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CUPID TRIUMPHANT.

*TAEE heed ! take heed ! I come with speed,
For I've just new-strung my bow;
My quiver is full: if the shaft I pull,
Some arrow may bit, you know.”
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**Oh, pull away !" did the maiden say;
*For who'd be the cowand to mind

A bow that is strung by & boy so young,
Whe in both of his eyes is blind *”
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‘The bow he drew, and the ahaft it flew,
And the maiden was heard to cry,

“Qh! take this dart from my wounded heart,
Desr Cupld, or else I dlet”

Ho said, 88 he smiled, **I am but a child,

And could bave no power to find
With both of my eyes where tho dart. now lies,
. Ana you know, dearest maid, I am blind.”

OUPID TRIUMPHANT.
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THE WEEK.

Tre coming Exhibition of the Royal
Canadian Academy is hardly exciting the
interest which it might fairly be expected
toarouse in a city like Montreal. Still
preparations are being actively made by
the Art Association for the reception of
the pictuies, and the Exhibition will be
open on the day named. Intending ex-
hibitors should rememler that the 1st of
April is the last day for sending in their
pictures. Another point to be remember-
ed by those who are preparing works for
exhibition, is that the previous display of
their pictures elsewhere than in their own
studios, debars them from the right to ex-
hibit. A declaration has to be signed by
each exhibitor that the pictures are his
own work, his own property, and that they
have never been placed on exhibition in
any gallery or shop. The restrjction is
only the natural one adopted by all similar
institutions who are anxious to obtain new
and fresh work, but a general understand-
ing of it may avoid mistakes and save un-
pleasant contretemps,

ComprLaINTs of a scarcity of fogs in Lon-
don during the winter-time are so unusual
that it will doubtless be an agreeable sur-
prise to most persons to learn that the
experiments undertaken at St. Barthole-
mew’s Hospital last winter by the sub-
committee appointed by the Meteorologi-
cal Society to ascertain the composition of
fogs appear to have fail.d chiefly because
there were, comparatively speaking, no
fogs to experiment upon. The report of
the sub-committes just issued sets forth
briefly the provoking situation in which
the experimenters were placed from this
cause. Strangely enough; it seems that
fogs were especially "wanting in the very
heart of the City ; and there is almost a
touch of peevishness in the sub-committee’s
observation, that ‘“on several occasions
during last winter the City was compara-
tively clear while the West-end of London
was visited with ‘a considerable fog’”
Even when the fogs did come within the
ancient civic lines of circumvallation it is
complained that they “lasted compara-
What the experi-
menters were most anxious to ascertain
was the quantity of solid carbon, nitro-
gen, ammonia, carbonic acid, moisture and
suspended matter, in the air on foggy
days, all which is discoverable by filtration
through asbestos and cotton wool. Besides
his, they are, we learn, desirous of deter-
mining, by means of apparatus already
constructed, the conditions under which
artificial fog can be produced. This lat-
ter object is one of which the utility will
not, we fear, be apparent at first sight to
the unecientific mind. It is gratifying to

learn that, notwithstanding the irritating
clearness of the atmosphere around St.
Bartholomew's last year, the purely pre-
liminary work ‘has been completed, while
gome valuable experience and information
have been obtained, especially as to- the
method of “ thoroughly washing” foggy air,
with a view to subjecting the impurities
removed from it to microecopical and chemi-
cal observation. What important light
all this may tend to throw upon the causes
of diseases of the air passages, so common
in London, may readily be conceived.
From this point of view it may be per-
missible to congratulate Mr. RusseLL and
his scientific coadjutors upon having since

| the date of these experiments enjoyed a

winter which, judging from the last
month or two, ought to be all that their
hearts can desire.

TrE Times' agony column has been the
medium of many & queer communication
ere now, but the following, from the issue
of March 1, seems sufficiently unique to
bear quoting :

“ The person who, contrary to common
sense and propriety, is in the habit of
sending anonymously valuable presents
with cards and valentines to a very young
lady in the North of England, is requested
to discontinue the practice ; and is in-
formed that the presents hitherto sent,
which have never been accepted or used
by the young lady, have been forwarded,
after a vain attempt to trace them to the
gender, for the benefit of a charitable in-
stitution.”

Surely h:re we have a romance in the
shell, so to speak. What a field for the
imagination is to be found in the thought
of that hopeless and absorbing passion,
which for years has laughed to scorn all
notions of propriety and even of common
sense (but then what true luv: r ever pos-
sessed any common sense, to sp ak of).
And the very young lady. How young,
do you suppose  Juliet was but thirteen
when Romeo waited below her window.
But then Juliet would not have declined
Romeo's presents, even if he had sent them
anonymously. Is-thire, perhaps, a bitter
satire in the word valuable. Value is so
relative. At the age of two the moon
seems only ¢qualled in pricelessness by a
stick of candy. At the age of thirty pro-
bably a diamond necKlace has superior at-
tractions to either. Somewhere in between
comes the time when an old glove, a faded
rosebud, a tress of hair, have a value
which no words can express. These latter
articles, howéver, would probably be of
little use to a charitable institution, which
would probably appreciate a load of wood
or aroll of flanuel as superior even to a
lace pocket-handkerchief. Yet we can
hardly imagine the ardent lover forward-
ing his very juvenile mistress an order on
the grocer for three pounds of sugar, even
with a view of its being presented evertu-
ally, in case of rejection, to a charitable
institution. The moral, however, is clear.
Do not send anonymous presents to very
young ladies. St. Valentine used to coun
tenance such things, but his day appar-
ently-is past, and in future if you do not
present your gifts in person, you should
at least furnish an address to which they
can be returned if not * accepted or used”
by the lady in question. Meanwhile we
should like to hear from the charitable
institution.

A MUNIFICENT GIFT.

It is pleasant always to record the r.-
cognition of merit} in whomsoever it may
be found, and an instance is before us,
which, besides being reason of congratula-
tion to those concerned, may give the
world outside a few thoughts, and the
young men who are growing up amongst
us a bright example. On Tuesday last
Mr. G. B. BurLanD, of this city, gave, at
his residence, 297 University Street, a
reception in honor of the coming of age of
his son, at which we had the pMasure of
assisting, Thereare few of our young men
who, on reaching the ageat which custom
emancipates them from the restrictions of

.H. BURLAND.

boyhood, have a record- better worthy of
being unrolled than that of Mr. JEFFREY
A diligent student of Ap-
plied Science at McGill, he has taken a
leading place in each year amongst those
of his standing, and earned the well-de-
served affection of his fellow-students, as
well as the respect of his professors.
Moreover, his love for his Alma Mater
has shown itself in the foundation of a
Scholaiship in Applied Science at the
College, and the extending to his class
such courtesies as from his position and
means he was fortunately enabled to do.

This, however, is but a small matter

compared with the respect which his home
relations have won from his parents. In
these days of precocious boyhood it is rare
to find a young man who, up to the age
of laying aside that boyhood, has earned
go fully the approbation of father and
mother. '
- And it is this; if we mistake not, more
than his success in the outer world, which
has led Mr. BuranD to feel that such a
youth may be well trusted with independ-
ence and launched into manhood. * To
command,” said the Duke of Wellington,
“ it is necessary to-learn how to obey,”
and he who has during his boyhood sub-
mitted himself honorably to the will of
his parents, is best fitted fo enter that
state of life in which he will have more
than heretofore to act and think for him-
self.

On Tuesday night the astonished youth,
who we may believe hal no idea of the
speedy recognition of his undoubted meiit,
was presented by his father with the sum
of $25,000, accompanying a present of a
magnificent gold watch and chain from his
mother and sisters. Mr. JEFFREY BUr
LAND, who but yesterday wasa boy among
boys, is to-day a man, sufficiently en-
dowed to enable him to bold his own in
the battle of life into which he must enter.

As we said, there.is much encourage-
ment in this for lg young men of to-day ;
much encouragement and much of teach-
ing. It isa small matter, perhaps, to the
world at large that this or that young man
shonld have $25,000. But if the feeling
that for an honest and moral boyhood
(1hat kind of boyhood, be it said, which
youth itself is too fain to decry and to
scoff at) there is recognition from those
it is our duty to please and to honor—
if this feeling spread amongst us, there is
something gained at least. True, for all
there is not so tangible a reward. Yet
we may believe that the mere pecuniary
advantage is a trifling one, compared with
that manhood, which is in itself the re
ward of a well-spent youth. Young men
can all 8o act that when the limit of their
boyhood is reached, the world will say,
*This is & man. Honor him.”

DOINGS AT THE CAPITAL.

.
(FROM OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT.)

Ottawa, March 17th, 1882.

All of us are acquainted with the manner in
which innumerable battalions are made to march
past on the stage. At an entertainment re-
cently given in this city, the same trick was re-
sorted to in the matter of bouquet-throwing.
Two of these floral tributes did service &
whole night, returning as they did with clock-
work regularity to the stage box whence they

1 had been thrown during the course of the even-

ing, to be again and again jerked on to the
stage. :

The Labelle.Prume.concert was not a success
as to numbers. Prume played as well as ever
angd the ladies sang fairly and accompanied
each other very deverly.

The endless debate on the budget was con-
tinued on Tuesdafto an empty house, whose
members had trooped off to hear Mrs. Watson's
recital. The Grand Opera House was crowded,
the gallery being for the nonce occupied by
¢ goddesses” instead of by ‘‘gods.” Many
ladies had sought seats in that elevated locality,
and several gentlemen joined them in order to
get as near Olympus as they could.

The stege had been transformed into a bou-

doir, the farnishing of which was incongruous

and overdone. Huge serge flags with panoplies
of bayonets are ont of place in my lady’s sanc-
tum. Placed on an easel facing the Viee-Regal
box, were portraits of * His X'’ and H.R.H. the
Princess Louise, and the worst likenesses ever
taken of both at that. '

* Mrs. Watson’s efforts were well received, and
much appreciated by the audience. By many
she is considered as being more successful in her
French than in her English readings. Whilst
giving Mrs. Watson credit for her talents, there
are those who do not endorse inju licious critics
when lauding her to the skies at the expense of
Mrs. Scott Siddons.

One of the pieces selected to be played at the
Rideau Hall is the familiar “Area Belle.”
Dramatis persoim: ¢ Mrs. Stusrt, Misses Ri-
Chards, Williams and Kingsford ; Captains Hol-
beach and Short. ‘

The Hon. Mr. McLelan's speech on the Bud-
get is considered the best of the session. Veter*
an journalists, who hgve sat in the gallery since
Confederation, say that his peroration recalled
the best efforts of Howe and D’Arcy McGee.
He was truly eloquent towards the close, al-
though nervous and timid at the outset.

The only joke which enlivened this week’s
debates, was one furnished by Mr. Domville,
who replied unguardedly to a question of the
Opposition as to *‘ Where are the imbecile ¥’
““ Here ! here !” :

A worthy Senator is in trouble. He had
agked the Government to commission Mr. Dun-
bar to execute busts of the Marquis of Lorne
and the Princess Lounise, and supported it with
a strong argument in favor of encouraging
sculpture as a means of developing ub lic
taste, but the motion was defeated. Unfor-
tunately, a certain paper attributed this motion
to Sir Alexander Campbell. Thereupon the
worthy Senator made it a personal matter and
exclaimed : ** That is the manner in which the
reporting is-done when it is left to the press of
the country.”” He went on to complain that
« some secret power is exercised somewhere to
falsify the effort of this House,” and that there
is a * spirit which is quietly and insensibly de-
stroying this Chamber in the estimation of the
people.” He concluded with “We have here
men of culture to make this House more useful
than the other Chamber, and still such are the
influences which have been used to prevent our
utterances going to the country, that the whole
spirit of the Chamber is crushed, and now there
are many members of the Senate who really do
not care about entering the Chamber when the
House opens.”

Oh for the pen of Mr. Goldwin Smith to
smite this member of what he has so aptly
dubbed ““a political infirmary "

This is the first year that the press reports the
Senate’s proceedings, instead of accepting re-
ports prepared by the official reporters, and
doubtless the public gets as much of it as it
wants.

“Come to the Speaker's reception on Thurs.
day ; there will be a thousand pretty girls and
no men,” wrote that gallant ladies’ man, the
Deputy Sergean{-at-Arms, to a friend. There
were however a few thorns among the roses. The
Speaker did the honors in true French style,
and had a kindly and courteous greeting for -
each and every one of his numerous visitors and
many friends.

Mr. Alonzo Wright was duly * addressed and
testimonialled,” and made a fitting reply, in
the course of which he sang praises of lovely
woman from Mistress Adam downwards. He
seemed to dwell with some gusto on the memory
of

“The fair one in fig-leaves, who lost us all,
For a bite at a golden pippin.”

So wrote Lieut. Gordon, the Byron of Aus.
tralia.

Music was discoursed at the reception, Ma-
dame Gélinas, the Misses Mount of Montreal,
and Dr. Valade being the performers.

In the evening, Mr. Thos. White, M. P. for
Cardwell, made a happy speech, and his closing
words were a well-earned tribute to Sir John A.
Macdonald's statesmanship and patriotism.

This morning, Dr. Schultz, M.P., Messrs.
Royal, M.P., Ryan, M.P. (Marquette), Scott,
M.P., with Senators Girard and Sutherland, and
Mr. C. P. Brown, Minister of Public Works,
Col. Houghton, D.A.G., Winnipeg, all repre,
senting the Prairie Province, called on His Ex-

cellency and presented him with a bronze group
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represenfing an Indian on horseback slaying a
buffalo, as a souvenir of his trip. Lord Lorne
felicitously acknowledged the compliments.

The G. G. ¥. G. were to have given an ““at
home” in the drill-shed to-morrow afternoon,

but it has been postponed, s» as not to iuter |

fere with an entertainment at Government
House.

To-morrow a Ministerial excursion takes place
to the Kingston Military College, under th
auspices of the Hon. Mr. Caron. ’

OUR ILLU. § TRATIONS.

THE portraits of the great railway wagnates
of the United States, which we publish on an-
other page, gain additional interest at the pre-
sent time from Mr. Adams’ proposal now before
Congress, of a National Railway Commission to
control the railway business of the States.
Without endorsing Mr. Adamg’ scheme, which
indeed does 1ot recommend itself very favorably
to us, we give the portraits nfsome of those who
might reasonably be expected to form such a
Commission, should the bill pass the House.

The House of Assembly of New Brunswick burnt
by fire two years ago, has been replaced by the
bandsome structure shown in our illustration.
The building which is of dressed freestone is not
only an improvement in outside appearance on
the old bat in comfurt and convenience as well.
It was formerly opened on Feb. 16th, and on
the same evening was the scene of a grand Ball
and Promenade Concert, compliments to the
members of the Legislature, given by the citizens
of Fredericton in gonor of the event.

THe WEesTERN Froons.—The floods in the
li(minippi, Cumberland, and other Western
rivers continue with unbated violence. In many
places the Lower Mississippi is now fifteen miles
across, presenting the appearance of a vast lake.
The. destruction ot ‘villages and plantations
through this unprecedented overfiow is appal-
ling. At Bolivar, Mississippi, the break in the
levees is the largest ever known, and sn immense
stretch of territory is under water. From the
1iver stearners the current can be seen sweeping
over the fields with the force and roar of a ca-
taract. The same story comes fiom almost every
quarter, and the sufferings of the victims are
indescribeble ; and although rations ere dis-
tributed daily to a large extent through govern-
ment officials, the condition of the destitute be-
<omes every hour more desperate. Itis catimated
that not less than 20,000 people have been ren-
dered homeless in Arkansas alone.

UNCONGENIAL PEOPLE.

,BY NED P. MAH.

*“1 could never be countent,” cries Calebs,
““to pass my whole life in the companionship of
one woman—no, not if she were an angel.
Especially not if she were wn angel. An angel
may be all very well at her legitimate business,
sitting on a cold clond and singing Hallelujah !
gmltt 1 would rather have sowmething less ether-
ial—

A areatare n t too grand or good
For human natare's daily food

to preside at my breakfast table.”

“ Heaven,” a lady once exclaimed, * would
not be heaven to me, if I were to assnciate there
with some people 1 have known," and yet these
were such as she supposed might be perfectly
eligible for admission into heaven, and she was,
herself, as amiable and as universally heloved a

ersonage a8 it hss ever been my lot to meet.
imply, there was an incompatibility of temper-
ament, an uncongeniality of nature which would
Tender all association torture. ‘
. There are some mnen who are general favor-
ites, excellint company on a voyage, the life
and soul of any dull country house they may
visit, winning frivnds everywhere by their
pleasant, hearty, genial manner, yet who, it
they should, by chance, have to pass any
length of time in the close companionship of
one person, soon become’ bored and, by conse-
<quence, bores. Such men should be bachelors
by profeasion, for should one of them, by any
acgeident, marry, his wife would seon most.
bitterly repent the act, the only remedy for
which would be the earliest possible separation.
are other men almost mniversally de-
nounced as uncongenisl, cynical, reserved, or
proud ; who are found, by any one who will
take the trouble to seek their (riendship, to be
warm-hearied, sincere, and very constant in
their attachments. These men would make ex-
<ellent husLands, but being distrustful of their
own merits, or their power to please, are slug-
gish Wooers, and apt to be stigmatized as icy
and priggish by the women. Yet, where a giri,
discerning the good underlying the shy and re-
served exterior, will stoop to conquer, and meet
the lover perhspé in some cases, a little more
than half way, the prize is worth winning and
she has her reward. :

For in marriage, though uncongenial people
may fall in love, charmed by beauty, or dazzled
by some prominent characteristic, or heroic
a!:hlevvment, when the first transports of pas-
sion dir, when beauty fades, and the long years
of commonplace, workaday, uneventtul com-
panionship have to be faced, there can be no
greater cross, no heavier bmdrn, no chain so

fretting as the discovery, daily more evident, of
having hurriedly chosen an uncongenisl part-
ner. And in order to guard against those causes
most prone to effect

The little rift within the lute
Which scon will make its music mnte

people matrimonially inclined, should, as a rule
avoid marrying into a different nationality, a
different religion, or where a great disparity.of
years exists, for

Crabbed age and youth
Cuanot Yive together ;

Youth is summer morn,
Age is winter weather.

A QUAKER'S *“FRIENDLY SCUFFLE.”

When Lee’s grayhacks were making their way
through Pennsylvania towards Gettysburgh,
two infantrymen belonging to Pickett’s Virgin-
ians, raided into a Quiker’s houst in search of
something to eat. They were met at the door
by the owner of the premises, who asked :
¢ Are ye rebels 1’

““You bet we are ", was the blunt reply.

¢ And what do ye wish here?”

¢ Fodder, ld man, and don’t keep us wait-
ing for it 1"

““If thee wishest for something to eat thou
canst have it,” said the Quaker to the spokes-
man, ““but I trust ye will take nothing from
the house.”

It was a poor trust. After the boys had fin-
ished their meal one of them pocketed a watch
which was hanging on a nai‘lfw and the other
seized upon a cream-pitcher as a token of re-
membrance.

© “Are ye thieves as well as rebellious citi-
zons "’ indigonantly demar.ded the old man as he
confronted them.

¢ Stand aside and let us out or we' 11 damag

* Verily, I will not! Thou must not rob my
house."”

¢ Never mind him, Bill — Quakers dou't
fight,”” called the one in the rear. * Hit him a
clip on the chin and run for it.”

“Truly, 1 shall not fight,”’ calmly observed
the disciple of Penn as he pushed up his sleeves
and spat on his hands, “but if in a friendly
scuffle to recover possession of mine own the
robbers should get injured I shall not have to
answer to my conscience.”

There was a **friendly scaffle” in the next
York minute, and one of the trio, who is now a
yeenlont of Richmond, vividly remembers hav-'
ing the jaw-ache for a: wee{ after, while his
companion complained of sore throat, dizz ness,
lame back and depressed snirits, AN the re-
marks made after the scuffle commenced were
simply a few words dropped Ly the Quaker to
the effect that :

‘‘Iam sorry to put thee out, and sorry to
damage thée, butit is better than that thou

shouldst go thy way up the pike towards de-
s'ruction,

WAITING.

BY NED P. MAH,

Among the ills that flesh is heir to there is,
haps, noue so repugaant to most of us as to
ave, for any cause, to wait. Itis the maucais
quart d’hénre of humanity. And, perhaps,
there are no moments of our lives which have
so much evil to answer for as those spent in
waiting. Think of the superfivous drinks, the
supererogatory cigars, the useless purchases, the
senseless dissipations that have been the mesns
of filling up such idle minutes.
One man | knew, having to wait half an hour
for a train, stroll-d up the lonely street of a
miserable country town till he saw a barber's
sh .p, and then, recolle ting that his girl had
tol(r him one thousund times that she much
preferred moustachios only, went in and sub-
mitted his flawing beard to the ~h-ars and razor,
catching snch a quinsey in the draughty car-
riage afterwards thut he nearly lost his life by it
nngQ quite loat his girl, for when he recovered,
she had *“taken up” with somebody else.
There.is waiting for your Dulcinra on & windy
October evening when the chill breize cuts at
you every time you peep round the corner of
the square to vee if she is crossing the little
perk yet, and drives you back cruelly near to
the comfortable, well-lighted tavern that glares
at you invitingly, and suggests all kinds of de-
licate remedies for keeping out the cold, which
you dare not, for your life, imbihe, lest you
should miss her altogether, or she should catch
you coming out -and you know her temperauce
proclivities —till you are finally worked up to
such a pitch of aggravation, that you drelre By
George ! you wish she wouldn’t come just to
give you the chance to throw her over. Anides,
which of course retreats, ashamned of itself, the
moment you catch sight of the dainty figure
battling with the wind which displyayu the
pretty, well-shed feet twink'ing over the gravel.
Then there is waiting between the acts at the-
theatre, where the cynic old bachelor con-
ciliates his il -humor by declaring there is not a
pretty girl in the house ; and Mrs. [Hxpite as-
serts that Mrs. Shubbygenteel has had her old
hat done over ; and when the impati nt ¢ boys”
rush out and drink more corktails than are

every one is looking et him, and wishes that
there were a trap beneath his chair like that or
the stage which would open snd swallow him
up, speclacles and all.

