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The CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS is print-
od and published every Saturday by T Bug-

LAND LiTHOGRAPHIC CoMPANY (Limited) at
their offices, 5 and 7 Ble 8t., Montreal, on
the following conditions : $4.00 per annum in

advance, $4.50 if not paid strictly in advance.

All remittancesand business communications
to be addressed to G. B. BURLAND, General
Manager.

All lite correspondence, contributions,
&c., to be'addressed to the Editor.

‘When an answeris re&uired,stam’p for return
postage must be enclosed.

WANTED,

A first-class Canvasser and Collector, speaking both
languages. Liberal inducements offered at our offices,
5 and 7 Bleury Street, to an energetic man.

None but thuse who have experience, and the best
references need apply.

TEMPERATURE,

as observed by HmarK & HaRrRisoN, Thermometer and
Barometer Makers, Notre Dame étreet, Montreal.

THE WABK ENDING
July 17th, 1880, Corresponding week, 1879

Max. Min. Mean. Max. Min, Mean
Mon.. 89° 60° 74°5/Mon.. 79° 66° 7205
Tues. 81© 60° 70©5/Tues. 87° 60° 73°5
Wed.. 860 64° 750 |Wed. 88° 66° 770
Thur. 86° 62° 74c |Thur., 83° 71 7o
Fri... 81© 62° Tio5|Fri... 8° 67° 76°
Sat.... 82 60° 719 [Sat... 86° 64° 75°
Sup... 76© 64° 70° |Sun.. 81° 642 72°5
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MISSION OF THE MINISTERS.

The sailing of the three Ministers, Sir
JouN MacpoNaLp, Sir CHARLES TUPPER,
and the Hon. J. H. PopE; that is, the
Premier, the Minister of Railways, and
the Minister of Immigration, by the Cir-
cassiun for England, is correctly looked
upon as an event of importance for
Canada, in view of an intimation given a
little while before by Sir Joan Mac-
DONALD that the Government did, at
least, contemplate placing the Pacific
Railway in the hands of a Company.

‘We see that it has since been stated by
some of our contemporaries that the
Government bave actually offers from no
less than three syndicates of capitalists
who know thoroughly well what they are
about. It would not surprise us to learn
that this information is quite correct.

We notice that the Toronto Globe and
others of the Opposition papers, are
violently opposing the supposed scheme
of the Government to place the building
of the Pacific Railway in the hands of a
Company.

We are surprised at this. It is surely
a strange incomsistency for the party
papers which supported the Government
of Mr. Mackenzik to take this ground.
It is well known to all the world that
that Government spent very large sums
for advertising in England, and made
very liberal offers, in the vain hope to
get a company, or companies, to under-
take this work. And it is further well
known that this party has persistently
proclaimed that all railway works should
be in -the hands of companies. They
especially held this with respect to the
Intercolonial.

Now we should not be surprised to
learn that men of thorough responsibility,
who perfectly understand what the North-
‘West is, will be found willing to under-
take this construction on the basis of a
land grant alone ; and after the exhibition
which the last session witnessed in the
speeches of Messrs, MACKENZIE, BLAKE
and their friends, we do believe that the
carrying out of such a policy would prove
an unmixed blessirg for Canada.

We have come to the reluctant con-
clusion that a party government cannot
successfully undertake the settlement of
large areas of public lands, and the neces-
sary measures to promote immigration,
without eucountering party opposition,
hostile and unfair criticism, and the per-
sistent publication of exaggerations and
injurious statements, which are absolutely
fatal to success, and which lead to the
waste of the public money which is spent.

If, on the other hand, the work of con-
struction of the railway, to be paid for by
public lands, were in the hands of a com-
pany, there would immediately arise two
great and powerful eommercial interests,
which would be also absolutely the inter-
ests of Canada. These are—first, the
interest to sell the lands to obtain funds
to pay for the work; and second, to
obtain population to make the running of
the road profitable. These great interests
would be pushed with the keenness of
commercial instinet, and they would be
free from the harassing and damaging
opposition which would necessarily under
our, system follow the action of any
Government. It is, therefore, that the
success of the Ministers in their mission is
fraught with considerations of the highest
importance to the welfare of Canada.

.

CENSUS AND IMMIGRATION.

In the United States, one of the sub-
jects which most absorbs public attention
at present is the census.
carried on during the past two months
with a copiousness and accuracy never
attempted before and the results so far as
known are simply astonishing. We
were all prepared for a record of increase
and prosperity, but mot to the extent
displayed by the official figures. It is
yot too early to arrive ‘at the grand total
of population, but enough is known to
warrant the assurance that it far surpasses
40,000,000 souls. Some portions of New
England have remained rather stationary,
but others have pushed forward in mar-
vellous fashion. The Southern States
have not a showing at all proportionate
to their climate and other resources, but
it is not so strange when we remember
that it is only three years since they were
delivered from the iron weight of military
rule. Neither have the Middle and
Border States done so well. It isin the
great North-West $hat a transformation
has taken place. Chicago, for instance,
which in 1870 counted only 290,000 odd
inhabitants, now  claims 502,000. St.
Louis, on the other hand, the central city
of the Union, which in 1870 had over
300,000, this year rises no higher than
400,000. New York, Brooklyn and
Philadelphia retain their relative rank as
the three most populous ecities -of the
Union. When we pass from the census
of population to that of production, the
improvement of the United States' be-
comes phenomenal, easily bearing out the
prediction that before the close of the
century they will be the leading and most
powerful nation of the earth.

The case of our neighbours naturally
reminds us of our own. We too shall
have our census within a twelvemonth,
and all are anxious to learn its results.
We may not expect anything like the
good fortune of the Americans, but even if
we score only a scant proportion we shall
be content. It is some encouragement to
learn that the total of immigration for
this year is going to be great. We have
made several inquiries of late, in these
columns, on that score, and though re-
ceiving no official reply, an usually well-
informed paper informs us that we should
have between 50,000 to 60,000 immi-
grants this summer. If so, our propor-
tion would even be greater than that of
the United States. No more important
subject can occupy the attention of our
public men. We are certain that if it
depends on the officials of the Depart-
ment at Ottawa, -from the Minister,
Deputy, and Secretary down, no effort
will be left untried to exhibit a lirge
immigration for the season, and once the

It has been-

“boom” is started the effect will be very
perceptible on our census returns next
year. All the indications are that the
Dominion of Canada has éntered upon an
era of remarkable prosperity, and if she
will only be true to herself, she will have
nothing to envy from her older and more
powerful neighbour.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

ORANGE GATHERING AT HawmintoN.—We
give a fine representation of this gathering from
the pencil of Mr. Bell 'Smith. The demonstra-
tion, under the favourable auspices of weather,
was in every respect a successful one, and the
Hamilton papers contained a number of interest-
ing particulars. :

AN INDIAN MusTER Day.—Mr. Frenzeny's
picture is from a sketch of a scene which he
witnessed on the plains. The Tndians have
come from far and near to meet the agents state
their wants, and be looked after generally. Many
of them are in a state of great destitution, partly
owing to their own improvident habits, and
partly to the deliberate manner in which many

of the agents defraud them of supplies provided’

by the government.

TuE PLEASURE OF AN ExcursioN.—This pic-
ture is no exaggeration of the discomforts suf-
fered during the summer months by travellers on
river steamers. The immense water palaces are
often so crowded with passengers that there.is
scarcely room left tolie downeven on the decks.
Every state-reom and berth is taken up, the
floors are strewn with mattresses placed side by
side, and every chair and sofa is occupied by
sleepy, if not sleeping, passengers—men, women
and children—who have not had the good for-
tune to secure more comfortable accommo lation
for the night. To say nothing of the increased
danger in case of accident, this fearful over-
crowding ought to be stopped in the interest of
the public comfort. No steamboat company
should be allowed to take on board more pas-
sengers than can be accommodated with state-
rooms or cabin berth. The law against over-
crowding passenger boats ought to be strictly
enforced.

