.”

 Thank you, my boy, thank you,” said Deams
in a grateful tone. ¢ Now let me have your
atteution to these figures.” :

Thereupon Deams plaesd a sheet of paper
before me, and, drawing his chair near, pointed
with his pencil to the schedule, which read as
follows :

Capital stoek ............ ceres .. $2,750,000
Set aside for working capital........ 1,250,000
Remaining...................$1,500,000
Masterman, C. and P., $100,000
each...................$300,000
Four other parties, $10,000
ead :

ceereieeiieeieee. 40,000

For the press........ «s <. 100,000

Six benevolent clergymen... 60,000

Broker................. .« 100,000

Incidentals ............... 100,000

’ 700,000

To be divided between Deams and
Brantinstock.................. $800,000

To be reccived in cash in five instal-
ments.......... cerreraaas Jeee. 300,000

To be paid Wilcox....evrevvvneene. 60,000

Cash to be divided between Deams and
Brant........... ceereneaaea... $240,000

“ What do you think of that? Say, now—
what do you think of that, Brant ?—Four hun-
dred thousand dollars of the stock apiece ! Eighty
thousand shares! Why, I tell you they will go
off like hot cakes at two dollars a share, which
means & clear one hundred and sixty thousand
dollars each, cash, besides our yearly cash receipt
of sixty thousand dollars for four years, making
—_—

“ What, Deams, do you wish me to do for being
allowed to participate in this ?”

“ Alwayssuspicious,” said Deams, with entire
good humounr. ¢ I have. already explained that
my name must not appear in this, because I am
taboded financially. I want You to represent my
interest and your own; besides, you are active,
-competent and can be trusted. ‘Thete you have
it” .

I sat five minutes without making the least
reply. Deams, meantime, was careful not to in-
terrupt me. - .

My thoughts, if put into language, would run
something in this way. “I have a sort of innate
conviction that this affir is all wrong—I can’t
exactly arguo it out either. [ only feelit. 8till,
am [ not too straight-laced in my notions—-
Deams’ scheme is the ordinary one for specula-
tive companies—which often pay well and do
well, and finally become remunerative. I am
sorry 1 have taken such a dislike to his * three
friend'—[ dare say, though, I do Pope and
Coldbrovk injustice. Deams says they are
honest men. I hope they are. Masterman, I
fear, is & hard case. I won't judge from appear-
ances, at least not hastily. . What is the neces-
sity of judging at all? If such men as Dempsey,
Peters, Stilfnouse, and Brockaw have gone into
this and ¢ndorsed. the scheme to the public by
cousenting to act as trustees, why, John Brant,
do you hesitate? Four first class New Yorkers
lead the enterprise, not you. ¢ Be not righteous
over much.’ I don’t exactly know what -that
means, but it must mean something. Doesw’t it
mean, Jobn Brant, you can safely leave the mo-
rulity of this scheme to those four excellent per-
sons, and do your best to actively co-operate with
them ?+s#*¢+ Four hundred thousand dollars in
stock.***#** One hupdred and sixty thousand
dollars in greenbacks,****** Also, thirty’ thou-
sand dollars a year cash for four yearsseeeve
Wealth ##+<++ Commanding position,****** Mary
wOrﬁll'.CO..COGUGUO”

13 Deams ?)’

“ What i

“Twill go inl”

* Good. ' knew you would when you thought
it over,” \

“ Very well, I have thought it over. Now let
me know what your plan isfor raising the money
—that's the first point.”

“ Of course it is. .I will tell you my difficulty,
and why I introduced you as the capitalist. The
twelve thousand dollars which I have promised
to these people, they are getting a little restive
about, The fact is, Pope and Coldbrook have
furrished the offices, and the concern has rented
them, and the whole will count up a pretty
figure. I have told them you would advance
the twelve thousand as s00n as you were satisfied,
and go forth. Now you have entered on the

examination you can take a little time for it—
eh 7.

¢ Deams 7

“ What ?"

“ How much of the twelve thousand dollars
goes to you? Recollect you are on the square
with me.”

“ One-fourth of it—three thousand dollars,”
responded Deams, with the contortion of & man
undergoing the extraction of an eyetooth.

“ One-half of which is mine.”

“ Certainly"~—another tooth drawn. .

“ Well, Deams, that was very thoughtful in
you to provide for a little ready money.” .

“ Wasn't it though!” said Deams still wincing.

“ How do you propose to procure this twelve
thousand ?” ’

“I am a little uncertain. I did think you
would raise it through the Bank of Mutual
Safety, but I suppose there is no use asking you
to do that ??

I shook my head.

“Do you propose anything ?
Deams.

‘“1do. Let usput the matter into the hands
of a first-class broker, and raise what money we
want through him. We will double the amount
of stoek he i3 to receive, if necessary. I will
speak to Stokes myself about it.”

“ Will you ?” gaid Deams brightening up.
% That is just what I was going toask you todo.
The whole thing is clear. Now I think we may
call in our friends from the other room.”

continued

CHAPTER XII.

Aaron Masterman, Elton Pope and Philo Cold-
brook were anxiously awaiting in the counting-
room: of ‘their showy « banking-house,” the re-

-sult of my examination-into the affairs of the

new company. Each had a particular interest
in this. Masterman was impatient to handle his
share of the twelve thousand dollars, while Pope
and Coldbrook were beginning to tremble (and
well they might) for their investment in so much
fine furniture, and for their liability on account
of so much rent and clerk hire.

Deams proceeded to.open the door, and in a
trice the firm of “ Masterman, Coldbrook and
Pope” entered, o

“ 1 am happy to announce to you, gentlemen,”
8aid Deams, in'a pompous tone, * that my friend,
Mr. Brant, has made very considerable progress
in looking into our matters. He authorizes me
to say that he has no doubt he will bring the
examination to & favourable conclusion. That
done, I am funther instructed to observe that the
little sum you require, on passing the contract,
will be forthcoming.”

Here Deams looked toward me ag if seeking
some tokeén of acquiesconce. .

The “ three friends,” at the same time, turned
their ardent gaze in my direction, while breath-
lessly waiting a confirmation of the welcome in-
telligence.

“ Gentlemen,” I said, “I am not very rapid in.
such matters, but I think I have seen enough of
your scheme to warrant me in saying, I have no
doubt I shall take it up, and you will find me
prompt in whatever I do undertake, I hardly
think you can expect more from me to-day.”

“ Perfeetly satisfactory,” exclaimed Mr. Mas-
terman, who acted as a sort of elacqueur for the
other two, “parfectly satisfactory. ~ Speaks like

‘& trump I

“ Very satisfactory, iru]y," said little Mr.
ope. - : R

* Indeed it is,” echoed Coldbrook.