Then there is waiting for the dentist, the
agonies of which time so greatly exceed the
actual pain of the extraction itself; and waiting
for the verdict of whatsoever kind it ugay be,
whether as to your eligibility to fill sonle posi-
tion whirh you covet, or your acceptance in a
business partnership, or in a partnership for
life of gnother kind, too often reduced to busi.
ness principles by the fair accepter — and
fioally, there is that waiting for the end which
will come to all of us, and which we must en-
dure with what fntitude we may, if we are not
so fortunate, or unfortunate, for that depends
on circumstances as to be extinguished more
suddenly—and which we should endeavor, by
the jurt and even tenor of our lives, to be so pre-
paved for, that we may expect it with eqnan-
imity and learn to dread—though it is not ne-
cessary to sleep in our coffins every night to
produce that effect—

The grave us little as our bel.

MISCELLANY.

JEFFERSON, first of the line of actors of this
name,once played Hamlet for his benefit. Thomas
Blanchard agreed to double the parts of Gail-
denstern and the grave.digger. Delighting ina
joke, he caused a hissoon from the orchestra to
be substituted for the reconlers which are brought
on after the play-scene, Though disturbed at
the sight of the instiument, Jefferron composed
his contenance and proceeded with the t. xt,
The conversation then went on as follows—
“ Hamlet : ¢ Will you play upon this pipe '
Guildenstern : ¢ My lord, I cannet.” Hamlet : ¢ 1
pray you. Guildenstern: * Believe m®, I can-
not’ Ham: ¢l do buseech you.' ¢ Well, my
lord,’ said Blanchard, who was a gond musician,
¢ since you are 8o very pressing, I will do my
best ;* ” and he struck up at once, to the astonish-
ment of everybody, the tune known as * Lady
Coverley's Minuet,” and went through the whle
of it, closing then the xcene, since it was impos-
sihle for Hamlet to sp-ak another word.

CANADIAN MoNTHLY. — The March number
contains— A Strain from the Sea-side, by J. A.
Bell, Halifax ; Illustrations of Canadian Life,
by Rev. Wm. Wye Smith, Newmarket ; What
van I do that others have not done! by John
Reade, Montreal : The Religion of Goethe, by
Th(;lmu Cross, Ottaw: ; li?'ol'rr.w end;rotkh fﬁr 'y
night, &c., a poem, by Esperance, Yorkville ;
Poetry as a Fine Art, by Prof. Charles E. Moyse,
B.A., Montreal ; Songys Pinions, a poem, by
Prof. Edgar Buck,Toronto ; Rejected Manuscript,
from Belgravia Magazine ; Victoria, a sonnet,
by A. P. Williams ; The Personal Responsibility
of Bank Directors, by A. T. Innes: Canadian
ldylls, the Queen’s Birthday, by William Kirby,
Niagara ; An K.thetic Party, a poem, by Goran
Lea, Montreal ; The Power of Disallowance, and
its National lmportance, by the Hon. ex-Speaker
Cockburn, Q.C., Ottawa ; Intruding Thoughts,
a poem, by R. 8. A., Montreal ; Erasinus of
Rotterdam, by George Simpson, Toronto ; Con-
fessions : A series of Sonnets, (concluded), by
Seranus, Ottawa ; The Northern and Western
Boundaries Awarded to Ontario, by Parliament-
um, Toronto; A Few Words on Co-Edneation,
by Fidelis, Kingaton ; Young People’s Depart-
ment ; Book Reviews and Bric-a-Brac, &e.
WHAT A SURVEYOR MISSED.—A surveyor who
was running township lines in a new country in
this State, last fall, was engaged by a farmer to-
survey the line between his farm and that of a
neighbor. They had a line fence, but had en-
gaged in several disputes asto whether it was on
the divide. The surveyor was making prepar-
ations when the owner of the other farm ap-
proached and inguired : ** What are you going to
do now ” *“ Find the exact line,’’ was the reply.
At this the man wheeled anl went off on the
llop, and he was seen no more until the line
ﬁ:d been run. The surveyor and the first named
farmer had just completed the work when-the
other came up to within about ten feet of them
and asked : ¢ Well, have you got through !"’
* Yesfall through.” ¢ And is the fence a foot
on his farm 1’ ** No ; he has two feet of yours,
and the fence must be moved so that you can
have it.”” The man sprang upon a stump, fased
a ticket about five rods away, and yelled out :
¢ You there— Reuben and James and Samuel |
The survey is made and we’re all right { You kin
shoulder t{em shotguns and go back to the saw
mill, and if you meet the old woman coming
with the pitch-fork you kin tell her to tarn back
and git up s squar’ dinuner for the surveyor.”

ConsuMpTION CURED.—An old physician, re-
tired from practice, having had placed in his
hands by an East India missionary the formula
of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy
and permanent cure for Cousumption, mn-
chitis, Catarrh, Asthia and all Tiroat and
Lung Affections; also 8 positive and radical
cure for Nervous Debility and all Nervous
Complaints, after having testel its wounderful
curstive poweis in thousands of cases, hus f-1t it
his duty to make ir known to his suff ring fel.
lows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to
relieve human suffering, 1 will send free of
charge to all who desire it, this r-cvipe, in Ger-

good for them, bringing  back propitiatory

offerings of cluves to their grls who munch
them womlering what they are good to-1 and
when the nervous yourg man with sp-ctacles
glares beniguly on all sides, till he-fancies that

man, French or Euglish, with full directions for

joined in the

[For THE News )

CLOSBR, MY LOVHE, TO THEE

BY NED P. MAH.

Dost fear the future ! If thy brave cheek blanches
Pale at the mystery of the dread To Be,

Fear not ! Fear not! Life's change« and misch
Shall bind me closer, O my love, to thee.

The sky is clear to-day. may cloud to -morrow ;
Thyself forget, dost tremble, love, for me t
Trials but ot trength d each
S8hall bind me closer, O my love, to thee.

Should the days darken, and severe afflictions
Olose 'whelmiug o’er us like a stormy sea,
Love sball transform them fato benedioctions
Binding me closer, O my love, to thee.

‘When Calumuy's foul dart thy soul oppresses,
Thiunk’st thou the venomed shaft could poison me !
No ! The world's sooru, still more thau its oaressea,
Shall bind me closer, O my love, to thee.

‘When wintry Age in the long years revolving,
8hall speak {n feeble tones of Fate's decree,
The memory ot earth’s happiness, dissolving,
8ball bind me closer, O my love, to thee.

W .en from the trammels of this life terrestna
The glorifier, Death, sha'l set us free,

The pure expansion of a love celestil

8hall bind me closer, O my love, to thee,

NEWS OF THE WEEK.

THe petroleun fever in Germany has sub-
sided.

Dn. LaM3oN is to be.executed on the 4th
proximo.

| {)nx!unx will send out & Polar expedition in
Tuly.

A PrussiaX spy has been arrested a% Lyons,
in France.

Tug Winnipeg fire did about $100,000 worth
of damage.

roruLak demonstrations are feared in Eng-
land over the Bradlaugh cuse, ’

A Constantinople despatch says that war be.
tween Austr-a and Russia is inevitable.

Larest Panama despatches say no loss of life
is reported by the Costa Rica earthquake.
THE Crar has officially announced his inten-

tion of preserving amicable relations with Ger-
many.

A meeting was held in Dublin recently to
consider the question of dissolving the Home
Rule Leagu-. )

Lorp Geonge F. MoNTAGUE, British Secre-
tary of Legation at Washington, died in that
city on Sunday.

- THE Nihilists threaten to avenge the death of

their fellows, recently condemned, if the sen-
tence is carried out.

Vicror Huco has published a protest again: t
the execution of the Nihilists recently sen-
tenced to death.

GENERAL SKOBELEFF publicly avers that the
Czar endo's)s every word of his (Skobeleff’s)
speech in Paris,
TAREE hundred whales were driven ashore and
captured on one of the Shetland lslands during
the recent storm on the north coast of Scotland.

A pinic in the London stock market recent-
ly wae attribut-d to ‘the rnmored refusal of
Russia to satisfly Germany concerning Skobelef"s
speech. -

A CoPENHAGAN ‘despatch says the Nihilis
having intimated to the Czar t’beir intention t:;'
abandoning sssassination as & means of procur-

 ing redress, the royal clemency will be extended

to political offenders and executions reduced.

PREPARATIONS WITH LIEBIG'S NAME, — It
inay be remembered that some time since a con-
troversy was raging in the medical journals as to
the original inventor of a certain Obstetric Ba
wherein two eminent gyncologists disputed t
right of priorit{ to certain improvements; others
ray, and this wordy warfare was
dignified with the name of * the battle of the
bags.” ' This time, anither ba‘tle is raging over
the use of Loibig's name, which is at present
confined to the lay press, but as we have been
drawn into the dispute and the weight of our
authority solicited, we would briefly summarize
the case thus :—Many years ago the original
Buron Ju tus von Licbig, after extensive exper-
iments, iutroduced to the profession and the
public his celebrated ** Extractum Carnis,” which
soon became, and is still, justly poptlar ass
dietetic article of great value. A fow years after
Liebig’s death, a cacoa was introduced under the
style of Baron Liebig's Cocon, with the ssnetion
and pecuniary support of the second son of the
original Baron von Liebig. and this has been
advertised thus :—¢* Baron Liebig, the eminent
chemist and analyst, who has invented and who
superintends the manufacture and analysis of
this preparation, as well as the Liebig Company's
ex'ract of mesat, &c., &c.” It is to this mis-
leading stutement that the present controversy
is due ; and it is but right that the matter should
be placed on a proper footing. That the emin-
ent chemist was the originator of Liebig’s extract
of meat is certain, and itis eqnally certain that
he had nothing whatever to do with Liebig's
cocoa, inasmuch as this was not brought out un-
til several years after death. It is therefore un-
true that he inventel the two articles ; and it

pmparip% and using.  Senid by mail by addres-
sing with stamp, naming this paper, W, A.
Noves, 149 Power's Block, Ro hester, N,V

e-0-w

is equally misleading to cill the present 8-
xor of the name *‘the eminent chemist.”” The
cocoa should be ealled plainly Bwon Hermaan
von Liehig's Cocon, and no misconeeption would
be possible.— The Medical Press and Circular.
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A TALE OIX

“BONNY KAT

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

E'JD

SOUTHERN LIFE.

BY

CHRISTIAN REID.

CHAPTER XXIV.—(Continued.)

“ One moment 1" His voice is a little hoarse
as lie stands before her.  *‘ Forgive me if 1 de-
tain you—I cannot let you go like this! Kate,
my Kate I''—he takes her hands in his passionate
clasp—** believe, if you like, the worst that can

crouching on thocold granite, weeping for a man
who hae ouly made a plaything of her heart.
Pride and courage are not quite dead within her,
Hearing the steps approaching for the second
time, she drags herseH' to her feet and mounts
tho terrace. ‘

Mr, Proctor, who is about to descend to the

Tatletun accuses Vaughn of swindling.

be said of me, in all save my love for you. But
my whole heart is ycurs—and yours only. That
1 swear. Can you forgive nothing for love's
sake ! Can you not for to-night—to-night only,
sweetheart-——let all this go like an idle tale, and
tell me once more that you love me 1"

* How dare you ask it *' she cries, indig-
nantly. ** Do yon think e so weak, so vain,
s to be satisfied by words like these 1 You ad-
mit everything ; you offer no explanation ; you
only talk of forgiveness for love's rake. Such
love is not worth considering. Lt me go !

But instead of letting her go, he catches her
to his beart and kisses her with a vehemence
that aliost takes awny her breath.

** Don’t be angry I"" he says, when he releases
her.  **1 shall never tako such & liberty again.
Whatever the future brings, remember that |
love you."

With these words he turns ; for one moment
she hears his quick tread crushing down the
gravel—then silence falls. .

She sinks down where he has left ber, and
leans her face on the cold, gmnite steps—feel-
ing as if her heart was dying away within her.
A grast wave of longing sweeps over her. Pride,
sclf-respect, what are these compared to hearing
his voico agein 1 Though that voice still sounds
in her ears, and his kiss is still burning on her
lips, a terriblo consciousness of loss {alls upon
her like an overwhelming weight. ‘¢ Whatever
the future may bring "—does that mean they are
not to meot again ! Has she indeed sent him
away for ever 1 Oh, bliud rashness ! Oh, bitter
mistake |  Already she feels and knows, to the
centre of her soul, that her heart has passed irre-
vocably imto his keeping, and that his idle fancy
is more to her than ahother man’s most ardent
devotion.

Presontly she hears the tramp of horses’ foot
on the avenue, the sound of voices on the piazza
of the hiouse, but sliec dees not stir. A sense of
recklessness has come over her.  Let them miss
her 1——let them wonder where she is I'—let them
come and find her if they like! What does it
raatter - What does nnything matter, when she
hias seen all that makes life worth possessing (so
tho pussionate heart says to itself) vanish from
her hopelessly and forever?

At tjm house, meanwhile, she is missed by
one person at least. * Where is Mias Kate "
asks Mr. Proctor, looking round; but no one
can tell him where she s,

**She was on the piuzza a little while ago,”
says Janet. * 1 don’t know what has become of
her,  Porhaps she may have wandered round
the terrace.”

“ I'll go and seo,” says Mr. Proctor, rising,
with a consciousness that here is his oppor-
tunity, 4

He walks slong the terrace without finding

hor, but Kate hears bis msy, and knows thatshe

must rouse herself. It will not do to be found

| back 1

garden, thinks that it is a ghost which suddenly
rises before him in the starry dimness. He re-
coils for an instant, then steps forward with a
laugh.

‘%So it is you I'' he says, eagerly. ‘“They told
me at the house that yon had probably wandered
round the terrace.”

“ It does not matter—!I can if you like,’” she
answers, indifferently. All her dread of being
alone with him has vanished. She feels
thoroughly careless. Let him say what he likes
—it does not matter. And anything is better
than showing her tear-stained face in the draw-.
ing-room.

hey walk along in silence for a minute. If
Mr. Proctor's thoughts were not so absorbed by
the task before him, he wounld probably wonder
that she shows no interest ir, or curiosity about,
the news from Arlingford. In fact, everything
connected with the subject has escaped her
mind. She only remembers that Tarleton has
come—and gone. Pacing the level path ab-
stractedly, her eyes fixed on the glittering stars,
with which, from horizon to horizon, the great
purple arch of heaven is ablaze, she almost for-
ts the presence of the man by her side, until
is voice makes her start.

“ You must know what I want to say,” he
begins, abruptly. “‘l have made no secret to
you or any one clse of the fact that I love you.
I've loved you now for a long time, and [ should
have spoken before, but you have never, until

the past few days, givem me any encouragement.

+« Can you forgive nothing for love’s sake ?*

“ Yes," answers Kate. ‘1 was reatlesa—too I But when you seemed so glad to see me the

restless to stay in-doors.

When did you got | other day, I felt there might be hope for me, and

1 determined to waste time no longer, but to

¢ A fow winutes ago. Are you tired1"—as  tell you at once that I love you and that I want

she turns toward the house—** woun't you iake
a turn here ! The night is—a—very pleasant.”

g'ou to marry me.

VWill you do it, Kate l—may
call you Kate 1"

““For Heuven's sake see if he is dying.””

He rtries to take ber hand as he spesks, but
she draws it awsy, and, to his surprise, bursts
into tears, The poor fellow is confounded—not
knowing that these tears were too near the sur-
face not torise again at the least provoeation;
that those sobs were only checked by a strong
efforta few minutes before. Kate hardly knows
herself why she weeps, except that ihis honest,
simple avowsal, from one to whom she has never
given a throb of regard, touches her with pity
and pain, and a fresh sense of her great desola-
tion, contrasted as itis with the fancy of the
man who so lightly won and lightly lost her.

““Oh, I am so sorrv ! she says, in the midst
of her sobs. ““T have been afraid that you cared
for me, and 1 tried not to encourage you, for it
is a terrible thing to love and—and not be loved
in veturn. 1 did nct mean 1o seem glad the
other day. It wa- very foolish of me. T like
you, but I do not love you; and I can never
think of marrying you. But [ would rather
kill myself than bring trouble on any one by my
fault—especially on any one who likes me a
great deal better than I deserve to beliked.”

¢ Nobody could like you better than you de-
serve to be liked,” says Mr. Proctor. ¢ There's
oo need for you to blame yourself. As I told
¥ou, you've never given me auny encouragement,
and as for your heing glad to see me the other
day—well, that did me good, even if you didn't
mean anything by it. But won’t you think of
marrying me ¥’ he goes on, in a persnasive tone.
* 1 love vou dearly, and | would try to make you
happy—"

*“1 am sure yon would be all that is kind,”
Ku«te interrupts, *“ but please dou't say anything
more aboutit. I can never think of it—never
possibly 17

This is spoken with so much decision that a
pang of jealousy stirs in Mr. Proctor’s breast.
He thinks of Vaughu—aof Tarleton. Une of them
is of necessity his rivai—since a rival must be in
the question when a woman, without apparent
cause, refuses such an offer as Ais.

*“1 know,” he says, “that | have not the ad-
vantages that some men have. [ can’t pay com-

shments and things of that kind which women
ike—at least people say they like—but I shounld
be glad and proud if vou would marry me to-
morrow, and that is more thau others. who like
so well to flirt, would probably say.”

Kate's tears diy at this, asif 4 tire had scorch-
ed them. 8o even bere it meets her—the hu-
miliating truth | Even this man's obtuse glance
has seen how lightly she has been held, how
carclessly trifled with ! There is but one step
from cowpassion to anger, and that step she
takes.

**Does a man slways prove his love by in-
sults 1" she asks, turuing to him. * But you
will never have an opportunity of saying any-
thing like that—anything so cruel and so un-
provoked~-to me again. | was sorry for you a
minute ago. Now | am not sorry at all. 1t has
been no fault of mine that you have chosen to
fall in love with me. 1 have shown you plainly
that 1 felt nothing more than friendly liking for
you. . But if I ever feel that again, 1 shall have
to forget what you have just said.”

¢ But I meant no harm !—Good Heavens, 1
meant no harm ! ke cries, as she turns to leave
him. ‘* Den't go 1—pray listen tome ! | only
meant—"

“ [t does not matter in the least what you
meant I" she says— pain, pride, and mortitication
mingled in her ususlly sweet voice. ' 1 have
heard enough. My answer can uever be differ-
ent. You had better try and forget me as soon
as possible—that is all I can say.” _

With this cold comfort, she turns and flies to.
ward the rear of the hous, where her entrance
can be made unobserved,
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CHAPTER XXV,

* What can I do to drive away
Remembrance from my eyes !

1t has already been said of Kate that she is
neither weak nor cowardly, and it is certain that
she will bear herself bravely in the fierce struggle
which lies before her—but under the first storm
of grief which comes upon the untried human
heart, the bravest soldier may lower his crest
and forget his arms for a time. To a nature like
hers—ardent, passionste, y«t most tender, with
the capability of faithfulness domiuating all
other instincts—such a blow as this falls with a
force which colder souls are little able to com-
prehend. The time for self-control will come,
and when it comes she will rise to meet it; but
now—now in the first sharp onset of pain—she
lies prone as one beneath a whirlwind, her whole
frame shaking with the convulsive weeping
which she must stifie for fear it should be over-
heard.

She isin the refuge of her chamber, and
through the open window where she kneels, the
stars are shining with serene brightness in that
far sky which seems st times a very vault of
brass above our heads, when our hearts cry out,
in the throes of some great longing or greater
regret, for that which has been denied or with-
drawn, Some one has said, very truly, “ To
the old, sorrow is sorrow ; to the young, sorrow
is despair”—and there is no sadder hour in life,
full t.hou h it be of sadness to the brim, than
that in which a young soul goes forth to meet
snd wrestle with its first great anguixh. Whether
it be that death has come, and

‘‘ The tongue which like a stream conid run
music from the rorghen stone,

A& every morning with ' Good-day,’
Make each day good, is bushed away,”

or whether it is the sadder death in life, which
we see around us every hour, of hearts failing,
love growing oold, hopes dying, the battle is
alike stern an!l terrible. ith impotent pas-
sion we dush our hearts against ths iron wall of
some relentless fate, and they fall back crushed
and bleeding, feeling asif life were too cruel to
be borne, yet knowing—poor hearts !—that they
must bear it tothe appointed end.

.So it is now with Kate. - In her grief is little
bitterness, for alresdy the generous spirit has
risen above that selfishness which makes resent-
ment possfble ; and if she has a thought apart
from t}zxe great s;:nse of ;!est;:ation w%xich lies
upon her, it is of sorrow for her partin
to Tarleton. P g words

. “Oh, my love,” she sobs to herself, *‘ why
did I not speak more gently? One bids a kind
farewell even to an enemy when it is to be for-
ever—and to one whom, in spite of all, I love,
why did I not u{,good-by a8 one might say it
to the dying 1 ill my heart break? 1 do not
know—it seemsas if it must, but 1 suppose
hearts can bear a great deal of agony. my
God, did I forget Thee tno utterly in my happi-
ness that Thou hast taken it from me like this?
Taken it from me ! What do 1 say? It was
never mine except in dream, in fancy—it is all a
great, a terrible, a bitter mistake, and, O my
God, teach me how to bear it, for I know so little
of pain 1"

. At last there comes the lull of spent exhaus-
tion, for the tyrannous spirit must sometimes
yield to the weary flesh, and so it is that Kate is
sleegmf.when Sophy and Janet enter the room.