To be sure, the passengers are generally good-
natured, in spite of the discomfort they suffer,
and are rarely heard to complain; but that is
because they have ceased to hope for an im-
provement. They feel themselves at the mercy
of the companies, and so try to make the best
of it.

Tae EMPrRss OF Russia’s FuxeraL.—The
ceremonies attending the funeral of the late Em-
press at St. Petersburg, on the 7th, 8th -and
9th of June, are the subject of an illustration.
At noon on Monday, the 7th, the body was re-
moved from the Winter Palace, where she died,
to the fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul, in
which is a Cathedral Church dedicated to those
saints. It was conveyedin a superD vilded ear,
with a canopy of white and gold, followed by the
Emperor Alexander 11, on horseback, in a mili-.
tary uniform, with his sons and other Princes,
amongst whom was the Crown Prince of Ger-
many, some of the foreign Ambassadors, and the
chief dignitaries of the Court and State. The
Duchess of Edinburgh was one of the ladies who
followed in mourning carriages. Next day the
public were admitted—in the morning by ticket,
in the evening quite freely and indiscriminately
—to the Cathedral Church, where they saw the
body of the Empress lying in state. It wasin
the centre, beneath the dome, upon a raised plat-
form covered with red cloth. The coffin was
partially covered with a pall of cloth-of-gold,
but the face and hand of the Empress were ex-
posed to view. On Wedunesday morning the Em.
p:ror, with his family and suite, was met at the
door of the cathedral by high dignitaries of the
Church. Assoon asthe Mass was over, the. Em-
peror, with the other members of the Imperial
family, approached the coffin and kissed the
dead. Four Chamberlains then removed the pall.
placed it on the altar, and four Gentlemen of
the Chamber brought forward the lid of the
coffin. The Emperor himself placed the train
of the Imperial robes in the coffin, which was
then sunk into the floor of the church. When
the coffin had been lowered, the Metropolitan
handed the Emperor a silver plate with sand
and a small gold shovel, and the formula of
¢ dust to dust and ashes to ashes” was gome
through by His Majesty and his sons. At this
moment there was a roll of musketry fire from
the infantry under arms outside, and the report
of the fortress guns and of the artillery posted
on the opposite side of the river, each gun firing
six rounds.

BrADLAUGH’S ARREST.—The incident repre-
sented in our engraving is one which will doubt-
less be regarded by posterity much as any other
exciting event is looked upon, opinions differing
with the standpoint which the beholder takes
up. What one party stigmatises as Mr. Brad-

laugh’s audacity another will laud as his bravery;

what one claims as moderation and calinness

another will attribute to cunning and crafty cal-
culation, and so on. There is no need torepeat
the story at length. Mr. Bradlaugh went into
the House and‘insisted on his right to take the
Oath, and when the Speaker informed him of
the resolution come to by the House at its pre-
vious sitting he claimed to be heard in his own
cause. This favour was. accorded, and at the
Bar he made an eloquent speech, fervid and in-
.

‘two_men.

dignant, but at the same time perfectly respect-
ful. He then obeyed the Speaker’s order to
withdraw while the House reconsidered the ques-
tion of his admission, it being ultimately deter-
mined that nothing new had been urged by him,
and that therefore the decision already arrived
at must be adhered to. When Mr. Bradlangh
again came into the House, he strode in a de-
termined manner up to the table, and firmly and

| repeatedly refused to withdraw when ordered by

the Speaker to do so. The Speaker then asked
the House for a mandate to enforce the authority
of the chair. * This was pushed toa division, the
numbers being 326 against eight, and then it
was that Captain Gosset, the Sergeant-at-Arms,
in obedience to the Speaker’s command, advanced
across the floor of the House to remove Mr.
Bradlaugh, a thing more easily talked about than
done, judging from the relative physique of the
Mr. Bradlaugh, however, offered no
residtance ; he walked with the Sergeant as far
as the Bar, but immediately faced about and
returned to the table, and this performance was
thrice repeated, amid much noise and gesticula-
tion by the excited legislators; the Speaker
rising from his chair to endeavour to restore
order. Above the din the strong voice of Mr.
Bradlaugh was heard shouting, ¢ 1 do not deny
your right to imprison me : but 1 dispute your
right to deny me the Oath.”” This said, he
yielded to the persuasion of Captain Gosset s8
far as to leave the middle of the floor for a spot
just inside the Bar and quietness being in a
measure restored, a debate ensued on the ques-
tion whether he should be sent to prison for
resisting the authority of the Speaker. This
was ultimately agreed to on a division by 342 to
seven, and then Mr. Bradlaugh, without further
resistance, allowed himself to be marched off to
Captain Gosset’s comfortable rooms in the Clock
Tower. '

HISTORY OF THE WEEK.

MONDAY, July 12.~M. Camiran has been elected Presi-
dent of the municipality of Paris.——Jesuits ex-
pelled from France, it is said, intend settling in
Merionethshire, North Wales. —The Greek Pre-
mier has ted, at the solicitation of England
and France, to postpone calling out the reserves.

TUESDAY, July 13.—Prince Alexander of Bulgaria has
submitted a new scheme to some of the Powers for
jncorporating a portion of Ronmelia with Balgaria.
——A Bagdad despatch says a British steamer of
the Euphrates Co., was attacked by Arabs, the cap-
tain being serirusly w ded aud a p ger killed.
——A lively debate took place in the House of
Commons last night on the Irish compensation bill.
The tome Rulers have organized an obstruction
movement to the bill.

WEDNESDAY, July 14.—Medals are to be given to Bri-
tish soldiers for distinguished action during the
Zulu war.——A quarter of a million of copies of the
first number of Rochefort’s new journal were sold.
— The Rassian Admiral Shostakoff 1s preparing to
blockade the whole of the Chinese ports.— Dr.
Tanner, seventeen days out, all well; has gained 8
pound aud a half during last two days.——The
Porte has been notified that the Albanians are about
to attack the Montenegrin positions.

THURSDAY, July 15.—The debate on the Irish compen-
sation bill 1ast night resulted in Mr. Gladstone
abandoning the £30 limit.——Rev. Mr. Mackonochie
h:s appealed to the House of Lurds against the
order suspending him for three years. —-~ The
Marquis of Hartington announced in the House of
Commons last night that the Goveroment intended
to saddle England with the bulk of the Afghan war
expenses.

FRIDAY, July 16.—A motion averse to erecting 8 memor-
ial statue to the late Prince Imperial, in W est-
mioster Abbey, was carried in the House of Com.
mous last night.——The Chinese Ambassador has
returned to London from St. Petershurg, where, it is
said, his efforts have been in 8 memsure successful
towards bringing about an woderstunding between
Russia and China —— A detachment of Afghan
allies under War Shere Ali recently deserted in a
body with their arms and munitions, but were puar-
sued by Geueral Burrows, a number of them killed,
and the arms and baggage recuvered.

SATURDAY, July 17.—The evacuation of Cabul by the
British is to take place shortly.——The Porte is said
to have arranged a settlement with Montenegro.
——Rochefort declares any compromise between
himself and Gambetta to be impossible. —Twenty
persons were 8hot by the military during elestion
riots in Pernambuco Province, Brazil.——News has
been received from Santiago de Cuba, confirming
th:i reported massacre of Cuban prisoners by Span-
iurds.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

Miss VioLer Linpsay, a London society
girl, is sitting to Mr. Poynter, R.A., as Helen of Troy.

THE thin Sarah Bernhardt will reach this
couantry about the last of October. Sarah ought to r¢ad
the papers of America and laugh and grow fat.

THE uncertainties of the theatrical business
are illustrated by the fact that Miss Neilson, after a
season of great suocess in the East, has been playing to
almost empty houses in S8an Francisco.

MapAME MODJIESKA is eager to appear before
the London public as ** Adriepne Lecouvrear,” in order
to measure herself against the departing Sarah Bern-

hardt, of whom she has been throughouat the season both
socially and artistically the rival.

MR. MAPLESON expects to take Nillson, Roze,

Ricordi, and Hauk to America early in the autamn. It °

is not definitely decided if Gye will take his troupe this
year. although Mr. Vanderbilt desires him to furnish a
troupe for the new opera house.

