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A STORY OF THR SOUTIL
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BY E. I'. LOVERIDGE.
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XL
EIGHT MONTUS LATER.

ARL SCHRIEFF did not die of the
wound he received from Inlin’s daugh-
X fcter—his Indian wife. He suffered for

VR many weeks though, but the antidote to
tho poisoned stecl wnd a good constitution
won the battle with death, for the'time be-
ing.

It is now the middle of June—one year
since our narrative opened, and eight months
after tho mnsquerade at the Crescent City,
described in the previous section j and a3 the
reader has nlready forescen Lansing Dacre
and Maud La Qrange ,are married since
Chris*mas—nearly half a twelve-month.

Maud Las.been to Maryland with -her hus-
band ; she was o light in the glvom aund
loncliness of Chester Hall; but though old
Mr. Dacre loved her as if she had heen lus
own daughter, like tho bi»23, the Little One
yearned for tho Far Sou’a onco again.

As I look back to th - months of Dacre's
lifo ; as I sco oncoe again before my spiritual
vision tho sweot face of that Child-Woman,
it scems marvellous to me that the husband
could not see what Uncle Abe and Chloe
plainly enough discerned, and which alarm
they communicated to Mr. Mentor, Maud’s
oldest, truest, best of friends.

We were visiting with Mr. Mentor at the
plantation, and Toty and her father the
Colonel were also there for theweek.  Toty,
Mentor and the writer were walking to and
fro one pleasant morning, before breakfast,
in the court-yard of Terreverde. Presently
Maud aud her husband appeared on the up-
per gallery, which it has already been stated,
both on first and sccond stories ran about all
sides of the main building,—upper and lower
piazzas communicating by a staircase on the
rear of the mansion, as well as by the main
flight of steps inside: or, in other words, to
descend from the socond story gallery to the
first, it was not necessary to go inside the
Manor House,

Maud and her husband paced slowly up
and down the upper front gallery, and the
carly morning sunshine lighted them falutly
as its beams struggled to reach their forms.
Maud wore no bonnet, and her hair fell in a
wealth of golden curls almost unto her waist.
She wore on this oceasion & blue and white
lJawn morning robe, and her little figure
scarcély reached Lansing's shoulder, and tho
tiny hand was jilaced within his arm, and as
she walked along, to and fro, up and down,
‘very languidly, wo all tliougﬂt,I her faco
would turn to his, as a child might look up
in tho faco of an clder brother. .

Protty soon Maund espicd us, and waving
hér handkerchief like a fairy, exclaimed:

"t How'dyo Toty ; you may come and walk hero
too.! And then a8 Toty tripped away to
‘join ‘hér, sho-coughed violently, and when
the fit Vens over said.to us, ng she bent over

. ithe Failiig’ of: thé corridors “Lansing is-a

naughty hoy, and won't let me come down
until the sun is longer out of bed lest I get
more cold.”

Y .en Toty was by Mand and her hus-
band’s side, Uncle Abe, who was smoking
that same long pipe near the porter's lodge,
approached Mentor, the Colonel and myself,
and we saw that his dusky features woro
anxiety, for he said in very low tones, look-
ing wistfully at his youthful master and mis-
tress :—

#Masga Mentor, yow'be hear dat ?°

#“What do you mean, Uncle Abe?”

“Dat air congh. Missey Maud um de
im'go ob her mudder. She was tuk jes dat
way. Dar um dose up dar,” and he raised his
withered hand to heaven, ‘‘are awaitin’on
dat air angel. Ole Marse J'ovah nebber give
dem air bright ones to dis wicked world all
de time. Dat cough am jes de way Misscy's
dear muddet’j go away. Why sce dat air
chile! Sho don't step likg asshe used to do.
Massa, Massa, sho's gwine 1o die ond leave
Ole Ab'em an’ all de darkies! Massa Lan-
sin’ don’t go for to sce it. Dot the writin's
on -do- wall. ‘Oul Massa "Mentor, takgi.}'e
1ittle angel fatder Souf:-ity de: only Lopey
an' let Ole Abe go too ’

Language cannot convey the tone and
plaintive air with which the faithful fellow
uttered these words. They carie upon us all
like a clap of thunder, and ‘the Colonel was
the first to break, the constrained silence:

i But Abe, you must not frighten Mrs,
Dacro or her husband. Surely Toty would
gee this if it were s0.”

“Massa Grade; jes you look at dem two.
Missey Toty ncher see anyting but de sun,
and de moon, and de stars. She’b love Mis-
sey Maud, and neber tink dar is apuder place
for her dan Terryverdy.”

«Unele Abe,” said Mentor, *cheer up. I
shall see if Dacre won't go with me and this
gentleman to Corpus Christi, for a few
weeks. If you are right, then it is wise to
bo warned. We must not lose Maud now.
And Uncle Abe"—

The old negro turned to hide a tear.

¢ And, Uncle Abe, you shall go, too, if I
can fix it. There! there! Don't tell to any
one what you have expressed to me.”

“Pank you, Massa Mentor. No! Abe'm
would not scare dem sweet birds—not for
no ting in de hull world.”

After breakfast, Mentor saw Dacre apart,
and tho young maw's face was graver, and
he was even more tender than was his wont
when lo spoke to his baby-wife. How it
was, does not import, but it was arranged
that Dacre and his lady, Toty and Mr. Men-
tor, should pass some wecks at Corpus
Christi. As Mentor turned to tho Coloncl
and the writer, just before dinner, he said :

] am sorry, Colonel Grade, we caunot
have you with us, but we will take good
caro of Toty;" and he whispered, a3 the
Colonel went away, late that afternoon:
¢ Loveridge, do you know I fonr Abe is
right : her mother dicd of it. I think Dacre
may meet Mrs. Ychrieff unharmed, now. Do
not you?”

I answered, ¢ Yes,  unless he is very
mad or very base. Da you know I have a
curiosity to sco thet woman. Lansing evi-
dently loves his wife. You love himasa
gon : he is & dear friend of mine.”

:Yes, yes, but’—

¢ But what, Mentor ?”

# You know the verse, f Unatable as water,
thou shalt not excel! Pshaw! Loveridge,
am getling gloomy. Let us go and join
Maud and Lansing in the library.”

We both felt & cold chill as we entered the
room, Why wagit? ¢ There are more things
in heaven and carth than are dreamt of in
our philosophy.”

XI1V. .
CORPUS UCIRISTL AGAIN,
The # Concrete” City glittered with the
mid-summer noon. There was a silver sheen
upon the restless waters of the bay.

So bright were the beams, and so merrily
the little stars twinkled, that Corpus Christi
loomed up like a very fairy-land. From the
bluff, and far forth on the prairie, this weird
light penctrated, so that the Mexican quarter
of the town could be plainly discerned from
the lower wharf; and if you surveyed the
ievel, or main portion of the city, you could
clearly descry Carl Schrieff’s new lhouse, and
the quaint homestead of the Hazletons down
9o tho beach,, . . e
- Tho lusirs of the xmoon Was so Bright,that
those who hayo only,scen the ¢ Queen of the
Eventide ¥ in her pale robes which she wear«
eth when shi¢ gives audience to, her children
in the colder regions of the North,.can form
but a faint image of her glory when she
vouchsafes her royal presénce to the peoplea
of the far-off Soutk. A fartliing candle.and
o drummond light, indeed! Why, I have
strolled for hours on that beach, on such a
moonlight, and listened to the voice of those
wild waters, reader, until the weary Past and
the uncertain Future werc forgotten, and the
living Present was all and all to me. The
light was not the light of golden day, nor
dewy eve, but a quaint and glorious halo,
such as dreamy Persians sing of as belong-
ing to another and a botter world, and all
things were absorbed in the joyous con-
sciousness of these two glorious words: ¢17
live

Emily Schrieff i3 visiting at her father’s
house ; her husband is on his way home
from Indianola, nnd the same little sloop
that dances over the waves of Corpus
Christi Bay to-night, bears more precious
freight, for it bears also our friends from
Terreverde, and on that miniature vessel, on
the night you read of, was, as well, the
writer of this record of happy days, now
passed away forever. But, for the moment,
let #tho Fairy” plough her way over the
phosphorescent water, and turn your eyes to
the mansion of the Hazlctons, and, invisibly,
as a spirit, pace up and down the gallery, and
mark Emily Schrieff as she walketh to and
fro in the moonlight in her flowing robes of
fleckless white, in the balmy air, tempered
by the saltbreeze from the bay that laves the
beach, She is all alone; alone with her
own soul, and straining her womanly eyes to
eatch tho first glimpse of the little whito
sails of the boat that bears her husband, her
old lover, his wife, and their friends u.d
their servants to the wharf that Is plainly
obgervable in-the distance. Therc have been
tears in thoso passionate, deep, deep eyes, but
sho dashes them angrily away, and she
dreams very sadly of a glorious lfe that

might have been her own, had shis beon truo |

to herselt) hor girlish heart;and to her God.

This woman loves her husband, but she
feels her degradation. She was not born to
creep on the earth like the serpent, but to
walk ercct amid tho stars, as a Queen. Al-
waye controlling him, never condescending
to altercate with him, the influence of the
twain has been mutually poisonous, * Neither
could bend, and they raust have a care of
collision. Those two iron wills will chafo
each other forever, and destroy all the tem-
per of the metal. She knows all his basencas,
ond despises-the perfidy: that cume so near
costing bim life. Cazl Schrieff is-her bete
noir, but she loveth him, as angels in.the
wild ballads of the Arabs are said to.have
been infatuated by demons; but when the
spell was beokon, the pure spiritsrealizedall
the horror of their enchantment ; while the
German drains the goblet, flled with red
wine, steeped in Passion Flowers, and, finds

singeth her syren song.

t¢ TThis is horrible,” you say.

Clest ne pas mon affaire, geitle reader,
Alas! that it is'true. You are in a spiritual

cho:anatomiéal théatre, T}ﬁlj,‘dfgl the'singer

apd wonderfally made™
Emily Sclrieff paces to and, fvo:rapidly,
and you sce.that her hearl'surges like. the

shore almoét at hier feet, is not_cchoed'by'a
‘wave of impatient sclficommuning that
sweeps over her perturbed soul. Emily
‘Schrieff has been wenk, but riot.wicked ; she
hes been under thé influence of those poi-
soned words of the Tempter, which are to

sical system, and she realises, when too late,
all the glory of what might have been.
That she must love her hushand, that she

of her punishment. Do men gather figs from
thistles? O, this horrible incertitade of
soul—looking up to the clouds and grovel-
ing in the miro !

life !

Of course, Lansing Dacre is happy. By
ber own heart, Enily Schriefl reads his.
Such a torch of corruption might show all
the horrors of any soul's charnel-hguse; she
is bound and delivered up to the darkness
that cometh only after the light.

deeply-plaintive voice, aud the very air is
échoed by the waves that dash at her feet
bat a few yards from,the gallery :—

“ POWN:ON THE,BEACH.”
“ Down on the beach, the angry waves are dashing,
The sky is black—the thunder’s crash 13 deep.
The lightning’s keen white blade s sharply 8ashing;,
As If a harvest in the.clouds to reap;.
And the billows lash the shore,
With a sullen, sarging roar,
Ah1 they seent 0 lell of death in the sea,
Ot its grandcur and its dark treachery,
And the graves neath iis ‘coral floor;

< Down on the beach, the duncing wavelots shive,

At eveutido when crimson clonds hang Jow,
And dying sunbearns faintly gleam and'quiver,.
Upan each waveler's erest of cuzling miow,-.
The come, and they lave the shore .
With a sound I have heanl befatog,
And they.sing to me of life itf tho sea,,
Of its beauty and its wild mystery~—

Sug of life forever, éver mote.
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his strength, as & child’s ebbeth when ghe

of aweet paalms exclaini i—“I fm - fearfully, .

does Tove Carl Schrieff is not the lcast part’

In the foul and terrible mire of a blasted

i

t}@seciing room :-the. doord are lockéd, and: ..
SR Nl vy A R T T s Fewan2nT
you'cannot-clode your cyes {6 those strange .°
opérations-that are progressing ‘in this psy-

sen, and that not a_wave which lashes the

the soul like deadly night-shade to the phy- -

Hush! her voice is raised in song; itiga
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* Down on the beach, night’s trembling shadow bingers,

The mormg stars their anthems have begtn,

Davwn glasps her penrdy ved with roay fingery,

Awd vaits the risimg of the Monareh Sun,

When wsleapou the ocom®s brenst,
ach wa e bath dden 1s crest,
White the ar 14 hush’d o & murnturous catm,
Which steaiz ta the soul ke mn Enttinte Bali,
Lot it whispers of Infinwe Itest,

As her chaunt ceased, she saw the white
sails of ¥ the Fairy,” and presently the mid-
night breeze wafted n strain to her ear from
the little vessel that approachel tho shoro
with the speed of the wind, now blowing
towards the beach, and before which the

tiny vessel was speeding like a thing of life :
THE RIVER'S VOICE.
“1 sat me down beside the river,
I aid me down by s waters clenr !
Lastening to its fow forever,
Why did [ et fall atear?
Vaice <o muxical, so clear,
Plowmg far, now flowmyg near,
Why did 1 let fall & tear?
Hoew I then death was so near?

#1 decamed; nor knew sinset was pahing,
Nor eaw the death of the golden day,
Till twibighvz last faint snules were fuling—
Az I eame my homewnrd way;
Then the nver, soft and clear,
Sadly feil upon mue ear,
Why did I let fall o tear?
Al I knew that Death was near.

As Lansing led his little wife into the
cabin, Uncl¢ Abe whispered to Mentor, % De
crown of glory am a waiten for Missey,
Massa Mentor; dat air angel am gwing far
away.”

But in a few moments the Faicy had
reached the wharf, and tho travellers sepa-
rated ; Schriefl’ to join his wife, and the party
from Terreverde to take possession of the
cottage, down on the beach, at the lower por-
tion of the town, which had heen hired for
the season, and where Chloe and Phillis had
already, as avant courier blackbirds, prepared
overything for their reception, and where
coffee and supper awaited their anival,

Xv.
MAUD'S DREAN.