The latter goes to the side of the bed and looks
at her—at the tear-stained cheeks, at the eyes
already ringed by dark circles, at the pale lips,
on wlnch_, even in sleep, the subtle shadow of
sadnesa lies—then she says, in a tone of gentle-
ness and pity :

* Poor Kate! She has a heavy weight al-
:za_d{ on her heart. We will not tell her

18.

*“This ” is news of a very serious kind. The
gentlemen who returned from Arlingford spoke
at firgt in very vague terms of the threatened
dxﬁ.cul?v about the race. Tarleton, they said,
having learned beyond doubt that Pierce had
administered a dose to the horse in order to
m:ike him lose .tlile race, had lilnﬂicted summary
and severe punishment upon him ; b
thgl,l nothix?g (}ellilnite wasplinown. i but, beyond

e cause of this reticence appears, however

when Miss Vaufhn has retiredl.)peThén the fact

-is told that Tarleton has accused Mr. Vaughn
of bribing Pierce to drug the horse.

‘* What reason has he for believing such a
thing 1 two or three startled voices ask.

o No very reason, 8o far as I can learn,”

Wilmer answers ; * but Tarleton is always im-

petuous and rash. 1 have not seen him, and
there are s0o many rumors afloat that I don’t
know what is exactly true. Some say the groom

-mocused Vaughn, others that Tarleton only acted
on hisown. .. However that may be,
he went to Vaughn—whom he found in a erowd
of men—and charged him directly with the out-
It was easy to know what wonld follow.

If Vaughn lacks principle, he don’t lack courage.
Friends interfered to prevent an immediate per-
sonal encounter ; but it is an understood thing

will be arranged.”’

** A duel I’ Tlie women look at each other
with penic-stricken faces. ** Oh, how terrible
for Miss Vanghn!” says Sophy.

““Ob, how sorry I am for Frank Tarleton "

saya.Janet.

*Borry for Prank Tarleton !” repeats Mrs.
hmn:.be “1t se:ma to uln)e that he i» the last

TS OD sorry for. *‘ Do you—turai

r husband—** believe that Mr. V::gl.::xm:v::
guilty of such a thing 1"

1 cannot tell what to believe,” Mr. Lawrence

leton has for the accusation, and, until 1 know,
1 cannot tell who is right or who is wrong.”

¢ It does not matter to me who is right or who
wrong,” says Mrs. Lawrence, impatiently, ¢ so
long as Randal and Will are not concerned in it
—but where are they I—why did you not bring
them home with you #”

* Simply because they would not come,” an-
swers her husband, guietly, ‘‘and, as you are
aware, | always treat my sons like gentlemen,
not like school-boys. Randal declined to come
on very gocd grounds. ¢ I brought Vaughn do#n
here,” he said ; * he is my friend and guest, and
1 must stand by him. I should be a pitifal fel-
low if I failed to do so.” Of ‘vourse, I could not
gainsay this. If he believes that his friend is
unjustly accused, he is right to stand by him—
and he does believe it thoroughiy.”

+¢ ] dou’t think anything of Raundal’s belief,”
remarks Janet. * He is in love with Miss
Vaughn, and jealous of Frank Tarleton.”

«If there is to be a duel, will he act as Mr.
Vaughn’s second " asks Sophy.

] guppose so,” answers her father, with a
reluctant, pained expression. * Nothin of the
kind was mentioned between us, but, taking it
for granted, I found Will and told him that he
must not, under any circumstances, be drawn
into acting for Taileton. ¢ It is not only that
Mr. Vaughn is a guest under my roof,’ I said,

“but it is enough to have one son mixed up in
such an affair.’ I am glad to say that ill

romised to take no part in it—but he espouses

arleton’s side waninly—"

] wish Frank Tarleton and his horse were
at the bottom of the sea 1"’ says Mrs. Lawrence.
“This is a fine state. of affairs| A threatened
duel, with one son on one side, and one on the
other! 1 have a great mind to order the
calninge and go to Arlingford after them my-
self.""

s If anybody is killed, says Janet, passiou-
ately, *I know that it will be Frank Tarleton.
It is always the one who would be most re
gretted, who is killed."”

¢t Has anything been arranged—I mean ahout
time and nlace §”’ asks Sophy.

¢ Nothing that could be learned,” Wilwer
answers. *‘Any number of rumors were afloat,
but nothing definite seemed known. They will
keep it a« quiet as possible.”

After this it is no wonder that Sophy and
Junet steal np-stairs like guilty conspirators,
and their voices sink as they pass Miss Vaughn's
chamber, and enter the room where Kate is
sleeping They whisper to each other as they
undress, but avoid any direct mention of that
which fills the minds of both. There is some-
thing terrible in thinking of the two men over
whose heads the dark cloud of possible blood-
shed hangs—and not less terrible in the thought
of how the sister of one of t~em has lain down
in calm unconsciousness to sleep, while Janet
at least knows that the skein of intwining in-
teres's has yet another thread. ‘O my poor
Kate ! she says to herself. And Kate stirs and
moans in her sleep, dreaming that she is agsin
in Tarleton’s embrace, and hears his voice say,
*¢ Whatever the future brings, remember that 1
love you.”

The next morning it is generally nnderstood
that none of the ladies are going to the races.
Duspite the effort which is made (chiefly on ac-
count of Miss Vanghn) for cheerfulness, wot
even a stranger could doubt that some cloud is
upon the household. Kate is, of all perhaps,

tention is centred on herself-—on her own sorely
aching heart and sorrowful spirit—that she has
little attention to bestow on the words and
looks of others, while no one except Janet uo-
tices her closely—and Janet is wise enongh and
kind enough to utter not a word,

After breakfast the gentlemen go to Arling-
ford, and the feminine part of tﬁg household
spend the day in that state of inaction and- sus-
pense which women have to endure so often in
the course of life. Whether or not Miss Vaughn
shares in the general uneasiness no one can tell.
She is exceedingly listless, and declines to exert
herself in any way whatever ; but this has been
her normal condition for several days, and can-
not, therefore, be taken as an indication of
anxiety. She speaks onoe or twice of her in-
tended -departure with her brother on the next
day—but does not mention him otherwise.

To Kate the day is like a terrible nightmare.
She cannot remember afterward how it is spent,
further than that she has a dim pictnre of a pale
girl —who startles berself when she glances in
the mirror, with eyes that have wept themselves
dry of tears—looking out over the brilliant
autumn woods, to the far heavenly hills in their
robes of tender haze, and saying to her heart :

4 Courage ! courage ! This is too sharp and
bitter to last. 1 shall conquer or I shall die—
and in either case I shall find peace.”

Ah, itis only the new recruit who dreams
such dreams as this. The veteran soldier
knows that neither death mor victory come to
end some combats, which go on for many days
and months and years. It is true enough that
anguish can be ¢ wearied down” at last, that
temptation can be trampled under foot, and
weakness conquered—but at what a cost ! Could
we know, when the conflict begins, how it will
drain our heart’s blood, and leave us spent and
worn, even if victors, the number of those who
fall by the wayside in despair would be a hun-
dredfold increased. -

By late afternoon Kate feels that endurance
has reached its utmost limit. She has borne the

companionship of others unflinchingly during
the long day, she has talked with them of in-

answers.  ** [ do not know what grounds Tar-

different things when her own voice sounded

the least conscious of this. For once, her at- |

«trange and remote in_her ears, she has even
omiled when Miss Brooke spoke of the pleasures
in store for her, but now—now for a brief space
— she must have solitude, freedom to look as she
will, to weep if she will, or else (she thinks) go
mad.

Fortunately, escape is easy. The sun is sink-
ingin a bed of glory behind the western hills,
when she leaves the house unobserved, and
wanders down to the foot of the lawn, where a
little stream runs, on the banks of which, a
month ago, she fou da four-leaved clover.

When we are suffering the first keen bitter-
ness of grief or desolation, the most trivial thing
has power to stab us like a sword. A month
ago! Can it be only a month, Kate asks her-
self, since she lay here in the warm gold of the
September sunshine, and joyously exulted in
finding the mystical plant that was to prove an
omen of good fortune? Alas, poor omen |—
alas, poor fortune 1—alas, most of all, for the
light heart which was then without a care !
How was it po-sible for so short a time to make
so greata change?! She looks round piteously.
So little, so very little, alteration in anyth}ng
save herself! The pretty stream is hastening
over its stones ‘‘in ﬁttle sharps and trebles,”
the trees are drooping with foliage scarcely
changed in tint, over the turf a few dead leaves
are scatfered, and they alone tell of the days
that have passed since that afternoon when she
heard Tarleton’s name, if not for the first time,
at least for the first time to give it any heed.
Poople talk of instincts, yet if there be one
thing more than another remarkable about us,
it is our absolute want of instinct. The name
which is to be a chord of music or a note of dis-
cord in our lives is spoken in our ears, and they
give us no warniog of all it is to mean ; the face
that will shine upon us as God's blessed sun-
shine, or darken our pathway like His curse,
looks at us, and we do not rise t» welcome or
repel. Instinct! Why, the very brutes excel
us, since they at least know friend from foe,
while we, with all our boasted human know-
ledge, are often of the many who

* Do forge a life-long trouble for themselves
By taking true for false and false for true.”

Such thoughts as these occur to Kate, as her
memory flies back over the rosary of golden days
80 brightly sged and so utterly gone. ‘*‘If I
could have known on that afternoon!” she
thinks. * Why did 1 not know ! Is the soul
80 obtuse, or is the flesh so dull, that we go to
meet our fate in such utterignorance? If I bad
known, ah, if [ had known! Well, and if 1
had, what then? Would I put him, and the
memory of him, out of my hfe, if I could? 1
do not know! [ only know that this misery
is more than 1 can «ndurs—and yet that there
is no help for it.”

Burning tears rise to her eyes again and mist
all the scene But she does not yield te the
rush of feeling which almost overpowers her.
¢ am & thouxand times weaker and more con-
temptible than I ever thought I could be,’ she
thinks, with set teeth and heaving chest, ‘“to
weep and weep for a man who does not care for
me! Is there to be no end of this folly? 1
thought I shed every tear I hud last night, but
the supply seems inexhaustible. I will not ery,
however—1 will not! I will go down to the
river and take a last solitary row, and say good.
bye to everything.”

CHAPTER XXVL

0 love, my love | if I no more should see
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,
or image of thine eyes in any .Prlng,
How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,
The wind of Death's imperishable wing 1"

The resolation which Kate proceeds to execute
is by no means an uncommon one with her.
Will taught her long ago how to row, and, pro-
bably because she is his pupil, he does not hesi-
tate to declare that she knows as well how to
manage a boat as to manage a horse. By the
time she has reached the river-bank, entered the
boat, and pushed out from the shore, the sun
has been gone some time, but, as on the even.
ing of which her thoughts are fall, there are
luminous clouds which, having caught his
splendor, fling it over the peaceful land and
tranquil, yet ever-moving, stream.

‘As she floats down the current, with her eyes
fixed on the glory which looks as if heaven it-
self were opening above the far blue mountains,
a sense of something like calm comes to her.
She has a temperament keenly alive to outside
impressions, and the ineffable repose of which
Nature is full at this twilight hour quiets her
passionate trouble, for & time at least. The
&:toral softness of the fair valley, the glowing

uty of the silent woods, the sweeping river
with radiant tints falling on its breast, above all
the steadfast, inviolate hille, and the t
bending sky, speak to her of co and pa-
tience and trust in God. After all, does it
matter so much that her heart has been crushed,
her hap})ineaa trampled, like a flower on which
arude foot has been set? Even in dying, a
flower gives forth perfume, sud shall hearts do
less? The tender lips cease to tremble, and set
themselves together in a serenity which, if sad,
is also strong ; and the lovely eyes, out of
witich all joyousness has vanished, gather in
their depths & light as pure and sweet as that of
the star which now begins to gleam above the
glowing west. .
*“How one fails when trouble comes!” she

says to heaelf. ¢ How selfish one grows ! how
one forgets to think of others! Why should I
cry out so bitterly against this which bas fallen

on me? If] have been wronged, is not better
to be wronged than to wrong ? is it not better to
suffer than to cause suffering? God help me to
realize through this pain what a terrible thing
it is to caunse pain, and never, never to inflict it
willfully on any human being. God help me to
keep a brave spirit, and to remember that there
is plenty to do in the world, even if my heart
is aching. What does the pain of a foolish
girl's heart matter ! Why, if I died here and
now, I am too insignificant for it to make any
serious difference to anybody, and, therefore,
why should I fancy that it is important whether
the better part of me is dead or alive ! 1t is not
important. The only thiny which is important
is to do what is right, and, then, whether hap-
piness or unhappiness comes, will not greatly
matter, for all is in God’s hand.”

So the sweet spirit rights itself, so the lull in
the tempest comes, and, in the midst of sore
psin, the dauntless heart rises, full of gentle-
ness and faith, to make a brave fight for the

ce which has escaped it.

So full of charm is the twilight scene, and so
ubsorbing are Kate's thoughts, that she does not
observe how far she has gone until a familiar
landmark on the side of the stream warns her
that she has to pull back more than a mile
against the carrent. She turns the boat around,
and as she does 8o the sound of a shot rings out
sharply on the beautiful evening stillness.

There is nothing very remarkable in this, but
because her quick ear tells her that it was a
pistol-shot and not some returning sportsman
emptying his gun, she pauses, and, resting on
her oars, turns her head to listen. ~As she does
80, she hears the frightened rush of a horse’s
feet along the road, which just borders the
river. e sound gives her a sense of appre-
hension, and she thinks, ¢*Can harm have hap-
pened to any one 7" Involuntarily she looks at
a point where the road rises on higher ground,
and so becomes visible from the river. It is dusk
by this time, and the point is distant ; but Will
has often said that Kate's eyes are as far-sighted
and as keen-sighted as an eagle’s. Even through
the gathering shades of dusk, she sees that the
horse which presently flies along is riderless —
and even despite the distance, she recognizes it
and cries aloud, ** Mignon 1"

She never forgets the awful thrill of that mo-
ment. For an instant longer she sits motion-
less, gizing s ill at thespot from which the horse
has disappeared, when, borne through the still-
ness, across Lhe water, comes another sound—
the prolonged, distresstul how! of & dog.

That is enough to determine any doubt she
may have as to the thing to do. With one swift
movement, she turns the boat and rows rapidly
toward the shore, gaining which, she springs
out, makes the boat fast with trembling, eager
hands, then breaks through the dense growth of
alder and willow, and steps into the road,

Her ear has guided her rightly. Not ten
paces from her lies the prostrate figure of a man,
b{ the side of whom crouches the dog whose
p aintive howls have drawn to his muster’s side,
in that master’s sore extremity, the heart which
would dare all things to serve him. Twilight
has rendered every ohject indistinct, but if it
were midnight, Kate would know the man who
lies before her. She does not ‘ntter a sound as
she kneels heside him and lifts his head, but her
face is pale as marble aud well nigh a« rigid as
his own. Ishe dead?! Shecannot tell, but it is
certain that he is unconscious, and it is also
certain that he has been wounded and is bleed-
ing profusely. The red tide which flows almost
directly from his heart covers her hands as she
touches him, and brings from her pale lips the
first cry which she has uttered.

It needs no experience to tell her that if this
is not stopped, death must easue very soon. But
what can she do? To leave him lying here
while she goes for help, is utterly impossible.
Apart from the fact that she could hardly tear
herself from the place of which she might say,
as Thekla of Max’s grave,

“ That single spot is the whole earth to me,”

to go even for five minutes would be to leave
him at the mercy of his enemy, whoever that
enemy “may be. *‘I could not do much to de-
fend you, my poor love,” she thinks; ‘‘but I
could die with you, and I would—I would 1"

Baut time is passing, and something must be
done—so she tells herself in agony—and what is
it to be? She looksat the dog, and the memo:
of the note he brought her on that night, whic|
seems a century ago, suggests the thought of
sending him for assistance. But Fairfields is
the nearest house, and Fairfields is more than
mile away—can she wait?! Can ke wait, who
lies as if already dead before her ! With every
nerve strained to the utmost tension, she listens.
—praying for the sound of a footstep, for the
tread of a horse’s hoof. 1f some one would
come |—oh, if some one would only come! But
there is no sound save the sighing of the breeze
through the forest trees, and the rushing of the
river,

After a few minutes—which seem like lagging
hours—the suspense becomes intolerable, the
delay more than she can endure. There is an.
other road not far off, along which some one
may be ing, while she. kneels here as if

stricken dumb, and Tarleton’s life-blood ebbs -

away. The thought makes her rise to her feet,
and the next moment her clear voice is ringing
out on the falling night with a cry for help.
Again, and vet again, she sends it forth-——Rex
joining with his plaintive howl. As she pauses
a moment to gather renewed breath and strength,

there comes—yes, there certainly comes an an.
swor! From the other road a man’s voice re-




Marcm 25, 1882

: 183

CANAQ;AN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

lies. She utters another cry, as a guide for

is steps, then, with an inarticulate thanks-
giging, falls on her knees again by Tarleton’s
side.

Hardly a minute has elapsed when she hears
the familiar crash with which a horse takes a
fence, and the next moment arider comes dash-
ing down the road.

‘‘ What is the matter ¥” he asks, drawing up
quickly beside the group. ¢ What has hap-
pened here ¢’

*¢Oh, Mr. Proctor !"’ criex-Kate—*‘is it youn ?
Thank God ! This is Mr. Tarleton—he has been
shot. For Heaven's sake, see if he is dying "’

(T0 be continved.)

TAWHIAO, KING OF THE MAORIS.

The visit of the King of the Maoris, to Auck-
land, New Zealand has been the occaxion of a
tremendous reception by the European popula-
lation, and bids fair to put an end to the enmity
which has for so' many vears made the Maori
name the terror of New Zealand settlers. The
account of the King which follows is taken from
the columns of the New Z aland Herald.

In-our impression of te-day we give a po trait
of the Maorf King, Tawhiao, who, during the
last week hak been the guest of the Auckland
c_itizens, and the recipi-nt of more congratula-
tions and honors than ever fell to the lot of any
man in_Auckland. Elsewhere in our columns
will be found full accounts of the manner jin
which Tawhiao and the chiefs of his party have
been received, and reports  of the speeches that
have been delivered. To obtain from a chief
like Tawhiao an autobiographical sketch is a
matter of considerable difficulty, and it would
have been utterly impossible but for the skill
and tact of Mr. C. O. Davis. We found Tawhiao
in ted about 8 o’clock on Tuesday evening, and
somewha! fatigued by sight seeing, which is in-
deed not to be wondered at. hen he heard
our oliject, however, he professed himself willing
to answer any uestions. B fore giving his nar-
rative, we may state that the ancestry of Tawhiao
and the connectinns of his family render him
the most illustrious and influential chicfin New
Zealand. No Maori chief is truly great unless
he can (after the mauner of certain Euglish
nobles, whose “ancestdfs ** ¢ame over with the
Conqueror”) trace his descent to some of those
who came in the first eanoes from Hawaiki.
Tawhiao can do this, his ancestor being Hotonni,
who came in the canoe Tauinui, which made the
land at Kawhia. The ancestor, however, who
makes the greatest figure in the history of the
family is Tapaue, who had a number of children.
who did well ia the world, and founded quite
a number ot tribes, who exist to this day. ’Phese
children were :— Te Rorokitna, who was *he
ancestor of the Ngatipaoa; Te Putu, Tahan,
Te Apa, Huiarangi, Ratua, Hikaurua. The son
of Te Putu was Tawhia whose son was Tuata,
whose son was Te Rauiuganga, whose son was
Te Wherowhero, whose son was the present Taw-
hioa. The name of Tawhiso’s mother was.
Whakaawi, a woman of high birth of the Ngati-
mahutu tribe,

Tawhiao’s narrative was as follows : ~I was
born at a place called Orongokoekoea, at Mokau.
The who'e of the Waikatos had been driven from
Waikato by the invasion of Hong, with his
muskets, and the tribes had suffered greatly
when the pa was taken at Matekitaki (near
Alexandra.) The whole of the Waikatos were
living at Mokau when I was born, irum fear of
Pomare. (The fail of Matakitaki took place in
1823, and Tawhiao would probably be born a
year or twp later.) We did not remsin long at
Mokau affer the death of Pomare. (Pomare was
killed in 1832.) We came back to Haaurua,
Kopua, and other places I lived at Honipaka,
in the Waipa. The Ngatitipa were at Haurha.
Te Rauparaha had gone south long betore that
time, in prosecution of his conquests at Cuok’s
Straite. Some of Rauparaha’s people, however,
the Ngatitoa and Ngatikoata, came to Mataki-
taki, and were slain there, Te Waharoa (Wil-
liam Thompeon's father) was then living at
Horatiu, answ did not move. The Ngapuhi did
did not attack him. Pomare made peace with
Takurua. Waikato heard that peace had been
made. At this time Te Wherowhero had gene
to Taupo. Rauropa said to Pomare, ¢ Go back
to your cwn country,” but Pomare would not
consent. Rauroha said, ¢ You have made peace
with me ; look at Matire.” (Matire Toha was
subsequently married to Kati, Te Wherowhero’s
broth-r, on the peace-making between Waikato
and Ngapuhi. She still lives at-Mangere.) Te
Wherowhero wished to go to Pomare, but Te
Kanawa resisted his desire, thinking there would
be treachery.
Waikato. "He was met in battle by the Ngati-
tipa, the Ngatitamaoho. .Te Abo, a son of Ku-
kutei, shot Pomare’s fingers off, and when his
peaple djscovered that Pomare was wounded,
they fled. The fight took place at Te Rore, on
the Waipa, and the Ngapuhi fi'd to Whaingarod
(Raglan.) The chase coutinyed to Te Aukau, and
as far as Awhitu. ] remember when Matire Toha
was brou. ht to Waikato’to ba married to Kati.
1 remember the great crowds that wers sssembl
at the time. Te Kihirini. brought Matire to
Waikato. She was vety -young then,. The first
Europrans we saw wiis ot KgWhisi.. The first I
remelnber was Captaln Kent. The first' mis-
sionaties in Waikatd were Stack, Hawlin, Wil.
liams, and Morgan. The missiouaries told us
that we should be burned up uuless we believed.