THE theatrical representation of the play of
the * Agamemnon’’ at Uxford has given a stimulus to
the study of the classics there such as & hundred thou-
sand lectures by tutors would have failed to give. Men
who ordinarily never look at Greek plays save under
cll:mpulsiou have been eagerly scanuning and disocussing
them. :

JosePH MCARDLE, Forrest’s business man-
ager, is dead. He worked hard for the tragedian, but
made nothing for himself, gut no bequest, and died a
pauper in the Forrest home. McArdle was in early life
a butober, and attracted Forrest’s attention by noisily
and persistently applauding him at the Bowery theatre.
Forrest made him the landlord of the old Florenoe inn,

at Broadway and Walker street, and afterwards entrust.
ed his own business to him.

N B i e e
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FLOWERS ON HER BIRTHDAY.

~Qoly a gift of tlawers,
A wenltb of fragrant loveliness,
‘T he children of the sunny hotrs
A birth of sprdng’s carens,
That seoks u love's ubsorbipg Hght,
To mnke exiatence hright ¢

‘Fheir bosnty in thine owsn;

A duwer on earth to syaabol Hosven

Eancb lavely hus g brﬁ‘lh\m tohe

Cnaght team the seison's musie, giveo

o weleging thes, to kak awhile
Within thy Jlove-lit sinile ?

Thy birtbdave come noid pise
Po tall iy He with teuderneas |
Phe dalag's atar, the trembilog Kriass ‘—
The stummers radinot dress.
May cwbilewn in wy gl of fowers
The rays nffection dowers.

Ouhy w guerdon swesd,

T hat herulds in their splendid boes,

Whaut thougtit enchunted, cun't repent,

sipee thonght divioe imbuoea

Thetr glugy with perfection s seal
Symlstled intove's bieat !

Al abun they pass nway,

A fragraut sixlan of the just,

Requenthed apou thy natal day ;

O, mayv Ibeir beauty st

Upon thy yonrng iHfe’s azare aky
A Night that vannot die!

Numbisga of spring that fade.

Nweet shupes that steal the summer's Kiss!
“The hue- vyt ehijldren of the ginae
fmprisaped fur our bliss

cel)l by the faw who are in his personal con-
fidence.  Thefact is that bis lordship came up
from Hughenden on purpose to wpenk on the
final stuge of the Burinls Bill, he not having
joined in the debutes at any of the previous
stages.  The almost complete retirement into
private life of the late Prime Minister since his
retirement from office hag excited not - a little
comment und ealled forth a good deal of specu.
lation. The idea that the  toils of six vears of
oftice have crented in his mind a desire tor rest
aud seclusion will not very readily ‘commend
itself to the view of those who know anything of
the personal habite of the late Prime Minister.
If Lie retires from one branch of work it is thonght
he must be engaged on some other.: “He is
writing something, is therefore the suggestion
made o but whiat 15 he about to give the world
unother ¢ Lothair,” or is he giving the finish-
ing touches to his autobiography 1 Speculative
opinion decidedly favours the latter suggestion,
though uot 4 hint has been dropped- or a word
spoken by Lord  Beieonsfield himself which
woulil tend in any way to favour this view,
There ix no one but himself who eonld properly
write his biography, and there would be some-
thing like a universal satisfaction if it could be
made known that the suggestion now made is
fouwled on gnod grounds for helief,

o
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ECHOES PROM PARIS.

style,

brother-in-law !

f the King of Greeee

mean---what King of Greece 2 ghe inqoired,
“The King of Greece with whow you huve
Jjust boen talking,” wag the reply. ¢
was the King of Geevee 1t was o King? and
away she mn downstairs to see’ the Prinve of

Valew. © “Ah! Prince,’ she

was treachiery on your vart not to tell me it was
the King of Greece.’ ™ But 1 told yon it way
ny brother-in-law,” answered His Roval Highe
nesy, to which the. actress” rejoined, * Yonr
But how was ['to know ¢
might have been a tallow merchant

away she darted back to the dressing-roow,
leaving  the Prince  non-plussed. )
think the Engiish have been shorked at this.
Nothing of the kind j they forgive evervthing

n this spoiled «hild.”

went to congratnlate the other. nctors she re-
mained in (8le.a-tély with the King s bat ghe
was not aware that sl
She called him ¢ Mongienr” all the time, and
talked right and left in . hir usual cavalier
But time pressed, “and she had to
veturn to- the dressing-room.
her “colleagnes to her, *what o vou - think

vas talking to a King.

PEDDINGS FO cHILIREY.

Whatever may be the resson or re:
dren do not take to fat very read

*

CWell,’ said

¢ What do” you

‘ What ! it

exclaimed, ‘it

It
And

You may

ous, chil-
, and cer.

Can't porish, when fuud msmory
My hoard Dieit iny for thee,
I-yDocenir.
tondon, June, trro,

ECHOES FROM LONDON,

T conversativn turned the vther duy on the
waorn-out platitiede atont Diseaeli and ¢4 tiee.
works,” Wl 1 don't knaw, "' said a Iebbyist,
v obng Glulatone is fomd of firewarks too,  Dise
ravli s ke s Coatherine wheel~he revolves in
acirele s but sladetone resembles a eracker o
vou dan't know where toexpest him next.”

Tt curaters of Clenpatrs’s Nevdle ate nol o
fa congratulatemd on the resuit of the slow wark
which for so wany molths has been going on
behind the boaraing which still encubers the
haukment  The broken corners st the base
of the Newmile (hl‘l:iils})‘ gi\": an air of ins‘vcm‘it}-‘

the monalnh. The Board of Works have
spefure aflined sphinX wings in bronze, which
spreasd some foet gt the sedes of the eolumn

T
[
b

AT ridovees gartes ade ek given, muaech
Vimeed Ve wflerniim takes ]:1.-.:'1'11011043 af :H‘.{hl
ahitiy an the aeder of Biae, but danciug tn the

afrerucan nend ot to he, nether candplaying, @
vt mareving 5 oon the other hand night aseerts
Ler o attraction Csupper.” People sup now
sanptnously and very Inte. The dostors, they
wiy, approve of theadesl  After the opera is
wver peaple wis ta suppers | thev ate very gay,
vory frees and the e womuch eating, alvo
of conrme, for penple grow more thirsty
three 1 the morning, as a reje.

A
after

Plaprwis believes that the genpral Leanty
e Fnglesdo npper class, and espeeially of the
iied anocracy, vy due to their consting selees
inn of the seat beautiful women of all classes
erenses, aotfesses, o wealthy bourgeoisey as
wives through an temense number of genera-
vans. The pepular fegtaresand fine comyplexions
of the wathers ate paturally hawded down
tereditarily o theit descondants.

AARS S

B

il

Miuir. Sarad BErspanny has considerable
HASHTU L she wanted, theother day, a dress
tor her Lenelit performance of fonae Padnene, at
the tiayety Theatre, - [t was not in her ward-
rabee ¢ conuld pot b obtatned at shor notice
in Londan,  There was not tine to unler 8 new
uhe frony Paric,. By no means discomposed,
the wetress, potwithstanding her light from the
Thearee Frapears, and the action sgainst her
proceeding in Daris, sent her ffame decorcianer
to the manager whom she had deéserted, and beg.
sed the Toau of the dresy he possessed. ML Perrin,
when he head who wished to see him, askel
whether she brought a torch with her; being
me-assurnd, he called the commitive together, and
with one voiee they decided toeond their late
calleagme the dress she wished for,

Ay one who hax been reading about the
Crnssdes ntely, and who wishes to see a genuine
tanevival " of the Holy Wars in this presaie
nineteenth ventury, should have visited the
Savay Chapel in the Surand, on Thursday, the
Feast of 3t. John the Baptist, aned thevefore ol
sirved by the Kunights of -8t John of Jerusalem
ns their festival, Her Majesty lending her Royal
Chapel for the vecasion,

Malta, which ulso originated with the Hos

e
tallers of the Haly Land, and occasionally c«zL&-

brates ita species of Freemasonry at the Clerk-
enwell Gate, & building, by the way, which is
shamefully seglected, part of it being actually
used a8 beershoy. 'l“\is inlcrostinﬁ: relic is the
“Loudon .\lcmnrin\ of the Hospitallers, just e
the Tewmple Cliurel i that of the Templars, and
it deserves a careful preservation.