Maud, when recovered from the fatigue of
her voyage, scemed to brighten in tho genial
air of Corpus Christi. Lansing was very
attentive to the wee creaturo now, and ap-
peared solicitous to pay more than ordinary
attention to his little wife, now that hoe was
in the places once sacred to the memory of
an earlier love.

The cottage which we inhabited was in
point of fact o double cottage, and wag al-
most as close to the waters as Hazleton
House; but it stood at an opposite extremi-
ty of the city, and the bench taking nearly
the form of a crescent, although some three
fourths of & mile apart by the rond, yet in
an air line the distance was much less con-
siderable, and tho eyo could plainly discern
# Summer Reat,” as Mentor had.christened
our plice, from the residence of Emily’s
parents ; while Mr. Schrieff’s new house,
now completely furnished and inhabited,
stood aimost mid-way between th2 home of
the Hazletons and our quict little domain,

Mrs. Hazleton, as I intimated early in this
narrative, was the very embodiment of hos-
pitality, and we had not been in Corpus
twvelve hours, before the good lady sent her
cards, requesting permission to call in the
evening with her husband. When the ser-
vant brought them, Maud and her husband
were walking to and fro on thelittle gallery,
and Toty and I stood on the beach, throw-
ing pobbles in the bay, and the little witch
declarcd that she thought Southern people
would do o much more sensible thing to
wend their way South in the summer heats
to tho cool breezy air of the Crescent City,
than to flock to Saratoga and broil in the
close apartments of the United States Hotel.
As Toty is at present in po danger of being
nrrested as a ¢ robol,” it may not Le impro-
per to say that she is a very loyal subject of
President Davis;; and as early 23’54 “ Seces-
sion " was discussed among young and old
of the better sort of peoplo in the far South,
and had its earnest advoeates even long be-
foro that dato. Educated people regarded
it only a3 a question of time, add "while: Mr.
Lincoln's election sided the.mastor - spirits
of tho South in precipitating the Gulf States
into revolution, by affording thom & just pre-
text and an admirable accasion, ultimately

North and South would kave been tWo nu-
tions, as they had for half & century at least
been two distinct peoples—a manufacturing
and commercial country on the onc side,
and an agricultural and aristocratic State
on the other. This is given, not as a politi-
cal argument, but as a simple statement of
unanswerable fact, which every one con-
versant with Southern socicty in the Con-
federate States of America knows to be true,

Maud Dacre, of course, sent a courteous
reply to Mrs Hazleton, and the good lady
and ber husband visited ‘' Summer Rest”
that evening. Many of the better class of
people dropped in soon after, and Maud re-
ceived her guests with a quaint childish
demeanor very hard to deseribe and very
sweet to sce. Mrs. Hazleton looked bn the
heiress of Terreverde with a womanly inter-
est, and wo all thought the better of her for
her kinduess of heart. When she arose to
leave, she begged the Little One to name a
day when she and her friends would dine at
[fazleton Iouse, and Lansing laughingly
replied we were & party of idlers, who only
sought amusement, and would be delighted
to accept whenever it was agreeable (o her-
self.

It was very plain to Toty and Mentor that
Emily Schrieff would be of the party, and
it would avoid all awkwardness, considering
the past relations of Dacre and herself, that
this should be thus arranged.

When tho guests had departed, and the
beautiful moonlight flooded the land and the
water, the inmates of # Summer Rest ” pass-
ed an ovening none who were there,in and
of that houschold, will ever forget. 1 be-
lieve Dacre thought it the most peaceful
houvr his weary heart had cver known.
Even Toty forgot to bo gay in the holiness
of being happy, and once Uncle Abe, who
was sitting with Chloc some little distance
from the porch of the cottage, turned his
aark face to the heavens as if he read there
the handwriting of God upon the deep blue
shy.

Maud was clad in an evening dress of buff
lawn, whicl: became her tiny form to a fgar
vel, and sitting closo behind her husbanid on

# Summer Rest” indeed. One arm was about
her waist, and one little slender hand, now
thin and wasted, it scemed as wo saw it in
that wierd light, was placed within his dis-
engaged hand.

The Little One rarely now-n-days tas
wont to prattlo so merrily as of yore. Ever
since her marriage sho had scemed as oue
wandering in the mazy labyrinths of some
beautiful dream, but whose path-way was
overshadowed by & sorrow. To-night she
spoke more than usual, and ber voice had a
silvery tome unlike the sound of mortal
syllables. Dacre watched hier face and seem-
¢d unconscious tny onc was near him but
his wife. Onece I'saw him place his lips re-
verently upon her pure, pale brow, and the
action caused Maud to turn her face to him,
and cast upon him all the brightness of her
deep, mild cyes.

Then there was a pause for o fe'w moments,
when the Little One said :

“Langing, we shall be very happy here,
Jor a time™

“ A long time, too, darling; we will stay
here until the summer heats are passed.”

“Do you know I have always wished that
I might dic in mid-summer, Langing 7-—dic
when the skies wero bright and the gayest
flowers in their bloom.”

“Hush! hush! do not talk thus, Little
One,” said Mentor, drawing near his pet,
and bending over her, and brushing back
the golden curls the sea-brecze had blown
in strange disorder over her faco. Ever
since her marriage, Mentor scemed even
more tender of his little ward than he had
been in the by-gone days of her girlhood.

“Quardy, do not fecl s0 sad. I am not
sad, But I had a wild, wild dream last
night, and I,want to tell it to you all.”

How we gathered ronnd her!

Even Uncle Abe, gomehow, contrived to
place his sable car within hearing distance.

“I thought I was upon a journcy from a
place like Terreverde, to somo, other cven
brighter spot of earth, Lansing, but that my

way was through o very deep wilderness.

—

the doer-sill of the cotiage, it scemed to bol

There were few thorns, or brambles, or
marshes, or roptiles, but many very bright
wild flowers that glittered like jewels in
stray beams of light; which stole adown
through the tall mugunoling and branching
live-onks that over-arched me. 0, such
flowers you never saw, Toty, even in Terre-
verde! and when I saw them I felt as T only
felt, when Lansing asked mo if T wounld take
Guardy’s present, and ¢ flit with him like the
birds between the Northyand the South,! [
do not know how far i wandered on, n tittle
terrified lest night would come on, and 1 be
left all alone, when Lansing joined me, and
said: ‘I will guide you, Maud.! Then a
voico, so deep down, that 1 fancied it came
from my own heart, snid : ‘1 wish to go with
him, but his journey is longer than mine, and
I will go with him only to my journcy’s end,
and then T shall not obstruct his way, or
delay his stops any more) Sometimes as
we went on together, I told him I was afraid
I should hinder him, but he Inughed and said
‘no, and so we went on together, hand in
hand, all through the woods, and when [
was weary, and my head ached, Lansing
carried me, until T was rested and felt able
to travel more, and, setting me down on my
feet again, called moe his little ¢ pussey.

“ By-and-bye we camo to an open place in
the forest, and a great lake of water out-
stretched before Wis, O the water, Toty,
wag as big as that great bay, and larger,
too, for I conld sec further in my sleep—sce
cven the palace where they were waiting for
me and where I wanted to go.

* Now I noticed & woman approrch with
another man. Ile was going across the
water, too, but not where I was waited for
by my friends. Iis destination scemed a
great mountain, where I feared he would
find no water, and no friends, and I told him
to come with me, but the man in the boat
said fno, he cannot cross with you.’

“1 saw this man sct forth, He was a tall,
dark inan, and I felt afraid to look up in his
face, for it was sad, and terrible to gaze
upon, but U pitied him, for tho namo of the
place he was going to was called the Moun-
tain of Unrest. .

# Lansing was not allowed to go with me,
but the keeper of the little vessel told me
Le would come by-and-bye and join me, and
when he thought I was ot of sight, ke and
the stranger lady went forth together down
along the water'’s edge, and I lost sight of
them at Inst, and awoke when the boat was
nearly to the palace steps.”

+++++. You should have seen the faces on
that porch of Summer Rest, when Maud cens-
cd spenking. Mentor looked like the Mem-
ory of a Life—not a3 a living man. Lansing
bowed his licad upon his hosom, and drew
the little ereature closer to himself, Toty
turned away, and a tear glittere¢ in her
dark cye, while Uncle Abe walked awny
towards the edge of the water, and when 1
glanced to cateh the expression on his dusky
face, I read there a confirmation of the fears
that were within me,

Maud Dacre Joved her husband with all
the ferveney of her childish hear, and in-
stinctively divined that the gates of the sout
of the kind, brotherly man sho called her
husband were ¢losed to her forever, for deep
in those chambers was o tomb sacred to the
memory of a Worthless Love,

Proud; sensitive, affectionate ; half a child,
half o woman; with a spirit as gentle ns an

angel, and a heart a3 noble as o (ueen, our

litle hostcss concealed her sorrow from
every human cye, and worshipped the cher-
ished semblance, hugging dear delusion to
herself at one moment, and awakening to
the truth at another, wasit then & marvel the
insidious canker-worm, whose germs  were
in her system, should awaken thug prema-
turely, when they might have been dormant
for years, if not forever, had she been cn-
tirely blessed with all the love of Lansing
Dacre.

There are Marn.e Gops oven unto these
latter days,

Mentor had made a fatal mistake, The
one false action of n single inconstant heart
had blighted more lives then one. Thus it
is that Evil, like Good, is immortal, and that

t‘hc'minute sced the little birdling drops by
accident from his bill may yet be tho means

of feeding whole nations and preserving the
people thereof from fumine; or the spark
from s burning candle mny lay a cily into
ashes,

XVIL
POWN ON THE BEACH

Teoty noticed there were more clouds than
usual the morning of the day our party was
to dine with the Hazletons, Whether Miss
Grade was correct or not, 1 cannot say. It
would not do for me to contradict her now,
for & reason very obvious to myself, if not to
the Canadian public.

In the foroncon, Mr. Mentor, Dacre and
somebady else, whozo modesty is a chronic
compinint with him, visited the Mexican
quarter of the town. As wo pnssed one
nackel, Dacre said : # That i3 Inlia.

t g Senor que ticnne Vmd 1 3 Porquoi lienne
Vind, cn su corde 7"

¢ You told my fortunc onee, Inlin, Hereia
n silver sharpener of your wits. Come,
what have you to tell us all now ?’” and the
young man lnughed, for Maud was more
blithe to-day, and Dacre had o good, kind
heart. 1fc knew less about himself than any
mean I ever met.

The old crone, muttered to herself, and
burning a picce of paper which she lighted
from Mentor's cigar, looked at the young
man’s hand, and presently said ih her Mexi-
can patois words that might thus be trans-
lated into English :

A brohen troth dud give youn tnul,

The Snake into the Binl did change;
Forth from the trial of your youth

T'lhe good God gave you Mawl LaGrunge,
The fflower withers in your grasp,

"The rose shall fade i? the summer s,
T'he Snake shall trm w your am’rons clasp,

Teo “he form of the Early Cherislied One,

Purning to Mentor, Inlia said ¢

‘Truer than Knight to his Lady-love,
Father in mere than the blowd can be,
Rather rejoice that the pretty Dove
Hices 10 the Bright Lternity,
Approaching the narrator, she muttered :

In the days of stnfe and battle,

"\Vhen the nir with fire 1ceims,
Yout alall hear the War-Godis mutle,

In a land 1ehere Freedom gleams.
15 the days when men are weary,

Of the Carnival of Strife,
Coinceth to your soul zo dreary,
News of a new Nation’s Life!

L ] Lg -

As the sup was very warm about threo
o'clock, our friend, the Major, sent his car-
riage for the ladics, as himself and family
were among thoso invited. We started in
advance o few moments, and were at the
house almost as soon as Xaud and Toty and
Mrs. C—— and her sister,

The meeting with Emily Schriefl was less
formal than might have been anticipated.
She kissed Mrs. Dacre, and they were very
good friends in holf an hour. Carl looked
a shade thinner, and more care-worn, Men-
tor said, than when he first saw him, but
was attired with great, good: taste and
seemed like one who had made up his mind
to go through with a disagreeable role in
the best manner possible, A man of the
world, he was very cordinl to Mr. Dacre and
Mentor, who were too thoroughly well-bred
to express any of the instinctive dislike
which they might have folt.

Indeed, the great difference botween civil-
ised men and women and the inhabitants of
bear-gardens and fussy villages, is that in
the first instance men smother and conceal
their aversions, and that in the other they
tear cach other to picces, or what is much
the same thing, growt forth and gossip over
their animositics in & corner. The first are
Christinnised and humanised by having
learned the great lesson that wo owo n duty
to Society a3 well a3 to ourselves ; the other
are 80 honest, blunt and plain-spoken, that
for the sake of unpleasant truths they would
set the wholo social fabric in flames.

Emily Sehricfi’s attire, on this occasion,
wasg very becoming, being composed of a
purplo lawn, very similar to that which she
wore on her first introduction to the reader.
Was it nccident ? or did the innate coquetry
of tho woman cause her to reproduco an ap-
proximation to the saino toiletto?