“ That being the case,” said Deams, * suppose

we Lave lunch, Masterinan, l¢t, Abram. order | |

some lamb-chops, and a tenderloin, with the et
ceteras, from Hinckley’s, and seeing it is Mr.
Brant's first visit to our offices, why two or threo
bottles of champagne won't come amiss.”

Masterman bustled out to give the order, while
Pope and partner manifested a very amiable
assent, certainly,—considering the disbursements
for the repast were to come from their treasury.

Two of Hinckley’s waiters speedily appeared,
and very soon the table of the ‘ Board of Trug.
tees of the Hope and Anchor Mutual Coal Com-
pany” presented a very inviting appearance,

Deams was now in his element. Visions of a
“splendid success” grew more and more vivid,
as each successive bumper of champagne was
tossed down. Masterman was no way behind
Deams in his practical appreciation of the article,
In fact these two worthies rather monopolized
the three bottles. I think little Mr. Pope and
lank Mr. Coldbrook were helped to & glass each
only. For myself, I partook of the lunch and
the wine with considerable relish. I had a good
opportunity to judge of the company I was keep-
ing. ¢ In vino verilas,” you know; and I was
pleased to be able to reconsider the hasty judg-
ment I had previously formed of Pope and Cold-
brook. 1 was convinced they were hcnest fel-
lows, who had been carried away with the hope
of rapidly making a fortune, and who had really
been made to believe, through the agency of
Deams, that they were fitted for Wall Street
operations.

As to Masterman and Deams, they simply de-
veloped, as they guzzled the Wine, the characte-
ristics I had given them previous credit for.

The hilarous occasion could not last forever,
All things mundane must have an end. Qur
little company at length broke up. Every one,
myself included, expressing the opinion that wo
were on the road to fortune, if not to fame.

¢ Possibly to notoriety,” something whispered.

I checked the mentor.

“I am in for it, and I will go through,” I mut-
tered, as I turned down the street,

CHAPTER XIiI.

The next day, on coming down town, I stopped
in to look at some offices which were tolet in a
central position in Wall street. These consisted
of two small, but neat and handsomely furnished
rooms, in the second story. The occupant had
taken, originally, a five years’ lease of them ; and
baving been fortunate in ‘business, was now
going to Burope, leaving eighteen months of the
term unexpired. I found the price reasonable,
and I secured the rooms on the spot. Inextpro-
ceeded toa sign painter, where I ordered a fine
large sign, which should be placed over the room,
running the whole width of the door. On this
sign I directed to be painted in gilt letters ;

JOHN BRANT.

Two or three small tin signs for the outside of
the building and the passage-way completed the
arrangements.

I made no specifications after my name, but
8to0d before the public simply as ¢ Jomw Beant”
It struck me that s long as I could claim no
particular occupation, I had better let the name
rest on its merits, ¢ Joms. BranT,” standing by
itself was rather imposing than otherwise. ¢ Johp
Brant, Stock and Note Broker,” was altogether
insignificant. .

These' arrangements conqludgd, I went to my
old office, twisted off the tin sign—which wag
stuck on one side of the door! and in its place af-
fixed a sheet. of paper, on which was written ;

“John Brant, removed £0 No,——Wall Styees »

While I was inside collecting the fow papers
which belonged to me, peams suddenly entered
—iconsternation Was pictured on his counten-
8NCe=——

“Good gracious! Mr Brant, what does this
mean? What can it mean 9"

¢ Deams, do you suppose that ¢ John Brant,
Banker,' is going to take up with desk.room in
this insignificant basement ? Let me tell you, I
change my office to suit my positione”

#For mercy’s sake, no joking, but let me
know, truly, the meaning of all this.”

# Come with me, Deams, and-I wil] explaiy,’
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Deams followed me in silence.

1 led the way to my new office, and unlocking
the door, ushered him in.

“By Jove!” said Deams, brightening up, “I
think T understand it now ; Delain left his office
to be let, T knew. I wonder I had not thought
of it myself. You have got it at a bargain, I
dare say. The rooms will suit us splendidly.”

* Me you mean, Deams. I do not propose that
any one shall occupy the place but myself.”

“How 80 ?” said Deams.

‘“ Just this—I have undertaken, as you know,
to float this new company. To do this we must
have separate offices.”

Do you really mean it ?”

“Of course Ido. Think a moment, Deams,” I
continued kindly, “and you will admit I am
right ; you yourself would not permit your name
to be used on the prospectus, or as trustee be-
cause you thought it would injure the company.

appreciated your motive, and now I want you
to appreciate mine.”

“I do, my dear Brant, I do,” replied Deams,
almost with tears in his eyes. ¢ Your course is
the correct one. It is better for you to havea
Tespectable place to hail from, disconnected from
mine. We can meet at my place when you like,
and here when you like, while carrying out our

plans.”

“Exactly,” I replied, and Deams left in excel-
lent spirits,

I will let you, reader, a little further into my
motives for so abruptly changing my place of
b‘usmess. I had made a mistake in my connec-
tion with Deams, and determined in future to
8ail in company with the four first-class trustees,
Messrs Dempsey, Peters, Stillhouse, and Brockaw,
and not with the members of the other depart-
ment of the concern. To do this I must cut
loose from Deams, as well as from the associa-
tions of his office ; and I must have a place
where I should not be ashamed to ask my co-
trustees to call on me,

I determined, further, if anything should go
wrong in the affairs of the company, that the
four gentlemen I have mentioned should bear
their full share of the responsibility. ‘Again, if I
was to confer with Stokes, the large stock-broker,
what could I expect hailing from that basement
yonder? You see I had calculated all the ad-
vantages before incnrring this additional expense.

The next day I called on Mr. Stokes. He re-
ceived me cordially, but was, of course,full of
business. He proposed, however, to give me an
interview at his house that evening, when I was
to open up the subject of the *“ Hore aAND AN-
cHoR MuTUuAL CoAL Company.”

Accordingly, about eight o'clock, 1 presented
myself at an elegant mansion in West Twenty-
third street. I was ushered into a small library
room, where I found Mr. Stokes comfortably smo-
king a cigar, while reading tho Evening Post.

He welcomed me cordially, and offered me a
cigar, which I accepted, and which proved to be
of the choicest description. After some general
conversation about the war, the state of the
country, and so forth, I commenced my explana-
tion, and went minutely into the matter, and
explained the *situation,” without reserve or
keeping back. I proposed to put the whole
into the bounds of his house, with such favour-
able arrangements as he himsalf should consider
adequate for the services rendered.