~The  Faglish - League
lives on, uurecagnized by the. Kuighthood of

Musr, Eisa, the diva of the Clrgue d'Eté,
mounts not less than four horses every day
Lefore taking her breakfast, not counting her
equestrian exercises at the circus.. Her favonr.
ite at present is an enormons animal which M,
Franconut has confided 1o her litthe hands, aud
which her Hittle hands govern very welll  She
dees with the horse what she wills.  Recently
the iutrepid horsewoman received o visit from
ane of the most aceomplished of Parician riders,
Mr. Mackenzie Grieves, and from ane of the
most poted amazons, the Duachess of Fitz-dames,
whu destred to become sequainted with the
bosom friend of the Emypress of Austria. The
visitors put their «tables st the disposal of Mle.
Elisg, amd taltked about horses mud training with

the preseut time s the rannfactare of fhay and
Lapners iz view of the approaching distrilation
to the army. Ordtnarvily there are sbont twenty-
eight banper-makers o Paris, but the demand
is so great that every hand is bosy fHagmsking,
while thavsands came an daily from the pro-
vites,  As 1o the ety ow flxg ool 2}
worth about 138, amd one of 3 wetres nearly 61,
The thag handies are nearly adl made at Brauvais
and Paris, while the ealido is sewsd at the rate
of Se. per metre. At this work the owpers of
sewing-msehipes ean wake T0oor 8f. a day.
There is alsn a large demand for the national
iz, which 1s the trieslour pieoe of ealico requir-
ing no stitching

ielles 3%

Georers Cranix oand the Comte Leple are
geing to painta pavorama  The rage for this
kind of prrtorial art is at this moment territic.
Poilpot’s pavorams of Fraschwiller, which the
painter is now {wreparing. will bw exhibited in
the old Salie Valentine, which is to be converts
ed inte an establishment ad b, Bepjanin
Constant is a1 work RN I pAnorima represent.
ing “Golgotha”  Jrwill beexhibited at Pans,
at Loudon, and in America, Holl is also in
teeaty with an Amwrican company, which offers
hime 3ag,000 frapes 1o paint an immense pan-
omma of the light between the Alrfsrimia and
the Alrigisrroe,

i Tawerr are men in Paris, bnds of a feather

with the chifonier, ‘who go from hospital to
haspital collecting the ligseed plasters that have
served the turn of docter and patient, alter-
wards pressing the oil from the Hinaced and dis
posing. of the Huoen, alier bleaching it, to the
paperanaker,  Other wikes a couple of franes a
day by eatlecting ohil corks, which being cleaned
and ];arml, feteh, 1t s sald, hadf a frane per 140
A lndyeresident'of the Faubourg St Germain is
credited with varning a good income by latching
red, Back, and brown ants for pheasant pre-
servers,  Ume  Parisians gets hig liviog b
breeding maggots ont of the foul meats he buys
of the chittanters, and fattening them up iu tin
boxes, . Another Ureeds maggots for the special
behoof of nightingales ; aud a thivd sraredaad
d astivets boasts of selling between thirty and
forty milliens of wornis every siason for pisca-
torial purposes. Heowns a great pit at Mont.
martre, wherein he keeps his stere, - Fvery day
hiz seouts bring hin fresh stock, for which he
pays them from five ta ten pruge per.pound, ae-
carding to quality ; reeselling them to anglers at
just double those: mtes; and clearing thereby
something over 30048 year, :

Vi

lowing the French perfonmances in-London - for
the DiseNvarvicime Sivele, deseribes,” in the  fol-
lowing lively “and imaginative manuer, the in-
terview which took: plice ‘between: the Prince of
Wales and MHe. Bernbardt ;! The Prince of
Wales caino the other night between the acts to
pay his compliments to MUe. Beruhardt.  He
was sccompanied by the King of Greece, whom

Lokrp BracoNsFUELD's  sppearanee in  the
House of Lords last week. was wnexpected ex-

he presented 1o the setress,- ¢ My brother-in.

tainly a large proportion of - them rejeet the fat
of joints ; consequently it becomes very desira-

M. Francisgue Sareey, who has been fol-

ble that they have dishes provided for them
which ure Yairly rich in fat which is nat visible
to the aye,  Such dishes are to be found in milk
prddings when a piece of butter has beon po
into them. Datter s not an extravagant arti-
cle of diet, and is a fat which 5 usaally weli
borue hy the most delicate stomac-h, and assim-
ilated readiiy by the feeblest digestive orgaus,
provided always that it is not swallowed in
wasses, hut is taken in a finely divided form,
Many chibdren who capnot take batter well in
the form ot thick slices of bread with a compara-
tively thick layer of buttar, can tuke it fanenaly
when the slice of bread s thin and the buiter |
well rubbied fu—company bread and butter, in

N

1

i
t

When adied in generous quaniity to a predding
consisting of milk and  sote form of faring,
butter can be given to delicats children in prac.
tically sutheient guangities.

Muny children would e sl the
were taught to eat puddings of
butter, or with bntter and o Hrtle
of the jant and preserves now

i
|
!
i
'

I U they
il Riuds with
gar, instead

such comman

v
1
H

i
i
!

S

e A ore evonomical form of fat is bee . . =S
IN: \n ;u gr‘;wu-'ulml:{_ \'l form nif ;i\“ i){‘ t }f {mised their support. Miss Fedwo
soet ; und suet p w3, especially i made : : in
”“,‘1 ; n‘rhx vhopme '“-i.:" P "] S ehil lm“ [ plating a lecturing tour in the Un

3 SN . 23 e o Hren, . [ i S seier) N H
With Mmolasess, are feidiiy walell Ly sBellels &gy e obiset of asisting the fund,
ansd should be morve hargely need oven tian they : =

are at present. Suchpuddings made with eorne Whes the English take o vaoatien
meal cost littde, are very jalatable, and have b ihe shop.  An Englishman traveilin
comparatively o high fved values In the pre. é aerlaud met a French lady with her

14 " - ¥

sent condition of ‘the divestive organs of ehils
dren, it is eminently desirable to provide them
with a sutlicient quantity af fat Yor proper tssue
uutritien, without' oifending their palates or
their stomachs. Muach dvspepsia, much phtlhisis
ulrimately, would be avoided i the yroble
ftow to sueressfally introdace fat into the stem-
achs of children conld be practivally selved, as
thers iy reason to believe it might e i the
hints here given were gonerally adopted.

VARIETIES.

THE soctal event of thi Pars season was the
recent wedding of voung Baron de Sellicre, who
belangs to a firm of wealthy haukers, and a
danghter of the Marquis de Gallifet, in whose
veins mingle the Tlood of the Hicheliens anid of
the sporting banker, Lasitie. The festivities
lasted three davs, thé first day bLeing given to
signiug the contruet, the secowd to the clvil
marriage at the Mairie, and the third to the

religions ceremony at the church of the Clotille,
a ceremony which was attended by all the head
of the anmny, of the government, of sopisty, with
the rarest flowers, the Jondest muasie, the rivhest !
toilets and evervthing of the costliest,

WosmaN™s PaTieNer— How strange that the
patience of Job should be couxidered so remark-
able, when there are so many mothers in the
world whose pativnce equals if it dovs not exceed
his! What would Job have done had hie been
compelled to sit in the house and sew, and knit.
and nurse the children, and see that huudreds ©
of ditfereut things were attended to during ihe
day, and hear children ery, and fret, and com-
plain } Or how would he have stood it if, like
some poor woman, he had been olliged to wear
a family of ten or twelve children without holp,
spending mouths, years—all the prime of life--
in washing, sconring, scrubbing, meunding, eook.

his_offspring from morning till night, and from
night 011} morning ; sick_or well, in storm or
sunshine, his nights often rendered miserable by
watching over his ehildren'? How could he have
stood all this, and in additon te all ather
troubles, the curses and even violeuce of a
drunken companion 2. How conld he have felt,
after wearing out his very existence for his ten-
der offspring, and v worthless companion, to be
abused and blamed ! Job endured his boils and
Josses very well for s short time, but they Jdid

‘hnv, stid Nie to her. - Mile, Bernhandt bo.\ve_d
her acknowledgments, sl while the Pringe

not endure long evongh to test the length of his
patience. Woman tosts hier patience by » whole

vilded maskand mammy of a lady na

Oaeen of Amasis I of 1

of formation.  Several Egypn

: the Hepub

| ing, nursing children; fastened to the honse and |

life of trials, and she Jdoes not grumble at her
burthens.  We are honestly of the opinion that
woman hes more patience than Job ; and iu-
stead of waying, **The patience of Job,” we
shonld say, “*The pitience of woman.’”