The half hour previous to dinner is always

L] » »* *

an cpoch in tho history of the day that re-
quires mervellous tact in o host and hostess,
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for it is then that the careful entertainer
will seek to bring his guests en rapport with
ono another, 8o to spenk, und study them,
that they may be placed at table in a man-
ner mutually agreeable, and caleulated to
promote that “ good digestion” which shouald
ever “wait on healthful appetite.” As wor-
thy Mrs. Hazteton was not gifted with this
species of tact, Emily good-naturedly did it
for hery, and the coizequence was that in
fifteen minutes the draw-room presented the
spectacle of some twenty people thoroughly
at ease with one another and themselves,
Maud was as hppy as o lark, and furgot her
husband had ever been betrothed to another,
Lansing Dacre was proud of the admiration
his wife excited, and Mentor scemed fairly
rndiant with pleasure Indeed Maud, on this
occasion, appenred more like her former self,
the old-time ¢ Missey Maud,” Mistress of
Terreverde, than the half-drooping invalid
she had been for the two past months, Her
little robe of blue silk lawn seemed very
like the robes of a fairy, and the white ca-
melias in her golden hair were more heauti-
ful than all the pearls or diamonds of the
Ind; though, truth to tell, refined people
everywhere aro long passed making them-
selves walking advertisements of the jew-
eller,

The moments fled by, and dinner was an-
nounced. Ju-t at this moment, n carriage
drovo up, and Emily approaching her hus-
band and the writer said :

‘“ Bxeuse me for iy seeming abruptness.
Carl, Mes, Major M—— was invited with her
husband, by mother, but sent us word she
had & guest from the Ilabauna, whom she
could not leave,~and mamma of course sent
her word that, it would give her great plea-
sure to have thislady’'s company also. They
have just arrived. As our guests are about
going in the dining-room, may [ request you
to escort this lady into dinner, and you sir,”
{addressing me] will perhapg——"

““Do mygelf the honor of escorting you
thither ?—certainly, Mrs, Schrief)” I re-
joined.

We were all seated : Major C——wasnext
to Maud. Dacro escorted a lady whose
namo ecscapes  mo. Mr, B—— was by the
side of Toty Grade. Mr. Mentor had a place
assigned him next to the Lady of Gencrz}l
‘K—, and Miss Gorc wng on the left (of
Colonel R——. Mr, Schricff and the stranée
lady "exchanged o few words in Spanish
inaudible to me, and my seat next to Emily,
was directly vis-v-vis to her husband and
the guest from Habanna,

What a change had come over the features
of Carl Schrieff. e was as pale as deuth,
and the muscles about his eyes scemed to
twitch convulgively, It scemed to Mentor,
that this was not the first time, that he had
seen tho lady from Hebanua, and Dacre’s
glance towards her was arrested by my oyes,
and he looked like one moved by a dread of
sotacthing I could not understand.

The stranger was tall and stately, and the
grace of her movements I can scarcely con-
vey by language. Her complexion was of
an olive, but it secemed to have a faint tinge
as of burnished copper, seen through a glass
darkly. The hair was black as night, and
straight as that of an Indian Queen. I could
not keep from stealing stray glances at that
woman, Her eyes gleamed with o deep
light as from an unfathomable well, and al-
though hor demcanor was polished no deci-
sion could have been found by the most fas-
tidious in her manners, there was a certain
“ Je ne sais quoi,” that made me feel she had
no right to be in our midst, other than a
dark angel might possess to hover in 1’ara-
dise.

Tho longer I gazed upon that woman, the
stronger o vague likeness haunted me, as if
her faco was like to ono that I had scen be-

fore, and cre the viands wero sent away the !

iniage was fixed upon my brain,

This str:fngo lndy resembled Inlia, as o
statuo of gold might bo fashioned like unto
a statue of copper.

She spoke English with a slightly forcign
accent; but not Emily Hazleton, tho accom-

plished’ lady at my side, conversed with |

more faultless precision. In her company
Carl Schrieff scomed to wither, and his
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strength depart from him. There was g
cruel malevolence in the way this stranger
lady fed him into conversation, and covered
him with an cmbarrassment which ghe af-
feefed not to perecive.  Onece I saw Schirieff
look up into the face of Emily, for 2 moment,
as a lost soul might gaze up in the blue
vault of heaven; and [ fely S0rrow, aye pity
for him, when Emily cast upon him a look
of stone, and turned to converse with Mon-
tor who was not far distant on the other
side of the table Onco T caught Maund’s
silvery tones, and Emily looking up fn my
face said ;

“1Is she not very beautiful 9

Schricfl thought that dinner would never
have an end. Truth to tell, the salt sea-
breeze, and the excellence of the repast,
provoked the appetite, and Mrs. Hazleton had
spared no pains to please her guests. The
waters washing the beach buta few yards from
the mansion, sang sweet songs in the ear of all
save Carl and hiz companion ; but the waves
chanted a funeral dirge to his car, and a song
of vengeance to his Indian wife, who follow-
ed him as a blood-hound scents its vietim.

Who shall tell the agony of that hour to
that German’s guilty heart? Years and
years that had been buried, the fugitive from
the old world bad buried himself within the
depths of the South-western wilds, and
hungry, fuinting, houseless and alone found
shelter in the love of the Indian Queen of a
semi-savage tribe.

In their midst he had lived for three long
years, when the civilized man, sated of the
barbarouslife,and turned his steps away from
the dark-cyed woman, who had loved him
as the pale-faced maiden never dreamed of
love.

Time passed on, and the tribe was driven
far away in the unsettled Northwest of the
Texan frontier, and the daughter had learn-
ed the vices of the white race, and sought
only vengeance. In*a few years tho pupil
who was goaded by her burning desire for
revenge, had acquired, by fair means or foul
the gold that Carl Schrieff worshipped
and the accomplishments thut Anglo-Saxon
maidens so affect, and by tho lynx-eyes of
the old crone; her mother, had kept a record
of Carl Sclirief’s wholoe life. Safe from the
laws, she knew thero was no shelter for him
from her vengeance, and slo- had nursed
these dark passions oven as tho mother suck-
leth her young. All the semi-gavage feroci-
ty of her nature concentrating in one passion,
she had been as the Nemesis cver on the track
of the man she so jealouslty had loved and
now so mercilessly hated.

Newspapers daily tell stranger romaunts
than these of the women of the colder North,
and those who know the Indian women of
the far Southwest know that the wino of
their life rung witk warm and glowing ten-
derness for the true man, and is poisoned
with unutterablo terrors for the faithless
heart,

Civilized or semi-savage, women over all
the world are still the same!

Carl Schrieff did not refuse to tako wine
with her, and when the usual salutation was
exchanged the ladies all withdrew. What
& glanco of hatred and terror he threw after
her! IHad that man's face been photograph-
cd that moment, by tho truthful camera, the
picture would have bunished sleep from those
who gazed upon it in the midnight

Then as the bottle passed how gay the
German grew! His laugh was fearful, and
his features worked in strange convulsive
spasms that none of us could comprehend.
Ho spoke of life ag if it were an ebbing tide,
and men wero little barks tossed upon the
sea’s troubled bosom with ecach fickle wind.
There Yvere quaint fancies in his awful mirth
not generous wine alone irspired, and at
times his eyes would snap as if a coal of firo
wero burning at his heart.

I think we all were glad when tho motion
wag given to adjourn to the drawing-room,
and Carl leancd heavily on Mentor’s arm as
the door was opened.

It scemed liko entering heaven to leave
{hat dining-room and rcjoin the ladies, w:ho
were engaged in that species of feminine
prattle so unintelligible to men and 3a dear

I, sir, to make fun of the dear creatures,
nor to explore too closely the mysteries of
their privato conversc; for between yon and
me, we might hear truths not at all flatrer-
ing to our sclf esteem, as they are Intuitively
gifted with the power to jump at some very
correct conclusions that we can only reach
by inductive ratiocination and an immense
amount of very stupid logic

Coffce was brought in when the sun was
neaily set, and on glancing over the draw-
ing-rootn you might notice that the lady from
Habanna had suddenly taken her departure,
as if she were an evil spirit that had vanish-
ed in thin air,

«+..The moments glided by, and when
the moon was rising some one proposed we
should take a stroll down on the beach
Every minute circumstance of the walk
comes back to mae, as after the interval of
years these linesare traced in a foreign land.

It was a glorious moonlight, when the last
gleams of day were struggling with the mid-
summer moon, Our party now followed
aflinities rather than etiquette, and directly
in advance of Toty and I were Emily
Schrieff, Maud, and Mr. Dacre. Directly
after us followed Mr. Mentor and Mrs. Hazle-
ton; while the remainder of the guests were
divided into couples and trios as the fancy
of the moment had dictated.

It was a beautiful beach, and the sand was
studded with o myriad glistening tiny peb-
bles, like jewels strewn about with a lavish
profusion no mortal wealth could rival, for
the Everlasting God had given to this re-
mote and almost unknown quarter of the
globe a glory, prouder more densely settled
lands can little coinprehend, mocking, as.it
were, the patronizing pity of the Northern
scorn, by strewing pearls of natural beauty
in the pathway of the brave, truc-hearted
people of the Lone Star State,

Some asked where Schrieff was, but no
one know, and Emily—inconstant heart!—
did not give him even a passing thought,
Truth to tell, we all were happy in the glori-
ous present, and in no mood to remember
unpleasant things., Mayhap the writer was
dreaming bright dreams with one who has
1ighited his pathvay many on hour,and month
and year since then, Wo were all enjoying the
beauty of the night and, the breeze from the
bay that the Spanish Missionaries rightfully
christened. Thus we sauntercd on for half
o milo, when some one szid :

¢tWhat is that object in the water 7
i It looks like & log,"” said a lady.
#1t cannot be a fish,” exclaimed Col, T,

Why did we all gather closer together and
watch it? Certes cach group drew very near
ono another, and many an eye was turned to
the dark object that was so fearfully near.

¢ Itis o human form,” said Dacro,

It came no nearer for & moment, till a
passing wave lifted it up, and ther we saw
a horror I can never forget though I were
doomed to live a myriad life-times on this
carth.

Uncle Abe suddenly emerged from the
-crowd of anxious watchers, and wading in
the shoal water bore the burden s little way,
but it was too heavy, and Dacre went forth
with Genoral K , to his assistance.

The moon hid itself for a moment behind
a cloud, and as it cmerged again wo saw the
body and recognized Carl Schrieff—the poi-
soned mrin, who, in his deliritm, had plunged
into tho waters to cool the fever Inlia's
daughter’s draught, dropped in his wine-cup,
had evoked.

Why did they place that corpse almost at
Emily's very feet? Why did they not hide
it from tho gaze of atl who thronged in hor-
ror round about the miserable man, upon
whose features not even the cool waters
could wash away tho fearful'agony that his
guilty soul had known before it went to its
last account? And why did Emily hide her
faco in hor jeweled handsand weep no tears,
but stand in the stony attituda of onc curs-
¢d in the hour of unutterable relief?,

+* » * * * »
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. From_tha duy, of "this fatal visit, Maud
drooped as. flowers fade in the glare of the

to all dimity. It will not do fot you and

midsummer noon. She was very cheerful,

and seldem evinced consciousness of what
was now appavent to us all; but spoke of the
future and of & return to Terreverde at &
very catly day. .

Su weexs rolled by, Iler hushand scarce-
Iy teft her side an hour in the morning or
the night-time, and on pleasant breezy after-
noons she would wander with us a little dis-
tance down on the beach, and when she
grew too weak for that, she geod todrive wiih
Toty and Lansing by turns in the little car-
riage that Mentor sent for from the Crescent
City.

The time had passed when Maud had
strength to sce Terreverde again, and yet
the littl: creature longed, longed for home,
for the bright court-yard, and the shady
trees, and the dusky forms o' “ my puople,”
as the thirsting heart panteth after the
water brooks, but wise men of science told
us it was certain death to remove her now
that ghe could never survive the fatigues of
such 2 journcy.

One evening in September, when the sun
had yet an hour or so, of life, Lansing sent
Abiakam to us, and Mentor, Toty, aud T,
went into the little chamber that over-looked
the sea. The little onc was lying on &
educh, and her white robes scemed unlike
the vesture of frail mortals, Those cheeks
were burning red, and the mild eyes wore an
uncarthly brightness, while the wasted arm,
and almost transparent hand told too iruly
the advancing feet were near,

As we came in, she beckoned to Abraham,
and whispered in his ear, and the faithful
fellow hiding his tears answered; ¢ Ves,
Missey Maud ¢ shall bo done; ole Ab'em go
to de cn’' ob dis air worl’ to please leble
Missey.”

“ Darling,” said she, taking Lansing’s hand
n3 he knelt down by her side, # Darling hus-
band, I am fading away like the light of this
beautiful evening, and while I have power
to speak, I want to tell you some things it is
necessary that you hear  You will not very
long have any little wife to cloud your path-
way. Lansing, I have loved you as'-God
alone can kuow. You married me almost &
child, and you forget,that your little wifo
would, had she lived, one day been a woman.
Darling, you have always been very kind to
Maud, and she is happy if she came in your
existence, at-an hour when you nceded a
little sister to take the place .of the littie
Clarisse Dacre that died, ere it knew what
Life and Love imported. Darling do not
grieve for me when [ am gone! It is better
so. May I not come to you, hereafter Linns-
ing, when you are happy, famous, and doing
great deeds in this busy, noisy world—may
I not como to you, darling, and whisper to
you in the summer evening air, and wirl you
not feel little Maud's spirit watches over you
as angels guard tke heroe: clad in triple’
stee] 2"

do gave her to drink, and clasped ber
sweet form, and Mentor, I know, heard the
muifled tread of the advancing fret.

“0b, Maud! Maud! if I ever, since the
hour I first saw you had a dream, a wish, a
thought that was not of you, in you, foryou,
believe mo I knew it not. Bettex than kin-
dred, better than early dreams, and vagrant
fancies, better than wild ambitions, better
than my own soul, I have and do love you,
Little Consolation of my life. I would die
to spare you, O, so willingly, so gladly,
Baby Maud I”

She wotud her little arms about. his-neck,
and pressed her palelips to ' . brow, strug-
gling, as it were, with Dr.th for. the last
moments of her life.

“ Lansing, I am borrowing of your life,

Nay, I must speak,” |

Mentor gave hor to drink once again.