“ First, you want twelve thousand dollars to
pay for the contract ?”

&« Yes‘"

“Then sixty thousand dollars for the first in-
stalment ?”

“ Yes.”

“ Then how much for opening and developing
the mines, side tracks, cars, &c., &c., &c. 7’

“ A comparatively small sum would do at
present,” I replied, « begides the payments would
be monthly.”

# That makes little difference. We must coudt
it ag something to be raised now.”

“ Well, say fifty thousand dollars more* .

¢ And the railroad through the property not
yet finished ?”

 Not quite. It will be in operation by the
first of January. Quite as soon ag we shall be
able 10 avail ourserves of it.”

« First of January means first of March or
April,” said Mr. Stokes.

4 Possibly.”

Thus far, the great broker had asked me ques-
tions with little or no comment. They were
questions which I expected, and which were
indeed not only proper but necessary. Still
they produced the impression on me that I should
not succeed in my application, and what is more,
that I ought not to succeed in it.

There was & considerable pause.
broken by Mr. Stokes.

« Mr. Brant, let me say, in a word, that your
enterprise is not yet in a condition for us to take
hold of it. The fact is, we have a good many
constituents who depend very much on us in
such an affair, and to whom we are in a measure
morally responsible. You are not yet far enough
along with the company. Letme advise you to
go to Dempsey and his friends, and let them ad-
vance the twelve thousand dollars and get rid of
that contract, Or, what may perhaps be better
for you, advance the money yourself. Then con-
trive some way to clear the land of any lien by
mortgage, and you will havea « case” we can
act on. The stock is pretty severely ¢ watered,”
but I don’t mind that, if the property is paid for,
go that stockholders really do own something
when they hold shares.” . .

« T was in hopes,” I replied, “ we might raise
the twelve thousand and the sixty thousand
through you. We can offer very great induce-
ments. Indeed, I say frankly we expected to
meet your views. ‘We appreciate fully the ad-
vantages to come from your taking the matter
up. Indeed,” I continued, secing Mr. Stokes
remained provokingly silent, * excuse me for
saying that I was induced to call on you from
the few words you dropped the other day in the
street.”

“ True, and I am glad you allude to them, for
the circumstance had escaped my memory. You
appear to me, sir, to be straightforward and in-
genious. Itis what I like. Let me tell you
that open and plain dealing ‘will help a man
better in the ¥ street” than any circumlocution.
I had heard of this enterprise, and knew scveral
of . the trustees. I was told further that Mr.
Worth was to be included in it. If it had been
launched with no debt, asI supposed it would be,
I was ready to take it up—not otherwise.”

1 began gradually to gather a better impression
of Wall street men. ¢ Not quite so unscrupu-
lous,” I said to myself, as I have been led to be-
lieve. At least, it seems there are some things
they are not willing to do, even to make money.”
1 know what Deams would have said—namely :
« Stokes has too much at stake to risk any repu-
tation in taking up a doubtful enterprise,—that’s
why he declines.”

I sat quite silent for a ‘'moment’ or two, while
Mr. Stokes continued at his cigar. At length I
asked him if he conld récommend any house to
me, who would be likely to take the affair up.

« T do not think any first-class house will do
it; and certainly, with those names, you do not
want to expose the affair to second rate people.
Follow my advice, Mr. Brant, Take your time,
and get the whole affair well into shape. The
property is very large, and the reports arc good,
and, as I have said, it will bear diluting. In the
meantime, keep it clean—Ilet none of the stock
get out, and when you are all right come to me.
I will put it on the board, and it shall go! But
not ag it is now, not in its present shape. Glad
10 see you here. Take another cigar as you go
out, Stay, a glass of sherry? No? Good even-
ing.’ '

Here was my first failure. Never mind, I solilo-
quized, I have learned something at ail events.
1 think better of Stokes than I did before’ I
called on him. If he is not more honest, he is,
at least, more wise than many of his confréres,

Notwithstanding my encomiums on the great
broker, I folt sorely disappointed, and walked
slowly homeward, in no enviable state of mind.

To be continued.

It was

The man who “took a walk” the other day
brought it baek again; but the next day he took

a ride, and bas not since been heard of.

CARRIE MORTON.

A TALR OF DOMRSTIOC LIPFPE.
BY *** MONTREAL.
Continted from page 88.
CHAPTER IIL

Six o'clock came and with it Mr. Hartley.
The business of the day was completed, and they
walked together to Mr. Morton’s home, each
little dreaming of the thoughts that occupied
the other’s mind as they neared one they both
longed and yet half dreaded to see. AS they
entered the house, Carrie hastened to meet her
husband, and was surprised to find & stranger
with him. If Ben Hartley had admired her in
her laughing girlhood, how mpch more so did he
now as she stood before him in ber more devel-
oped and matronly beauty. She greeted him
cordially, and then glanced into Harry's face to
see if the morning clouds had passed away. All
was sunshine there,” as he bent over her and
begged her forgiveness, and the glad smile wlu_ch
besmed in the young wife's face showed him
more plainly than ever before that she lived only
in his love.

# Does Mary Forester still live in this part of
the town ?” inquired Mr. Hartley in the course
of the evening.

«Yes! she is Mrs. Parsons now.”

« Married, is she 7—well I trust she is not as
disagreeable now as we used to think her in our
younger days.” . ) .

« Some people admire her very much, replied
Carrie, with a merry glance at her husband.

1 certainly am not one of them,” said Mr.
Morton. .

Carrie could scarcely believe she heard aright,
and quietly remarked,  You know she is a model
housekeeper, Harry."

«Well, for my part, I have heard enough to-
day to make me think but lightly of her model
housekeeping. I pity poor Parsons from my
soul.”

Carrie’s cup of bliss seemed full that night,
for she felt convinced that her neighbour’s mani-
fold gifts were not likely again to create tempo-
rary shadows between her hushand and herself.

« By the way,” inquired Mr. Hartley, ¢is
Mr. Warren still your pastor, and has he altered
much ?’

“Yes, he is still here, and looking searcely
older than when he used to enter 8o merrily into
our boyish sports. I saw him a few hours since
and told him you would be here to-night; he
will probably look in.”

«He'is still a bachelor I suppose ?”

[{3 YOS."

“ We used to think he would marry your sis-
ter Clara, but a coldness seemed suddenly to
spring up between them, if I am not mistaken.”

“ They have both remained single,” Carrie
remarked, “and I often think they must have
loved each other.”