L, myself, was baptized by the vame Matutaera,

at Mangere, by Mr. Burrows. | remember a
European coming to ask Te Wherowhero to si
the treaty of Waitangi. That European wn&:

Pomare insisted upon goin%npbo-

missionary, Mr, Maunsell. (The Ven. Arch-
deacon Maunsell.) The Maori he had with him
was Tipene Tahatika. Te Wherowhero said he
would not sign. Mr. Maunsell remarked to
Tipene,  This ignorant old man, if he had
sVivgned I would have given him a blanket.”” Te

herowhero’s name was afterwards put to the
treaty, but it was written by Te Kahawai, not
by himself. I was at the great meeting at Re-
muera. That was when Fitzroy was Governor.
The principal speaker were Wetere te Kaunae
aud Te Katipa. Guvernor Fitzroy visited Kaw-
hia. The Rev. Mr. Whiteley and the mission-
aries had heen there long before that time.
When Sir G-orge Grey came he visited Rangia.
whia, Te Awamutu, and other settlements in
Waikato. He had thirty Maoris as his follow-
ing. 8ir George Grey pointed out Mangere as a
place for Te erowhero, He said to my father,
“ Come to Mangere, the land is for you.” I
never attended any of the Mission schools, Sir
George Grey put up a cottags at Pukekawa (at
the cricket ground at the Domain), so that he
might have a place when he came to Auckland.

By this time it was getting late, and Tawhiao
was wearied with going about all day long. Our
reporter had therefore, to make a considerable
jump in the narrative. In answer to a question
about the beginning of the war (after Te Whero-
whero’s death, anﬁ when Tawhiao had been
chosen King), Tawhiao said : I was at Rawhitu,
a few miles above Rangiriri, when I heard that
the soldiers had crossed the Mangatawhiri. Heta
Tarawhiti and a few others were with me. The
Waikatos were then at Rangiriri and other
places. 1 warned them to avoid the soldiers.
When I heard that the soldiers had crossed the
Mangatawhiri I warned the Maoris to avoid the
soldiers. I told them they should not meet the
soldiers on the line of the Waikato river, put
should go inland by Whangamarino to Paparata,
and then to the Kirikiri. (Apparently this was
Tawhiao’s military plan, instead of constructing
pas on the river, like Meremere and Rangiriri.
If his advice had been taken, the line of our
advance would have heen theatened, and the
settlements arcund Auckland placed in great
danger.) The next thing I heard wis thata
battle had been fought at the Koheroa, and that
the people I had sent to evade the soldiers had
also gone and-fought at the Koheroa. Tapihana
was the chief mamw wiegy] had charged. 1 sent
a message also to Mohi i Ihoaka (occupyin
the se tlement at Pukekohe, the Kirikiri an
adjacent places), to tell them to come out from
the r villages. The engineer ofthe pa at Raugiriri,
who directed its forma:ion, was Te Wharepu. 1
told the people that thty should retire to the
depth of the forest to evade the troops. The others
would not consent. Te Wharepu was the leader
of the others. They said, ** We will not agree ;
if our blood must be shed, let it be shed on our
own land at Waikato.” I was at the fight at
Rangiriri. Wiremu Tamehaha and myself went to
Rangiriri, and requested the people to move away
from that place. That was the object of both
Thompson and myself in going. A dozen times
I tried to persudide them to break up from Ran-
giriri, but finding that our efforts were unsuccess-
tul, we lift. The balls were then flyiug in all
directions. I took refuge Lehind a flax bush. A
bullet passed close to me, and struck the bush.
I wes not injured. I had a gun and cartridgs
box. I saw some of my people escaping. I told
them' to be swift. and move on. They said,
* You must look after yourself ; are you not in
dauger 1"’ I said, ** No, I will rest a while here.”
I took off my coat and vest, and, after a while,
I succeeded in getting on board a canoe belong-
ing to Ngatitamaoho, and in making my escape.
Previously ten guns were levelled at me, and a
big gun also. Messengers had gone before, and
told the people that 1 was safe. )

By this time, Tawhiso wanted a quiet siole,
and our reporter invited Wahanui, who was in
theroom, topursue the narrative of the warfrom
the Maori side. But he made an objection, and,
at.er our reporter had driven him from that, he
took refuge in another. During the conversation
various matters of controversy between the races
had cropped up, as to whether we were justified
in crossing the Mangatawhiri. Referring to
these, Wahanui said, * I do not think it would
be right for me to continue the narrative.
Standing on Mr, Firth’s lawn the other day, I
said—you were there and heard me—that I was
desirous that all these old controversies should
be buried. I have my own opinion on those
matters, but if 1 went on with this parrative,
people would say, ¢ Here is this man Wahanui,
after saying that he would bury all those eld
sitbjécts of dispute, dragging-tham all up agsin
to the light of day.” Our reporter said h¢wanted
the statement, net to caunse-ggontroversy, but
simply as history, But Wahinui- refused : to
move; while Tawhizo smoked Qis pipe and said
nothing. .. N 2 )

Our portrait is froih ‘an excellent photograph
taken by Mr. R. H. Bartlett of Queen-Street,
Aucklasd. =

A ROMANCE OF A CENTURY AGO.

On the 22d of Decetnber, 1788, the floor of the
Senate-chamber at Annapolis was filled to over-
flowing by stately dames and geritle ‘maidens
who had ‘ocked to the Capitol as if the weight

intrusted to their wise deliberations. Washing-
ton,the mighty yet unambitious hero of the time,

this day to lay down his laurels by resigning to
Congress his commission of commander-in-chief
of the brave. little army whose trinmphs he had

directed and whoee sufferings he had shared.

of state questions had been for this one hour’

while still the ido]l of the public heart, was.on.

Walker and Colonel David Humphreys, and the
officers appointed as escort, Washington entered
the hall where the assembled Congress awaited
him, every manly voice among the spectators
cheering, and every feminine kerchief wavingan
enthusiasm of approval and welcome; but the
cheers were hushed into bLreathless silence b
the first words of the great hero’s dignified udY
dress, to which General Mifflin, as President of
theISonate, made an eloguent and appropriate
reply. .
On Washington’s left stood the valiant sol-
dier Colonel Jshn Eager Howard, of Marylgnd,
and facing Colonel Howard, conspicnous among
the foremost group of Senators, was General
Read, of South Carolina, the hero of this short
legend of a by-gone love. How little did either
of these young men, strangers to one another,
dream of the day to come when a son and
daughter of each were to become husband and
wife to the daughter and son of the other !
Many were the men whose names were already
distinguished, or to become historic, who were
prescnt, either as members of Congress or spec-
tators of the impressive scene. Madison, Jeffer-

| son, Monroe ; Lee of Virginia, Osgood of . Mas- .

sachusetts, Morris of Pennsylvania, McComb of
Daleware, and General Otho Williams, Generals
Swith and Swan, of Maryland. The well-known
Charles Carroll of Carroliton was accompanied
by his two duughters,one of whom was afterward,
as M, Caton, motther to the celebrated trio of
American beauties who became respectively Lady
Stafford, the Marchioness of Wellesley, and the
Duchiess of Leeds.

But absorbing as was the attention given to
Washington by the august assemblage of heroes
and patriots, whe recognized in him the greatest
hero and patriot of any, the young Carolinian’s
eyes wandered up to the gallery ubove, where
Mrs. Washington, with her young grandchildren
at her knee, was seated in all the dignity and
legitimate pride of the wife who crowns h:rself
with her husband’s glory. i
Grouped around her chair were the three
Calvert sisters, Maryland’s blood royal, the
family of Lord "Baltimore ; and never was the
fame of Maryland beauty better maintained than
;’f the contrasting loveliness of the youngest,

iss Ariana Calvert, with the more brilliant
charms of her elder sisters, who had been es-
poused daring all the p-rils of the war, both on
the same evening, the one by Washington's
step son, Parke l'gustis, and the other by Mr,
George Stuart, of Maryland.

It is told of these gentlemen that each re-
ceived the announcement of the birth of a son
—born on the same day, a year after the mar-
riage—while on the battle-field.
ut it was not the rich bloom or dark eyes of
the beautiful young ‘matrons which so riveted
the attention of the young Southerner that even
the sublime presence of Washington was for a
while forgotten. To his eyes the youngest sister
was much the fairest; and he gazed up at the |
unconscious young girl until the friend at his
elbow, Mr. James Monroe —too thorough a Vir- '
ginian not to recognize the phenomenn of a love
at first sight—whispered her name in his ear,
and the offer to present him before the lidy
quitted Annapolis town for her home in the
conatry. The offer was gratefully accepted, and
ere the winter was half over Myins\Cn vert was
affianced to her eager and enraptured youn,
lover ; butnot, alas | with the entire consent an

vaﬁprobntion of her family and friends, and
t

ence arose the clond which darkened the
horizon of this love legend.

As usnsl, that passion youth deifies, age coldly .
ignored. The Carolinian was wealthy, of pro-
minent position and good birth, and of dis- |
tinguished education ; but the lady was threat- |
ened with decline. She was al<o the youngest
darling of the household ; her sisters had mar- l
ried ro well, yet remained in their midst; and
her family grew more and more reluctant that
this comparative stranger should bear away their
tender and fragile flower to his far-off Southern '
home, to pine away, and die perha}l)s, out of |
sight and hearing of those who had loved her
from her cradle ; and the angered lover sais the
feeble health of bis lady-love give way under
the conflict of duty with feeling, until she be-
came indeed seriously ill.

But the passionate South
the woman of his heart:

er was not to have
ited to his wishes.

Ariana Cslvert to an early death could not per-
mit her to sacrifice family affection to her own
and her love’s happiness. What bitter tears and
f ltering words were exchanged in their parting
none ‘can tell ; but the miniatures, given once
as the fair tokens of union, each still retained,
to be sorrowfal oomsolation and reminder of a
life-lon} separation. — ELIZABETH RxzaD, in

Ha s Magazine for April.

TW0 ADVENTUROUS DOGS,

It is not difficult to form an attachmsnt bor.
dering on_affection for a faithful dog. The
nestion where instinet ends and where reason
%egins is still an unsolved problem. Many a
wise man has taken a whole world of comfort
out of his dog. Dr. John Brown, of Edinburgh,
has written one of the most charming of modern
books, a8 a sort of memorial of ¢ Raﬁ,” a grand
old mastiff whose life was well worth recording.
George Eliot was not unmindful of dogs, and in
Adem .Bodo gives & young-tady this pisce of &8
vice : * Hev a dog, miss, hev a dogs, you can
tell all your secrets to him and he’ll never blab,”

There are not many well regulated homes with-
out & dog as one of the best loved and best cared

Accompanied by his aides, Colonel Benjamin '

The sensibility which could doom the gentle ; of this world 1" asked “the

for members of the family.- In a recent
issue of the Photo, portraits of two remarkable
dogs were given, the first of which was

GYP, THE RAILWAY TRAVELER.

OF all the travelers on the Chicigo & Alton,
few were more regular or more intelligent than
Gyp. He wis accustomed for years to travel
between Chicago and St. Lonis. Hi- home was
at Springfiel |, but for years he was in the habit
of paying visits at the interve-ning stations. He
was a welcome dead-head on the line. All the
conductors and many of the regular travelers
knew him well. H= would ‘* lay off’ just where
his sweet will dictated — sometimes at Dwight,
sometimes at Bloomington, and sometimes at St.
Louis. If he came on to Chicago he would be
sure to return by the next tr:in. He never
stayed long in Chicago; he must have got the
impression that Chieigo was a wicked city. And
yet that could hardly be the reason, for in the

- summer time he would stay whole days in 8t.

Louis. And no being, man or dog, ever flies
from the wickedness of Chicago to St. Louis
without discovering that he has jumped out of
the frying-pan into the fire. Alas! for poor
Gyp ! Every dog has his day, but Gyp’s day of
disaster came at last. He was erossing the line
at Atlanta when the eastern-bound train came
upon him too quickly, and he got one of his
forelegs badly injured. Then there was & howl
and a wail, such as a human being would make
who was in helpless excruciating pain. Every-
body was sorry for Gyp, and the sympathy mani-
fested only made the poor old dog’s yrateful
looks appear more impressive. His leg had to
be amputated. But he bore the operation bra-
vely and licked the hands that did the painful
work. Poor old Gyp ! His rambles are not guite
over, but they are much curtailed. But he does
not seem much distressed. He leads on the
whole, what seems to be a happy dog life. Long
may be live ! And while he does he will be sure
to be the pet of the railway men. -

MILITARY BOB.

‘‘ Bob”' is altogether a different dog from Gyp,
but he has a history, too. One glance at his
portrait revealed a dog of strong individuality o
character. There are dogs an1 dogs, and Bob is
out of the common line. Bob is the soldier’s
friend, the pet of the barracks and the camp.
He has smelt powder many a time, and has been
a brave companion of the guard through many
a dark and crangerons night. At drill, at mess,
or on the march Bob 13 to be seen, and has
earned the name of ¢ prideof the regiment. He
knows enough, or seems to know enough, to
marshal an army. It is wonderful how uncom-

| monly wise Bob can look. There is a good deal

of pride in the valiant old boy. He holds very
little intercourse with the creatures of his race.
Now and again he gets into a fight,- and when
he does he generally comes off conqueror. He
is growing old, his teeth are all gone. If there
is a ** happy hunting ground” for dogs beyond
the bounds of time, Bub will have a high place
in the canine elysium.—Chicago Photo.

HUMOROUS.

MorTo for successful schoolmaster—* I've got
1’m on!" B Ed

Up To SNUFF—The tobacconist.” And no mat-
ter how high up suoff gets either. B

It isn’t the whisky in Kentucky t.llat makes
misobief ; it is the whisky in Kentuokians.

WsEN a man has no mind of his own, ke can
alvays fiad & woman who cas give him a piece of hers,

NEvER my ¢ dye”—Certainly not ; every-
body with any gumption always alludes to it as hair-
wash. . o

A CoNNECTIOUT schoolboy’s composition upon

the horse deccribes it as ‘' an animal having foar legs,
one at each corner. :

IRISH SYMPATHY.—“‘Sorra a ha’penny of rent
I till the mpm are released; and t!
saints keep them in I” may_the

MINISTERIAL STATEMENT.—* Rabbits,’’ said
& distinguished member of the present Cabinet, * should
be three inohes longer ; then I could hit them."”

* I THINK the goose has the advantage of you,”
said a laudlady to an inexpert boarder who was oarving.
* Guess it has, mam—in age,” was the withering retort.

AN old sailor was observed to be always han
mbont thedoor of & church when s ma; ch 'E:

de

g place. He explaloed that he liked to see the ti
golug out. )

** WHAT is meant by the pompe and vanities

* Them flowers on your ha " re J
witted schorer yo t, mum,” replied the ‘qntok
GERMAN CHARITY.—Gretchen ; * Mamms, as
Q:u thatol‘d beggar, a deep compassion fills my soul.”
mma : *‘ Did you give the poor mac anything 1"
Gretohen : * Certainly—a friendly smile.” )
WE often hear of 2 woman marrying a man
to reform him ; but no one ever tells about a man marry-
DR 8 woman to reform her. Men are modest and don't
talk much about their good deeds. . i

The WALKER HOUSE, Torento.

This popular new hotel is provided with all
meodern improvements ; has 125 bedrooms, eom-
modious parlours, public and private dining-
rooms, sample rooms, and passenger elevatar.

The dining-rooms will -comfortably seat’ 200
ﬁssta, and the bill of fars is acknowl to
be unexcelled, being furnished withi all the deli-
cacies of the season. T

The location is convenient to the. pring pal

snthoat withrves h%

railway stations, stesnrbos ng

rves,
;:;lel:alel houses ;'nd ﬁP:rliament Build Bg.s.
is hotel commands a fine view of Toromto Bay
aid Lake Ontario, readering it a pleasant resort
for tourists and travellers at all seapons.

Terms for board $2.00 day. Special
momum made with fu‘:i“liu :id parties
ning one week or more.

&



CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Marcu 26, 1882.

ALY <Sn»

T Iwraa 4884,
Tee0f = some Pacinsn.

DS R——

s N z‘.}.;\\\}-\\\
My

B
"

Wy

AR
ASHN
i

+ ¢ W/
] .~
=

Zoi
Cewvenry

r

A Nsren,

IS

LE T hes py

FREDBEEICTON,

ARNSEABIY

HOoi wpr OGP

NEW

THE

¥

ATENING




Marcn 25, 1882,

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

i v \\\ 4 ‘i , Y
TN R T ~
R . 5
A Y ek
0 \\‘\ N

ALY

\~""-=-"»-'V' >,

a

N

N

N

N
ZHNN IR

A COUNTRY SLEIGH RIDE.—Drawny sy W. A. Rocens,




186

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS

MarcH 25, 1882.

THE SEA-MAIDBN.

A TILE PICTURE.

There was a lily and rose sea-matden
Io marvellous deptbs of far-away seas,

Whose eyes were blue, and whose head was laden
With lominous oar's like the heney of bees.

Half hidden by aorals and swaying rushes
And vines of the Ocean, she sat arrayed
Inatr 1 veil of deli blush
And robes of quivering light and shade.

The suu fish rame to worsbip her graces,
The dog-fish lingered and marvelled beside,
And she gayly smiled in their whimsical faces,
Aund sang them songs till they laughed or cried.

A poet of earth looked down apon her,
md loved. and beckoned, and told his love ;
Bat ber soul was noy with a sea-maiden's bonor,
And she would not go to the world above.

8o there he staid by the orystulline water ;
He leaned aud gazed with heart on fire;
And died at last for the ocean’s daughter—

Died of sorrow and long desire.

And still she sits in the peace of cosan—
Thé peace of tha mouth of the coean caves—
A damsel. without an earthly emotion, -

Who cares not for men, theit loves, or their graves. -

Thus. deep in calms of woman's lifs, covers
Hersolf snme maiden, on aureate sands

Of duty and innoaence, far from lovers,
From beatings of bearts and reachings of hands.

—J. W. DE FOREST, in Harper's

A SAFE ANCHORAGE.
(Continued.)

Mrs. Mostyn was buried in the Southampton
cemetery, where long hefore she had laid her two
infant sons. Mary had never h-en there since
the funeral, and I had promised to take her there
one dav,

80 one afternoon we set off, taking with us a
basket of «xquisite roses pluckﬂf from her
mother's favorite trees. 1t was a lovely day at
the eud of June, and the cemetery had never
looked more praceful and beautiful, with the
folden sunliggt filtering through the fresh green

eaves and glowing on the masses of roses of
every hue that srept and twined aund clustere.l
everywhere around us.

Mrs. Mostyn's " grave was in a shady corner ;
the small railed enclosure was wreathed with
roses and ivy, which nearly hid the white stone
on the children's grave, We laid the flowers
we had brought at the head an.l foot of the still
brown earth that covered Mary’s mother, and
then, thinking that she would like to be alone,
Ileft Mary sitting dowu to rest on & neighbour-
ing grave and went off to speak to the sextou,
whom I saw at a little distance, When I came
back, I saw that she had been crying. I satdown
beside her, and we fell 1o speaking of those two
dear ones now gone. )

How quiet it wag ! Not a soul except our-elves
was there ; the sun was sinking low, and the
long slanting rays lighted up the pure white
and rich red of the roses on the grave and played
on Mary's pale face an her long-lashed down-
cast eyes.

*“I hope the stone for mother will be put up
before we go awsy,” she said presently, |
want to see everything done before I leave
Greenbank. Aunt Fanny’s home is so far away
in Cornwall that I don’tknow when [ shall see
Southampton again after | have once left it.”

““Mary,” I remrked, after a pause, ‘“ [ have
never yet told you what your father’s last words
to me were.”’

“ I"thought I knew al), Douglas. Was there
any reason why I should not have heard be.
fore ¥’ :

“*1 thought there was ; but now 1 will tell
you. Hoe said, ‘ Take care of my little Mary,
Douglas.’ *

Her eyes filled with tears ; but she did not or
would not understand. )

““Indeed you have taken care of me,” she said
simply. *] don't know what would have be-
ccome of me withotit you ; and we are trusting to
you to help us abont letting Greenbauk too.”

“It wasa different sort of taking care he
meant, dear—the care that a man takes of what
is dearer to him than life, the care that I would
take of my wife, Mary.”

We were both silent; her head drooped
lower, and heavy tears were falling on her clasp-
ed hands. I took them in mine.

“‘ There—now the secret’s out at last; and
hard work it has been to keep it so long, What
is it to be, dear 1’ .