“I would'say, love, husband, Lansing,
you muvst conquer sclf, and rise above the

&

trinls of ihis hour. There is a better and a
brighter land above, where there °s neithér
marrying por giving in marriage, and where
the fire thiat consumes, and the jealousies
that torture human hearts never enters—in
the abdde of tho Blessed.”

t Wo all drew near her, and did not notice

that Emily ScLrieff was coming with Unclo

Abe down tho beach in the carsiage.
(CONCLUDED ON SIXTII PAGE.)
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to people as an escaped lunatic or tho latest every department of its wondrous mechan-
importation from the moon. Sometimes the ism, Huwbly, as a littls child, I began to
eye would roll as if In the *fine frenry * des- learn and describe, at every ste p discovering
cribed by Shakespeare ; sometimes 1 would something new in the profusion and grandeur
ogle the empyrean, &z if praying for a divine that encircle us  And I look buck with a
aflatus; again would I rivet my gaso on the smile of complacency on the bye-past days,

paving '““’f' a8 if I had -found another and especially on the time when I made ny
" vasty deep,” and wag busy conjuring wp first attempt at writiog poetry.

AR AR AR s A annaanna | Yery smart Young man in Pater-noster Row Yl T
TORONTO BATURDAY, JUNE 29, 1861.] took the folios to read, but returned them ] °" which to write and Iavish the wealth of [For the Home Journal.)
— = next day, stating that “the utter absence of | ¥ 1d08¢, but 1t was as haed to fmdo?eu UTTERLY WRRCKXD,
CHEAP LITXRATURY, Plot would preclude any negociation” Au. |1t Y48 for Byron ta get & hero for bis ;Don AVAL

Jusn. Visions of the beantiful, the sublime, BY MAVALQARE.

the horrible crossed my daring sou], but they
appeared in such chaotic forms that I could
by 80 possibility individualize elther of them,
snd like Macbeth's witches they vanished s

— other brillisnt publisher declined the offer,
‘tl:n‘;fﬂ';f’of’°§’iﬁ :”“:'ﬂﬁ;:.am % “the satire was 30 bitter, and the di.
Ploin Casada aver comider what a priceless | §7o9810ns 50 frequent, ,{l’“ the masses would
bieselug It wat to be born tn the luat helf of] %04 SPDOve the work” Atlasta very wesk-
this Nineteenth Oestary? Jminded firm did mecept it, aud the Totescs
Our younger roaders who-have been o] YOTY foollshly ran-the work‘thrgngh '""fl
s¢hool four g .five -years, bave probebly ons, gown* Oleap Literstare” wis
losicosd ‘several vary profonnd ‘traths, which ¥ thes -
llo“lndf-’cﬂd:{” to their apesties, ihmt| Our delibeente opinion fs-thet
they térm them “ailomstic,” and every tyro [ #0¢ liked -by the ‘many must be werthhui
f mathoinetios knows vary will you camnet| %54 *that any young gentiemsa fa sound)
¢ any dogma of that sost, )
mmﬁnﬂ adrantages that the[ Poeew iz his own fashion, and 1o one could
premut generwtion Possesecs i+ Popular| d18pate his freedom: to doso, ifhe saw fit. A
Literatare,” or  Cheap Publlcatlons,” as|® S0eral.thing, what everybody says must
thalr propeietors fasetiously term them ; and :":ue,mdif»wﬂﬁummﬂzht, who
l.:h::.::: o:.::;;,f m‘:.‘:::,'ﬁi:m?: Cheap literature Is & very great bleesing to
oonemon with the operatives In silk fhctories; | 827 Couatry or pople with good mental
they live among-splendor but mever foef| UieHtive powers, and we hope the liberal
covetons. O the contrary; they are atways| 100 Of thi article wll satisty ap ou friends
qultn willing that an wuthor shoald know as| 15At the Houn Jovax.s, appreciates the, fm.
much as he pleases, 80 long ag they can make | POTtA0Ce of its misifon, Should this acticle
money and sult thie pablie, be misiaterpreted by aay 00¢,’1t would be &
great misfortune, for the objéct of the writer
Now, In-0ld times, thers were some be- was simply (o hava & Little quist grow] with
nlighted creatures that supposed the educated )

: hix friends. If any of the publlo outside are
and gifted purt of mankind “were the best offended bo sincersly hopes to be forgiven
1 . ]

judgel of 'the merits of bards and h?bﬂmq for.there I3 a0 doabt u“’ know best about

{] onsayiste and JSewilletonists, Living as we everything,
«§  do in an age of enlightenment, this seoms ————
‘| ] TeYabeurd; and what Is more to be deplors | MY FIRET ATTEMBT AT POETRY,

H d,alieontevery writer thoge miserable bigots 3T somedas,

applanded have descended by their worke to —_—
i ourdayand gener.ion. Wedo thingsmors| I am somewhat ambitions of figuring
: Mlynow—c-dnyn,forwbenoﬁeunautl}oi smoug the other Htarary brethren In the
‘3 has pleased tbcmum,ag long as be can do | world of letters, and have -mads: soveral
if  thet, b i swre of omolument; and instead attempts,; with “what sucosss dll:t the world
‘3 of producing & faw very great books In o Judge when the mystery atten g my paeas bidding. Every palim tofthe

dosaile, arbich Daver e, evary week soee thy donym 1a cleared off, and the an i standy | wondécit uu::“ paes Jraln, thase | aad may know hours when flames of passion
‘R birth of at:least & score of new stars, who | revesled in propria persons, Bull T am
{] Dbiass sway.ls the Srmament of dstters until | afrald . that “like mazny -other aspirants for
| thelr ol gives out, sad the. poblic gets slck literary ‘fame, I began my oarser whi »
of their parformances, miserably mall:stook-o-trade—alics deas,
; It %2 Jook scrom the border, we shall al Thmuodopud»bymwhbﬂﬂuorthg
T b petateated by the sumber of Yiterary mwﬂlon‘;w,atthhhtoﬂhatpﬂned

periodicals, and still mare delighted by the | of oloi-!eal'wlh,nﬂyimr Baith,- 4 We enltic
way they are conducted. Bowner, of the X, vate-liweatars -on a little oatmenl,” would
Y. Leiger; Dow, of the Boston Werer. scarcely salt my cuse, for I sm swaplcions }
bey; and: Gleason, of the oid Line of Bat- | jog not such & substantial subsiratom on
ta Skip, are all gradustes in the Collegs off which 16 work. By that as it may, I havy
Bys-Openees, and authors. of seveeal eele- writhea poetry in my-day,'aad’now" whes
wmumm:“humhidﬁnogmﬁhm,md
:idumm;"!mlasﬂm fSashes of geuime given place to more sober '

£ orses ~a Moral Zanay,” sad “4 thougins—when the eye doss not light Int) At lnat I managed to write oq
‘Tnpufcwel(h%m_" The Zodger aad ifreasy a4 of old, but Jooks at things with {of lines and dispatehed them ::?..':?.}:

Tez spactacle presentsd by s noble veasel,
which has gone to pleces on a sand-bar, is
verysad, Iths difficult to realise that the
miserable bulk, over whish the waters swee

they, catme, unsubstantial shadows snd noth- Wad once freighted with humap hopes, snlz
ingmors. Twas atmy wit'esnd. Tho fabled that, with the shore In sight, it was broken |G
Nine had sither gous GraLy of ‘rere tantalis- up, e Ortgo ruined, and, perchancs, & por. .
ing me to-the verge Of madnese, when st Hon of the lives iboard doomed to be washed
hulm.duhunndnpo,uanmrmm. lifeless on the beach, and the dead hodies

Yot It is no rare oecurence, us all wilo live
near dangerous shoals well know,

"Bat there is & compensation In the thought
that these are dangers of the a8, whick
* those who go down to the Yasty deep In
ships” take Into acoount:- and which are
:lfun unavoidable, and lncident to navign-

on,

existence would bs & blank, & howling wil-
decness. Ithhklmherimnge now as she
foats . past Atong the recollections of the
past. Beauteous she was to me, and the light

beaming from her Sye was asplacid and calm
8 the moonbeam's glitter on the seeping

Tarn now o the mortal stranded on the
quick-sands of Humen Lif Gaze

ture had been nurtaring each of us in 1one, | its mother's bosom, and survey the pathless
unm\m]".t ﬂ” ﬁsh‘ umc to bﬂns us Wastes it my mv'el"OYer, ere it mch’
together and make us ane forever, 8o I|another and s better land, where there ise
Imagined, for ag Yot I worshipped afar off, [ safe harbour for all thoge born of Woman.
Istood Like the publican in the Paruble, and | What storms must how) over {t, from the
loved at a distance, not daring 10 break the oradle to the grave, even if it hag & com-
{llusion by a nearer Approach. Poetry came Paratively proaperous roysge. Hidden rocks

“Etherval apirit. goddess of my soug

I could g-: 2o farther. Half distracted 1
weat out and wanderey through the woods,
sl repeating that tne and trying to ke it ;
out with another. My waking hours were
miserable, my sleep way broken by dreqmy.
An uznsesn spparition whispered into ny sar
“Xthereal spirlt! bup never 8ot beyond
that #ne apostrophe |

- s

were playmaies. There,was o native
B bly every movement,. which made him
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of sunghine used to seek him whon he was
resting under the elms in the court-yard, and
when you looked up in bis beautiful, soft
cyes, comothing said that God had been very
good to him, and that his mother must have
been ove of those bright, gentle spirits that
are ullowed o pass little life-times here on
Parth, to make men feol thero iz a leaven,

It was o deep study to watch this young
man’s career, Worldly success scemed to
follow him, though he was poor, and years
lnter, when others i the samoe class at the
Academy had not entered the world, nor
emerged from college, he was an actor in
the theatre of events,

Like very many men, who love carly, he
did not marry the first choice of his heart;
but, as is not often the case with deep na-
tures, ho seemed to he no worse for the
rebwll, and a few months afterwards he
wooed and won a little child, that was born
to he his consolation: for she svrely was a
Fairy of delight, making his life glorious
and blessed.

What encrgy and ambition that man bad |
How he rose from obseurity to power and
affiuence, and how his name seemed echoed
by the world. They scemed very happy toge-
taer, this child-wife and our friend, but some-
times o shadow rested on the 2ittle one's
face.

She died ere two years of married life
were over—died, loving him with a sis-
ter’s love; died, not of wilful cruelty, for
e was alway kind to her; but died of neg-
lect—his carcless thoughtlessness of her
and his selfisb absorption in himself and his
ambition, and the thought that she had
never been taken into the great depths of
his heart, for in them was the image of an
carlier face.

It was only when the blow fell he woke
from his dream. Only when she was gone,
only when it was too late, was his heart all
her own, and he awoke to the worth of the
flower ke bad undervalued by comparison ;
awoke to the worthlessness of all his ambi-
tious strivings for baubles that were so
worthless compared to the pure little heart
whose incense he had never appreciated,

Jwhen daily offered up to him for two long,

miscrably-wasted years. :

From the day of her death the man’s
course was downwards; and he flow to the
miserable, poisonous cup, that mocks men
with its syren tongue, and looses surcease of
memory when they nced it most; a wanton
cup, that has no truth in its promises; no
balm in the hours of delirium.

vevsos The man died. It is not for pure,
young cyes to rcad the story of his death.
When we think of it, the little room where
these lines are peoned secems a charnel-
house, where horrid spectres and hideous
larvee writhe in worse than physical corrup-
tion. On his tombstone there are two sim-
ple words: ¢ Too Late.”

Utterly wrecked, indeed !

“ Utterly wrecked,” ther~is the howl of the
Banshee in the syllables.  Utterly wrecked,”
every graveyard tells stories of those storms.
“Utterly wrecked,” many a hearth-stone in
this Province is desolate in the gloaming
with the saddening secret hidden in the
words, “Utterly wrecked,” many a broken-
hearted wife, mother, daughter, sweet-heart,
avert their faces when they hear you speak
of men that were better than their fate.

Thero is o terror ne romancist ever fore-
shadowed ; no poet ever painted ; no human
voice over breathed of, in the hearts of
thoughtful men and women at the memory
of buried sorrows awakened by tho simple

_ whisper, # Utterly wrecked.”

—ao—
OUR NEXT NUMBER.

Qur pext number will be an excellent one.
Among other good things it will contain the
first chiapter of an original Canadian tale,
writton by & lady of this city, and entitled
* Compensation.” Also & contribution frora
the pen of Mr. McGee, entitled “ Alexander
McLachlan's New Book.”

Mr. McCarroll's story, ‘' Black Hawk,”
will be commenced after the conclusion of
# Compensation.” We wish the public to
bo well propared for it.

. S,

5

~a, 4 4 ]
@he Editor's Round Tuble,
g S T OANAAAAAAA
«+»« This week no thronyg is near the Round
Table  Almost alone, we have been sitting,
dreaming weird fancies of what might have
heen.  In this mood, half despairing of, and
half hoping for company, we came across
Owen Meredith's ¢ Last Remonstrance,” «
poem by the Bulwer Lytton's son. It is too
long to copy. Besides, it is possible it is a
little wicked. In the wine of tho young
man's life, there lingers many a flavor of
Pagsion Flowers; but the perfume is very
sweet, even if it be poisonous. We dare only
quote the last four stanzas—for although
Frank Leslie's Magazine (for which we are
indebted to Warne & Hall) republishes the
entire poem, it might give umbrage, did we
copy it entire, 10 some very good people:

Iffunng on together, I have fed
‘Thy lips on potsons, they were sweet nt least,

Nor couldst thou thrve w{mrc holier love hath spread
Ilis simpder feast,

Change would be death. Conld reverance from my stde
Bring thee repose, [ would not bid thee stay.

.\l}' love shouldinzet, as calinly as my pnde,
Flut parting day.

1t may not be; for thou couldst not forget me;
Not that tmy own 1s more than other natures,

But that *tis different; and thou wouldst regret me
IMud purer ereatures,

Then, if love’s firzt ideal now grows wan.
And thou wilt love again—again love me,
For what 1 am; no hero, but a man
Sull loving thee,

If Bulwer’s son does not get ruined before
he is thirty, he will make as great a man as
his father. It is narrated of him, when a
child, that a visitor calling to see the Baro-
net, this boy, then a lad'of eleven, was sent
for, and, in reply to some kind remarks from
the visitor, Sir Edward said :—* Yes; he is
a fine youth, but he looks deucedly like
his mother.” ¢ And he is deucedly glad of
it, ir,” was the child’s retort. This may be
scandal, but it is interesting enough to be
true ; and every editor is more or less of an
old woman, whose business it is to repeat
wickednesses: or so the dear public seem to
think, which amounts to the same thing.