“QOh! no, you are gunite mistaken,” replied
Harry ; but his wife remembered many things
which confirmed her in her opinion, and with
that little spice of match-making which char-
acterisos most ladies, was thinking how she
could repair the breach between them, when Mr.
Warren was shewn into the room.

The evening was occupied in pleasart gossip
over by-gone days, and the time passed rapidly,
until at length Mr. Warren, looking at his watch,
declared it was full time to leave.

“ Yon have some charm about your house, Mrs.
Morton, which always keeps me here long after
my usual hour for retiring. 1t is eleven o'clock.”

«1 wish the charm were sofficiently strong to
induce you to visit us more- frequently,” replied
Carrie.” “ Youn know you are always a welcome
guest.” L

When Mr. Morton and his wife were left alone
he related to her all h'e had heard respecting
Mrs. Parsons and the failure. “I have learned,”
said he, ¢ more fully to appreciate what a trea-
sure my own dear wife i3, and ] ——*

« Won't-ask me to take lessons again, will
you, Harry ?” '

d . . LY e e

A few weeks later: ag Harry Morton came

home one evening, he said, ¢I have s¥me newg
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for you, Carrie; but I am not sure that it will be
quite agreeable.”

* Nothing painful, I trust, Harry.”

¥ No, only this, I had a letter from Clara
this morning, and she says we may expect to see
her to-morrow night.”

“ Well, Harry, that is too bad of you—I shall
he delighted to see her.”

“Will you? then I am glad too; but I always
fancied you were happier when she was not here,
and felt afraid you would not welcome her very
cordially.”

“ Perhaps T might not have done so had she
come two months earlier, but all is changed
now ; for the old troubles have passed away, I
trust, never to return. You know, Harry, my
housekeeping used to be a sensitive subject with
me, and I am sure you thought Clara superior to
me in that respect. I did think her cold and in-
different too, but since the night Ben Hartley was
here she has appeared to me in a new light, and
when she comes she shall find that she has a
sister more and not a brother less.”

We shall not gratify tbe reader by relating
Harry Morton’s exact response. Well, he did do
something that brought Carrie’s loving face
closer to his own—but then—we positively won’t
add another word.

CHAPTER IV,

About a fortnight before the conversation, re-
corded at the end of our last chapter took place,
Clara Morton sat lonely and sad in her luxu-
riantly furnished drawing room. It was evening,
and stormy and cheerless as it was without, per-
haps poor Clara felt more cheerless and wretched
within. She was thinking of her bright young
life, 8o full of hope and promise, and contrasting
it with her present sorrow and loneliness. Itwas
not often that she allowed herself thus to re-
view the past, for she was too wise to indulge
frequently in vain regrets; but as we are intro-
duced to her in this mood, perhaps we may
gather from her something of what her past life
has been,

* How strange it all seems—why, if he did not
love me, did he through so many years lead me
by every look and action to suppose he did, I
am sure he would not trifle with me—he is too
good and noble for that. It is inexplieable ; for
even from my childhood he was ever by my side.
If T could only feel indignant towards him per-
haps I should not be so nearly heartbroken as I
am to-night. Heartbroken! no, I must not say
that, and for one who never could have loved me,
But it is useless to dream over the dead past, I
must arouse myself,” and rising, she approacled
the piano-and struek a few chords.

Just then, the furious ringing of the door bell
startled her, and hersurprise was increased when
the housekeeper entered and said, % Qh Miss
Morton, old Dearborn, whose wife washed for you
some years ago i3 here; he says she is very ill,
perhaps dying, but that she cannot die in peace
until she has seen you. I told him it was im-
possible you could go out this stormy night, but
he persists, and says you will always be sorry
yourself if you do not go with him.”

“I will sce him,” gaid Clara; but when he
stood before her he would say nothing but
4 Come Miss Clara, do come, she is dying.”

Clara at length determined to accompany the
man, and ordering out the carringe, soon reached
the home of the dying woman. As she neared
her bedside the wretched creature exclaimed,
“Oh Miss Clara, I have laboured for you and
yours for many years and yet how have I repaid
the kindness I have received from you all. How
bitterly I have repented the wrong I have done
you, you cannot tell ; but, I am dying now and
must reveal all.” .

“ Are you quite sure you are not mistaken,”
Clara replied ; “ What injury can you have done
me "

“Too sure! only too sure, as you will see when
I have told you all,” and then the wretched
woman made the confession, of which the follow-
ing is the substance ; :

It seems that just ten years before Clara was
residing with her brother at Colbrook, the town
where we found Harry Morton at the opening of
our story. She was happy then; for the bright

anticipations of youth had not been dimmed, and
althongh Mr. Warren had never formally de-
clared himgelf her lover, yet, as we have secn
above, his every action led her to believe that she
was beloved. That year a family from W——
were spending the summer at Colbrook. The
family included several daughters, one of whom
had taken a violent dislike to Clara. Whether
thig dislike was occasioned by the evident admi-
ration which Mr. Warren manifested for her we
know not, but at any rate Miss Morris deter-
mined to create a breach between them. Mrs.
Dearborn was employed by both families, and it
was this woman that Miss Morris selected as the
instrument to work out the object she had in
view. She had discovered that a son of Mrs,
Dearborn’s frequently conveyed notes from Mr.
Warren to Clara, and ber first step was to bribe
the mother to take these notes from her son
and deliver them to herself, instead of to
Clara. The miserable woman, as she lay there
on her death bed, assured Miss Morton that she
little knew the harm she was doing until one
day she found one of the intercepted notes in the
pocket of a white morning dress Miss Morris had
sent to her to be washed. I have that note
still, Miss Clara ; here it isand may God forgive
me the harm I have done you as I trust you
will.”

Clara took the note with trembling handsand
was about to leave, when Mrs. Dearborn ex-
claimed, “ Do not go yet, Miss Clara, I must first
tell you all about that note. Mr. Warren gave
it to my son one morning and bade him be sure
to place it in no hands but yours. You know
how his directions were fulfilled ; but I must tell
you that about noon the same day, Miss Morris
hénded my son a beautiful ring and told him to
take it to Mr. Warren ; she also gave him a
dollar to say that he had delivered the note to
you, that you had read it, then torn it in pieces
and sent back the ring to him without a
word. Poor child, he never knew the harm he
did; the sin was all mine, and you see how I am
punished for it.” :
~_ “If God can pardou you, Mrs. Dearborn,” said
Clarn, “I, who am sinful too, will not withhold
my forgivencss. I must leave you now, but oh!
do not forget to pray for mercy to Him who can
best bestow it.”