Ox Spaxine HANDa,—Let us cousider the
value of our digital arruugeents with reference
1o the venerable ¢ustorn of **shaking hands.”
The glassitication iy numerically significant of
the varieties in the act itself. " Firse, there is
the one-finger vartety, significant of extreme
condescension and high-mightiness, When an
exalted individual perimits you his forefinger, he
distinetly says, semaphorically, that you must
not prestme on the slightest familiarity. You
are iy the presence ef Augustus, and the deli-
cate litte ceremony i3 intended to hnpress you
with the important fact. Then therce iy the two.
finger variety, Tliis is condescension also, but
of wroidler types [t is leavened with a touch of
kindness, " 5till you must not presume.  This
variety is much affected by aged parsons and
other venerable hy-gones o their parishioners
and dependents, old uneles to their s;vph(:ws and
nieces, and 50 on. The three-fingered sort adds
another increment of favour, eondesceusion
huving almost vanished bt not quite.  Mneh,
however, depends on the vitality of the touch.
Ialive and couscious, it may be alwost friendly.
If Habby, do not trust o it. Talking of flabby
hand-shaking seems slightly eontradictory, for
no possible shake, not to say shack, can eome
out of such u salute. fu its perfection the flabby
ort consists of all tour-fingers laid faly to-

gether, and Leld forth with aboat the sane
atount of significance as the paw of a rabbit or

be fin of a sea-dog. The correet way of weet-

ing the variety Is by accepting it iu precisely
the sume style,

! The flat-four-ingered fins thus
neeting each must be thrilling in the extreme.

Bat when the tat sort is movesver clammy, it is
the very abyss of cold-bloo Led formality abse-

utely insnliing, not to say sivkening, in its vers
vueh.

THE GLEANER.

veres bsapilion of Spain is very anxious the

great gusts for over an hour, fact, In the latter form the butter i feely Cher eldest deugliter, the Infansa Paz, shonld ot
subdivided, and in westieation is thoreughdy D gnee find 2 hushand. The Prineess 5 now seven
- o . mixed with the bread, so that it reaches the | pndetwenty,  We should sav she had etter e
Or the many pefilay dodastries in which {stomach in an aceeptable Torm: while in the | eersing ope belore a oreat while ’
Franve abounds, one of the most lourishing st other form the stomach reseuts its presanve. o T e )

B 3 ta

Tur British museum has purat vauit
wonden bgvptian eatlin, well preserved,

s

i onte of the

utisa Thathis

court er famt

he eight-enth dynasiyv,

z

e

A o RETY for prisecuting

vattan of anclent sites in b

ey made up a party and did the
sther. The voune bdy wis anddendy araeked
wether. B YORng By wis stdddeniy aliacxed
with the toothache, and the party travelied
twelve miles to find a4 dentist, who applied «

Httle lagdanum.  Subaequently it wus aseer-
taiued that the Enghishman was o Jdentist.

When askes

why heodbd not relieve the fair po-
i v

fent, hedrviv replied, 1 2w cu a vaeation.”

Tog Canservative Journals of Paris vie with
fiean Gournals in admimtien of M.
Gambetta’s marvellous elopuenc-, of which pe
tepart can convey an adequate idea. By general

conizent he is immeasurably above any other
torator ia Franee, His greatest enemiss ntently
listen 1o

watils

him from pure love of art, as they
some well-graced actor, and hesitating
vd all seriples swept away by the tor.

his demonstrations,
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s hour what bears is sqd

fo taibyy
Wien fave doth make the shadow
Niv eheek will bianch—no ayw wili 81
When sunbedms thieker ore they e

And when thie Jay beoambded aud cold

1. ¥, panting at our feet,
Unat sleam shall hea givamal gold
When bands shall clasp rod lips shall mews.
1L
1o twitight's hour how dear to speil

tden tove o tronblad fook
Toread what words refuse o te
“Twere belter (hau 4 theassnd vaiks

For jove shall grive an answering tane
And change the bitter jato sweer
And hearts shrll beat o qeison
When bands shall ciasp and dips shall meet,

WORKINGMEN.

Before vonr begin.vour heavy spring work
after s wintev of relaxation, vour systemt peeds
cleansing and strengthening to prevent an at-
tack of Ao, Bitlionsor 8ping Fever, or some
ather Spring sickness” that will nufit you for «
senson's wark.  Yeu will save time, wmach sick

ness and great expense it vou witl use one bottle
of Hop Bitters in your family thismonth. Don't
wait. . See’other column,
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WEARINESS.

BY CHARLES RITCHIE.

My days of light are mingled with sad tears,

For grief, unbidden, steals into my soul,

And the fierce warmth and laughter of old years

And many passions, vexed by many fears,

Cry out alond for peace and for control,

And the small part of life would equal the great whole,

T'he small, frall seed-time and the eager flush

Of youth, nntutored by experience sage,

‘Would forward to maturer freshness rush,

And my deap, long ambition softly crush

My studied caim, quenched by an eyeless rage.
Frel haste, let me write upon dear mem'ry’s page.

Yea, wherefore are our spirits hushed by woe,

Clasped round and fondled in a conscious fond,

For all our merit towards our love must go,

Our bealth and hope to feed and make it grow

A thing of beauty, worshipping and warm,

Why run we thus, nor sbun the ever-thickening storm ?

Time pauseth not, and we with burried feet,
Half-hearted. half-igooring all our art,

Are seekers after strange rewards and sweet,
Apd moved as by the touch of fleshly heat,
Captives in chains, and yearn not to depart
'Till through the liver strikes a barbed dart.

Children of sorrow. aspirants of luat,

Ye are sent forth, commanded to be strong,

Ay, and with purpose more than covers of dust,

1u higher life to place sublimer trust,

To eling'to Fate, though intervals be long.

In the grand newer season Right shall slay old Wrong.

I falter, I who hold the harp and siog,

E’er that 1 wander from thy seoret ways,

O teach me, teach me, dread and stainless king,
Like eagle shall I mount on skyward wing,
Exeelling in the knowledge of thy pruise,

0, litt me to the loveliness oun high from craze.

There can trom out the sadness come a joy

Which ahall not turn from gezing at the sun ;
There cometh hope despair cannot destroy,

And perfectness will not our senses cloy ;

All 1abour shall be by just freedom won,

God shall our refuge be, when life is dead and done.

Montreal.

MARGIE. °

Kdward Stavedale was a painter—an artist in
the fullest, completest sense of the word, for he
lived, as it were, in the centre of a circle of art,
and it was through this medium that the per-
ception of outward things came to him. 1t was
under the influence of this atmosphere that all
thoughts were presented to him. He lived,
therefore, in a world of his own ; realities were
to himn the things most unreal. He mixed
as little as possible in the society of other men
because he found their presence and conversa-
tion disturbed the beautiful phantoms that,
when he was alone, held him such sweet and
genial company.

In summer-time, with a knapsack, & staff and
a sketch-book, he would wander forth wherever
the fancy led him, now over the mountains, now
by the seashore, now through woods and valleys,
collecting everywhere fresh ideas, fresh exper-
iences of that nature without which true art can-
not exist.