....Here 15 a very auggestive eight lines
from Poor Robin's Almanac for 1734, It
does not need comment :

Samnt Agnes? Day comes by-and-bye,
AVhen pretty.maids do fast 1o try

‘Their sweethcarts in their drcams to see,
Or know who shall their hiusbands be;
But some when married all is ore,

And they desite to dream no more,

Or, if they must have these extremes,

Wish all their suflerings were but dreams,

..+, Compensation "—a very beautiful
story--by the authoress of “The 0ld World
and the New,” is filed for a very early inser~
tion, We wish literary people were all
getting “ compensation” for their 1sbor, and
hopo the day will come when the Hous
Jourxan will ‘be able to pursue a liberal
policy, and that trained writers may carn at
least as good wages as the vendors of patent
razor-strops,

. ... Godey's Lady's Book is responsible for
the following. Is it any wonder that Yankee
literary paperdom is at a low ¢bb? We

quote :

“We are constantly annoyed by young
beginners sending us poetry and asking us
to remit our usual price. We may add that
we do not either pay for or return poetry.
One thing more while we are upon the sub-
ject. It is folly for writers who have made
no name to think of receiving payment for
their productions. An article may be fit to
publish witbout being entitled to compensa-
tion. A young writer should have a little
modesty, and be thankful that ho has the
opportunity of displaying his talents before
some hundreds of thousands of readers, with-
out asking morc or less pay in addition. If
he write with unusual ability, he will be
sought out, and his contributions solicited,
and then will be time to put a prico upon the
productions of his brain. A little plain
speaking at this time, when we scarcely open
a letter offering n prose contribution without
a request to know ¢ our terms,” will probably
prove & blessing to other publishers as well
as to ourselves.”

....Actors and actresses, ono might think,
were not dangerous foes to either of the
Presidents on the American side of the
Niagara river; but some of tho New Y:ork
papers are trying to raise a mob against
Mark Smith and W, H. Leighton, because on
ono occasion, in New Orleans, some Joke.r
made the players turn out in a travestie
of ¢ sojering,” under the style of ¢ Tho Vari-

ties’ Volunteers of tho Regiment of Cock-tail

Guards,” Wilkes' Spirit says, on this sub-
ject, very properly:

“The absurd story of the Varicties’ Volun-
tcers being o belligerent corps hus been
ventilated over und over again in these
colums, and we are free to say it would never
have been mooted In the first place, nor so
persistently refused, bad not the spleen and
bile of a few rickety “crickets” been found
effervescing, with no better subject at hand
to saliva with tiweir frothings. The miser-
able attack upon the parties named, in a last
Sunday’'s paper, is worthy of that sheet.
Give us another sensation paragraph, by all
means, Read the riot act, and call out the
Perlice,”

Another paper of more pretensions and
less sense than the Spirif, scems to be at
work to injure Mrs. W. II. Leighton, hecause
shie was a atock actress at the New Orleans
‘ Varieties” a few seasons. This is almost
equal to those wiseacres who still believe
the Sons of Malta were a * political institu-
tion.” “'Tis well,” and should be duly “re-
corded !

.«..The London magazines for the cur-
rent month are interesting. Mr. Thackeray
continues his novel in his wonderful maga-
zine ; and Mr. Sala i3 still busy unravelling
the complexities of his * Seven Sons of Mam-
mon ;” while Mra. 8. C. Hall conducts her
quict story in her St Jumes's Magazine with
becoming demureness. We are glad to wel-
come back, in this leafy month, the well
known cover that unfolds Mr. Charles
Knight's admirable ¢ History of England,”
and to wish this noble historian of the
people the health and strength to bring his
honored labor to a successful close. The
contents of the magazines for this month are
of average merit. Mr. Thackeray and Mr.
Sala lead troops of writers, who vary little
either in subjects or power of treatment, But
we are giad to welcome old names revived.
The world must be delighted to discover that
all the tender genius of Hood is not baried
in his grave. Bothson and daughter of the
singer of “ The Song of a Shirt,” have shown
themselves worthy of their parentage. In
the present number of the St. Jumes's Maga-~
zine, young Thomas Hood (he should sign
T. Hood, the Younger) has a poem that is
exquisitely tender, called “Home at Lagt.”
We wish for room to copy it, but ye .must

‘| give our space to * Houe Tarexnt

«+o Punch i3 not silent concerning the
American war. Politics are not forbidden
to the Jester, and he laughs at cries of “stop
that paper,” if any one could do such a
thing. Even Napoleon III. gave up trying
to proscribe Punch ; and the subtle statesman
knew his enemies must bave an escape-pipe
for their bitter wit, or burst. In an ode to

North and South, Mr. Punchk exclaims :—

O Jonathan and Jefferson,
Come Iisten to my song;
I can’t decide, my word upon,
AVhich of i’ou 1s most wrong,
1 do declure 1 am afraid
‘T'o say which worse behaves,
Ine Nortk inposing bonds on trade,
Or South, that man enslaves,

Could volumes state the issues more
clearly ?

....Jenny Gray's “ Advice to Wives?”
would have gone into the * Cabinet,” only
men are forbidden to look into those ex-
clusive columns, and this will suit  unfortu-
nate” husbands (i. e., Good-for-Nothings)
so well, we allowed Jenny to read it at the
“Table” in the presence of all the habitues
of our sanctum :

ADYVICE TC WIVES,
Love is Eckle, sages say;
Beauty cannot hold him;
love will stcal himself away,
Maidens, if you scold him leads.
Love, he will not hive with strife—
Even tums from beauty,
If the lady plagues hisiife
With her household duty leads.
You can have him in your power,
Ladies. if you try it;
Use him as you won him first—
Love, he can’t deny it,

e e+ Owen St. Clair sends us this triflie :—

LIFE,
0! Life, Lafe, Lifel .
The weary, dreary way of life}
\What a dearth on the eanh,
What a sight is the fight
And the strife, strife, strife,
y and Night

01 the throng, throng, throng!
In the busy, hoisy town ;
In the strect pass, and mect
Every class whut a2 mass!
How they jostlc weak and strong
All day long.

Q! Life. Life, Life ] .
‘The_world 1s full of haman life,
Wax and wain—greed and gain,
Hunger and cold—silver and gold,
\What an cager strife, strifz, strife,
Forn day of life !

... The Lyceumt Company closed on
Saturday evening with a complimentary
benefit to the Leasees.  This company opens
at Mechanic's 1all, Hamilton, in a few days.
We hope they will do well there; they will
be missed herel

.+..The papers fuirly briztle with politics.
We should think the capital letters, italics
and display type would be glad when the
contest i3 over. Why is it politics make
men crazy ?  Ladies say the newspapers are
not worth reading now ; bat then, what do
party editora care for the women folks?
Most of these gentry are married and have
seventeen children cach.

Doets” Golumn,

e v Ve Pl A A T L T T T W N N Y Y S P L LV VN
[For the {Iome Joumal,]

THE GLADE WHERE THE DANDE-
LIONS GREW,

BY J. &. R.

One benutiful morning in May time,
When birds were preparing for June ;
The red willows waved in the breezea
That rippled the Intle lagoon,
The tky wax embellished with nzure,
‘The land<capes replenished with dew,
When we chose our corapanions und wandered
To the grove where the Dandelions grew.,

My choice was celestally favored—
She baflled art’s exquirite touch §
I do not believe that 1fie angels
Surpassed her in Ioveliness much,
When I gnve her the pearl-tinted hily,
That wave in the waters of blue,
And she gave me her beauty forever,
In the glade where the Dandclions grew.

Tizough many a change has distorted
‘The heart that was happiest then.

I remembe r our mirth when we sported
At hide-and-go-seck in the glen.

The sull, rosy twilight of heaven
To distant hills dazzled adiey,

Ere we came from the lake in the valley,
The glade where the Dundelions grew.

Though the cloud that encompassed that eve
Was the spray from adversity’s wave,
By her kindness she made me believe
In a heaven this side of the grave;
And so few are life’s scenes of rejoicing,
That fancy delights to review .
The first of the fields that are frogrant—
'The glade where the Dandelions grew.

Incver retumed to that valley.

I never shall go there again,
For the change that came over the real

Would riake the reniembrarice a Pabn; ™ * *
But T'often look back to its beanty,

And sigh o’er the sweetness we knew,
When we gat by the hlackberry bushes

In the glade where the Dandelions grew.

Haxirrox, June, 1861,
—tt>
[For the Home Journal.]

WEARY.

You wish that I should sing once more,
A lay like those I sang in youth,

You would hear my voice out-pour
Meclody of hope and truth,

You have ask'd that I should wake
The lyre, that hath silent lain

For many years—I1'd love to make
You happy, dear, nor give you pain.

But, childt I cannot sing in glee,

My heart is withered, and this hand
That erst made pleasant melody

Those atrains no Jonger may cemmand,
I can neither laugh with you,

Nor fecl the warm blood’s eatly fire,
Nothing more 1 dare 1o do

‘Than idly toy with lute or lyre.

If some sweet, sad notes arise,
Do not turn your face to niine;

Do not rzise those violet eyes,
Nor that little band entwine.

Tur thy happy face awuy,

True, my vears sre stll but few,

Bat I feel so old to-day

1 cannot dare to piay with you.

I no more can hate nor love,

Hope, nor fcar, nor win, not iose,
Tunidly I look aborve

Ta catch my boy-day?s happy muse.
Then 1 could not help the laugh
_ That mer7y rose to hp from hears,
Then I used to gaily quafl’

Lifers rich wine and dream of Art,

I remember that to love, .
To trust, 10 smile, to pray, to bless—
Each emotion then would move
My features into tenderncss.
Would that I could love you, child!
Would my weary heart could beat
WWith the olden fervor wild,
Here so weary, I repeat,
Do not call me bitter, dear,
Once I was not coldand sad:
Scel I cannot drop & tear,
1f I conld iwould make me glad.
But I prythee smile, 1ay dear,
Child} some hearts fhey still are young;
Dut I weary you, I fear,
Pray forget what I have sung.
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(CONTINUED FROM THIRD PACE.)
* You must be kind to my people, darling,
when Tam gone. Remember they have lived
on Terreverde, dear Terreverde'—(how I
wish T was to die there, Toty) and never sell
them from the howe where they were reared.
Promise me this, Lunsing, for Terreverde
will soon be all your owa.”
“I proviise,” said Daere, solemnly, “and
I shall love Torreverde as no other iput on
earth, for every object will bo alive with the
memory of Mand La Grange, when I first
saw her that pleasant September morning,
not quite one year ago. But you must not
dio, Maud. Now I am in danger of losing
you, I know how I love you, and I look at
my past as the wild wanderings of a decam.”

Then she was silent for a few moments ;
but turned to Toty after a little, and put her
tiny arms about the dark, clustering curls
of her young friend, which gave her pale
face an unearthly whiteness, as she whis-
pered :

“Toty! you and I need no words now,
Toty, we were niore than sisters from the
honr we first knew one another, when we
were little mites of creatures in short frocks,
and long, white aprons You will find,
Toty, I hare not forgotten you, when I am
gone ; and prythee, when you hie with him
to the North [pointing to me], * donot forget
Maud, but keep her grave green in your
heart,”

“Guardy,” said the dying girl, as the no-
ble, kind-hoarted old mm approached her
closer, ‘“do not be unkind to Lansing when
[am gone. Not you ecannot be unkind to
him, [ know—but love him justas ever, won't
you, Guardy, for my sake ?”

“For your sake I'll try, Maud. Oh, my
dear child, I so wighed to see you happy all
your life I he rejoined.

“Uncle Abe, come here; tell Emily to
come in; I want to see her very much Call
Aunt Chloe, too, Uncle Abe. You won't have
to bear many more commands from Maud.
Do you remember, Uncle Abe, what a
nsughty child T used to be, and how I used
to disobey poor mamma and play in the
sand, and make mud pics, and you—"

Here a fit of coughing seized her, but in a
fow moments she continued :

“ You used to go with mo to Auat Chloe's
cabin, and get me clean clothes, and wash
my hands, and never let poor mamma know
how disobedient I was. Unecle Abe, tell all
my people at Terreverde Maud loves them
all, and that they must remember Mr. Dacre
will be kind to them forever, for my sake!
Ok ! Uncle Abe, if I could but see Terreverde
Jor a little moment more!  Dear Terre-
verds I

“De Lor am a comin sure. Dat angel
speak jes as her mudder did wen she was a
goin for to leab us. Bless you, Missey Maud.

Abe'm alluw’s sez, Missey Maud was too good
for dis worla.”

Emily entreed the room in her widow's
garb —very pale aad sad, and with & heavy
care in her heart. Was sho afraid of the
dying child whose husband’s heart she had
stolen before his hand had been given? 1
know not. Mentor averted hig face to hide
grief too deep for tears.