““Oh, no,” she sobbed, half turning from me
—**n0, no, Douglas—dear, kind old friend! 1
know your good generous heart—that you think
the best way you can fulfil: my father’s last re-

uest is by asking me to marry you. But, oh,
?cnn't let you do thut! It’is impossible—it
cannot be.”

Blundering idiot that I had been, to put it to
her in such a fashion !

“Of course,” 1 said h+m"ly, I have made
a wretched muddle of the whole thing, making
you believe that I asked you to be my wife only
out of pity. Pity indeed ! Oh, what a clamsy
brute lpam "

 Oh, uo, no; don't sav that 1"’ —faintly,

#*But | am, though. However, we will have
1o, more mistakes uhout this. Mary, my dar-
ling, will you b Lieve m- when I say that, even
brelgre we left in ths Runnymede, it was my earn-
st desire to tell you how | loved vou, but the
Déctor thought you were too young, and made
mé§ wait until we shonld get home? He knew
it%ﬂ along, and it was his dearest wish that I

might find you heart-whole and willing to give
me the loye of your heart.”

How she trembled. . But still she said no-
thing. -

“? know, dear, that I am much older than
you are, that there is no romance about me —for

| L am only yourold friend whom you have known
(ifz, anda

all your oor wretch of a purser into
the bargain ; but I love you better than life,
Mary. Can you love me a little too ¥

My arm was round her now. With a sudden
movement she turned and hid her face upon my
breast.

“Will you try to love me? I whispered
again.

She half raised her head, and a desp blush—
the first color that I had seen on her white face
for weeks—spread over her cheeks.

‘I think I must have loved you all my life,
Douglas—though how much I never knew till
now.”

We sat talking until one of the gardeners
came to tell us that the gates were being closed.
As we rose to go, Mary stooped and plucked a
half-opened white rose, and silently gave it to
me. Y:is very brown and faded, but 1 have it
still.: . .7 . - . - :
Otr engagement lasted only a month, for ]
there were many reasons why we should be mar-
ried at once. rs. Lorraine had been a long
time from home, and was anxious to return
soon ; and my only desiry was to have Mary to
myself, and to give her the love and care that
none but a husband could bestow. The few
Decessary arrangements were simple and easily
made. Greenbank wasto be left in charge of
old Hannah, Mary’s former nurse and présent
factotum, with the young servant for company ;
for I intended to take Mary abread and give her
a thorough change of scene. The marrisge was
to be the quietest p ssible. Weshould drive to
the church with aunt Fanny, and go off almost
at once to Southampt.n, en route for the Con-
tinent,

I had occasion t» go to Portsmouth a week be-
fore the wedding ; and, as I was going down the
High Street. who should come out of * The
G-orge” but Sir Hugh Seymour! He made me
g0 back with him to Inncheon, and 1 had to tell
him all sbout Mary and our appreaching mar.
riage.

L) Poor little " girl, poor little girl1” he said
several times. . ““ A%, she’s had a terrible time
ofit! You must he very good to her, Adair,

“for she has no one but you now. And who is to

be there " he asked presently,

‘* Only ourselves and Mrs, Lorraine,” I an-
swered. .

‘‘ Then who will vive her away !’

Upon my word, 1 had never thought of that
part of the buginess until that moment. Now I
remembered that we nad not secured any one to
perform the necessary duty. The Doctor being
#b only child, Lhere were no near relatives on his
side ; most of his wife’s people were dead, and
Mary's nearest male relative, Patrick Lorraine,
wa« in India with hix regiment.

‘‘ Do you think,” S r Hugh asked, ‘“ that she
would let me take her father's place? 1 would
notintrude for the world ;_but T think, if Miss
Mostyn knew how greatly I velued and esteemed
the Doctor, she would not refuse to grant my
request. You ask her, Adair, and let me know,
1 am here for the next ten dags.”

Mary was greatly tonched when I told her of
the skipper's offer, made in away 8o thoughtfal
and delicate that my rongh style of putting it
does not at all convey ; so we gratefully ac-
cepted his proffered kindness.

g‘he d.y arrived in due course, and with it Sir
Hugh ; and we four drove quietly ‘to the little
Kray church. Although we lmiytried hard to
keep the matter secrot, the day and hour had
become known, .as such things will leak out ;
and quite a goodly congregation awaited us,
many of them the poor and whom Mary
and her mother has(;lelpedvan comforted, and
who had hohbled up the hill from the village to
give theirblessings to their *“ own you lady.”

As she passed up the aisle on Sir Hugh's arm,
in hersoft gray dress and white bonnet—for she
had put off ?:r mourning for this day—1I saw the
tears in those dim old eyes, and hea d the bless-
ings of those feeble tremulous voices, and I be-

an to think that, well as I'believed I knew
ger, I had not learnt the half of Mary’s goodness
yet. .
I was glad when it was over, for the strain
was almost too much, though she was outward]
calm and composed. The presence of Sir Huql{
was a real help and comfort to her, and she did
not break down nntil, just before we went away,.
he clasped round her neck a magnificent locket
containing an exquisite portrait of her father H

‘and then, as he touched her brow with his lips

and said t.enderﬁ', * Heaven bless .yoy, my
child 1" there fell from Mary’s eyes the first
tears she had shed on her wedding-day.

I took my wife to Brittany first, intending to
g0 on to Germany ; but she was so charmed with
the lovely country and quaint people that she
be, we might go no farther. So we wandered |
ou from one fretty little quiet place to another,
Duy by day I saw the color returning to her
cheeks, and her langnid step regaining more of
its old lightness ; and I was rejoiced to find
that my constant efforts to cheer angd. comfort
her were not without success. .- So-we lingered
on ; and, as the autumn waa late and fine, it was
not until November that we rsturned to_Green-
bank, where we sottled déern E a quiet, happy,
uneventful life, . . L Py -

When the next late satuma cdme, our little
Dmglu was born ; and now indeed Mary was
comforted. 80 a second winter passed. - Sud-

Australian station.
ment_for Sir Hugh,

denly one day in early spring I got my appoint?
ment to the #ood-Pigeon, under orders for the
It was aterrible disappoint-
who had always kept up

friendly intercourse with us, was expecting to be

mised to apply for me as his-

appointed to the Channel Fle

from him the next day said ¢

‘tymaster.

et, and had pro-
A note
at he found he was

not likely to be employed for several months, so

retire ; I mustsimply go.

alone, and T once more on

my safe,

blue water.

there was no help for it. I counld not afford to

The day of pirting came at last. Mary was
1 soon
shook down again to my old life; and some.
times as I worked at my books and overhauled
it seemed almost impossible to believe

the changs that had taken place since I was last

at sea.,

ut thers at the foot of my bunk hung

Mary's picture, and the little round-eyed white-
frocked mortsl on herlap was my son, and the

long line of illustrious Adairs.

We got out to our station  all right, and for
some months had to do *“senior officer” in the
abseiice of the Corimodore ' at New Zealand. As
soon as he returned, we were sent off to cruise

amoug the.islands ; several -outrages-on. British
mercli:sant ships had been committed recently,

| inheritor of my mame—and but little else—of a

and our duty was to find ont and chastise the

delinquents.

Wh n within two days of the firat
our rota—a place known as Curfew Isl n
the crew of a schooner called the Ki
sighted a small group of

been murdered—we

lace on
, where

ldare had

islets on our port bow, marked on the chart as

the Michaelmas Islands.

The inhabitants were

not known to be unfriendly ; and, as we wanted
fruit and vegetables, Captain Threlfal! determin-

ed to call there.
lay to off the largest of the

an hour we were boarded y

up, and in

It was about noon when we

half

several canoes,

whose occupants appeared very friendly; The
Commodore had sent us & marine to act as in-

terpreter,

he liaving picked up s fair knowledge

of some of the principal dialects in use on the
islands ; and he explained to the chief who had
come on board that we wished to buy fruit and

vegetables.
of the stores in calico, beads;
‘like.
ter was in readiness,

Our party consisted

It was agreed tha
we should send a boat ashore,

the
8, an

takin
fish-hoo

t towards evening

Tice
the.

8o, about an hour before sunset, the cut-
I, as paymaster, being in
charge of the commercial part of the expedition.
of Rice, the sub-lieutenant,

in command, myself, the ward-room .steward,

eight blue-jackets,
swain,

four marines. and the cox-
We beached the boat, leaving two men
in charge ; and I went up to the village, with
the coxswain, steward, and our interpreter, while

Rice and the rest of his crew made for s capse at

a little distance, with
brushwood for brooms.

the intention of cutting

I had been busy bargaining for twenty minutes,
when there arose a sudden noise of distant shout.
ing, which approached rapid ly, and our men

came tearing

own to the boat, followed by a
yelling crowd of savages brandishing clubs and

spears. In a twinkling the stretchers were out
of the catter, and a desperate fight was going
on, the sight of which to the chief was like a

spark of gunpowder.
in the boat, towards which 1

crying, *“ Who'll help Mr.

sudd n erushing blow descended

and I knew no more.
» -

my way, being some distance off.
danger, and in a moment he had leaped ashore,
Then a.
on my head,

Adairt”

- » *

long afterwards, in a dis

The others were nearly all
was trying to fight
I{ioe saw my

»

The unexpected fight had begun, as I learned
ute between a marine

and gome natives about the brushwood our.men
were cutting ; blows were soon exchanged, and

a free fight followed.

the shore, and the cutter mana
not without so:ue severe casna
Captain Threlfall immediately took a

men.

I was left for dead on
d to get away,
ties among our

strong fmrty of marines and blue.jackets ashore

in the
landed, the vil

aunch and the cotter; but, when they
was entirely deserted, and
they could only find & few decrepit old people,

who either could not or would not say what had

become of the others.

The island was large and

hilly, and the utmost that could be done was to

scour the country

in the immediate vicini

but no traces of the fugitives could be foung

and at last the hndinf-pnnylhad
timately re

the shris; and I was u
Admiralty

¢

the Michaelmas Islands.

a8 having been killed

to return to
orted to the
Yy Bavages at

My captors took me to a small vi
north coast of the island ; and I be
at fist their intention to kill .me. Bat I was

llage on the
lieve it was

saved by an old woman whose only son, a sub-
ordinate chief, had been killed in battle.
roorvcmtltre' was left desolate ; and, -seeing that

request was granted.
or some time I was ve
of the blow I had recei

tivity and the know!

The

still lived, she begged that she might have me
for a servant, to perform the dead warrior's
duties to her; and, after a long discussion, her

ill from the effects
aggravated by my
agony of mind -at the esl't)speot of a life-long ¢ (i

ge of what my wife wou

suffer on hearing the news of my fate. AsI grew
better, I began to fulfil my duties. ‘to old Tana-

vuka ; and
tion from d

goor old woman.: 8y abief work was' to ook me
sh and cultivats $he patehes of yams and swéet
potatoes rontd the :hut. . Terribly -monotonous

1t was, for, thej

her sight, and any-effort . t;

h Tunsvaks wes indencugh
in her way, she'wouid hardly lat ﬁq-ﬁﬁﬁt of

)

brought the who! of the villagetaftar.me.
peop?e uldop‘d&a”ny nfotice ot%’ﬂwhan

in gratitude to her for my preserva-
ath, I tried to.da all I could for-the

bave
The
once

the novelty of my white skin had passed off ;
but they watched me well. The north side of
the island was quite out of the track of passing
ships, which almost invariably made the south
shore, as we had done; so that any hope of
escape seemed remote indeed.

Still I never loat heart, and kept count of
time ; and the days wore on, uutil more than
two years had passed. Tanavuka was growing
very infirm ; and I dreaded her death. not know.
ing what might then become of me. At last she
did die, carefully tended to the last by m~. Then
I began to fear and expect that the chief would
claim me ; and, though now it was unlikely
that he would put me to death, yet 1 did not
like to think of being transferred to his owner.
ship. But, asit happened, his hands were pretty
full just at this time, as he was trying to quell
a revolt that had broken out in his own neigh.
borhood, and the few fighting-men in oursmall
village had all hurried off to the fray.

At suuset on the very day after Tanavuka’s
death an American whaler appeared in the off.
ing, bore up, anchored about g mile off, and
sent s boat on shore. Now or never was my
chance ! Istole thiough the wood behind the

hut, down.to.the creek where -Tanavaka's eanoq .-

lay, and paddied noiselessly down until I gained
the open sea, whan a glance showed me a large
whale-boat advancing rapidly. I hung back
until the boat had got clear of my course, as [
thought it best to get on board first before mak«
ing myself known ; then | gave way with a will,
and never slackened speed till I made fast at the
gangway of the Golden Gate,

No prince could have treated me more
than Sid that Yankee whaler. I had not a
paper, not a letter, to prove my identity—
nothing but my watch and chain, which poor
old Tanavaka hiad kept, and which | took from
her when she was dead. But Jim Seabury

nobly

trusted me.
““I believe you're a gentleman, for all your
savage rig,” he said, with his hand on my

shoulder ; * and, even if you were the biggest
rascal out of Fresco, 1'd help you to get out of
this heathen hole,’’

And—Heaven bless him !—he did help me ;
for the best of all he had he gave me ; and all
the time that.1 remained with him his kinduoess
could not have been exceeded by that of my own
father. At the end of three mounths we fell in
at Levuka with a Swedish barque homeward
bound to Swanses, in which Isecured a 188age,
for which Seabury paid, besides provi«ﬁng me
with a comfortable outfit and a hundred dollars
at parting into the bargain, h

‘ If you're a British naval officer, you won't
let me be the loser, I know. You can remit to
the British Counsulate at Frisco; and I'd trust
you if it were only for the sake of the face in
there ;" and he touched the locket that hung . at
my watch-chain. )

I thought he would have wrung my hand off
at parting ; and, as I watched his boat pull away
from the Ellida, I felt that I was parting from
the truest friend that ever map had.

We arrived safely at Swansca, afier a tedious
voyage ; and the first thing I did was to report
myselfat the Admiralty and prove my identity
to the satisfaction of the authorities, I found
on inquiry that Mary was alive, and drawing
her and the boy’s pensions regularly ; and, tak-
ing it for granted that she was stil] at Green-
bank, 1 never inquired about her address, but
hurried off to Southampton by the next train.

Bat here a grievons disappointment awaited
Greenbank was let to a family from India,
and Mary had removed to a distant part of
Devonshire. I got her address though— Laurel
Cottage,” Ayneworth ; and then, tired and down-
hearted, I retraced my steps to *‘ The Ranger,”
the little inn where I had so often put up in old
days. But it also had changed hands, and the
landlady was a stranger to me. She seemed to
know a good deal about Mary, however, and
told me all she knew, in answer to my questions,

“ Mrs. Adair left about a’year ago ;, she had a
good offer to let the cottage to Major Marshall—
and very like she’s not too well off, like many
officers’ widows. I think she's gone to be near
her aunt, who lives at Ayneworth Park with her
son Sir Patrick.”

“ 8ir Patrick !
Lorraine.”

““ Yes, sir; but he’s left the Army now ; for
nigh upon two years ago he came into the title
and estates on the death of his father’s cousin,
quite unexpected. The old gentleman’s only
son died sydden, and in few months Sir John
followed.”"

Here was:a_change | -Poor-penniless Pat Lor.
raine a rich Baronet ! Well, thank Heaven I
had not been received with bad news instead |

“ Mrs. Adsir was ill a long time after she
heard of her _husband’s -death,”’ my informant
continned ; “she .took on most dreadful, poor
lady ; and people said it was only the little boy
that kept her alive. Desr me, 8ir, it will be sad
work-for her to hear all you have tell her. What
ttont;les soms of vs have to go through, to be
sure !”

It was not until the next evening that I reach-
ed Ayneworth, .a little seaside villag: fir from
the main lifte. " I was directed to the Lorraine
Arms, where I ordered dinner at once. The
l;ndhdyif a‘comely, pleasant woman, waited on

he used to be only Captain

ofust of poli
once into_the qu'stions she was longing to ask as.
by buingss at Ayneworth. [ di not keep
waitiig long, for I was far too anxious my-
Yor the information | want-d, 1 said that I
had oply just reéturned from abroad, that I had

LY

been at the island where Mra. Adair’s husband

» &1d I couldaee that only the merest:
liteness kept her from plunging at:
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was killed, and that I had come to Ayneworth
to see his widow, who, I understood, lived at

Laurel Cottage. Could Mrs. Carey tell me any-

“thing about her !
~ What could not she tell me?! How, when old
Sir John died, Sir Patrick had brought his
mother tolive with him, and that afterwards
nothing would do but his cousin too must come
and settle down at the Cottage. Poor dear lady,
80 quiet and gentle, with her white face and
widow’s cap ; and so good and kind! There—if
any one was in trouble, they always went to her.
Fond of the little boy * Why, he was the very
light of her eves—a fine child, and very like
“ his ppor pa!"” Marry again ! Well, she didn’t
think it likely, though there was them as said
that Sir Patrick had eyes for no one but nis
cousin. She and her aunt were a gieat deal
together ; the old lady was getting oldish now,
but was just as sweet and good as ever. Where-
. abouts was the cottage ¥ Well, quite close to the
- park ; if you turned up the lane by the smithy,
-:that would bring you Eut the garden wall, .-
" 1 had decided upon first making myself known
to Sir Patrick, and allowing him or Mrs. Lor-
" raine to break the news to my wife ; and I wished
to see him, it poesible, that evening.

1 went up the lane by the smithy, and followed
it for about three hundred yards, when I came
to a low stone wall, with a thick privet hedge on
the other side ; and from Mrs. Carey’s descri
tion I at ouce recognized the garden of Laurel
Cottage, the white chimneys of which 1 conld
just see through the trees. I could not resist
taking & look st Mury’s garden, and, climbing
the wall, I saw a break in the hedge. The clear
moonlight showed a neat trim lawn, with Tose-
trees and flower-beds. What else there might
been I did not see ; for down the wnlk,clqle to the
-hedge, came two figures; a man in, eveping dress
and a lady in a long black gown and white cap.
It was my Mary and 8ir Patrick Lorraine.

1 slipped to the ground and remained perdu
where I stood. I could not but stop and listen,
remembering Mrs. Carey’s words; and I was
hungering for the sound of my wife’s voice.

It was 80 perfectly quiet that as they advanced
I could hear how earnestly they were talking ;
and | held my breath to listen. They stopped
Just on the ether side of the hedge. Sir Patrick
was speaking.

*1 have heen patient, Mary; you know I
bave. All this while 1 have never said a word
until to-night ; but I can’t be silent any longer.
I have loved you so long, my dear; and now
that you are sad and lonely I love you only the
more."”

“ No, no, Pat, you mustn’t say that ! Pray

" don’t! You can’t tell how you distress me. Say
' - no more, dear Pat 1" .

It wus her own voice; but, oh, how sad it
was !

** My dearest, only say that I may try to win
your love, and that perhaps in time you might
be able to care for me enongh to marry me. Let
me take care of you, love and comfort you, as I

" could only do if you were my wife.”

‘ Pat, Pat’’ — what a sob that was I— ** you
must surely know that I shall never have any
love to give you ! You were always my dear con-
sin ; but you can never be more to me now.

*“No love to give me! Do you mean that ?
No, it can’t be! Itisn’t that you love—that
there is some one else in my place? Say it is
not that, Magy ¥’

**But it is that, for I do love some one else
too well ever to be able to love you as you
wish 1" )

My head dropped between my handson to the
stone wall. Oh that I had died before 1 had
heard such words from my wife’s lips! Oh that
Heaven would let me die now, that my death
might deliver her and myself from a double
misery ! The solid ground seemed to have

one thing, Mary, won't yout [am your boy’s |
godfather. Let me, as far as | can, fill his fa-
ther’s plice by taking upon myself the whole
charge of his future ; and that shall be, Mary,
Jjust as you and his father would have wished it
to be. Will you promise me this for his sake,
and to show me you have forgiven me I’

Mary ]promised; and it seemed to give him
some little comfort in what | knew must be his
grest sorrow. Heaven bless him! Not once

ad he tried to tempt her with his Wweglth and
title, with the splendid home he could"give her,
the ease and luxury she might have as Eis wife,
He had pleaded bis love honestly and humbly,
and, chivalrous gentleman as he was, not by
one word had he tried to shake her love for her
dead husband.

I made my way back to the inn ; but it was
long before sleep came to me—I conld only
think of what happiness the morrow would
brin? to her and to me,

I found my way early next moruning to the
Park-—so early indeed that Sir Patrick was stil]
at breakfast. I was shown into the fibrary ;
and, on my message being t ken to him that |
desircd to see him on important business, he
sent word to say that he would be with me im
mediately. The llbrary was nearly opposite to
the dining-room, and through the ha f-opened
doors I heard a voice which 1 knew at once to
be Mrs. Lorraine's.

““1 have finished, my dear. Shall I go and
see who your early visitor is 1"’

‘“ Ay, do, mother! I will uét be long ; but I
was 80 tired this mornin§ that it made me later
than I should have been.

Tired ! 1knew better than his mother what
the word meant.

I heard the soft rustle of a dress, and in an-
other minute she stood before me—older and
more faded than when I sa# her last, but sweet,
lovable, as of old. T had no time to notice
more, for she was looking questiouingly at me.

‘1 have not the pleasare-— -"" She stopped,
and a strange trightened look came into her
eyes.

I made a step forward.

* You do not recognize me, Mrs. Lorraine !
Forgive me, for I ought to have let you know ;
but I could not wait. Don’t yon know me I’

She gazed blaukly at me, t{umb and motion-
less with intense surprise ; then she had me by
both hands. .