To Kdward Stavedule sensatinn was a word
that conveyed no meafiing. He had passed
through the stages of youth and early man-
hood untempted by any of the desires or ambi-
tions, natural or artificial, that seem almost in-
separable from man's career in society. He
worshipped beauty in whatever form it came to
him, but only through the soul, and in its pur-
est sense.

Now that his life was midway spent, there
were moments when a vagne want was felt, hints
that came he knew not whence, of a yearning
for some more warm and real sympathy than the
shadows of great men and women could afford
him, wearing a void in his heart which grew
wider and deeper each day.

One lovely evening in the fall Ed. was pursu-
ing his desultory rambles, and had struck the
wood which skirts the road between the Moun
tain House on the Palisades and Fort Lee, when
his attention was suddenly attracted by the
voice of a woman, harsh and shrill. Advancing
further, he found h¢ was approaching a bivouac
of strollers, half-actors, half-conjurers, of the
lower order, that wandered about the States,
stopping to display their performances at out-
of-the-way villages and remote farm-houses. All
the strollers were absent with the exception of
the woman—the speaker—whose hardened fea-
tures and unsympathetie aspect kept the promise
given by the voice, and a little girl of about
thirteen or fourteen, small, dark, sharp-featured,
but with limbs fine and faultless in their slight
proportions, and woundrous, wild, dark eyes, al.
Iost excessive in size, flushing from beneath the
waves of black hair that overhung her face. To
her the woman was addressing herself in harsh
and bitter reproaches, to which the child listened
in the silence that becomes almost apathy in
children who, from their infaney, are little used
to any other tone. )

The woman, finding how slight had been the
effvet of her words, raised a great heavy stick
which was about to descend on’ the girl’s naked
shoulders, when Stavedale sprang forward, and,
¢lutching the upraised arm, prevented the cruel
blow from being delivered, while he admonished
the woman in terms so severe that she actually
quailed beneath his lashing eye.

Ed. Stavedale having discharged what 2 con-
sidered his duty, threw a glance of pity and a
word of sympathy to the sobbing child, whose
slight form still quivered with excitement, and
turned away. e strode down the road to n
small inn ovetlooking the Hudson, and, having
diued, lighted his pipe and repaired to the stoop
to enjoy his accustomed reveries, But the

shapes he was wont to evolve came not; one
face—a wild elfin face, with heavy black hair
and great lustrous eyes ; ome form—a slight,
agile, nervous' one—always stood before him.
He took a pencil and sketched them in various
positions and attitudes, and formed plans of
pictures in which this little figare was to form
the conspicuous object. )

“1 must get the child to sit to me,” he said,
to himself ; and he resolved to start back to the
strollers’ bivouac in the wood, and to offer the
virago a dollar toachieve this purpose.

As he was about to set forth, the girl, accom-
panied by a raw_youth, the virago bringing up
the rear, passed beneath the stoo;; on which he
sat, the woman entering the hotel.

The child suddenly looked up. Whata change
came over that listless face ; every feature be-
came instinct with earnest life ; the eyes gleam-
ed, the lips broke into a radiant smile over daz-
zling littre teeth, and a warm glow spread itself
beneath the dark, sallow, but transparent skin.

1t was very pleasant, Stavedale thought, to
see any face light up so in his presence. .

“You are glad to see me ?* he said.

“ Glad—yes.”

* What is your name "

¢ Margie, sir.”

¢ Should you like me to ‘make a portrait of
you ¢’

+ Of e, sir ¢ with a blush and a smile.

“Yes ; if you will sit I will give you half a
dollar.”

A pained expression stole around the child’s
face.

“Yes; only——

«QOnly what? You won’t? Why not ?”

¢ Becanse mother——" ’

«1f 1 ask her leave, and give her something ?”

¢ Ah, then, perhaps.” i

A bargain was soon made with the old hag,
und she readily consanted to Margie's giving
as many sittings to the artist as might be re-
(lll(i)l('led, during her scjourn in the heighbour-
hood. :

The girl was to Ed. Stavedale a curious study
in her moral as well as in her physical nature.
Vicious example, uncontrolled passions of every
bad sort, brutal usage, fraud, force, the absence
of all manliness, of all womanliness in those
she lived with—such was the moral atmosphere
in which she had grown to girlhood, such was
the soil in which was sown & heart, an intense
sensibility, a bright intelligence, and keen sense
of all grace and beauty. Not a taint of vul-
garity was_in the child’s nature; nota word
passed her lips that had not a meaning, not a
movement of her limbs but was replete with a
strange, peculiar grace.

Ed. was fascinated by the elfin child, who, as
she sat or stood before him, seemed not only to
guess all hiy slightest intentions, but constantly
suggested new ideas of form and symmetry,
beautiful beyond description. He sketched her
in every attitude : he sometimes feared to weary
her, but when he expressed the fear, she shook
her head with one of her bright smiles and an
emphatic “ Never” ; so he went on painting,
sometimes talking to her, sometimesin a silence
which lasted for hours, and which she never at-
tempted to break. At length—it was the second
day—the strollers struck their camp, and Stave-
dale started on the road to New York. His way
lay through Pleasant Valley and Sunnyside, and
as he strode along he thought of the pictures he
would paint, in all of which some hint, some
movement, some expression taken from her,

could be introduced with precious effect. He
opened his sketch-book, and as he walked slowly
on he contemplated the innumerable studies of
her with which it was filled. He looked up at
last—before him stood the original—trembling,
her great eyes riveted on his face, with a look at
once fearful, so earnest, so beseeching.

¢« You, Margie !”

The breath came thick and fast, and her voice
was scarcely intelligible ; but as she went on it
strengthened.

“Yes, itis me. Let me go with {ou-—any-
where. 1 will be your servant; I'll do any-
thing on earth for you. Don't be angry. I
couldn’t stay with them any longer ; they treat
me worse than ever, because they know I was
happy with you and you were kind to me. Do
let me go with you. Let me go withyou!”

“ But, child, your mother? 1 have no right
to take you from her.”

«*She’s not my mother, she’s only my step-
mother ; and my father is dead. 1 belong to
nobody—nobody cares for me. Even what I do
for them they only curse me for, and beat me
when I can't do the work they put me to. Do
let me go with you —let me go with you!” :

Stavedale's hesitation was gone, and, taking
her little trembling hand in his, he led her on.

Arrived at his afelier—he lived in a little top
flat on Twenty-third street—he gave Margie
money to go out sud buy herself sume clothes,
and in half an hour she re-appeared, all traces
of poverty, fatigue and emotion vanished. Her
neat dress fitted her so gracefully, her wild hair
parted in shiny, wavy bandeaus, her little Arab
feet and fine slender ankles, so symmetrical in
high shoes and well-drawn striped stockings,
and, ahove all, her oval face so radiant with
beuutiful joy and gratitude.

Stavedale felt very proad and happy.

“ How smart you look I” he said.

She stood before him smiling, holding out her
skirts aschildren do when their dress is admired.
She brokeinto a short gleeful laugh of joy and

triumph. :

“ So you ate happy now, Margie #

«Oh, sir "’ and she seized his hand and o

”»

ered it with kisses,

The tears sprang to Stavedale’s eyes. He drew
her towards him, and, resting his chin on her
head, he began in a voice of deep and quiet
emotion :

* Margie, I do not know if I have done right
in taking you. Atallevents itis done. Never,
child, ‘give me cause to think 1 have acted
wrongly—even foolishly, and, with God’s help,
I will be a father and a protector to you as long
as [ live. Kiss me, my child !”

She flung her arms round his neck and clung
to him long and in silence, and he felt it was
very sweet to hold such communion—to claim
such love and trust and gratitude from a human
creature ; sweeter than to hold imaginary, un-
loving converse with the shadows of dead heroes
and heroines.