Emily knelt at the couch of little Maug,
and her black roiment contrasted strangely
with the fleckless white that the Wee One
wore; but Maud kissed the kigh, narrow
brow of the Widowed Girl, and toyed with
& tress of her amber bair,

We wero all siient for some moments,
when Maud whispered her hushand’s name,
She motioned him to kneel at hor side, and
pressed her lips to his for an instant, and
then, with a sound that I thought was a
sigh, she placed Lansing’s hand in that of
Emily, and gave them a glance that words
are dead blocks of emptiness to represent,

In that look was a Woman who had risen
nbove earth's petty rivalries, envyings and
distrusts ; in that look was & spirit scatter-
ing golden blessings ero it took its flight
from carth; in that look was the Girl trans-
figured to & Saint—g martyr at the sacred
altar of a wife's fond heart,

The shadows lengthencd rapidly, and the
last rays of the setting sun stole into the

———— i A v k- e -

chamber, as we waited for the Little One to
speak to us again ; but no sound was aundi-
ble to Mentor, as ho listoned to catch her
fuint breathing; for the pure spirit had re-
turned to the God who gave it, so quiotly,
80 peacefully, that none of us knew the mo-
ment when the Death-Angol bore the willing
soul awav from the beantiful form that sern:-
ed 50 like unto marble, as the very last beams
of the dying day fell upon it from the open
window of the quaini little sitting-room, in
the cottage that was ¢ Summer Rest” in-
deed, and which s:ill stands in Corpus
Cluisti, “Down on the Beach.”
Toroxro, June 25, 1561,
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OUR HIOME CORRESPONDENCE,
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To the Eduter of the Home Journal s

I am quite proud that we have a literary
paper of our own. I have, for the want of
a local meditm, been in the habit, for the
past few years, of sending articles to the
Waverley Magazine, published in Boston, and
other American periodicals, and have had

sible to serve them all-—at least many have
found it difficult, particularly when they
know that their productions were sent adrift
in n land of strangers, where no familiar
friend, and no countryman, whose thoughts
are for the great, the aspiring, and the noble
of his own fand, can be expected to culogise
the sentiment, appreciate the national pecu-

| Harity, and redeem the modulated cadences

of the Canudian Muse from the icy oblivion
and the chilling atmosphere of foreign in-
difference and neglect. This most be the
idea of all Canadians who have contributed
to foreign literature, and really some of it
is foreign enough. I received a’letter from
N. P. Willis, who was astonished that Ca-
nadians had no literary paper of their own,
and no books of national cszays, &c., as
some of his best contributors were Cana-
dians. Now, when I speak of Canadian ge-
nius, and the Canadian Muse, I am. author-
ised, as it were, to do so by the sentiments
of such n distinguished person as N. P.
Willis,

Time wiil tell ; we shall see who are our
great thinkers, our essayists, our moralists
aud poets. We shall see if Willis is net
right, and we shall also see the merits of the
various writers, and we may have from some
of the humblest mechanics and artisans of
this romentic soil—men from the land of
bold and primeval forests, old and mighty
rivers, and broad lakes and sparkling cata-
racts—we may have, I say, amongst the hum-
ble and unassuming of this new country,ihose
who can put to shame the gilded and hollow
Pretensions of the old and proud, the sound-
ing and brassy lucubrations of the would-be
monarchs of the quill—we may, by engender-
ing through years a moral atmosphere, ca-
pable of wooing the native spirit of song
into eaistence ; we may, by encouraging this,
and sensitising the region of native thought,
adorning the puth, and meking it soft, beau-
tiful and attractive, give to the rising genc-
ration the foundation of a national liternture,
the love of all that is cither sublime or beau.
tiful in nature, or bold, glorious or promising
in man. We have never, as a people, scem-
ed to call or to yearn for a natiounl litera-
ture; we should value it, for anything that
is not worth valuing will not be worth the
trouble of seeking. The more it progresses
amongst our happy miltion of frec and think-
ing people, the more will the valuation in-
crease. A full and an immediate develop-
ment would be impracticable ; but progress
and perseverance lead to the great result in
the end.  We must have some writers of ex«
pericnce in this country—we must have
many who, if joined together in the landable
desire of contributing their strength to up.
held a literary periodical amongst us, conld,
by their praiseworthy, intellectual co-opera-
tion, prevent the possibility of that periodi-
cal from sinking.

Literature is the ornament of o nation;
we may see the pomp and excellence of mu.
ral grandeur—the eflect of rirhes and archi-
tectural design; but « 't a0t the leading
ornament of & peoph.  hoast. All people
are foremost in boasting of thoir pocts, his-

torians, and their orators—thejr men of ta-

many invitations to others, but it is impos- |

lent and their men of mind.  Prowess is
essentinl to a nation's security ; the soldier
has his reward in the annals of a untion;
and he has his place peculine to his posi-
tion and circumstances; but the warch of
inteHeet, the onward, steady and persever-
ing march, transcends the monuments of
wealthy oullives the existenco of the pyra-
mids, and exercizes o trivmph over every-
thing of an inimienl tendeney and a hostile
influence. 1t will be the duty of every man
who can wield his pen—who has gone
through its * exercises” in moral warfare, as
the soldier with hiz sword on the “listed
field;” it will be the tyro's duty, the Juty of
the cultivated and refiked, to merge into
this suuny aund ioviting channel.  We must
have a fleet upon it to guard the treasures of
intetiect and virtuee from the invasion of the
vices, the peanon of hope must fly aflont,
and stream triumphantly and beauntifully in
the cerulean of the moral heaven, and wave
with the efesias and the airs, wafted from
the ocean of iliimitable thought.

, I trust, sir, that your step, which was
taken with confidence and courage, will lead
you safely to your expected goal. If there
is anything that I felt more disagrecable than
anothor, when speaking to aliens about this
country and our neighbors, it was the fact
of not being able to boast, as the Americans
truly could —“We have literature encour-

aged in our country.”
Tu. Festox.
Chatham, June 6, 1861.
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Ehe Ladies” Gubinet,
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We have received so many kind little
satin-paper, gilt-edged nrotes this week, that
we feel more than o common hesitation in
uniocking the Cabinet, lest eyes may peep
over our shoulder that have no right to such
a liberty, but will take it without so much
as saying “by your leave,” The first topic
you will want touched upon ladies, i,

TIE PASHIONS,

Gored dresses have now beeome an jnsti-
tution atnong us, no skirts being now consi-
dered fashionable unless made in this man-
ner, which after the first shock always pro-
duced by o decided innovation are excced-
ingly admired, as they enable a lady to ap-
pear gracfeully with a short dress in front
and an exceedingly long train. All skirts,
whether plain, flounced or pufled, are now
gored., )

The new style for walking. dresses moro
thoroughly combines neatness, clegance and
comfort than any mode which we have ever
chronicled. They are made of Mozambique,
poplin and other thin materisls too numer-
ous to mention, with skirts into which gores
arc introduced at the sides, The sleeves are
made cither tight at the wrist, with two
large puffs above, or coat sleeves trimmed
with buttons or gimp Down the front a
row of large buttons are placed, covered
with some decided color. A small rounded
cape completes this costume,which has some-
what the appearance of a coat.

For dress goods plain silks are much
worn also narrow plain sitks, which are nl-
ways tasteful and lady like, either for home
or street wear.  Wo have seen somo made
up with o single flounce, ecight inches in
depth, bound with a different color from the
dress, the flounce continuing up to within
& quarter of a yard to the waist on the left
side, and terminating in a rosette with ends.

Dresses trimmed with flounces en lablier
arc considered the latest as well ag the most
clegant novelty. Plain silks are extremely
pretty made in this style; for instance, n
light gray silk with four small  flounces
pinked, of alternate gray and Solferino, the
flounces forming a tablier in front, ard ex-
tending up the waist to the shoulders ; at the
head of the four lower flounces and at the
side of the tablier, n quilling of Solferino sitk,
The sleeves demi-closed, trimmed around the
bottom and up the back with altornate
flounces of the same shade.

Clioves with the seams worked in a diffor-
ent color down the back of tho hand are
exceedingly pretty, and very much worn,
Black and whitoe ure the colers most adopetd,

but we havealso seen them of every different
hue.

- bt anli ot T S S

FEISIRE OF SERVANTS.

Some of our Indy readers enn appreciato
this aneedote ;~=

Mr. B—— lured two gervarviy, James nnd
Bliza.  Oune morning he ealled to Janies ;—

“James, nre you down stairs 37

“ Yes, air”

“What are you doing ?”

“ Nothing, sir.

“ Klizn, where are you 7"

“Down here, siv.?

“What ave you doing "

" Helping James, sir.”

“Well, when you have Loth leisure, one of
you may bring me my boota.”

L

400D ADVICE,

Ladies, iisten to some advice—you need it
badly enongh, there's not a question about
that.  Don't give your bean a chanco 1o feel
surc of you. [t's bad for them, and it's worse
for you. There are exceptions, to be aure;
there are men who may he gafely trnsteq
with the knowledge that they are all in ali
to the heart of the woman they are wooing ;
but such are deplorably few. The ardor of
most men lasts only so long as lasts their
uncertainty. Keep them off and they'll grow
more and more devoted ; bring them near,
and they’ll cool off as fast as a flat-iron in
the snow. Let them think that you care but
little for them or their love, and they will
try hard to become more worthy of your re-
gard. Not flirt, nor strive to wound their
feelings ; we don't mean that—heaven for-
bid!  But don’t make yourself cheap.  Just
keep your own counsel, and the more hope-
lessly in love youare, the more do you guard
the knowledge of the fact from Your lover,

THE 8T, JAMES' MAGAZINE,

This publication is condueted by Mrs. S.
C. Hall, and is issued every month, from
Paternoster Row, London. It is worth a
great deal to the ladics, and should be on
every boudoir table

LADY RQUESTRIANS.

To ride well is a great femnlo accomplish-
ment, giving grace to the carriage and health
to the entire system,

The art of horsemanship does not consist
merely in knowing how to mount, how to
hold the reins, how to sit with security and
grace, nor how to compel the horse to walk
that canters or gallops, at the will of the
rider., All ‘these are indispensable. But
there is also to be acquired the art of dravw-
ing forth the willing obedience of the animal,
This is to be obtained onl ¥ by a kind, tem-
perate, and wuniform treatment, and by a
thorough knowledge of his habits and in-
stincts. ow different is o ride on a well-
kept, well-used horse, who feels that he
carries a friend, to one on a broken-spirited
or tin.id creature, in whom ill-usage has
produced many defeets, In the former case,
the ride is as great a pleasure to the horse
a3 his rider. e snifts the air, he pricks up
his cars, he throws forward his feet with
energy. Life has, to hiw, delights beyond
his stall and corn. Tle horse is naturally
gentle, intelligent, and alfectionate ; but
these qualities are not sufficien tly studied or
appreciated. Ife is usually regarded merely
85 a meang of health and pleasure to his
owner, and not often is cither gratitude,

kindness, or sympathy exteuded to him in
return,

CANTERING,

On your very first selting forth, tho
horse should be'allowed to walk a short dis-
tance. Some riders gather up their reins
hastily, and before they have sceured them
properly, allow the animal to trot or cantc.
off. Such a proceeding is often productive
of mischief, somotimos of accident. A lady’s
horse should canter with the right foot. The
left prodnces arough unpleasant motion and
ungraceful apprarance. The whole body is
Jerked at every stride. Should the animal
have been trained to cayter with the feft
foot, » little perseverance will soon teach
him better, Hold the rein so as to tighten
it slightly on the left side of the mnouth,
touch (not hit) him gently on the right
shoulder with the whip—sit well back in the
saddle, 30 as not to throw weight on the
sheulder.  Tho horse will soon understand
what is required of him, Bui if he does
not, try again after an interval of & few

minutes. Straighten the reins immediately
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he throws out the right foot. Pat and
encournge him with kind words, but repeat
the operation should he change his feet,
which he may de beforo getting acceustomed
to hiis new step  The considerate rider will
not compel him to canter too long at & time
for it i3 very fatiguing. That it is so, is
easily proved by the fact that the steed of o
lady, too fond of cantering, becomes weak
in the forelogs, or what is commonly ealled
“groggy.”
TORONTO LADIBS.

Strangers coming hero, for the first time,
from the States, aro much struck by the
graceful carriage, clear complexions, and
tastoful attire of our city ladies. A late
letter from an American gentleman in this
city, to a New York paper saysi—

“] wish you counld gec, for yourself, Mr,
Editor, the display of loveliness upon King
strect any sunny aficrnoon, The Canadian
ladies seldom aver dress  'Tho little round,
gypsey-like hats they wear so jauntily upon
their hexds are intengely becoming to young
and pretty faces; and they walk with an
casy stateliness it is hard to make those ac-
customed to tho mincing, or langaid gait of
our New York ladies, understand. Although
in regularity of feature, many of our Ame-
rican women are more beautiful, in freshness
¢f complexion and a winning shyness, they
can not approach these fair daughters of
Upper Canada : and I want {o state, for the
especial edification of the Albany girlg, that
females here, even of the humblest class, do
not stare at gentiemen when on the street.”

We do not want to make you vain, ladies,
but we could not help telling you what stran-
gers say. Don't show this to Uncle John or
Brother William, before dinner, because they
will say “pshaw! Stuff11 Nonsense!l!ll”
But then you know how to manage these
“Lords of Creation,” better than we can

tell you.
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His Royeal Highness Prince Alfred, ac-
companicd by his suite, Sir Edmund Iicad,
Lady Head, Miss Head and Miss Shaw Le-
fovre, arrived at this clty on Monday even-
ing by thoe steamer Kingston, which liad been
chartered by the Royal party., Although
owing to the recent death of the Duchess of
Kent and the unofficial character of His
Royal Highness's visit, the request of Her
Majesty tho Queen that no public displays
should occur on the occnsion, yet while
these wishes, definitcly oxpressed, wero a
lnw to the loyal people of Canada, it was
impossible to subduo the impromptu feeling
of gratification that every one ‘felt to have
the Royal visitor among us. Thousands
gathered on thoe wharf to welcome him to
Toronto, and when the steamer came in
sight loud cheers welcomed him to our city.
He stayed at the Rossin Houge until Tuesdey
ovening, when ho left, having visited the
University, Osgoode Hall and the Normal
School, and endeared himself to every one
by his amiable demeanor. His Royal High-
ness is rather stouter than the Princo of
Wales, but strongly favors himn in general
appearance,.

The news by the Europa is rather meagro.

The political news is unimportant,

The House of Commons had agreed to
appoint a select committee to investigate
the circumstances of the Galway subsidy.

The crops in England were making rapid
progress under the influence of the hot
weather, and the corn market had declined,

The Italien Cabinet will carry out all the
original intentions of Count Cavour.

The dates are threo days later than those
by the Aaglo-Saxon, via St. John's,

The Europe had 94 passengers and £19-
000 in specio,

Tho next steamer advertised to sail from
Galway is the new steamer Jgliv, Sho will
leavo on the 2d July.