Clara ordered the coachman to drive home
rapidly, and very soon, in the solitude of her own
room that precious note was opened and its con-
tents devoured. It ran as follows :

My DEarEsT CLaga,

ForsoIknow I may address you; for to-day I
can tell you of the love I have felt for you from
childhood. I cannotlook back on the hour IRid
not love you, and every dream of my manhood
has been blended with you. I have neverin
words told you of this love ; but I knew you felt
it, and I only waited for the hour when my
studies finished and a prospect of future useful-
ness opened before me, I could come and claim
you asmyown. You remember, years ago, when
T'brought in this ring, that you and my sister Fan-
ny both laughingly exclaimed, “It is for me.”
‘I'said that I'had bought it for Fanny, but that the
next ghould be yours. W¢ were young, then,
Clara ; but years after, when our darling Fanny,
my only sister and your dearest friend, was dying,
she called me nearer to her and said, “I have
prized this ring, and very highly, dear James, as
it always reminded me of you and Clara ; and if
you can ever claim her a3 your own, for I know
she is very dear to you, give her this for your
sake and mine.” I have kept it till now, dear
Clara, and to-day I send it. Trifling as it
might be_to others, to you I know it will be
.sacred. Ifyou can love me, wear it as a pledge
of your love; but if I am deceived return me the
ring and I shall know all. do not ask you to
write one word, for if you do return it words are
but idle. If you retain it [ will be with you to-
night. Good-bye, until we meet, and till then
and evermore, believe me, as from childhood,

Your own,
JaMEs WagREN,

How well Clara remembered, ag she looked
at the date of that letter, that, on that very
evening she had anxiously expected him, but he

came not, and the next day she had heard that
he had left for his charge, in Toronto, leaving
only a formal ¢ good bye” for her with & friend.
She had waited months and years, hoping that
the old kindness would return, until hope at
length died out, but not love ; for love never dies.
She bad frequently heard hig eloquence lauded,
and his piety and usefulness were the theme of
many tongues. She rejoiced in this ; but for her-
self, her lot had been tonely and sad—how sad
none but berself knew. How had thig letter
brightencd everything! Rarth seemed more
lovely, and heaven nearer ; for the certainty that
she had been beloved removed the load of sorrow
that had almost weighed her down, and with
something of the sweetness and serenity of earlier
years, her head that night rested upon her
pillow,

Need we pursue our story to the end ? Does
not every one know intuitively what is to hap-
pen? Of course, our Clara is made happy. The
long divided, yet still green and ardent love the
minister and maid have cherished for each other
is at length rewarded, Let the reader. exercise
his imagination, and picture how, through the
agency of Carrie Lawson, the breach wag healed
~—the explanations made; but we fear imagination
will fail when it endeavours to realize the pure
and holy joy which filled the hearts of James
Warren and Clara Morton, as hand in hand their
troth was plighted, and  the words were pro-
nounced that made them one,

But we have for some time lost sight of Carrie
Lawson. Does &0y one suppose her loving,
gentle heart was not bappy in the happiness of
Clara and Mr. Warren ; and further, does not
every one sec that the lesson Harry Morton
learned through the agency of Mrs. Parsons, was
Just the very lesson he needed to learn? It
taught him to prize his gentle wifo as she de-
served to be prized, and led him to feel that love-
liness of character and purity of heart are of
more value even than smart housekeeping or
cleverly cooked dinners.

PERPETUAL MOTION.

—

LCHEMICAL seckers after  the stone of
the plilosophers” had, at least, one simple,
settled idea in their heads, however various may
have been, their ways of trying to work it out.
Every onevof them entertained the idea that a
certain chemical agent combined with lead or
other metal constituted gold, and that the sages
or philosophers whose works they studied bhad
actually found it to be so. What the one and
all wanted to do was to make gold; that was, to
imitate nature in her metallic processes, and pro-
duce artificially a thing—namely, gold—which
stood before their eyes, and about the existenco
of which thing, at all events, there could be no
mistake, But the seckers after perpetual motion
had no one definite thing before their eyes, which
they desired artificially to produce. Nature pre-
sents us with perpetual motion, certainly, in
various aspects; but it has not one of these
various exemplars of perpetual motion which any
one of the projectors of perpetual motion wanted
to produce, or imagined he had realized. In the
tides we have perpetual motion, but no one want.
ed to produce the tides. So with tho motions of
the planets; no one desired artificially te pro-
duce planets. What they wanted, was perpetual
motion in the abstract ; and as to which, each
set of projectors had their own idea.

One set, for example, wanted merely to have
perpetual movement without any power applicable
to machinery. What they desired to do was to
obtain a movement which, from being perpetual,
would enable them to discover the longitude.
Others desired to keep a ball perpetually revol-
ving, by means of magnetism, = Qthers wished to
have a water-wheel which would g0 perpetually
by means of water, which it was perpetually
pumping up for the purpose.

The ideas of perpetual-motion projectors, how-
ever were not always so preposterous as this,
There were some who actually realized the idea
they set out with, Thus a Mr. Coxe, an auto-
maton-maker, produced a watch which he so ap-
plied to the mercury in a barometer, that the rige
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and fall gave motion to the watch, or rather
kept it in perpetual motion ; for of itself alone
the watch could go a year. Even here, never-
theless, the inventor was not necessarily nearer
than before to the point he ultimately had in
view, of constructing & perfect chronometer, or
of thereby discovering the longitude ; because,
in fact, it was not perpetual motion at all which
was really required to do this; a common watch
wourd up regularly, and never allowed to stop, is
In perpetual motion. It was perfeet regulation
Which was requisite ; and although Coxe’s watch
18 said to have had a self-regulator to let off or
adjust all excess of power caused by the irregu-
larities of the rise and fall in the barometer, there
18 no reason to believe that he had thus attained
& perfect regulator; and even if he had, that at
east was not ¢ perpetual motion.”

Again, another projector proposed to make a
common clock to be a perpetual mover by means
of the tides, so that in the rise a pipe communi-
cated the water to a bucket, which thus descend-
ed by the increased weight; and in so doing,
Wwound up the clock; when it was to be tipped
over, by a projecting knob, or some other means
and so allowed to re-ascend as the weights
descended. Here, too, was a very feasible and
Practicable idea of perpetual motion ; and a cor-
respondent, some time ago, proposed some such
means of kecping the Westminister Palace clock
going.