Ed. Stavedale was once more installed in his
painting-room,  As of old, he dreamed and
painted—painted and dreamed. But when the
shadowy company was not sufficient to fill his
heart and brain, he would wake up from his
reverie, would go to the little sitting-room at the
back, where he re-lighted his pipe, and, half-
dreaming, half-listening, heard the prattle,
childish, yet strangely wise, of Margie, who, as
she fluttered about or sat on a stool at his feet,
thaught aloud in her own wild, suggestive, con-
jectural way, hitting on singular glimpses of
great truths that could only come to her intuit-
ively.

By degrees Ed. began to dream less and think
more. Maggie was now fifteen. He felt that
she had hecome more than a child and a play-
thing, and that a certain responsibilty weighed
on him in the care of her, in the provision for
her future. She had learned to read and write,
and one day when he-entered the little sitting-
room he found Margie with a book on her
knees.

¢ What are you reading there, child ?* he in-
quired, carelessly.

She held up the book. It was a trashy French
novel. He snatched it from her and flung it
beneath the stove.

«Mind this ; when you want to read anything,
you must show it to me first. Do you hear,
little one **

She arranged his chair, lighted his pipe and
sat down at his feet in silence. Stavedale’s
eyes were wide open and full of earnest re-
flection. Once or twice she looked up timidly,
but meeting no reply to her glance, she dropped
her eyesagain.

She said at last: * You are not angry with
me ¥’

¢« With you? Never!"’

“You see I am afraid of nothing on earth
but vexing you. I care for nothing on earth
but pleasing you. Between these two thoughts
lie all the cares of my life.”

Strange, the pain and pleasure Stavedale felt.
He stroked her shining hair, kissed her forehead,
+nd fell to to thinking harder than ever.

Next day instead of putting on his dressing-
gown, cap and slippers, and retiring to his
atelier, he, for the first time for many a long year,
atsuch an hour, donmed coat, boots and hat,
sallied forth and returned with a small library
—books of history, biography, religion and some
poetry ; all works the most perfectly suited to
the purpose they were intended for.

For months, between her light household
duties, so quickly and happily performed, and

him, the books were studied with earnest atten-
tion. Some of them Ed. already knew ; the rest
he now read, and constantly of an evening ques-
tioned his pupil, drawing out and correcting her
impressions with a pride and interest strangely
new and pleasant to him.

As he had anticipated, Margie grew before his
eyes with striking and remarkable beauty. He
noticed the progress with a mingling of pleasure
and uneasiness, and watched over her with a
jealous care. Few visitors came to his painting-
room, but at the sound of a strange footstep a
look warned Maggie to retrea’ and she fled
threugh a back-door like a mouse into its hole.

Another year and another passed by and Mar.
gie was sweet seventeen.

1t is certain,” said Stavedale to himself,
““that this cannot go on for ever. I am not
immortal, and if some day I suddenly go off,
what becomes of Margie? We must endeavour
to get a husband for her. And yet who would
marry her? An artist would for her face and
form. But what artist ?

He knew nobody who in the least degree
suited his notions of the sort of husband to whom
he would confide the happiness of his adopted
child. He had a vague consciousness that, in
matrimonial affairs, there were troublesome de-
tails of money matters to be gone through, and
on this part of the question he felt dreadfully in-
competent to enter. He was quite willing to
give Margie anything and everything he pos-
sessed ; but how much that might be, or how
he was to find it out and put it in train, and
what was likely. to be the pretensious or arrange-
meunts on the other side, it put him into a state
of hopeless desperation to think of.  All this he
admitted to himself ; but he did not admit—
for the thing was too vague and indistinct for
admission or actual contemplation—that a little
aching jealousy, a numb pain, lay at the bottom
of his heart, when he thought of giving to
another the treasure that for four years had
lightened his life and given him new and human
feelings, and a hitherto unknown love and
sympathy with his race.

Margie is eighteen, and still Stavedale had
found no husband for her. Hitherto he had
worked rlone ; now, the thought and the care

of her, the time he devoted to .her education

-~

the frequent sittings she still continued to give |

and her amusement—for he took her to the thea-
tre and to Coney Island and up the glorious
Hudson—rendered it impossible for him to do
all he had been wont to do'in his painting-room.
He resolved, therefore, to look out for astudent
a good student, who might never in word or
deed break on the cloistered strictness and purity

rounded his pet.

After a search the wonderful student was dis-
covered and installed in the painting-room
Obadiah Sugden, the son of a New England
oyster-farmer ; was tall and_thin and dyspeptic
looking. He was bashful and silent, and worked
all day long without so much as even opening
his lips. But his great brown eyes. were open
and they saw Margie, and, with th® usual result,
he fell madly in love with her; but it was that
hobbledehoy love that never displays itself save
in some awkwardness. One day Stavedale caught
his pupil gazing with all his might and main at
Margie—gazing his whole soul out.

¢ What if: ? .

A thought for the first time struck 3tavedale
— Hashed across him with a thrill of such strange,
mingled contradictory sensations that he passed
his hand across his head and felt as though some
one had given him a blow.

But the thought that had struck into his
brain stayed there, and he took it and handled
and examined it and familiarized himself with
it. Strange! It had never presented itself to
him before ! There was the husband he had
been looking for Margie, two, three years—
there, under his hand. Yes, it was the thing
of all others to suit. If the oysterman would
but approve he saw no obstacle.

The oyster farmer, upon receipt of a letter
from Stavedale, came to New York, saw Margie,
and regretted that his son was first in the field,
for he himself was a widower and of an amorous
temperament.

¢*Square it between ’em, friend Stavedale,”’
said Sugden, senior, *and I'll not go back on

oun.”
Y Stavedale was alone in the studio with Oba-
diah when he opened the matter lying heavily at
bis heart. .

“You have never thought of marrying,
Obadiah "’

His pupil shifted his position a little, colored
very violently, and replied that he never had
seriously.

“ You ought to think of it, however, my good
boy ; Why not now

Obadiah replied ; * That’s true.”

There was a pause. Stavedale cleared his
throat.

«1f I found you a wife— a good, nice, charm-
ing little wife, that your father thinks well of,
wonld that suit you ?"’

“Down to tke ground, sir.”

Do you know any one you would like #*

Obadiah looked very sheepish, as, pointing at
a crayon portrait of Margie, he exclaimed :

“He!he! That's her!”

¢« And do you think she likes you ¥’

out.”

“ We'll find out, my lad.”

Stavedale that very evening broached the
subject to Margie.

“ My child, -1 have been thinkinga great
deal about you,” he said.

She looked up hastily.

“ Do you know that you are of an age to
think about being married 1"

speech was all made up, and he feared that if
he stopped it might stick in his throat, and he
would break down. So he weant on.

He told her how long he had thought of this ;
how he felt the loneliness of the life she led ;
how little & man like him was fitted to be the
sole instructor and protector of a young girl ;
but he dreaded that a day might come—must
come—when, if she were not married, he would
have to leave her alone and unprotected in the
wide, wide world ; how dreadfnﬁy the thought
weighed on him ; how, until she was thus pro-
vided for, he never could feel happy or assured
concerning her. Then he spoke of Obadiah ; of
his affection for her, of all his good qualities, of
what peace and joy he would feel in seeing her
united to him ; and then, feeling he could not
wait for her answer, he took her to his heart,
kissed her, bid her think of all he had said, and
took refuge in his painting-room, where he
smoked five pipes without stopping.

¢ The sooner it’s over the better,” murmured
the painter, and he urged on the wedding with
a sort of feverish impatience.

It was the night before the wedding and
Stavedale had been out, occupied with the last
arrangements, and returned home towards
eleven o’clock.

As he mounted the stairs to his studio his
heart was leaden, and as he opened the door of
his flat and entered the quiet little art home,
the silence struck him with a chill of disappoint-
ment, for he had secretly hoped that Margie
would have been up to greet him, after the oc-
capations of his busy day.

e listened, but there was mo quick, light
step, no sound to indicate_her consciousness of
his entrance. Stavedale sighed, took up the
dim light that had been left burning against his
arrival, and instead of going to his rvom turned
into his studio.