Sixteen gun vessels have been ordered im-
mediutely to join the squadron about to be
despatehed to the North American coast.

Prof. Lowe mado n successful experiment
with his Army Baloon at Washington on
Tuesday. Io sent and received messages
whilo high up in the air.

Mr, Winans, of Baltimore, fecds overy day
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125 poor families, who are left destituto by
the war. IHe has just purchased a small
church, opposite his residence, whero ho
focds them at a cost of $500 per week.

In Virginia, a company of 10 young ladies
are daily drilling under o military instruc.
tor. Their leader, Capt Josephine Swan,
declares that they will fight to the last,

On entering at the New York Custom
House, the Peerless was charged foreign
tonnage (13 per ton) amounting to $501, as
she had no papers except o certificate that
she had been sold to American citizens.

W.II Russell, of the London Times, ar-
rived at Cairo, from the Sauth, on the 19th.
He says nothing in regard to Southern af-
fairs, but complains that his correspondence
has been tampered with,

A fine little girl aged about three years,
daughter of Mr. Thomas Keating, of Cale-
donia, fell into a soft water cistern, in the
yard of Mrs. Filgiana, on Wednesday last,
and, although there was only about 20 inches
of water in the cistern at the time, she was
drowned before being taken out,

The Times, in an editorial on American
affairs and the indignation of the North tow-
ards the attitude of England, asserts that
the British public has given much sympathy
for the Federal cause—more than it ever gave
to the causc of British sovereignty and union
in any of its trials. It claims that England
will do her duty, and leave Federalists to do
theirs, knowing well that she could not do
them a greater mischief than by taking their
part.

An old workingman in France, who had
lived fifty years, hung himself on account of
domestic troubles, 1le wasfound swinging,
with a note giving the reason for his act,
with the following postscript ;—* The rope
has broken before strangulation was effected,
and I am still alive. I will go to bed for a
while to gain strength, and then I hoge that
I shall complete my job.” The rope was
found to have been broken and mended.

The Sat. Ev'g Courier says; ¢ Mdlle St

English, emulated her countryman Fechter's
example and made a recent appearance in
London in Shaksncare, as ¢ Lady Macbeth,”

fuilure before the end of the third act”

A gentleman who has spent a few days in
the region of the oil wells in Pennsylvania,
says that in his opinion the Government of
the United States—the Confederate States—
or some other poser, ought to interferc at
once and put & stop to further boring and
pumping for oil on this continent. He is
quite certain that the oil is being drawn
through tliese wells from the bearings of the
eartl’s nxis, and that the earth will cease to
turn when the lubrication ceases. Such a
suspension would beat anything that ever
agitated Whall-street, and the consequences
will be too great for ordinary minds to con-
template or comprehend. It had better be
attended to at once!

Sun, Laots, wnd Lancies,
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Which is the smallest bridge in the world ?
The bridge of the nose.

Falso happiness renders men siern j truo
happiness makes them gentle,

Hypocrites are creatures of darkness dis-
guised as angels of light.

A sheaf from the shock of an carthquake
must be a rare curiosity.

It i3 & misfortunc for a man to have a
crooked nose, for he has to follow it.

Who is & very unpopular officer with some
of tho ladies? General Housework.

The man who buys & herring and then
hires a cab to take it home is cxtravagant.

An casy way to acquiro German-——cat
sauer krout or marry & Duteh girl.

A dog i3 counted mad when he won't ¢ take
somothing to drink,” and 2 man insane when
lio takes too much.

Sometimes society gots tired of & man and
hangs him. Somc 28 a man gots tired of

socioty and hangs himself.

An ugly wartis o difficult thing to got

Leon, & French actress who has studied

and successfully accomplished a decided

off one¢'s hands. An ugly daughter i3 still
more difficalt.

If you were obliged to swallow a man,
whom would you prefer to swallow? A
little London porter.

They are not reformers who simply abhor
ovil. Suchmen become in the end abhor-
rent to themscelves.,

Polly is the queen of the world; we all,
more or less, wear her livery, her orders, her
crogses and her bells.

Anger wishes & man had but one neck;
love but one heart; grief two ears ; and pride
two bended knees,

A smile is ever the most bright and beau-
tiful with a tear uponit. What is the dawn
without its dew ? The tear is rendered by
the smile precions above the smile itself,

Precept and example, like the blades of a
pair of scissors, are admirably adapted to
their end when conjoined ; separated, they
lose the greater portion of their utility.

“T never complained of my condition,”
says the Persian poet Sadi,  but once, when
my feet were bare, and I had no money to
buy shoes ; but I met a man without feet,
and became contented with my lot.”

A school-master requesting a little boy
who had been whispering, to step into the
next room, is wittily spoken of by one of
our exchanges as ¢ starting on a whaling
excursion.”

Prudence, through the ground of misery,
cuts a river of patidtnce, where the mind
swims in boats of tranquiiity along the
stream of life, until she arrives at the haven
of death, where all streamg meet.

A country girl, ¢oming from the field,
wag told by a cousin that she loooked as
fresh as a daisy kissed with dew. ¥ Well, it
wasn't any felier by that name, but it was
Steve Jones that kissed me. T told hin that
every one in town would find it ¢ .¢.”

The exprossion of Bossuet to one who
found him preparing one of his famous ora-
tions, with the Iliad open on his table, is
{ip,gly characteristic of the lofty and magni-
ficent gonius of the man, %1 have nlways
Homer beside me when I make my sermons,
I love to light my lamp at the sunl”

An Irishman was once indulging in the
very intellectual occupation of sucking raw
eggs and reading n newspaper. By some
mischance he contrived to bolt a live
chicken. The poor bird chirruped as it

“Ifow can that be,” answered Booth, ¢ do
I not hear your voice ?”

““To by sure you do,” replicd Cibber; but
what then? T believed your servant-maid,
and it i3 hard indeed if you won't believe
me "

At the Newcastle bazaar a young gentle-
man lingered for some time at one of the
stalls, which was attended by a very hand-
some young lady,

“The charge of your inspection of my
wares,” said the fair dealer,  is half a crown,
sir #

“I was admiring your besuly me’am, and
not your goods,” replicd the gallant,

“ That's five shillings,” responded the
lady with great readiness ; and no demand,
perhaps, was ever mofe cheerfully complied
with.

A gentleman travelling in a one-horse
trap chanced to stop at a small roadside inn,
which rejoiced in the presence of a very in-
telligent Irish ostler. Handing the reins to
this worthy as he alighted, the traveller res
quested the man *to take his horse to the
stable and bait him.”

“Sure 'an I will, your honor,” answered
the Milesian, briskly, and away he went.

In about half an hour the geotlemen,
having refreshed himself sufficiently, natn-
rally concluded that his four-footed servant
was in equaily good case, and accordingly
ordered his trap to the door. The horse wag
panting and trembling.

# What's the matter with my horse 7"
asked the traveller. *“What have you been
doing to him? .

“ Only what your honor ordered me.”

 He don’t look ag if he had had anything
to cat.” ‘

i Is it ait yer honorsaid ?”

“ To be sure,”

Sorra the word like it did yer honor say
to me. More betoken, your honor tould me
to bate the beast, and not to ait him I

# Why, you stupid rascel, what have you
been doing 7 . . . .

 Och, I just tied him up to the stablewith
a halter, then out with me stick and bate
him till mo arm was used out.”——Anonymous.

o

Johnson on Morringee

Johnson's first love wag the sister of his
friend Hector. This passion, he.told Bos-
well, dropped impercoptibly out of his head,

went down his throat, and he very politely I'4nq tho lady subsequently married Mr. Care-

observed—* By the powers, me friend, you
spoke a leetle toolate 1"

The Northampton Press says that an am-
bitious young lady was talking very loud
and fast about her favorite authors, when a
literary friend asked her if she liked Lamb.
With a look of ineifable disgust she answer-
ed her interlocutor, that she cared very
little about what she ate, compared with
knowledgeo.

Never be ashamed of confessing your ig
norance, for the wisest man upon carth is
iguorant of many things, insomuch that
what he knows is mere nothing in compari-
son with what ho does not know. There
cannot be greater folly in the world than to
suppose that we know everything. P

A correspondent agks : —¢ Has the South-
ern Corn-fed-eracy really induced the New
Orleans Banks to Shell out, or is that state-
ment only an’ear-say ¢ There may be some
grain of truth in the report, but for full in-
formation, we refer our correspondent to ex-
Secretary Cobb.

e
_e>

JOK XS,

Charles Bannister, coming from a coffee-
houso one cold and stormy night, said that
he nover saw such a wind,

“Such a wind " replicd a friend.
was it like

“Like I" answered Charles, ! like to blow

my hat off|”

“What

When Cibber once wont to visit Booth,
and koew that he was at home, a femalo
domestic denicd him. Cibber took nonotice
of this at tho time; but when in o few days
afterwards Booth paid lnm a visit in return,
ho calted out from thefirst floor Lo was not
at home,

—o—<ERE>—o—

less, & clergyman. More than thirty years
after Johnson's attachment for her had
ceagsed, he passed an evening with her at
Birmingham, and seemed to have his affec-
tious revived. Shoe was then a widow.
Upon his remarking that it might have been
as happy for him if he had taken her to wife,
Boswell inquired whether he did not suppose
that there were fifty women who would
please a man just as well as any one woman
in particular, ¢ Ay, sir,” replied Johnson,
 fifty thousand. I believe marriages would
in general be as happy, and often more so, if
they were made by the Lord Chancellor,
upon a due consideration of the characters
and circumstances, without the parties hav-
ing any choice in the matter.”

Attractions of Sonth America.

South Awmerica, long neglected by the
world at large, has begun to draw attention
from the scholar, the artist, the poet, the
scientific explorer, the man of adventure who
sceks strange scenes for surprise and plea-
sure, and from the man of eaterprise who
strives to win the smiles of fortune in new
lands. ldeality, and practical skill find
asmple scope in South America. Industry
has spread her great arms every way in
North America : but the Southern part of the
continent offers a new world for her peaceful
conquest. North America has been searched
all over, through and through, for tho means
of prosperity. Danger, discase, distress,
havo not daunted, fatigue and famino have
net made men faint in the pursuit of gain.
No aches, agues, swamps, snakes, storms,
floods, cxploding boilers, exploding banks,
bowic-knives, revolvers, Indians, no ob-

water, or fire,-has '‘conquered tho American
will to do and dare~~WWm. G, Dix,

stacles, animate or inanimate, in earth, air, .
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The Letter Do,

AN WA AR s A e e T T e e e R R T

Every mail brings new and cheering indi-
cations that through all parts of the Pro-
vince there oxist numerons young and mid-
dle-aged, ns well as clderly people who tako
A warm interest in the ecarcer of our little
vessel. Such a paper as the JouryaL is evi-
dently needed, and if sustained, as wo have
every reason to hope and believe we shall
be, iu another six months we may feel war-
ranted in enlarging our dimonsions and ex-
tending our arén of uscfulness.

J. 1 ~—Thank you for your kind note and
endlosure. The story you will see is noticed
by the Editof in his « Table,”

I F.-—i\Lg print your letter in another
part: Bf\lhis; imprefsion. Thank you.
AVIE—Your fetter and enclosures are
reteived. ¥Tho “sentiment” is well, but the
mélrp fearful,
T s

Try prose. Do not despair;;

-JOU may hive poetry in your soul and 1o

ficilty 6:{ expressing it. To show we are
'l.:; e . .
not- Wnjust we print one verse of each of

v

Your contributions, Ask any educated friend

:(xgixe' does not know you wrote them) what

lie'thinks of the versification. Can you scan

them and keep 4 straight face, friend ?

“THE'MOTUBRLESS GIRL.
T P .

* - -
. Tho motherless gitt! Bo n mother
‘Fo the poor and forsaken young girl;
Tho gct will to hy5elf give pleasure,

And b!cssizlgs‘ghf:‘iu"ll'have from a motherless girl,

S LI NE 8 t
ON TREDEATH OF AN RARLY FRIZNP.
» L * » *» »

"Tisthus that carly friends do faH,
+Atid leave ns one by one ;
And we can only drop r tear,
And wander in oursclves nlone,
Dear,, dear “Davie,” next to the aflliction
etless and losing our friends,
ig ‘,tlfﬁ‘t._qt‘“;%%ﬁng‘-'to endure such “ poetry,”
*have hnd ongjoke—but we'll toll

There [Hehay
youi}&ggtgﬁd’ggigally) our ﬁrst,:rhymes were,

: evens;‘.x‘norfg:gmcnsonabie, andwas your pen<

-mapship shows character and education, we
hop2 you will send us a proso sketch, Don’t
‘be.angry ; Editors are not fn a conspiracy
ageinst genius, Rough as bears, they are as
kind as doves. ) : .

T. V. B—An esteemed friend sends
these kind words :—

Dear Sm—~I have to thank you for the
first and second numbers of the Iy oxME Jour-
NAL, and request you to send it regularly to
my address,

I have heretofore

us

studiously avoided sub-
scribing for any of the fictional publications
of this country, as I considered the tendency
of their contents hurtful in the exireme, and
very destructive to the morality of our
youth,

I am happy to see that Your journal is a
thoroughty good family paper, and on read-
ing its contents, find that the highest moral
tone pervades every article, and that your
serinl storics are replete with talent, and
have only to wish you every success in its
publication, and 1 would, with all sincerity,
recommend it {0 every Canadian home,

With great respect,
I am, sir, yours truly,

16th June, 1861.

Manry.—The gentleman is evidently cither
a fool or a knave. You had better not re-
cogrise him if you meet him again. He i3
an undesirable acquaintance, if you give all
the facts. '

Cmnnns.—Emphatical!y no.