Should any of our readers imagil-le that the |:

Search for perpetual motion must now be given
up in this enlightened nineteenth century, they
will find out their mistake when we tell them
that, down to the year 1860 inclusive, there has
been a perpetual driblet of patents taken out in
various countries, each and every one of them
professing to have discovered it. In the English
records of patents alone, and most of them since

the beginning of the present century, seventy- | -

four patentees have obtained patents for per-
petual motion,—not by that now hackneyed
name, certainly, but in the less questionable and
more scientific form of “improvements in obtain-
ing motive power,” and such like. Among the
patentees were a prince, a baronet, two counts,
a knight of the Tower and Sword, a general, a
groom of the privy-chamber, and the governor
of Trinity Ground. Their patents cannot have
cost much, if any, less than £4,000—a large
amourt to pay for the empty privilege of pos-
sessing letters-patent to so much moonshine,

PASTIMES.

DECAPITATIONS.

1. Behead an exploit, and leave what all must
do; transpose, and find a beverage.

2. Twice behead contention, and leave what
is prevalent ; transpose, and find what is welcome
in winter.

3. Behead to wander, and leave an article
which generally appears on the tea-table; be-
head again, and leave something lustrous.

4. Behead to raise up, and leave part of the
head.

5. Behead a celebrated Scotch reformer, and
leave o Latin noun; behead again, and leave an
animal.

CHARADES."

1. While you’re my first, improve my last,
My tiecting whole will soon be past.

GIRLS' NAMES.

county in Europe and a consonant
nickname for a boy and a girl’s name.
vehicle, a vowel, and a mark.

girl’s name and an article.

ENIGMA.

BY AN IRISIMAN.

1 am found in the han ueen,
1n the hand of her ma?dolrzlrfgen; ’
! am found in the hand of the knave,
I am used by ali sharpers in trade;

1 am secn in the garden and grove,
‘Where lovers in happiness rove;

For me will an Irishman fight,

Lo gain me his cidcfost delight,

2. A
3. A
4. A
b A

ARITHMOREMS. ,
TOWNS AND VILLAGES.)

1. 100 lo gin 500 wool
2 6 OK 50 ale.
3. 1001 bond.

‘4. I3 500 worn? X
5. 1000 hot 500 safe R..
6. Lo 1000 O fie 550 B.

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS

1. A person left a legacy of £700 among four
persons, A, B, C, and D. One-fifth of A’sshare,
one-fourth of B's, and one-third of C's, were each
equal to one-half of D’s share. What was the
value of each person’s share ?

2. A certain number of men each contribute
an equal sum to a fund, the total amount of
whiech is £3 0s. 9d. ; this sum is then divided
in the following manner: for one purpose, as
many pence are set aside as are equal to the
square of the number of subscribers, and the re-
mainder is retained for another purpose. Now,
if the first sum be multiplied by the number of
subscribers it will be equal to the total amount,
£3 0s. 9d. ; or if the first stm be multiplied by
the number of subscribers, minus one, it would
be equal to the second sum, I
ber of subseribers, the amount of each subscrip-
tion, and the amount devoted to each purpose.
S ,SoLpikR.

ANSWERS TO ANAGRAMS, &c., No, 28.

ANAGRANg.—1. F. W. Haultain. 2. James
Cowan. 3. Amos Wright. 4. Walter Ross.

AcrosTio.—Ophelia, Oxford, Pichegru, Hel-
vetia, Elizabeth, Leghorn, Iroquois, Adrian.

Coapapers.—1. Wyvant has furnished us wit!
the following answer to this charade: i

MORTUUS EST.

Midnight mass in the Abbey Chapet
The monks are hoarsely singing;
And slowly tolls the abbey bell ~ -

In the centre turret swinging. )

A corpse lies palein the middle aisle,
‘Where the moonbeams chilly fall;

And chanting slow for the dead, the while,
Are the choristers one and all.

The prai;ers are said for the mighty dead,
And they raise the chancel stone;

‘While the monks, seen dim, low chant thehymn
Of Xpuoté EAénady.

For the pilgrim so hoar, that lieth there,
‘Was known both far and wide; :
In youth he had fought in the land of prayer,
By English Richard’s side.

And in age he had watched by the holy tomb,
Each palmer’s guide and page;
But now are his works and his labours done,
- And closed his pilgrimage.
2. Labrador.
RipoLE.~J0nah.

_DecapiraTions.—1. Babe abe be, 2, Grave
rave Eva. ¢

TransrosiTions.—1. Handkerchief, 2. Para-
phrase.

The following answers have been received.

Anagrams—Cloud, Levi, W. L., E. H., Nemo,
H. H. V., Martin, Leslie.

Acrostic.—Dot, Festus, E, H., Nemo, Nymph,
1. H. V., Leslie. ' ’ P TTIPh

Charades.—E. H., Wyvant, Dot, Nymph, W.
L., Argus, H. H. V., Festus, Leslie, Arctic, L. L.

Riddle~—Dot, Argus, L. L., Festus, H. H, V.,
Arctic, W. L.

Decapitations.—H. H. V., Arctic, E. II,, Dot,
Levi, A. IL, Festus, J. F., Nymph,

Transpositions.—Dot, H. H. V., Levi, Festus,
A. H, Nymph, L. L., Argus, J. F.

WYVANT.

Ar the sale of the library of Mr. Joseph Rarkes,
lot 1,697, containing a series of secret service
letters and papers, between 1790 and 1827,
throwing much light on the secret expenditure
of English Ambassadors abroad, was, at the in-
stigation of Earl Russell, withdrawn by com-
mand of the Earl of Clarendon. These papers
may probably bave been sold at some time by.
the Foreign Office as waste,

1
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'CHESS

jTO CORRESPONDENTS.:
“T."P. B.. SEAPORTH. — You may rely ‘upon our
hearty co-operation if thatcontemplated arrangement
is carried into effect.

E. H. C., WASBINGTON, D. C. — Mr. Groves has
forwarded us the Problems you sent him. We shall
make early use of them, and hope they will not be the
last you will contribute to our column,

G G., ST. CATHARINES.—A accept our thanks
for your kindness. ' Wrote you last week; have you
n%;:mé{lil?g; «potes’” have been duly noted.
Shall be glad to hear from you again.

We clip the following from the Chess Column of
the St. Catharines Conslitutional : . th

“ With this issue we close our chess column; the
object we had in view when commencing it being
realized—which was, that Canada might have a paper
that devoted a smallspace to the interests of the nume-
rous admirers of the noble game residing in the Y'ro-
vince. The Montreal Saturday Reader now publishes
a column weekly, which we sincerely trust may be &
permanent one. We gincerely thank those friends and
contributors who assisted us so freely during our short
existence.”

Many, with ourselves, will regret that Mr. Groves,
its able and talented chess editor, should have come
to this determination; for by his zealous and untiring
efforts, he has done much to foster a love of the noble
game in Canada; his services in its belialf can, there-
tore, ill be spared. .