** Douglas, Douglas, surely it is your voice !
Are you come back from the dead ? Oh, my
precious Mary I”  Gently putting me aside, she
hurried - from the room ; and 1 heard Sir Pa.
trick’s hasty exclamation—; -

*“ What is the matter, ‘mother? What has
happened ?”

* Come, Pat, come quickly !
husband ! He has never been dead at all 1

Then followed a whirl of embraces and ques.
tions and hand-shakings that fairly took away
my breath ; but throngh it all | only seemed
to hear 8Sir Patiick’s deep tremulous *¢ Thank
Heaven 1” He thanked Heaven for Mary’s
constant love and reward, thanked Heaven for
her happiness, even though his own hopes were
thereby more utterly destroyed than before.

For half an hour we sat talking. Then Mrs.
Lorraiue said—

““You are impatient to see Mary, Douglas ;
will you remain here while 1 go and break the
news to her, and bring her to you ¥

“1 think, mother, ” her son interposed,
‘“ that you should take Douglas with you, »nd
let Mary have him to herself in her own house
first ; don’t you? Goin by the front door, in-
stead of hy the garden, and leave him in the
drawing-room. She won’t see you, for at this
time she is sure to be in the garden, or giving
orders in the kitchen ; so | think you are sufe to
escape being seen.”

So pl

slipped from under my feet. 1 was in a ch
of ?:lzterable agony. Oh, my wife, whom I had
so fondly, blindly trusted all these long weary
ars of my captivity ! .
”An one i);; u%mmy I heard Sir Patrick’s voice
ain.
.8“ At least, Mary, tell me who it is. )
trust me as much as that ; won’t you ¢”
“* Ah, Pat, you need not mind; you have no
living rival ! It is only my own Donflu, wy
darling, my dead husband, my only love I"—
and she broke into bitter weeping. ‘‘I have
never loved any one but him,” she said through
her sobs ; *“all my life 1 had loved him, though
1 never knew it till he asked me to marry him.
And, -now he is gome, Ilove him more than
ever. He is not dead to me—only al;sent, an.d
silent ; and, oh, Pat, how could I give up his
name, and pull off the ring he put on my hand,
and call any other man in this world my hus-
band! Iknow that he is dead—that in this
life we shall meet no more; but in the sight of
Heaven I am as truly his wife this day as I was
on that happy, blessed day that he married
me | .
May H.aven forgive my hard thoughts of
her ). I wonder if the moss on that wal grew
S:eener for the tears that rolled down the face
st in my torment I had hidden.
that buman tongue ever uttered or human heart
conceived could have expressed the ecstasy of
that moment.
Agsin I heard Sir Patrick’s voice—sad, sub-
‘dued, with ull its former passionste intonation
ne.
‘1 see—I understand ; I know it all now,
my dear. 1 will ask you no more ; I will never
try to shake your faithful love. Try to forget
my folly—don't let it make any difference be-
tween us; let me be just cousin Pat again.”
Then, after a pause—**But yon will grant me

You will

No words | gran

P d, so thankful, so glad was he, this
noble, unconscions rival of mine !

It was but a step actoss the coruer of the park.
We crossed the high-road and hurried up to the
trim little front door, which Mrs. rTaine
opened herself. She hurried me into the tiny
drawing-room and’ then disappeared.

Perhaps she was gone twenty minutes. To
me it seemed an eternity. Once I heard a
child’s merry leugh, and then the pattering
overhead of little feet ; and my heart leaped, for
I knew it was the voice of our boy. Half
dazed, I looked round and recognized. the same
well-known books, pictures, knick-knacks, as
of old. Over the piano was my portrait in
uniform ; and on the little table was the work.
basket I had given Mary, while beside it lay a
toy boat and a whig-—-thaae were my boy's.
But I could not think ; I could only watch the
door, and listen for the first sound of her stop
outside.

I heard Mrs. Lorraine’s voice—*¢In the draw-
ing-room”—the door opened and Mary was in
my arms. -

How the next hour passed I cannot tell ;and,
even if I could, it would be & subject too sacred
for me to speak of. But I think that, if in this
world, a foretaste” of unutterable joy is ever
ted to human hearts, it was given to nstwo
then. Verily this was life from the dead, the
lost found. Long years of bitterest sorrow
faded like a dream with our arms once more
rownd each other. : . .

Words were useless, impossible, until some.
how we found ourselves kneeling by the little
sofa, sobbing out words of loving gratitude to
Him who had given us back to each other, who
had ‘‘turned the shadow of death into the

morning.””  /
» - - - - - -

My story, such as it is, is ended. Since that

It is Mary's |-

hippy day my wife and 1 have never been
parted ; for I have had a succession of shore ap-
pointments, and our farthest journeyiugs has
been to Malta. I shall retire now hefore long ;
and through 8ir Pa'rick’s influence and that of
our constant friend, Sir Hugh Seymour, now an
Admiral, a first-rate civil appointment is in
store for me.

Sir Patrick is our firm and faithful friend,
honored and beloved by us and our children,
as he well des>rves to be. Long ago he told me
how he had once asked Mary to marry him ; so
there is no secret bar to our perfect friendship.
He has insisted on taking my eldest son off my
hands entirely, n accordance with his requ-st
to my wile ; and he talks even of making him
his heir, When we ask about the future Lady
Lorraine, he smiles, an 1 says, ‘ You may still
see her here some day ;” but he has never mar-
ried yet. He lives on quietly with dear aunt
Fanuy, who is very fecble now. .

Av for Mary, she is Mary still —not a bit al-
tered, save that in her dear eyes lies a deep and
chastened peace that I never saw there before ;
and the hand of sorrow has rested so heavily on
the gentle head that in what was once i s brighs

| brown bair there is now little but its silver To-

cord to.be seen.

As I finished, she came and looked over my
shoulder, and saw what 1 had put at the head of
this paper. - )

““*A safe anchorage!” What are you med-
dling with pilotage for, Douglas? That's not
your work,”

‘It has nothing to do with pilotage —it is
about you."”

““About me? You must explain yourself.”

1 clasped her hands in mine as they rested
lighty on my shoulder.

*‘Have you never heard, Mary, that ‘a good

* * *

wife is from the Lord,’ and that the heart of |

her husband doth safely trust in her’t And
don’t you think that in this stormy life a man
who can say that may well thank Heaven for
‘A BAFE ANCHORAGE' P’

M.E. M.

HE WAS IN TROUBLE.

He walked bashfully into a local artist’s
studio, and striking a dejected pose, looked with
a dreamy expression toward a half-finished por-
trait. His toilet was somewhat disarranged,
and a green pad rested over his left organ of
vision. After tarning his hat about nervously
in his hands for fully a minute he said :

* You see, sir, we were having a little Sulli.
van and Ryau matinee, and I went in Sulliv .0,
but I came out Ryan.,” -

““ How is that "’ asked the artist. :
‘“ Well, the other fellow downed me,” said
the visitor, fambling still mo.e nervously a: his
hat brim,

*‘ What am I to understand from that 1"’ agked
the artist, filling a little, short briar-wood pipe
and lighting up.

** Why, he knocked me out. Used me up in
three rounds, and I just let him have the belt
without sayinga word. 1In the last round I got
it straight from the shoulder on the per, and
I went to like an ox in a slangmr-how.
That final round left me with a portico under
my left eye, aud that is the reaso1 I’m here.
Oysters are no earthly good in my case. After
using s couple of dozen I gave it up and decided
to drop in and see you,” concluded the visitor,

‘“Bot I'm not a doctor,” said the artist,

¢ Of course you're not, but you, are a painter,
and that's the kind of a man I'm looking for
just at present See that,” and the visitor raised
the green pad, discovering & very much discol-
ored optie. *‘ Now, I'd like to huve you run a
couple of coats over that and bring it back to
something like its original color. You under-
s and ¥

*Oh, you wish me to paint over the discolored
flesh 1 said the artist.

‘* That’s the idea.- You're a portrait painter,
I believe,” said the visitor, gaining more confi-
dence and taking a chair.

. *““Well, yes ; but I never had much experience
at painting black eyes,” said the artist, smiling.

‘¢ Oh, well, go ahead. I'll stand a two dollar
note,” said tfxe 'visitor, removing the green pad.
*“ 1 wonldn’t face my wife with sach an eye on
me for a Jay Gould boodle.” :

““All right ; but-remember I'm rather green
at this sort of business,” said the artist, as he
commenced to mix his colors.

‘ Go ahead, and don’t be afraid to lay it on {1

thick,” safd the visitor, and the artist went to

work. He was, indeed, green at that particular | 100th

branch of his profession, but he laid on his
colors boldly and made up his mind to assume a
talent, if he had it not. First, he plastered a
thick layer of white. Then, being a little ner-
vous, he struck a lake blue. To get rid of this
unnatural tone he dashed on a blotrh of red and
toned 1t down with more white, but stil] the
thing wouldn't come right, so he tried a little
y, and followed this ap with yellow. This
t experiment.gave a most unhealthy appear.
ance to the viaitor'’s face, 50 he thought he wounid
go back to first principles, and dashed on an.
other coating of white.
‘*“How does she look 1" asked the visitor.
“¢Oh, she’s coming out all right,” said the
artist, in an assuring tone which he was far from
feeling. Then he mixed up more colors, and
stood off alittle distance looking with a very
critical air toward his victim. Then he sailed in
again, and this time he struck a beautiful bright
pnl:f]e. Bomewhat disconcerted at this result,
he dug his brush into another color and drew it,

| tain said i

‘I'serting he was far too old a steam

with an artistic flourixh, across the victim’s face,
producing a sickly green. ‘“ Ain't you getting .
1t a little thick 1" asked the victim, squinting ap
his eyes. ¢* It seems stiffish like."’ Oh, no,
that’s all right,” said the artist, nervously hant-
ing about for another color to cover up the last
terrible resnlt of his experimenting, aud he
plastered on auother coat haphazard. ~But this
time even a Ruskin could not have described
the wonderful effect he had brought out under
that eye. He had discounted Turner, and the
“‘Slave Ship ** was no where.

‘‘Suppose I just take a look in the glass,”
said the victim.

‘“No! no! don’t stir!” almost shouted the
artist, but it was too late, and the victim was
before the glass surveying his face with blank
astonishment. At last he turned and shouted—

* What in blank do you mean hy painting me
up in this blank fashion

‘1 told yon I was green at—"

“Green! Why, 1 look like the—the-~the
devil. 1 shall sne you, sir. This is a case of
malpractice, How am I to go in the street—oh
Lorg I’* and the poor victim sank into a chair
and buried his face in his hands.

‘‘But I haven't finished,” said the artist—*¢ it
you will just let me—" .

* Finished ! shouted the victim, jumping to
his feet and waving his arms about like the sails
of a windmill. *‘ Finished! No, thank heaven !
you have not finished, but 1 have!” and he
bolted through the door and ran down stairs
like a mad man.

*‘No more porticos for me,” said the artist,
heaving a deep sigh of thanksgiving at his es.
oape and picking up his brushes with trembling
fingers.— Brooklyn Eagle.

HIS FUN WAS NO JOKE.

A funny man came down on one of our river
boats last fall. He was a fat little Eoglishman,
with sandy side whiskers and a check suit, with
an opera-glass slung aronnd it. He had his
horse and rifle aboard, and told the captain he
had been up in Manitoba hunting sava%:s. Cap-

fPhe meddled with Indians he’d get
into trouble.

““Oh 1" said he, *‘these wer'n’t Indians—
savages, naked men, you kuow—buf fellows.”

He appeared much interested in shooting the
rapids, and called ont; after running Lachine,
“ gfery good +hot, Captain.” The Captain,
with not a curl of merriment in his Jove-ial®
beard, but throwing all the contempt he could
into the opprobrious epithet, merely observed :

*¢ Ah, you are a wag.”

‘‘ Do you see double, Captain 7

The skipper denied the soft impeachment, as-
t man ever
to do anything of the kind.

* Well, you can see more than other veople,
anyway. If I ride up town when 1 go ashore,
folk will only seea man on horseback —you will
see a horse and wag on.”

Before the Captain recovered from: the shock
he found himself attacked on the other flank.

*If 1 walked up and had my horse led after
me, that would be putting the wag on before the
horse, wouldn’t it 1’ .

A pensive expression came into the Captain’s
face, and a look of atstraction into his eye. He
was thinking how nice it would be to have that
wag on a yard or two ahead of the Spartan’si~on
stem, his brain pan square for it, and not a oul
to call ¢ Man overbourd.”

MUSICAL AND DRAvwATIC.

Miss HENrIETTA BEEBE is making her mark
in London,

**THE Money-Spinner ” has achieved a popu-~
lar success at Wallack's. .

Miss GENEVIEVE WARD played at the Academy

Monday and Tuesday. -

AT the Theatre Royal the ** Widow Bedott "
will hold the boards during the week.

THE Stabat Mater will be sang in St. John
the Evaugelist’s Church on the 31st inst.

Mzs. TRROWER will give a concert with the
Beethoven Quiatett Club on the 17th prox.

IT is frared that the time-honored Sacred
Harmooio Bociety is in its last season.

Mgrs. RoCKWooD gives a concert at Ottaws

on the 15th inst., at which the Governor-General wilt

be present.

ON April 28th next year, the present house of
l:x‘o Oréra Comique will enter the 1.0th year of its ex-
ence.

ANOTHER' t‘heatre, which will also reach the
year of its existence next , le the Palai
Royal, built in 1783 as a n.ﬂon:mycz::tn? ° .

o Mnu,g; Mn‘x‘;’omx.-.xn, a débutante from the
OnNserV im 0008S Opé
Comiq u: in%o':no:': I."hil‘::o: et Ba::i‘cl.“ Parts -
THE burlesque on * Patience” at 'I‘oniy Pas.

L]

tor's, has been wonderfally sucoessfol. Peopie have
been turned away oightly,

MyLLe, HeiLBRON, the prima donna, has con-
traoted a brilliant engagement - with the director of the
Scals at Milan.

PavLiNge Lucoa will appear-at the Berlin
Opera on April 10, with the rdle of Catherine in Gota's
opera *“ The Taming of the Shrew.”

HaNs voN BuLow has been invited by the

Emperor of Russia to give & series of concerts at St.
Petersburg, with the Meiningen Court orchestra,

P'ﬁlx;lz. _ CARLOTTA 1;.\1“1'! nngn recently in
s T & long period of silence, as greatl

oprhndod at the last of M. Pasdeloup's oono:m ia Ha ,
del’s * Samson.”

THE Irish Ballad Concert, given st the Royal
Viotoria Hall on the 9th, when the Prince and Princess
of Wales and the Duake and Duchess of Teck were pre-
sent, was a great success.
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THE SNOW-FILLBD NEST.

BY ROSE TERRY COOKE.

It swings upon the leafless tree,
By stormy winds blown to and fro;
Deserted, lonely, sad tosee,

And fall of oruel snow.

Tn summer's noon the leaves above

Made dewy shelter from the beat ;

The vest was full of life and love : —
Ab, life and love are swoet !

‘The tender broqding of the day,

The stlent, peaceful dreams of night,

The joys that patience overpay,
The cry of young delight,

The song that through the branches rings,
The nestling orowd with eager eyes,
The flutter soft of untried wings,

The flight of glad surprise : —

All, all are gove ! I know not where ;

And still upon the oold gray tree,

Louely, and tossed by every air,
That snow-filied nest I see,

1, too, had once a place of rest,

Where lite, and love, and peace were mine—

Even as the wild birds build their nest,
When skies and summer shine.

But wioter caine, the leaves were dead ; -

The mother bird was first to go,

The nestliogs from my sight bavéfled ;
The nest is fu'l of snow

—St. Nioholas for March.

A FLOWER IN THE CELL.

Five years of silent imprisonment had passed
over Alive Wamlsley— y.ars of daily and hourly
change and ¢ xcitement for the outer world. Five
years in solitary confinement are only one day
of dreary monotony repeated one thousand eight
hundred and twenty-five times.

Take a starving beggar from the street, and seat
him at your table, and tell him that he shall
have food and money if he will turn his plate
downward, and return it face upward, one thou-
sand eight hundr 4 and twenty-five times—and
the hungy wretch will drop from exhaustion
before half the turnings are done, and will run
from your hense with curses. The solitary pri-
soner turns the same namber of days with har-
rowing weatiness a thousand times multiplied
in five yeats. The days and nights of those
vears had' passed like a black and white vibra.
tion over Alice Walmsliy's life. They had
brought little ehange to the outward eye; and
the inward change was only a settlement of the
elements of doubt and disbelicf and despair into
a solid deposit in her heart.

No friends had visited her. When her mother
died, there was left no living relative. She had
no love nor attr: ction beyond her cell—beyond
her own soul. FEvery tie worth keeping had
then been torn asunder. Some lesser bonds she
siuce had unloosed herself. Why should any
happy thing be united to one so forlorn and
wretched

For God's plesswre she was undergoing this
tortute—so they told her. 8he had neither sin-
ned nor regelled. She had been given life, and
she had grown to love it—but when the summer
of her life hud come, she was drenched with
effliction and wrong, which she had not earned,
of the canse of which she was as inno«ent as her
babe, murderd b.f re her eyves. Her heart,
hope, love, trath, had Leen flung down and
trampled in the dust.

The alms of prayer that were doled out by the
usual Scripture-readiis. had long since bheen
carried \wmed her door. They reganled her as
hopeles-ly lost. She never spoke her dissent ;
but they could see that she did not hear them,
that she did not believe them. So they left her
to herself.

One day a man sat in the governor’s office
with a large bcok lLetore him, in which he had
been carefully reading a page, on which the go-
vernor, standing by his side, had placed his
index finger, .

*¢ 1t is a remarkable case,” saidthe governor ;
¢ and she certainly is not in<ane.”

¢ She was not a criminal by association ?’
asked the visitor, closing the book. He wasa
powerfully built, dark-faced man, with a foreign
air, and a deep voice. The studied respect of
the governor proved him to be a person of im.
portance. It was Mr. Tryville, who had recently
arrived in London, and who was visiting the
prisons, with authority from the Ministry itself.

¢ No,” said the governor ; * she was a vil-
lag: -girl, wife of a sea-captain. Here, at
42, we find the police reports—-see,only one short
entry. The police didn’t know her.”

¢ She has never defended herself, nor re-
proached vthers ¥’ ask:d Mr. Tryville

¢ Never,” answered the 1govel'ngpr.- ““She has
never ~poken about herself.” ’

“ It is very strange and very sad,” said Mr.
Tryville to the governor. Aud to himself he
murmured,” She most have suffered fearful
wrong."

Soon atter, in company with the governor, he
&a’lsed along the corridor, and stopped at Alice

alrley’s cell. The warden opened-the- door.
Mr. Tryville did not look at the prisemer, but
walked across the cell, as if observing the win.
dow bars, upon which he laid his hand.

* The irou 18 covered with rast,”” he said to
the governor. *‘ The windows of this range
certainly need repaiuting.”

Then, apparently looking around in the same
practical way, Mr. Tryville remained; perhaps, a
mivute insthe cell. He had scarcely turned his
eyes on the prisoner ; yet the mute intensity of
her face had suuk into his heart.

 She has been terribly wronged,” he repeated
to himself, as he left the prison. * Goul help
her ! she is very young to be so calm.”

When Mr. Tryville emerged from the prison
arch, he walk~d rapidly along the river toward
Westminister. He was in goep thought. He
proceeded a little distance, then stopped, and
looked down on the turbid stream, as if unde-
cided. This was unlike the ususl calm deli-
berateness of his condnct. He wus evidently

rplexed and troubled. After pausing a while,

e looked at his watch, and then retraced his
steps, passed Millbank, and walked on in the

) direction of Chelsea.

It was an old ‘habit of his to solve diffirult
questions as he walked ; and he selected a quiet
suburb, with streets leading iuto the country
roals, ’

In the atreets, there was nothing very no-
ticeable about the man, except his athletic stri'e
and deeply bronzed face. He might be class«d
by the passing observer as a naval officer who
had served many years in Southern latitudes, or
as a foreign captain. His dress had something
of the sailor about its style and cloth. But it is
the inner man who interests us: let us follow
the burden of his thought.

¢ Remorse does not end in this calmness, un-
less the prisoner be insane. Her miad is clear ;
she is not melancholy ; she is self possessed and
firm. Her health has not suffered. Yet, she
has abandoned belief in man’s truth, and God’s
mercy. She does not claim that she is innocent;
she makes no defence and no charge ; she
accepts her punishment without a complaint.
These are not the symptoms of remorse or guilt.
She has abaudoned prayer; she deliberately
shuts out the past and the future. Yet she is
in all other respects obedient, industrious and
kind. There is only one explanation of these
contradictions—she is innocent, and she has
suffered terrible wrong.”

Mr. Tryville did not return to his house till
late in the evening. He had walked for hours ;
and, as he went, he had unravelled, with infinite
patience, the psychological net-work that had
troubled him. He had come to a decision.

Two days after his visit to the prison, Alice
Walmaley sat in her cell, sewing tirelsssly. The
morning had opened like all the other mornings
of her imprisonment ; there was nothing newy
nothing to suggest a new train of thought.

Some ¢ne who walked along the corridor
about ten o'clock had seemed to hesitate a mo-
ment at the cell, and then had passed on. The
governor, she thought, who had glanced through
the watch-grate.

In the wall of every cell there was a minute
hole, about two inches square on the exterior,
cut in the solid stone. The opening which
grew wide towards the interior of the cell, was
in the shape of a we 'ge. A warden outside conld
see a large part of the cell, while the prisoner
could only see the eye of the warder. As the offi-
cera wore woollen slippers, they could observe the
prisoners without being heard or seen.