STaRkLING.—You are right.
have to study very hard, and
tres do & great deal of work for small pay.
Although there have been good and true
women who played in a theatre, the modern
stagoe is surrounded by so many temptations,
that the player of cither sex who can pass
through such an ordeal, must have a strong
will and good moral principles. We would
not advise you to adopt tho profession,

Ant.—Most of them are copies. The num-

than you
Many foreign visitors gt

* »
*

Actreases
in small thea-

der. Itisa trade in Italy, gotting up'« O1d

- Masters,”

*+* These articles are respectfully ¢ de.
clined”: Mo Nellie 3" ¢ May and T;* #The
Motherless Girl;” «The Lost One ;" “ King
Sham;” ¢ Atheism 7 «Qp Money;” “Down in
the Woods ;" “ Ups and Downg i #To8.C.M.;"
“Evergreen Lawn ;7 “Jones' Courtship.”

** Several communications await exam-
ination.

———— —
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Ghoice Guteaels,

\\%‘\\“WM\M\N\:\\V\\\‘V\\A—\\,\\%\
One of Phaxg Ix§§~'l)ttltllgs.

Lord !.ind"s&y stivtes that, in the¢ courso of
his wanderingy amid the pyramids of Bgypt,
he stumbled on amummy, proved by 'its hicro-
glyphies to bo at least, 2000 years of age On
examining the mummy after it was enwrap-
ped, he found in one of its closed hands a
tuberous or bulbous root, Mo was interest-
ed in the question how long life could last,
and he therefore took the tuborous root from
the mummy's hand, planted it in a sunny
soil, allowed the rains and dews of Ieaven
to descend upon it, and in the course of a
few weoks, to his astonishment and joy, the
root burst forth, aud bloomed into a beaue
tcous dahlia.

A RRoman Elcetioncering Placnad.

In an establishinent of ancient baths, dis-
covered some time since among the ruing of
Pompeii, in tho street called the Odeon, there

{ This ig evidently o sort of placard made at

have lately been uncovered soveral grated
windows looking into the street, and & door
flanked by two pilasters, above which is
painted this inseription: “P. FVR L. V.
B OVF. Publium “Furium duumvirum
bouum oro vos faciatis.” (“I beg you to
name as duumvir P. Furius, an honest man "

the moment of an clection,

Mrs. Siddon’s out Shopping,.

Not many years before Mrs. Siddons’ re-
tirement, this celebrated actress went down
to Brighton, to play o fow of her favorite
characters. One morning, coming from
rehearsal, she called in at a-shop to pur-
chase some article of dress. Wholly absorb-
ed in the part she waa to perform, whilst the
shopman vas ‘displaying his muslins, &c.,
Mrs. Siddons took one in her hand, and fix-
ing her eyes full on the mdn, exclaimed in
o solemn voice, “Said ye, 8ir, : this. would
wash?" The poor fellow, in giéat alatm,
began.to think the intellect of hij customer,
wera.not right; but Mrs, Siddons} recalled
to recollection by his astonishment,.with: o

smile, apologised for her absence of mjnd,
and repeated tho questicn in a voics betrer
sulted to the occasion.—Zives of Players,
Bear with the Littlo Ones.

Children aro undoubtedly very trouble-
some at times in asking questions, and
should, without doubt, be taught not to in-
terrupt conversation in company. But, this
resoluticn made, wo question the policy of
withholding an answer bt any time from the
active mind which must find so many unex-
plained duily and hourly mysteries. They
who have cither learned to solve these mys-
‘eries, or have become indifferent as to an
explenation, are not apt to look compagsion-
ately enough upon this eager restlessness on
the part of children to penetrato causes and
trace effects. By giving due attention to
those “ troblesome questions,” a child's fryest
education may bo carried on.—Godey's Lady's
Book,

Dulke Charles and hig Iostess,

One hot summer day, Duke Charles dined
in the littlo town of Nagald. With the din-
ner came a great multitude of flies, all unin-
vited; but that mattered nothing., They
buzzed about, one over another, and alight.
eduiere and there, making quite as free ag if
they had been a portion of the prineely train,

Duke Charles wag angry at this, and, call-
ing the hostess, said, « Here, old beldame,
let the flieg have o scparate table

The hostess, a very quiet womar, did ag
she was ordered ; got out snother table, and
then, coming up to the Duke, said, with o
curtsey—

‘“The table is served, Will your High-
ne=s now order the flies to be seated "

The restneed not be told.—English Traits,
Equal to any Emergency.

Not many years 8g0, two Frenchmen, one
wealthy and in possession of ready eask, und
the other poor angd ponniless, occupied, by
chance, the same room in g suburban hotel, In
the morning the seedy one arose first, took
from his pocket a pistol, and holding it to his
forahi:ad, and backing against the door, ox-
claimed to hig horrified companjon—¢[¢ ig
my last desperato resort ; Iam penniless and
tired of life; givo mo five bandred franes, or

I will instantly blow outmy brains, and you

lodger found hmself the hero of an unplen-
sant dilemma ; but the cogency of his rea-
soning strack him %cold.” Ie quletly
crept to his pantaloons, and handed over the
anount ; and the other vamaosed, after lock-
ing the door on the outside.

Billinyds in the British Provinccs,

While the present disturbed stato of the
country hos a depressing eflect on the manu-
facture of billiard-tables, a3 on all other
branches of manuficture throughout the
United States, the demund in Canada is
greatly increasing.  Messrs. Phelau and
Collender have manvfactured and gent off a
number of billiard-tables to the principal
cities of both Canada East and Canada West
Our friends used to import their billiard-
tables from England, but they have got over
that weakness, and since the Phelan table
was introduced among them they have re-
cognised the incomparable advantages of its
cushions, their adaptibility to the climate,
and the great superiority of the table as a
whole, to anything that old England can
produce. They will Jpot bo satisfied with
‘““fine old English Lillinrd-tables” of the
most antiquated description, but must have
the newest improvements. If the mother
country chooses to remain behind, they can-
not afford to wait for le.~Frank Leslics
Newspaper.

A Volunatcer for Garibaldl.

When Garibaldi was in Sicily, a dwarfish,

deformed little man presented himgelf ag a
volunteer, but was refused by the commitiee.
Nothing daunted, he went to Garibaldi, and
begged the general to accept him, Herengain
ho was refused. Afterono ofthe first battles,
the little individual cameo up to Garibaldi,
and exclaimed, ¢ See, general, you would
not take me, but you could not prevent my
coming. Ihave fought well~indeed I have ;
and I am wounded too.” Garibaldi, who
had recognised the man, replicd,. ¢ Al!
‘bravo | andrwhere are yqu,wof;h‘dqd 17 *Aftor’
-8ome hesitation, tho gther‘gshcjg_ved-a'ivdaﬁd‘
botween -his shouldess, ¢ Oh, fiel? aaid
Garibaldi, *swounded in the back] I knew
you Wwould never be anything good” e
soldier returned quite confused and ashamed,
Another battle soon followed, and it was
scarcely over when the poor fellow again
accosted his chief: © Hero I am, general,
wounded again, but this time on tho right
sido;” and, pointing to & wound jn his
breast, ho fell dead at Garibaldi’s feet,
Grumblers,
I find the gayest castles in tho air that
wero ever piled, far better for comfort and
for use, than the dungeons in tho air that
are daily dug and caverened out by grumb-
ling, discontented people. I know thoge
miserable fellows, and I hate them, who sco
o blnck staralways riding through the light
and colored clouds in the sky overhend ;
waves of light pass over and hide it forn
moment, but the black ster keeps fast in the
zenith. But powor dwells with cheerful-
ness ; hope putsus in @ working mood, while
despair is no muse, and untunes the actjve
powers. A man should make lifo and na-
turo happier to ua, or he had better never
been born. When the political cconomist
reckons up the unproductive clagses, ho
should put at the head of this class, pitiers
of themselves, eravers of sympathy, bewail-
ing imaginary disasters, An old French
VOrse rums, in my translation :

Bome of your griefs you have cured,

And the sharpest you st} have survived ;
But what torments of pamn you endured
From evils that never nrrivedt

Government by Servants,

Both Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had such r no-
ticeable air of being in somebody elge’s hands
that I wondered who really was in possession
of the house and let them livo there, until 1
found this unknowny power to be the servaats,
It was a smogth way of going on, perhaps,
in respeet of saving trouble ; but jt had tho
appearance of being expensive, for the ser.
vants felt it a duty they owed to themselveg
to be nice in their cat’ng and drinking, and
to keep o deal of company down stajrg,
They allowed g very liberal table to My, and
Mrs. Pocket ; yet it always appenred to mo
that by far the best partof the house to have
boazded in wonlgd have been the kitchen—
slways supposing the boarder eapable of gelf-

will bo arresteq as o murderer!” The other
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defence, for, hefore Iy had been there o week,
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o ueighboring Iady, with whom e family
were personally unacqaninted, wroto fy to
gy that sho had scen Miller slapping the
baby. This greatly distregsed }:lfﬂ'.fp()f}kg{'
who burst into tears on rocoiving the note,
and said it was an extraordiyary thing that
the neighbors couldn't mind theit own bys|.
ness.—Dickens' Great Expectations,
Visitors Book at the Bund of Englana.

I was muceh ninnged by the inspection of
tho bank-note autegraph bovk—two 8plen.
didly bound folio volumes, carefully bagged
over with linen covers, Lachleaf embel.
lished witha beautifully illuminated border,
exactly surrounding the Spuce required 1o
atlach & bank note.  When any distinguis).
ed visitor ariives, ho is requested to place
his antograph to an unsigned nate, whiel,
is immediately pasted over one of the open
spaces.  One of these volumes is quite fult,
and the other nearly half full They are
thus illustrated by the signatures of varjoug
royal aud noble personages. That of « Vic.
toria Regina” does not appear; but those
of Napoleon IIL, Ilenry V., the Kiugs of
Sweden, Portugal, and Prussin-—a whole
brigade of German princes, ambassadors
from Siam, Persiz, and Turkey —the latter in
Oriental characters—and somo of our higher
nobility. Though there are somo scientific
hames, ns Arenberg and Chevalier, {liere
aro but few of our titerary celebritics,
Among them I observed thoso of Lady:Sale
and Mehemet Ali, the Pacha ot Egy;xt.—-:c??y
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS,
S ———— l& LR
Tnr Home JourxaL.—Another ns;mf{fn 10
has just mode jis bow to the public, in the shape of a
literary weekly, called the Home Jourxar, publithed nt
Toronto by Mr. AVillinm Ialley, ‘The Gest nomber
presents o very modest, though nent oppeamice, and
scems o ho quite respectably edued, Angng its table
of contents wo notico the commenceifontof & orfginal,
Fenwick-loveridge, E«q., Iato odior of the Bag il 7
News, whose wall-known abltities -wf_z.»:;mrgfgif o &0
tumed 1o accont m such a cangenjal fight;, * . :n’ _\
We sincerely hope the Howx JourNar muy be’ de.
cided succeas.  Much wlil however depend upon the
hiends to whick ke gencml manngement of the entér.
prise has been confided, Literary talént without great
businesa tact, is ns rarely suceessful as mere business
capacity withont.the requisite Litcrury tasto and Judg-
ment. ‘Though Canada Is populous mxd intelligent, and
has arrived at that slage when a good hterary joumal
should be liberally supported, there are yet some
peculiar difficulties 1o be wvercome.  Wo lack, for
an instance, thor class of professional wrters whom
good and regular pay would induce to devoto them.
selves exclusively to literuey puranite,  Another draw-
back 18 that trderinkings of this kmd are tsoally
started by men with unsuflicient means, who expeet
alecady the first year o realize u profi, forgeuing
that it takes time to buld up a sohd reputation,
Festina lente should particularly be the wotto of thoss
who enter themnselves for n race in whieh bottom and
endurance alone can gam a prize.
But theae and other olstneles might casly enough be
conquered if the public would only heanily co-opemto
i the matter with the publishers, . What mahe« n good
paper?  Able wniters, good articles, the hest prinimg
materials, &c. How nre these obtained ? By money |
If, therefore, the Canadians wonld resolve herenfler 1o
rather foster their domestic Iteruture than a foreign one,
let them eschew all Amencan rival blanket.sheets, and
subscribe literolly to thioee which here tnugwsh for wan
of support. A few yeam steady peratsicnce in this
course would soon show that lterture util art ¢an
prosper as well on thi< ns on any other soil,
We must not emit 1o mention Wt the Home Jounaas's
Price of ubscription 14 $1 50 per annum,  2bo cheap by
far.—Stratford Examner,

Tre Houg JoURMAL.~Wo are Iy reccipt of tlige new
litcrary paper, pubhshed in Toronto by M. Willinm
Halley. From the hasty glance we have been enabled
lo tuke over ity columns, we are prepared to give the
work our hearty approval; bt judging from the fate of
nmny of his prccleccaiurs,—eqzm!ly well conducted,—
we tremble lest 0 mny share the same fate, Should it
comtinue as it as commenced, it bids fur w drive the
worthless and unmstruetive N Y. Ledger from our Ca-
nadan howes, and becamo, indeed, to us n Jiows Joug-
NAL. Among jra many tnlentyd contributore, we nofice
the names of 5. J°, Lovetidge and'r, 1. McGee, M.P.1.
hames well known jn Cunadian literutare, and suflicieng
m themselves to give the 1oy dounxan a hearty wel-
come to all. We wish it every suecess,  Pnico only
8L50 per annum. | may bo procured at any of the
book stores.~TIastings Chronicle.

Trx Homx Jovnyar.—' 'his is the name of & new
literary journal published i Toronto by Mr. Wilham
Ialley, ‘Phe Paper is well got up, the selections carc-
{ully made, and the original matier the production of
Canadian nuthors of nbility.  Amongat its contributors
we find our old friends Afr. Thons Arcy MeGee,
ad M. James McCarroll, whoso productions have
heretoforo so frequently chaetned the Canndian pulblie.
It deserves to suvceed fu that Place in publle favor now
occupied by those abaininalle Yuankee productions,
such as the Nuw York Ledger; and ahects with similar
lendencles.  We wash the Homy Jounyar n long and

useful carcer, and the publisher every success. Sub-
seription BL.60.— Whithy Chronicle
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