SOLUTION OF ¥ROBLEM No. 16,
WHITE. i BLACK,
1B.t0 Q. gt.zsgf.' P.to K. 8rd
2 K. to Q. B. 2n
3 K, mo%ea, discovering Mate. ~ -

. PROBLEM No. 18. _
By 8. L. MiTCHELL, J&., NEW YORK.
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{ Whiteto play and Mate in threo moves.

Game played at the odds of Pawn and ‘two moves,
in a recent match between two members of the Mont-
real Chess Club.

Remove White's King’s Bishop's Pawn.

BLACK. (J. W. Shaw.) WHITE. (Prof. Hicks.\
1 P, to K. 4th, ——— e
2 P.to g 4th, P.to % 4th. (a)
8 P. to K. 6th. B. to K. B. 4th.
4 P. to K. Kt, 4th. B. to ﬁ 2nd.
5 B. wl?.sra. P. to K. 8rd.
6 P. to Kt. 5th, (b) P.to K. Kt. 3rd.
7 P.to K. R. 4th Kt. to ﬁ B. 8rd.
8 P. to K. B. 4th, Kt, to Kt. 5th. (c)
9 P. to R. 5th, Kt. takes B. (ch.
10 3 takes Kt. Q. to K. 2nd.
11 P, takes P, P. to K. R. 3rd.
12 B. to K, 8rd. P.to ﬂ R. 8rd. (d)
13 Kt. to Q. B. 3ra. Q. to R't. 2nd
14 Castles. P. takes P,
15 R. to R. 7th. (e) R. takes R.*
16 P. takos R. Kt. to K. 2nd.
17 Kt. to K. B. 3rd. Kt. to B. 4th.
18 Kt. takes Kt. I’, B. to K. 2nd. (/)
19 R. to R. sq. Q.to R. ?
20 P.to Q. R. 3rd. B. takes K¢,
21 P. takes B. Castles.
22 P. to Kt. 6th. (g) R.to B. aq.z(h
23 B, to Kt. bth. K, to Kt. 2n,
24 B. to B. 6th. B. to K. 8q.
25 Kt. to K. 2nd B. to Q. Kt. 4th,
26 Q. to K. 8rd. to resigns.
' The Book defence, when above odds are given
15'2) b Brd, followed by P. t0 Q. B. 4th, = & Ve
() Threateuing the annoying chock with Q. at K.
R. bth.
(¢) Had Kt. taken Q. P., Black would have played

9) B. takes Kt. P. (ch.), taking Kt. nex .
¢ )(d) Losing time a pm‘ently.g ext move
? Much better than R. takes R.
) Had White Castled here, Black would have
rol:.y:d (19) Kt.to B. 7th, winning the exchange at

(g} These two * passed ”” pawns look very terrible,
{4} Be seems to have no better move, .
-»
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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

——

Dor.~—We will endeavour to give yon the in-
formation you ask for in our next issue. Thanks!

R. M. B.—Will appear in an early issue.

A. B. C.—An 0ld friend with a new narme, or
initials rather. Are we not right? We will find
a place for your contribution. 5

B. B., Haurnton.—There is a paper published
in New Brunswick which we believe will afford
you the information you require. We think it is
called the *Stamp Collector's Guide” but are
not quite sure. Address a letter to the Editor,
George Stewart, jr., box 67 P. 0., St. Johns, N.
B., and he will forward you a copy of the paper.

M. M.—Please forward one of the MSS., and
we will write you if accepted.

E. H—We are sorry to be obliged to say that
we cannot give you the information asked for.
We only know the lady under the nom de plume
you quote. To the other point we reply “not
now,” but if you will take the trouble to forward
us something else we will try, and make room
for it.

Unpa.—Not suited to the columns of the
READER.

W. O.—~Respectfully declined.

G. C. G.—We have not at present been able to
look through the M.S., but we note your request
and will earcfully attend to it. Many thanks
for your kindness, of which we will not hesitate
to avail oursclves, should opportunity offer.

A. D, KingstoN. — Perhaps not exactly the
game, but we have met with a number of similar
paragraphs. ¢ Wich Street,” near the Strand,
London, is said to have been the occasion of a
notable blunder of the kind referred to.

G.—The ideas are prettily expressed, but the
incorrectness of the versification compels us to
decline publishing the lines as we have them at
present. Will not G. take the trouble to rewrite
them ?

G. H. H—We are glad to have heard from
you again, and will give your contribution a
place in an early issue.

Loyarnist.—Should the Prince of Wales die
before he becomes king, his eldest son would be
the next heir to the throne. )

Evuen,—¢ Dieu et mon droit,” was selected by
Richard Ceeur de Lion as the pass-word, at one
of the battles fought by him in Palestine; the
words have since been continued as the royal
motto of England.

JonN S.—Much obliged for your good wishes.

H. C. C.—We did not forward the numbers
for the purpose you suggest, but supposed you
would like a few extra copies of that issue. Many
thanks, nevertheless, for your efforts to promote
the circulation of the Reaper. We have not at
present been able to give our attention to your
last contribution. :

ONE INTERESTED.—Until some special act be
passed by Congress, animals will be admitted
into the United States, free, notwithstanding the
repeal of the Reciprocity Treaty.

G. W.—We are sorry that we cannot use your
contribution.

>

MISCELLANEA.

—

A 7erminug illustration of the necessity for
making thre doors of all places where large as-
semblies are gathered to open outwards has just
been afforded by the destruction, by fire, of fifty-
four men iz & wooden building at Cronstadt, of
which the only means of egress opened inwards,
80 that when the imprisoned and imperilled orea-
tures strove to escape, their own terror gathered
them en masse against the door, and their
weight kept it firmly closed.

A scrap of news received from the working
party who are erecting the telegraph in Russian
America makes known that large tracts of
gold-bearing s%mta have been discovered in a
high Northern latitude, better in quality than the
auriferous deposits of California, Are we to
hear of a rush to these bleak diggings? Russia
already extracts gold from her Siberian provinces
to the value of twenty-two million roubles annu-

i

ally.* '
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_polish with colcothar,’

v

Toe eminent Sicilian archaologist, Signor
Cavallari, is superintending the excavations
which have been recommenced on the site of the
old Pheenician town of Solunt. Three streets of
the town, one of which appears to have been the
principal street, have already been discovered.
The glass utensils found during these excavations,
many of which have Greek inscriptions, are now
in the museum at Palermo.

Tae SmeNt CoaL-scurTiE.~—A very simple
remedy has been suggested for the annoyance
caused to invalids by the act of putting coals on
the fire. It consists in rapping the coals in paper
bags, and placing them quietly on the fire with
the hand, when the bags quickly ignite, and
leave the coals to be distributed noiselessly over
the fire.