At this opening, Alice Walmsley thought, the
governor had uio;lb as he passed, and had
looked: into her cell. It was not unnsual.

A few minutes later she paused in her work,
almost impatiently, and tried to put away fron
her an nuwelcome thonght. After a short panse
she renewed her sewing, working rapidly for a
few minntes ; and then she laid the coarse cloth
agide, and buried her fuce in her hauds,

She wus thinking of her old lif , of her old
self ; she had tried to escape from i, but could
not. For years she had separated the past and
the present unril she had actually come to think
of herself as two beings—one who had been
happy, and who was dead—1 he other, living, but
separated from all the world—alone, with neither
memories nor hopes, neither past nor fature,

Yet to-day, without apparent cause, the two
selves had drawn together—the happy Alice had
come beseechingly to the unhappy one.

For an hour she remained motionlesy, her face
bowed in her hands. Then she raised her head,
but she did not renew her work. She stood up,
and wulked acrops the cell, and re.crossed it, in
the rapid way of restlegs prisoners ; but on the
seoomf , she st still with a bewil-
dered air. Her eye had caught a gleam of bright
color in the opening of ‘the watch-grate. There
was & flower in her celll ) .

3he trembled as she reached her hand to take
it. She did not try to recover her dispassionate
calmness, She took it in her hand, and raised
it to her lips slowly, and kissed it. It wasa
sweet rosebud, with two young leaves. She had
not seen a flower nor heard a bird sing since she
left her own little garden.

This tender thiug had stolen inside her guard.
Its sweet fragrance, before she knew of its pre-.
sence, had carried her mind back to the happy
dayae of her girlhood. She kept the flower to her

1 lips, kissing it.” She fed her wistful eyes on its

beauty. She had been so long without emotion,
she bad so carefully repressed the first prompt-
ings of imagination, that her heart had become
thirsty unto death for some lovely or lovahl.
thing. This sweet young flower took for her all
forms of beauty. As she gazed on it, her soul
drank in its delicious breath, like soft and sen-
suous music ; its perfect coloring filled her with
still wnother delight ; its yoith, its form, its
promise, the rich green of the two leaves, its
exquisite completeness, made.a very symphony
for the desolate heart. :

Two hours passed, and still she fondled the
precious gift, She had not once thought of how
the flower Wad come into her cell.

“You are pleased at last, Number Four,”
said a female warder, who had been looking into
Alice’s cell.

Number Four raised her ey+s from the flower,
and looked silently bher anawer. Fur the first
time in five years, the warder saw that her eyes
were flooded with vears.

She did no: sew any more that day,—and,
strange to say, the officer took no heed of her
idleness. There was a change in her faice, a look
of u rest, of strangeness, of timidity.

When first she looked upon the flower, a well
had burst up in her heart, end she could not
stop its flood. in one hour it had swept away
all her barriers, had swamped her repression,
had driven out tthe hopeless and defiant second
self, and had carried into her cell the wronged,
unhappy but human and loving heart of the
true Alice Walin<ley.

She was herself. She feared to think it,—but
ghe knew it mnst beso  When the warder spoke
to her now, she shrank from the tone. Yester-
day, it would have passed h.r like.the harsh
wind, nnheeded.

That night, unlike all the nights of her im-
prisonment, she did not lie down and sleep as
soon as the lights were extiuguished. With the
li‘tle flower in her hand, she sat on her low bed-
side in the still darknes:, feeling through her
nature the returning rush of her young life’s
symypathv with the world.

The touch of the rosebud in her hand thrilled
her with tenderless. She made no’attempts to
shut out the corroding memories. They flooded
her heart, and she drank them in as a parched
field drinks the drenching rain.

Toward mnid-night the moon rose above the
city, »ilver-white in a black-blue sky, luvelier
than ever she had seen it, Alice thought, as she
looked through the bars of her window. She
stood upon her low bed, opened the window, and
looked up. At that moment her heart was
touched with a loving thought of her dead
mother. Her arms rested on the window-ledge,
and her hands were raised before her holding
between them the little flower, as she might
have held a peace-offering to a king.

Softly as the manna falls upon the desert, or
dew upon the wildflower, descended on the
afflicted heart the grace of God’s love and mercy.
The Eye that looked from above on that white
face upturned amid the gloom of the prison, be-
held the eyes brimmed with tears, the lips qui-
vering with pmwfound emotion, and the whole
face radiant with faith and sorrew and prayer.’

‘0, thank Gol!"” she whisrered, her weeping
eyes resting on the beautitul deep sky ; *‘thank
God for this little flower ! O, mother hear me in
heaven, and pray for me, that God may forgive
me for doubting and denying His love !" ’

With streaming eyes she sank upon her knees
by the bed.side, and poured her full heart in

ionate prayer. And, as she prayed, kuneel-
ing on the stones of her cell, with bowed head,
the beautiful moon had risen high in the veult
of night, and its radiwce flooded the cell, as if
God's blessing were made manifest in the lovely
light, that was only broken by the dark rcflue-
tion of the window bars, falliug upon the
mouruer in the shape of a cross. It was long
past midnight when she lay down to re-t

But next day Alice bvgin her monotonous
toil as on all previous days. She was restless,
unhappy ; her face was stainad with weeping in
the lon vigi_l of the night. But her heart had
“changed with thesbrief rest she had taken. She
begau her ddy without prayer. Her mind had
moved too. long in one deep groove, to allow its
direction to be changed without laborious effort.

The little flower that had touched her heart
so deeply the day befure, lay upon the low shelf
of her cell. Alice took it up with a movement
of the lips that would have been a sad smile but
for the emptiness of her poor heart. ‘It grew
in its garden, and loved its sweet life,” she
thought; “‘and when the sun was brightest
the selfish hand approached and tore it from its
stem, to throw it next day into the street per

‘."
"["hun flashed for the first time, into her mind
the question : —Who had placed the flower in
her cell 7 Had she been unjust—and had the
hand that pulled this flower been moved by kind-
ness, and kindness to her?

The thought troubled' her, and she became
timid and impressionable again. Who had
brought her this flower ! Whoever had done so
was a friend, and pitied her. Else why—but
perhaps every prisoner in the ward had also re-
ceived a flower. Her heart closed and her lips
became firm at the thought.

A few moments later, she pulled the signal-
wire of her cell, which moved a red board out-
side the door, so that it stood at right angles
from the wall. This brought the warder, to
know what was wanted. The door was opened,
and the warler, a woman with a severe fice but
a kind eye, stood in the entrance. Alice had
the flower in her hand.

* Have all the prisoners received flowers like
this !”" site inquired with a steady voice. :

¢ No,"” said the warder.

In five years, this was the first question
¢ Number Four” had ever asked.

‘“ Why was given to me?’ she asked, her
voice losing its firmness, and her eyes filling
with tears,

“ [ don’t know,” sail the warder. -

This was true : the hind that had dropped
the flower into the watch-grat: had dome so
unsern. The warder only knew that orders had
been received from the governor that ¢ Number
Fgur” was not to be dilturbed, nor the flower
taken away.

The door closed again, and Alice rdised the
flower to her lips und kissed it.

Some one hud pitied her, had thought of her.

She was notalone in the world, This reflection

she could not drive away. She sat down to her
work ; bat she could not see the cloth—her eyes
were blurred with tears, her hands trembled.

At last she rose, and pressed heropen hands to
her streaming eyes, and then sank on her knees
beside her bed, and sobbed convulsively.

How long she remained so she did not know,
but she felt a hand laid so'tly on her head, and’
heard her name called in a low voice,—

¢ Alice !"*

A woman had entered the cell, and was kneel-
ing beside her. . )

Alice raised her head, and let her eyes rest on
a face ag heantiful as an angel’s, a fuce as whitp
as if it were -a prisoner’s, but calm and sweet
and sympathetic in every frature; and round
the lovely face Alice saw a strange, white band,
that made it look like a face in & picture.

It was a Sister of Mercy she had seen before
when she worked in the hospital ; she remem-
bered she had seen her once sit up all night
bathing the brow of a sick girl, dying of fever.
This thought came cleirly to her mind a« she
looked at Sister Cecilia’s face, and saw the un-
?elﬁshnvss and devotion of her life in her pure

ook.

¢ Alice,”” said Sister Cecilis, *‘ why do you
grieve so deeply ! tell me why youn are so un-
happy —tell me dear, and I will try to make you
happier, or I will grieve with you.”

Alice felt her whole self-command desertin
het, and her heart melting at the kindness of
the voice and words.

¢ Turn to me, and trust me, dear,” said Sister
Cecilia ; *“ tell me why you weep so bitterly. : 1
know you are innocent of crime, Alice ; I never
believed you guilty. And now I have come to
bring you comfort.”

Sister Ovcilia had got one arm around Alice,
and, as she spoke, with the other han.{ she raised
the tearful face and kissed it. Then the flood-
gates of Alice’s affliction burst, and she wept as
if her heart were breaking.

Sister Cecilia waited till the storm of sorrow
had exhausted itseif, only murmuring little
soothing words all the time; and patting the
sufferer’s hand and cheek softly. -

¢ Now, dear,’” she said at length, ‘* as we are
kneeling, let us pray for a little ‘strength and
grace, and then you shall tell me why you
grieve.” )

. Bister Cecilia, takin¥ Alice’s hands between
her owti, raised them -1 little, and then she raised
her eyes, with a sweet smile on her face, ap if
she were carrying a lost soul to the angels ; and-
in a voice as simple as a child’s, and as trustful,
said the Lord’s Prayer, Alice repeating the
words after her.

Never before had the meaning of the won-
derful prayer of prayers entered Alice’s soul.
Every sentence was full of warmth and comfort
and strength. The words that sank deepest
were these,—she repeated them afterwards with
the same mysterious effect, — Thy will be done
on heart as it is in heaven.” She did not know
why these words were the test, but they were.

“ Now, Alice,” sail Sister Cecilia, rising
cheerfully, when the }myer was done, * we are
going to bathe our faces, and go on with our
s-wing, and h.ving a long talk.” Alice obeyed, or
rather she followed the example. Sister Cecilia's
unaffected manner had won her so completely
that she felt a retdrn of her girlish mmﬁai;io‘
ship. _All other teacherd’of T#igiti whoth Alice, *
had seén in the prison had come to herwith un-
sympathetic fermality and professional airs of
sanctity, which repelled her.

Half an hour later, Alice was quietly sewing,
while Sister Ceciilia sat on the p&let and talked,
and drew Alice iuto a chat. She made no refer-
ence to the grief of the morning. The cases in
the hospital,the penitence of poor sick prisoners,
the impenitence of others, the gratitude and the
selfishness and the many other phases of charac-
ter that came under her daily ohservation —these
were the topics of the little Sister's conver-
sation. .

¢ Why, | might as well be a prisoner, too,”
she said smiling, and making Alice smile ; * I
have been in the hospital seven yasars. I-was
there two years before you came. ou see I am
a8 white as a prisener. S

“ Yes, said Alice,looxing sadly at her; *¢i4 is
:otr right. Why do you not grieve as they

of’

“ Why ¥ answered Sister Cecilia, gayly,
‘¢ because I am not a criminal, perhaps. I am like
you, Alice ; 1 have less rea-on to grieve th.an the
other poor things. ~

Alice had never seen it in this light before,
and she cou'd not help smilingat the philosophy
of the little Sister. But she was affected by it
very deeply. o -

** 1If you had vemaineil in the hospital, Alice,”
said the Nuu, * you would have been as much

a Sisterof Mercy as I am. D) you know, 1 was

very sorry when you left. the ho~pital.”

Every word she said, someliaw, touched Alice
in a tender place. Was the wise little Nun
choosiny her words? At any rate, it was well
and kindly done. .

When she kissed Alice, and fmllad the signal-
wire to go out, her smile filled the cell and
Alice’s heart with brightness, She promised to
.come and ‘see her every day till the ship.sailed ;
and then they would be together all the day.
' Are you going to Austealia 1" -dkked Alice,
in amazement.

 Certuinly,” said Sister Cecilia, with a smile
of mock surprise. ‘* Why, those poor children
couldn’t get along without me—fifty of them
Nuw, I'm very glad I shal!l have you to help me,
Alice. -We'll have plenty to do, never fear.”

She was leaving the cell —the Warden had
opened the door — when Alice timidly touched
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her dress, and drew her aside, out of the
Warden’s sight.

«1 am not a Catholic,” said Alice, in a tre-
mulous whisper. . .

¢ No matter, child,” said the little Nun, taking
her face between her hands and kisging her eyes ;
“ you are 8 woman. Good-by, till to-morrow ;
and say your prayers, like my own good girl.”

Alice stood gazing at the spot where she had
stood, long after the door had closed. Then she
turned and looked through the window at the
bright sky, with her hands clasped at full length
before her. As she looked, a sparrow perched
on her window-sill, and she smiled, almost
laughed, at the little cautious fellow. She took
some crumbs from her shelf, and threw them to
him ; and as she did so she thought that she
might have done it every day for five years, had
she been as happy as she was then.

(From Moondyne, by John Boyle O'Reilly.
Boston : Roberts Bros.)

THE USES OF LENT.

On the optimistic principle that everything in
life comes into being or exists for some good
end, that .portion of the society world which is
accustomed to hold this view of matters ter-
restial, has, by this time, reconciled itself to the
comparative guiet and cessation from gaiety
which the penitential season brings, and is busy
with plans which shall make the remainder of
the time pass swiftly and pleasantly. It reco-
gnizes the fact that there may be other forms of
amasement than those generslly pursued during
the gay se.son, and which will probably meet
with fivor as suitable to a time of fasting and
prayer, chiefly because not associatel with the
aforesaid gay season. These amusements are
generally of a kind possessing some improving
qualities, and are constquently to be com-
mended. But it of the season itself that we
would more particularly speak and of the ad.
vantages to the world of society. It has been well
said, that if the Church had not established
Lent, the medical fraternity, or at least the
honest and respectable portion of the fraternity,
would have done 8o, even if they had given it a
different name. Strange but trae it is that this
the religious law should accord so well with the
natural. When could the Church have chosen

a better time, since it affords a chance for rest |.Pr

from the winter's fatignes and preparation for
the enervating heats of coming summer? Just
as in the ordinary week one day of rest is neces-
sary for the physical welfare of man and beast,
independently of religious obligation, so in the
year a season of rest is also indispensable for
physical considerations. :

Passing over then the first great use of Lent
whichis of course the spiritual strengthening and
refreshing afforded by the services of the Church
and the abstinence and self-denial it enjoins, we
come to its second use which is especially of
benefit to those who lead the gay life of society
the remainder of the year, namely, physical
rest. It matters not how careful one may be to
get a proper amount of sleep during the day to
make up for the fatigues of the night, to keep
up strength by the enjoyment of proper and
healthful exercise, weariness will ensue, and rest
best gained by a cessation from gaiety must in
some way or other be obtained. The mere
change in the manner of amusement is in itself
a rest, quite as good a one as a ehange of sur-
roundings ever induces. We get into rutsin
our pleasures quite as often as in other and per-
haps weightier matters. ‘“Germans” even grow
monotonous, theatre parties to be a bore, and
dinner parties an infliction. The tired society
man or woman turns to the Cooking Club there-
fore as a relief, the Literary Clab as a diversion,
and the Musicale as a boon and find in them

st. ,

And so this brings us to another use of Lent,
and perhaps one of the greatest. 1t affords some
time for improvement. The days are longer now.
‘Why not visit the picture galleries 1 The desire
has been present all winter to do so, but this or
that party, call or reception has delayed its exe-
cution day by day. Let them be visited themn
and studied ; the chief potsin of interest noticed
and what is worth further study ascertained.
Now also is the time for reading and the literary
clubs, now so fashionable, will aid in this pur-
suit. Here is that book which has been so much
criticized apd talked about, and which you only
know of by hearsay. Now is your time to read
it carefully and fit yourself to be able to praise
or condemn it nnderstandinivl . Keep up with
the literature of the day. You have probably
fallen behind. Here is a chance to get a little
of what has been brought forth by great miads
this winter which will serve you in the future.

Then finance and politics should not be neg-
lected and the daily making of history all over
the world kept up with. usic, too, should
have its place in your studies, snd, in fact, in
these various ways last mentioned, every hour of
Lent could be employed. And, lastly, the days
of Lent can be used in making plans and pre-
parations for the spending of the coming hot
season. The demands of fashion require such
an early leaving of the city that it is not at all
too early for those who bend to her decree, to
bestir themselves in regard to their Summer
abodes.. The relative merits and defects of this
or that resort must be discussed and investigated ;
the important decision of mountain or seaside
must be made, and when once made and the spot
selected in either locality, accommodations must
be secured, and at as early a date as possible,
lest other seekers for similar things got the ad-

vantage.

So Lent bas its uses, many and manifold. We
have only briefly alluded here to two or three of
the most prominent. Others there -are which
will suggest themselves from day to day, whe-
ther in the line of spiritual, mental or physical
benefit. We have endeavored to show how the
season may be made far different from one of
moutninf, and if rightly used, it will, we are
sure, be looked back upon with more real plets-
ure than any other portion of the year. A re-
ligious writer has not hesitated to call it, ** The
Dear Feast of Lent,” and so in very truth it
may be made.

SOAP GREASE OR FREEDOM.
At one time during the civil war, when the

2 good many negroes went off with them. Among
the number who started was an old- woman
living in Munroe. She seemed quite rejoiced at
the ides of being free ; she clapped her hands
and shouted and called her friends to go with
her. * Come 'long wid me, folkses, I'm gwine
to glory | Gwine to glory in dis here wa gin |
Come *long all of you, an’ go wid me to glory?
Glory 1"

But when the baggage was inspected it was
allowauce, for besides her trunks she had several
kegs, bags and barrels, some containing ashes
and others full of old bones and meat-skins for
sosp grease. The officer had.them all thrown
out in the street, declining to transport such
freight. This highly incensed Aunt M'Iiss{.
She quit shouting **glory” and indignantly
jumped out of the wagon and - vefused to go a
step to frecdom without-her treasures, -¢ You
*speck me to go Norf an’ leave haaf my plunder
*hin’t Hice me dcwn dat air hair-kivered trunk
er mine and my blue chis’, and my dog-iurns,
and dat yuther yaller trunk ; I’se gwine ter stay
here, I is! Ketch me leavin’ dese di in’s 'dout
my little bags er bones, an’ my little aral ash-
es, an’ my little keg er bacon-rines !

Some other darkey reminded Aunt M’lisy that
she was losing a glorious opportunity for gaining
her freedom, but she muttered : ¢ What's use
bein’ free if yer ain’t got no soap grease I"

So her trunks and her ¢ blue chis’”’ were
« histed down,” and she returned home, happy
to resume her old life rather than part with her
cherished soap grease.—A fact.—Detroit Free

LCHOES FROM LONDON.

AT the annual meeting or *‘ commemoration”
in Manchester of St. John the Baptist’s Church
Society recently, the rector (the Rev. Dr. Mar-
shall) announces his intention not to observe
the recent admonition of his diocesan in matters
of ritual. A resolution was thereupon passed
expressing gratitude to the rector for maintain-
ing the service at St. John's in the form to
which the congregation had long been accus-
tomed, and regretting his difficulty in obtaining
clerical help. The Bichop has refused to license
sny new curate to St. John's in consequence of
Dr. Marshall’s attitude in the matter, and the
meeting appointed a deputation to wait upon the
Bishop to ask him to consider his decision.

Tae veport of the Chaplain at Pentonville
Joes not tend to show that education has
diminished crime, as so many sanguine people
said it must, and the following painfully con-
firms his remarks :—Amongst the items of news
relatiug to events occurring in England, and
contained in & single issne of a_daily paper re-
cently :—1, Child murder at Nottingham ; 2,
ditto, and attempted suicide in London ; 3,
murder of one collier by another at Wi%an ;s 4,
a woman drowned by an ironworker at Tipton ;
5, wife murder in Southwark ; 6, the strangled
corpse of a liftle girl found in the Medway,
with abrick tied round its waist; 7, a dying
bargee found, covered with blood, on the towing-

th at Rochdale, and the listis no' yet ex-

usted.

OUR CHESS COLUMN.

Al} communieations intended for this Column should
be adiressed to the Chess Editor, CANADIAN ILLUB-
TRATED NEWS, Moatreal.

W. F., New Castle, Delaware.—Postal recelved
Thanks.’

J. B., Minwedosa.—Papers to hand. Thaoks.

J. W.8., Mountreal, P. Q.—Papers hand. Thanks.

We have evidences every day of the rapid spread of
chess over many parts of the world, but we were led to
consider it as a thing almost unknown, or at least en-
tirely neglected, in the great North- West.

A'commanfoation which we have just received has
shown us our error.

Mr. J. Barry, a member of the Montreal Chess Club,
whoisatp t journeying w d, arrived lately at
a place named Birtle, near Fort Ellice, where he was |
to slacken his pace, on learning that an enthusiast
chessplayer had publicly anovunced his desire to meet
over the checkered board a f worthy of his steel.
The result was a contest in the Town Hall! where Mr.
Barry, by wioning the whole of the games in the en-

ded in maintaining bis reputation as one

)
of the best players of Montreal.

‘We are anxious to call the attention of our readers to
the following extract from the Chess Column of Turf,

ield and Farm, and we wish the ladies of New York
every sucoess in their evterprise. ‘We are sure that the
carrying outof their undertakiog will do muoh towards
advancing the cause of the game- The fallure of a sim
flar elub in connection with the Ladies’ College of Lon-
don, Eng., may have been owing, ina great degree, to
the fact that it was tacked on to anotber institution, and,
consequently, it had not that vigorous growth which is
much more likely to be found in an sssociation existing
in an independent condition.