Tnere has been a discovery of closely packed
human remains at Milcote, near Stratford-on-
Avon. Itis supposed that altogether there are
some 3,000 skcletons, and that the spot must have
been a battle-field.

Tre Emperor of the French will personally
take part in the Universal Exhibition of 1867.
His Majesty will appear in the list of exhibiters
whose productions will specially interest the
working classes, and intends sending specimens
of habitations for artisans and mechanics, which
will unite cheapness of construction withsanitary
comfort. These houses are to be erected within
the park of the Exhibition.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

—

‘Waex ink is faded, the iron still remains in the
paper, and the ink can be reproduced by the ap-
pli.((:le.tion of a solution containing tannic or gallic
acid.

Ligs1g suggests that in close rooms ana on stp-
board deficient ventilation may be compensated
for by the use of hydrate of lime. Eighteen or
twenty pounds of slaked lime will absorb thirty-
eight or thirty-nine cubic feet of carbonic acid
gas, which would be immediately replaced by
an equal volume of fresh air entering through
the crevices.

FossiL RewANs 1n IreLanp.—Dr. E. P, Wright
recently read a paper at the meeting of the Royal
Irish Academy, by Professor Huxley and himself,
on the fossil remains of some large Batrachian
reptiles from the Irish coal mehsures. It was
stated that these fossil remains rested on the
very bottom of the coal basin at Castlecomer,
1,850 feet below the sea level. The reptiles were
six Batrachians; there was one fossil fish and one
fossil insect. Professor Haughton said he had
Professor Huxley’s authority for stating that the
coalpit at Castlecomer had, within a few months,
afforded more important discoveries than all the
other coalpits of Europe.

A ~ew propeller’ has been tried in the port of
Algiers on a hrig of 400 tons with complete suc-
cess. It works under water, and by it a ship
may be brought round almost instantly witbout
the aid of wind or steam. This apparatus is,
moreover, & valuable addition to the double
screw. ,

Sroxe is now sawn in France with great rapi-
dity and economy by means of a perforated disc
of iron on which a eoating of lead has been cast,
the perforations serving to conncet and bind the
plates of lead thus formed on the two sides of
the disc. The lead is kept well covered with
emery, which fulls on it from a reservoir above.

M. F. PLATEAU has been making some new ex-
periments upon the muscular force exerted by
inscets. By attaching a wire to the legs of in-
sects he ascertains the weight they draw on a
given surface, and finds that a beetle, donacia
nymphea, can pull 427 of its own weight. Ifa
horse were equally powerful he would be able to
draw more than 50,000 lb. weight.

Bronzing TiN CasTiNGs.—When clean, wash
them with a mixture of one part each of sulphate
of copper and sulphate of iron in twenty parts of
water; dry and wash again with distilled vinegar

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

Ir your neighbour’s offence is rank, don't lot
yours be rancour.

Trxe HercHT or ABsurDITY.—A vegetarian at-
tending a cattle show.,

A MisNouer.—Calling a certain nether gar-
ment between four and five feet in diameter, “ a
pettycoat.”

‘WoumaN’s MissioN.—Sub-mission.

In the window of a shop, in an obscure part of
London, is this announcement :—t Goods: re-
moved, messages taken, carpets beaten, and
poetry composed on any subject.”

AN accident which occurred on one of the
rajlroads, caused by the axle of a tender giving
way, detained the train several hours. A lady
inquired of a gentleman passenger why it was so
delayed; he gravely replied, Madam, it was
occasioned by what is often followed by serious
consequences—the gudden breaking of a tender
attachment.” .

Berrer THAN NoTHING.—A hungry friend said
at Brummell’s table, after the beau had fallen in
fortune, that nothing was better than cold beef.
‘I beg your pardon,” returned Brummell, “ cold
beef is better than nothing.”

LIRELY To LasT.—% I've rajsed a new pair of
boots,” said A to B, putting forward one as a
sample ; “ a handsome fit? I bought them to
wear in genteel society.”—¢ They will be likely
to last your lifetime, then,” rejoined B, “and be
worth something to your heirs.”

A GENTLEMAN Whose attention at breakfast was
apt to be monopolized by reading the morning
papers, remonstrated with his wife for coming
down to breakfast in curl papers, when the lady
replied, “If you indulge in your papers, I don’t
see why I shouldn’t enjoy mine.”

It is said that Napoleon, when asked by Dr.
O'Meara if he really thought he conld have in-
vaded England at the time he threatened to do
80, replied in the following ingenious anagram :
— Able was I ere I saw Elba.” The reader will
obgerve that it reads the same backward or for-
ward.

AN AwageNiNG SErMON.—The late Bishop
Bloomfield and been preaching himself morning
and afternoon, and was rather drowsy during a
lengthy evening discourse from another divine.
A companion seeing the Bishop nodding, and
fearing it was about to be succeeded by unepis-
conal snoring, gave him an occasional nudge;
and when the discourse was finished the Bishop
shook his neighbour warmly by the hand, and
said, “One of the most awakening sermons I
ever heard.”—ZLord William Lennoz.

Aruy ConTRACT.—A dragoon was accosted
by onc of the tribe with the usual salutation:
¢ Black your boots, sir ? make ’em shine ?’ Look-
ing at his unpolished “ gunboats” in a contem-
plative way, the war-worn vetcran replied:
“ Well, I don't eare if you do—fall in properly,
though!” The urchin gazed a moment at the
soldier, surveying him from his leatbers upwards,
and then, turning to a comrade near by, shouted
out: “I say, Bill, lend us a hand, won't you, I've
got an army contract I’

Querigs.—Will any of our readers inform us
whether a Bachelor of Music can be wedded to
his art ? Whether the author of * There and Back
Again” returned by the same route that he went?
And lastly, if they can tell us whether half the
correspondents of Journals have the slightestidea
what they are asking about when they write to
“ PDear Mr. Editor ?”

IN tHE MILKY Way.—We know that Irishmen
can make bulls; but we were not aware that
Englishmen could make cows. And yet they
must be able to do so; for the Bristol milkmen
style themselves milk-producers. As Sambo
would say, ©“Dey must be udder persons.”

CovLine.—Josh Billings says, “I could never
find the meaning of the word * collide’ in Web.
ster. But riding the other day on the New York
Central Railway I saw it all. It is the attempt
of two trains to pass each other on a single

eleven parts, and verdigris four perts. When dry,

track. If I remember correctly, it was a shock-

h P
) ing failure.”