The lady chessplayers of New York are moving in
the direction cf the formation of a chees olub. The move-
mént was beﬂnn about & fortaight sgo by Mrs. M. B,
Favor and Mrs. Worrall, and it has been prosecuted

with such energy and vigor tbat players of the sterner

Yankees made a raid into Quachita Parish, La ,

found - that Aunt M'lissy was taking an undue [

sex, who have been londly talking of a new olub for a
year or more. may have cause to blush to find them-
seives outdone. A modest t in one of the
oity papers by these ladies of their proposed plan brought
the names of fifteen other ladies who were willing to as-
sist in the formation of a chess club. Last week a pre-
limipary meeting was held, and another is appointed,
full particulars of whioh we hope to give in next week's
Turf. The location of the new club will be on West
Twenty-fourth street, near Sixth aveuue. Gentlemen
will be eligible as members.

‘We are informed that Mr. Ferris, of New Castle, Dela-
ware, has now c!xo:‘eu pames on his Iis‘t ?t“ contestaats in
the e ad Cinai " Q.

Jor

Tournsy, the P mme of which :pponmi in our
Colamn of the 4th inst. We are pleased to e«ee that a
lady is oue of the b Four C lian players are

already enrolled. The list will be open till April 1st,
Mr. Ferris hopes to have twenty competitors, and we
beartily recommend our players to send in their namen.

Play in the telegraphic match now peunding between
Toronto and Quebec was resumed on Saturday evening,
March 11th, and continued till midnight. The result
gave another game finished in favour of the players of
ol4 Stadacona. -

Last Saturday pight, March 18th, four games were
i \ished in the chess matoh between Quebec and Torounto.
So far six games have been concluded ; ,Toronto and
Quebeo sooring three each.

PROBLEM No. 373.

By J. W. Abbott.
BLACK.

B & BB
mom o

20 4 4 .
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‘White to play and mate in three moves.

" Solution of Problem No. 371,
White. ° Black.

L. KttoQR 2 1. A .
2. Mates aco i :

GAMBE 500TH.
CHESS IN LOND N.
One of eight blindfold and simultaneous games played
recently by Mr. Blackburne at Leigh, England.
Two Knights' Defense.

White.—(Mr. B) Black.—(Mr. M.)

1.LPtoK4 . 1. PtoK4
2, Ktto K B3 2 Kr1oQB3
3.BtoB4 3. Kt to B3
4. Kt to Kt5 4. PtoQ4
5. P takes P 5. Kt tukes P
6. Kttakes B P 6. K takes Kt
7. Qto B3 ch 7. KtoK3
8. KttoB3 8. QKtto K2
9 PtoQ4 9. PtoB3
10. Bto KKt 5 10. Q1o K &g
1]. Castles (Q R) 11. P1oKR3
12, Q Btakes Kt 12. B tukes B
13, Kt takes Kt 13. Kto Q2
14. Kt takes B 14. Q takes Kt
15. P takes P dis oh 1. KteB2
1. KRtoKsq 16 BloK3
17. B takes B 17. Q takes B
18. QtoQR 3 18. KR toQ g
19. RtoQ 6 19. R takes R
20. P takes R ch 1 0. Q takes P
2. RtoK 7ch 21, Qinterposes
22. Qto KKt3ch 22. Kto Qsq
23. R takes Q ch 23. K takes R
24. Q takes Kt P oh 4. KtoQ3
25. Q takes R P ch 2. KtoB4
Resigns.

THE COOK'S FRIEND

BAKING POWDER
Has become a HousenoLp Worb in the land, and is a
HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

Mantreal Post-Office 1ime’-TalE.

MARcH, 1882.
DELIVERY.' MAILS. CLOSBING,
A.M. | P. M. [ONT. & WESTERN PROVINCES.| 4. M. | P. M.
8 900)...... (A) Ottawa by Railway ...| 815 8 00
8 840)......|(A) Province WfOn tario,
Maoitoba & B. Colambie| 8 15| 8 00
Ottawa River Route up
Carillon....oovnvnaanan.
QUE. & EABTERN PROVINGES.
Quebeo, Three Rivers, Ber-
thier, Sorel, per steamer.
...... 5 35/Quebec, Three Rivers, Ber-
thier, &c., by Q. M. 0. &
O. Railway..ocemvenne.fennnn- 1 50
8 Ov]...... (B) Quebec by G. T. Ry...|...... 8 00
gonl..... (B) Eastern Townships. .
Three Rivers, Arthabaska
& Riviere du Loup R. R |...... 800 .
...... 12 50{Occidental Railway Main N
Line to Ottawa.......... 7 00}...--.
9 2|...... Do 8t. Jenme and Bt.
. Lin Branches .......}J...... 4 30
...... 8 o] Do 8t. Jerome & S8t. .
. Janvier...... ..... 7 00]......
11 30{.-.... St. Remi, Hemmingford &
Laprairie Rajlway. ......|----.. 215
8 00| 12 45|8t. Hyaciutke, 8*erbrooke,
Coaticooke, &6.......... 6 00{2 15 8
8 0(}...... Acton and Borel Railway. |...... 8
10 00| ...... 8t. Jobns, Stanbridge & Sf.
Armand Station......... 7 00{...-..
10 0¢f...... St. Jihns, Vermont Jnue
tioe & Shefford Raflways|..-.-. 215
9 00|...... South Eastern R :ilway....|...... 445
8 00)...... (H) New Brunsw ek, Novs
Seotia & P.E. 1. .......]...... 1 800
Newfoundiand, forwarded o
daily vn Halifax, whe noe
despateh is by the Packet
leaving Halifax on the
7th and 21st Movember..[...... 8 00
LOCAL MAWLS.
9 45|..... an:;yﬂeld. Valois & Dor-
T T O
11 30{...... Beaubharnois Route........| 6 00| 4 30
11 30| .... |Boucherville, Coutreccenr,}  |------
Varennes & Vercheres...|....--
9 00| 5 30|{Cote 8t. Antoine and Notre 145
Dawede Grace.......... 9 00
9 00| 5 30|Hnchelaga.... 8 (0} 100
11 30{...... Huntingdo 6001215 5
10 00| 5 30{Lacbine.. 600 200
10 30| 3 OL|Lapruirie. .| 700 200
10 30f--..-. Lougueail. ...| 600 213
10 00}.-.... New Glasgow, St. sofhio. 145
bv Occidental Railway
Braneh.. ...coeevavennn. cecns:
10 00f..... Longue Puinte, Pointe-aux- 130
Trem. & Charlemagne-. . co
8t. Bustacbe ............. 7 00|
11 30| 5 30{Tavnerier West (8¢t. Henri|  J...---
de M.)..uocnvaoennnnnn 6 00
10 00]...... Sanlt-au-Recollect & Pont 2 00
Viau (also Bougie).......[.c----
10 00] 6 55|8t. Jean Baptiste Village, 330
Mile-End & Cotean St.
700
Loui8.ceeneicaninannnn.. 11 45
330
. UNITED 8TATES.
8940f...... Boston & New England
States, except Maive.....| 7 00
8 8 40|......|New York and Southern 540
~10 30 S1ates . uuneeinetnennns 6 00
8 00| 12 30{Tsland Pond, Portland & 2 15&
Maine.....cooen. oo ]eeneen 5 40
8 8 40 (A) Westers. & Paoifie 230 8
States....ooninnnnn.. 8 15
8 00
GREAT BRITAIN, &e.
By Cavadian Line on Thureday....... .
Bi.c:nndhn Live for Germany on Thurs- 7 00
By gunlrd on Monday....c-caeeenvnnnn. 7 00-
Do. Supplementary, 13tk and b 52
December......coccoeeeeaciiainnann.,
By Packet from New York for England, 215
on Wednesday. -......cocvvnemnaonaanifocnen.
By Hamburg American Paoket to Ger- 2.13.
mavy, Wednesday .........ccooo..... e,
By White Star Line on 16th and 30th 215
December ..ccoocaeecmecccnovoneacanafioenns U5

(A) Postal Car Bags open till 8.45 a.m., aod 9.15 p.m.
(B) Do 9.00 p.lll: i p=

Mails leave for Lake Saperior and Bruce Mines, &c.
Mails for pl:mm Lake Superior will leave Windsor

in _every family where Economy and Health are studied

It is used for raising al kinds of Bread, Rolls, Pan-
cakes, Griddle Cakes, &c., &c.. and 2 small quantity
::le:‘! u‘; Pie Crust, Puddings, or other Pastry, wiil save
digesttiblee.“md shortening, and make the focd more

THE COOK'S FRIEND

SAVES TIME,
IT SAVES TEMPER,
I'l' SAVES MONEY.

For sale by storekeepers throughout tt ¢ Domini
wholesale by the manufacturer. ghout (+¢ Domizion and

W. D. McLAREN, Union Mivts,
39-53-36e . 358 Collage Street,
MAY BE FOUND OM
FILE, AT GRO. P,
L . ROWELL & CO'S

per Advertising Burean (10 SPRUCE -
ms“

Sl'l‘lnl'l’),: WHELRR AD- Ew vnnK'

Ad
VERTISING CONTRA
nav ha mada for it in

on M ys, Wednesdays and Fridays. Mails fo
Bruce Mivnes, Garden River, Little Current, bo:
will leave Parry Sound on Tuesdays. :

Mails leave ew York by Steamer :

!‘of golu;o‘ gth '13?1.91;:1 December.
*‘ Bermuds, lst, and 29th D
“ Caba, 10(h Deoembar. eoember.
. an: rto Rioo, 3rd, 17th and 22n
* Cuba, Porto Rico & Mexico, 3. 1560 & 24tn oo
" g:?: ;o:d l;lic;ioo, B(h' and 29th December.
and Venezuela, 1 Deoe
‘: gam.lel mg West !nd:'u.m &n mber-
** Jamalca and the U.8. of exoept
, 15th avd 30th Devomber, T n ¢ Pasama)
:. For Hayti direct, 6th, 17th and 28th December.
" Hayti, 8t.-Domingo and Turks Island, 13th Dee.
: Eten, e
an
« Sk and ( ::d Cube, 6th December.
« Bﬁn‘l; and 30th Deocember.
E‘m:;(:r‘tie Argentine Republie, 5th and 24th

:: ‘Windward Islands, 10tb and 28th December,
Grevtown, Nicarsgus, 16th December.

Hals save Sam Francises :

For Australia and Sandwich Isiands, 17th December.
Por China and Japan, 3rd sud 21st I')'m!m

COCOA

Cadbury’s ;e

PURE, SOLUBLE, REFRESHING. .

It is often asked, * Why does my doctor recommend Cadbury’s Cocoa Esse: being
absolutely Je*}n'ulne. and concentrated by the nm%nl of the 0\: rfluous l’a“t:”l: ”oonml »0 5 he
AMOUNT of NITROGENOUS or FLESH-FORMING CONBTITUENTS of tne average of Coooes Whivh are
mixed with sugar and starch. Beware of imitations, which are often pushed by for the extra predit

P
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iral American Ports, 10tb,
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WOODROW'S
ZEPHYR FLEXIBLE HATS,

Also, PULLOVER
BATY always on haud and made to order

In all the new styles. rust reveived.

R. W. COWAN & CO’'S,
THEHATTERS AND FURRIERS
CORMNER OF

Notre Dame and St. Peter Streets.

NO Choioe Chromo Carda or 50 elegant vew Chromos
name oo, 10c. Crown Printiog Co., Northford, Ct.

LRTTLRE.

FINE AND MEDIUM.
AN IMO{ENSE STOCK.

HENRY J.SHAW & CO.,

728 Craig St. (Near Victoria 8q.)

777 A year and expensas to agents. Ontit free.
Address P. O. VICKLRY, Augusta, Me.

CASTOR FLUID =

A delightfully refreshing prepamtion for tbe hair.
Sbould be used dar y. Keeps the scalp hesalthy, pre-
veuts dasodrufl, promotes the growth, A perfoct bair
dressing for the family. 254 per bottle,

HENRY R. GRAY, Chemist,
Sole Maoufacturer,
144 St. Lawrence Maio Street.

[THE ALBERT TOILET SOAPS

— - AREPURE AND THER ~
PERFUME CHOICE AND LASTING.

1 e
&> RElSFiil
H S COUGHS§COLDS

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS (2

ARDS. 10 L)y & importad Glass, 10 Transparent,

20 Motte, Scroll & eagraved ia colors 1a case, & 1
Love Letter, name oo all 15c. West & Co., Wearrills,
Tt

L N0
Change _of Time.

COMMENCING ON

Monday, Jan. 2nd, 1882.

Trains will rao aa follows :

‘JORMAN'S ELECTRO-CURATIVE BELT INSTITUTION

(ESTABLISHED (874.)

4 QUEEN STREET EAST, TORONTO, ONT.

GROUND GAME

L NeRMANS
ACIE

. AN

A.HORMAN, 4 DUEEN ST,
L ... TORONTO. -

O RLSTCRER OF ThE NERVES b cONeTas GRS

ELECTRIC APPLIANCES

FOR ACUTE AND'. CHAGNIC QISEASES:

and

EAST © -

A. NORMAN, Electrician,

CONSULTATION FPREE. Large Ciroular, with Testimoniala, may be had on appileation.

In consequence of Imitations of THE WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE
which are calculated 10 decesve the Public, Lea and Perrins have fo request
that Purchasers see that the Label on cvery boitle bears their Signature

thus—

Lo irtnio

without which no boitle of the original WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE

15 penuine.

Ask for LEA and PERRINS® Sauce, and sec Name on Wrapper, Ladel, Bottle and

Stopper.  Wholesale and for Export
Blackwell, London, &c.,, &c.; and by

To be obtained of

the Proprietors, Worcester ; Crvsse and
rocers and Oilmen throughout the World.

Mrases, J. M. DOUGLASS & CO., MONTREAL; Mrasus. URQUHART & CO.. MONTREAL.

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY CO.

The CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY offer lands in the FERTILE BELT of
Manitobs and the North-west Territory for sale at

82.560 PER A

CRE.

Payment to be made one-sixth at time of purchase, and the balance in five annnal instalments,
with interest at six per cent.

A REBATE OF $1.25 PER ACRE

being allowed on certsimsconditions, for cultivation and other improvements.

THE LAND GRANT BONDS

of the Company, which can be procured at all the Agencies of the Bank of Montreal, and other
Banking Institutions throughout the country, will be

RECEIVED AT TEN PER CENT. PREMIUM
r value, with interest accrued, on account of and in payment of the purchase money,

on their
tbus fi

ar redocing the price of the land to the parchaser.

Special arrangements made with Emigration and Land Companies.

For fall particulars apply to the Company’s Land Commissioner, JOHN McTAVISH,
Winnipeg, or to the undersigned,

Moutreal, Dec. 1at, 1881,

By order of the Board,

CHARILES DRINKWATER, Bervary.

MIXED, Man.. EXPRR8S

Leave Hochelaga for

(02573 £ VNS AMpm. 8I0am. 500 p.m
Arrive at Ottawsa,._.... 755am. 1,2pm. 9.50 p.m
Leave Ottawa for Ho-

chelags....coonvunn.. 10.00p.m £.10a.m. 4.55p.m.
Arrive at Hochelaga... 9.45a.m. 100 p.m. 9.45p.m.
TLeave Hochelaga for

Qouebeo..... ....... 640pm. 3.00 p.m. 10.00 p.m.
1reive 2t Quebec...... 800am 950 pm 630am.
..eave Quebee for Ho-

chelags. ...coaeennn. 0 p.m. 10.00 a.m. 10.00 p.m.
Arrive at Hochel . 130am. 450 p.m. 630a.m.
Leave Hochelags for Bt.

Jerome......ccecnaen 6.00 p.oy. —em
Arriveat BL.Jerome.... 7.45 p.m. —_—
Leave 8t Jerome for

Hoobelaga...cooevnen fA4%am. —— ——
Adrrive at Hochelaga.... 900a.m, —me— ———
Leave Hoohalaga for .

JoHette........cvnuns $Upn, —m— —
Arrive at Jollette. ...... 740p.m —
Leuve Joliette for Hoche-

7Y < VN 620 a m. ——
Arrive at Hochelaga.... 850 am.

(Local trains betwess Hall and Aylmer.)

Trains lesve Mile-End Station ten minates later than

Hocbelagz.
Magnificent Palsce Cars on all Day Puasssnger

T , and B} ng Cars on Nigbt Trains.

Tralcs to and from Ottawas connect with Traine to and
Srom Quebeo.

Bupday Trains lsave Monireal s0d Quebeoat 4 p.m.

All Trains Ron by Montreal Time.

OENERAL OFFICES—13 PLACE D'ARMES.
TICKET OFFICES:

13 Place D'Armes,
202 Bt, James Btreet,

Opposite 8T. LOUI8 HOTEL, Quebee.
Opposite Rassell House, Ottawa.

L. A. BBNECAL,
Qes'l Bap't,

’ }nox'mzu,.

LIEBIG COMPANY’S

An invalaable and palstable tonis tn
aod debility, )
“sh;ll:o‘:erp?duzumw&:lﬂul
— Bee Medica ess, Laneet, Britlah Medioal
To be bad of sl Bloreksepy
Bola Agents for the U

42 Mark

Btatos
a1k Lans, London, England,

G p .

EXTRACT
OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST
MEAT-FLAVOURING

oo ot matiewicn STOCK FOR SOUPS,
et o s MADE DISHES & BAUGES,

OAUTION.—Genuine ONLY with

&nd Chemiata,
(wholseals only) Q, David & Co., fao-simile of Baron Liebig's 8igna-
tare in Rina Tnk aaroes Labal

| 2TTAI Ghrome canin | i~ti2,
remo -
QUALIT 50(;-«:- fine Stk | pved
NOTY u-uad?l‘m of H\'ln:,ll"lol‘-l
Be w.Wreath, L.
UANTITY |G s, el Tolrd” Motton Sraciorod

Kummer & Winter Scenes, a1 1
ﬂ.:o‘.l,!f‘:.h-n. with 7 hasoe v huc{ 1ype, 100, Blmm‘ﬁ
of DO coally Sivies for SNAR, WBeta, A1) por cont paid Ageni,
ar beastifn) prisce given for cluds, Pail qnl«hn il every
St SALTON TRINTING €0, Norihfard. Coed

THE “' SKERI"
Cod Liver 0il.

“wa
e 2
Cleied ST

g Yo
‘/ ~ N
Pure, Pale and ahuost

tastlers. No other 0il to enmpare with it.

KENNETH CAMPBELL & CO.

The Scientific Canadian

MECHANICS' MAGAZINE

AND
PATENT OFFICE RECORD
A MOKTHLY JOURNAL

Dsvoted to the advancement and diffusion of
Practical Science, and the Education of
Mechanies.

THR ONLY SCIENTIFIO AND MECHANICAL PAPRS
PURLISHED IN THE DOXINION.

PUBLISAXD BY

THE BURLAKD LITHOGRAPHIC (o,

OrY¥ICES OF PUBLICATION,
5 and 7 Bleury Street, Montreal,
Q. B. BURLAND Gewtral Manager,
T ERMS !
One 00py,0ne year, inclodion postage..... 7.0

Oas copy,six munths,inclodiog postage... 1.10
Sabscriptions te be pald in ADVAXCE.

40 CARDS all Chrome, Glass and Motto, In Caennace
+ 1 1o gold & Jet 10e. West & Co, Westrille

rema,

D. X._ FERRY & CO., Detroit, Mich.

————— b et e S 0 o o -

ABDSBD LOVELY Chreme Cards,mur Dravwieg Lo
Hand 234 Boagaet serien, vatirely pew aatme on JOrta
Bampiedect free witk § 1. arder. Freadlin Pyig.Co. Now Haver v

THE BURLAND
LITHOGRAPHIC COMPANY

(LiMITED)

CAPITAL $200,000,
GENERAL

Engravers, Lithographers, Printers

AND PUBLISHERS,

3,5 7,9 & Il BLEURY STREET,
MONTREAL.

THIS ESTABLISHMENT haa = capital equsl
to all the other Lithographic firms in the cour-
try,and ia the largest nn& most complete Eatab-
lishment of the kind in the Dominion of Canads,
possessing all the lateat improvements in macki.
nery and appliances, comprising :—
12 POWER PRESSES
.2 PATENT ENVELOPE MACHINES, whica
make, print and smboss envelopes by oOue operaticn.
1 PATENT LABEL GLOSSING MACHINE,
1 BTEAM POWER ELECTRIC MACHINE,
4 PHOTOGRAFHING MAOCHINES,
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING MACHINES,

Also QUTTING, PERFORATING, NUMBERING, E¥-
BOSSING, COPPRR PLATR PRINTING and all othe?
Machinary required in a Arst class business.

All kinds of  ENGRAVING, LITHOORAPHIKG RLEC-

TROTY NG THR
TROTY NG TYPE PRINTING exscuted [X

AND AT MODERATE PRICES.

PHOTO-XKRORAVING and LITHOGRATHIXG from
Pon and Ink drawiags A SPECIALITY.

The Company are also Propristors and Publishers of
the
CANADIAN ILLUSTRATRD NRWS,

LOPINION FUBLIQUR, and
. SCIRRTIFIO CANADLIAN.

A large staff of Artists, Rogravers, and Bkilled Wde
mon In svery Department. )

Orders by mall attended 0 with Punoctuality; aod
priost the same asif given personally.

Q. 8. BURLAND,
MAXAGKR,