How deadly still it was ! How deserted ! The
wan quivering flare of the little lap only made
the gloom it could not pierce more heavy, and
as its wavering light flashed and paled over the
faces of the pictures, they seemed to shudder on

him while he passed,

with which Stavedale’s jealous care had sur-

«That's what 1'd give my bottom dollar to find -

Heedless of the start she gave, for Stavedale’s -
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And so it was all over and she was already

one from him, and the old, lonely, loveless
ife was to be begun again, now that he was so
much less able and fitted to lead it than for-
merly. Art is just and noble and elevated, and
he wio pursues it with all his energies cannot
fail to profit thereby. But artis not able to
fill man’s life alone. Art will be worshipped as
a sovereign, and, if courted in earnest, some-
times condescends to let the votary kiss the
hem of her garment, and now and then bestow
upon him a smile. Batshe gives no more than
this, and thus for a time it may satisfy him ;
then comes a day when he would resign all the
fame she ever accorded him for a little human
love and a little human sympathy. Stavedale
had felt thus before he had them.  Now he had
known them and was about to lose them for-
ever.

The perfume of flowers—the flowers she had
placed there that morning before he went out—
drew him to the table. A notelay on it—a note
in her handwriting and directed to himself.

A mist passed over his eyes as he opened and
sought to read the contents, written in a trem-
bling hand, and here and there blurred and
blotched ; how ?—he knew.

‘MY DEAR, DEAR FRIEND, MY ONLY FRIEND :
For give me if you can for the pain I am causing
you and, above all, oh, above all ! do not think
your poor child ungrateful. But I cannot marry
Mr. Sugden ; my heart revolts from it. Indeed,
indeed I have done everything I could to re-
concile myself to it because you wished it, and
I know he deserves a better wife than I could
make him. Tt is not any foolish wicked pride
or self-conceit on my part that turns me from
him, but J cannot love him, and when he knows.
this he will learn to forget me and marry somne
one better worthy of him. 3o I am going away.
However, T know all the anxiety you have con-
cerning me, feeling how little I am now fit for
any other life than the happy one I have led
with you these last years. Do not be afraid for
me; I am young and strong, and able and
willing to work, and God will not desert me.

‘“And later, when I am quite a woman and
have got used to make my own way in the world,
at least to obtain a living, I will come back to
you, and we will be happy again in the old
way , and you will see that your poor child only
left you for awhile, because she loved you so
dearly that she could make this great and ter-
rible sacrifice now to ensure your future comfort.
Iam foing into service, and when I have got
fized I will write to you, but I will not tell you
where I am for fear you should come to take
me back again, and if you did I know I am
not stron% enough to refuse to go with you.

¢ God bless you! and oh, my dear, best,
only friend, believe that I love you, now I
am lgavmg you, better than ever I did in all
my life, and that the only happiness I look to
on earth is the idea of coming back to you.

*“ And 1 will come back to you before long.
God will bless my work, and we shall meet
a?xtn and forget this heavy trial. I am sure
of it. ’

¢ Your poor child, MARGIE.”

His heart then had not misgiven him in vain.
She was gone, actually and positively, Whither
and to what ! The thought nearly drove him
wild. That little, young, helpless, beautiful
creature, unsuspicious and inexperienced as an
infant, gone out alonme into that great wide
world of guile and sin, and suffering, and
temptation under every form and every treach-
erous disguise.

He knew her courage, her resolution, her light
heart ; but were these enough to guard heralone
against the dangers whose name is legion ?

And now where to look for her ?

For three days Obadiah Sugden sought her
sorrowing through every part of not alone New
York, but Brooklyn and Hoboken. The fourth,
Obadiah proceeded on his mission alone, for
Stavedale lay on his sick-bed, racked with pain
and grief and fever, but insisting on remaining
alone that the quest might not be for a day in-
terrupted.

Slowly the evening reddened and paled,. and
the huch and dimness of the light that precedes
the departing day fell upon the sick room, and
for the first time since Margie’s departure, Ed.
Stavedale slept.

Presently the door opened, and s shadow
stood on the threshold—noiseless and breath-
less as shadows are—then it glided scross the
room, paused, stood, and finally kneeled beside
the bed. The sleeper’s labored breathing stop-
ped suddenly. He was not yet awake, and still
he was listening. Something—a consciousness,
& hope—wus rising in him combatting the
numbness of slumber. He started, stretching
out his arms and pronouncing Margie’s name.

It was Margie’s voice that answered him ;
tl‘Je’y were Margie's teurs that fell on him ; Mar-
gie's kisses that }’)ressed his hot brow. Long
anil silently he held her close in his embrace.

* You will never leave me again "

““ Never, never, never ! Oh, forgive me ! If
you knew. one half of what I have suffered—not
of hardship or.misery. I have means to secure
me from that, but from the separaiion from
you! Ob, I could not live longer without seeing
you. I1thought just to steal back, have one glance,
at you and then—then I knew not, cared not,
what might become ~of me ! And I find you
thus !™ .

‘ Margie, tell me what was the reason you
would not marry Sugden. You did not Jove
him. Did you—do you—love any other?”

8he clung to him, hiding her face and weep-
ing silently,

“ You will not tell me ?”

“1 cannot.”

A wild, trembling, thrilling hope traversed
the obscurity of Stavedale’s brain.

“Isit—112"

““ Who could it be but you ?” .

And so Margie was married—but not to Oba-
diagh Sugden.

4 CAPITAL DOG STORY.

A POINTER WHO KNEW HIS WAY AND COULD
NOT BE DECEIVED. *

In an article on ‘“ The Sixth Sense,”” pub-
lished in the Popular Science Monthly, Dr. Felix
L. Oswald tells the following strange story :

We often hear of the wondrous sagacity—
generally ascribed to memory or acuteness of
scent —which enables a dog to find his way home
by unknown roads, even from a coniderable
distance. I think it can be practically demon-
strated that this faculty has nothing to do with
memory and very little with scent, except in a
quite novel sense of the word.

Last fall my neighbour, Dr. L. G of Cin-
cinnati, O., exchanged some suburban property
for a house and office near the city hospital, and
at the same time discharged a number of his
four-fouted retainers. A litter of poodle pup-
pies were banished to Covington, Ky., across
the river, and two English pointers were adopted
by a venatorial ruralist in the eastérn part of
Ohio. The puppies submitted to exile, but one
of the pointers, like the black friar in the halls
of Amundeville, declined to be driven away.
He returned by ways and means known to him-
self alone, once from Portsmouth and twice from
Luecasville, in Scioto county, the last time in a
blinding snow-storm and under circumstances
which led his owner to believe that he must have
steered by memory rather than scent. But how
had he managed it the first time? The matter
was discussed at & reunion of amateur sports-
men and naturalists, and one opponent of the
doctor’s theory proposed as a crucial test that
the dog be chloroformed and sent by a night
train to a certain farm near Somerset, Ky. (160
miles from Cincinnati); if he found his way
back he could not have done it by memory.

The doctor objected to chloroform, remember-
ing that dogs and cats often forgot to awake from
anasthetic slumbers ; but finally Hector was
drugged with a dose of Becker’s elixir (an al-
coholic solution of morphine), and sent to Som-
erset in charge of a freight-train conductor. The
conductor reports that his passenger groaned in
his stupor *‘ like a Christian in a whisky fit ;"
at length rtelieved himself by stretching, and
went to sleep again. But in the twilight of the
next morning, while the train was taking in
wood at King’s mountain, eighteen miles norta
of Somerset, the dog escaped from the caboose
and staggered toward the depot in a dazed sort
of way. Two brakemen started in pursuit, but,
seeing them, the dog gathered himself up, bolted
across a pasture, and disappeared 'in the morn-
ing mist. At 10a.m. on the following day he
turned up at Cincinnati, having run a distance
of 142 miles in about 28 hours.

Still the test was not decisive. The dog
might have recovered from his lethargy in time
to ascertain the general direction of his journey,
and returned to the northern terminus by simply
following the railroad track backward. ‘lPhe
projector of the experiment, therefore, proposed
a new test, "with different amendments, to be
tried on his next hunting trip to Central Ken-
tucky. On the last day of January the dog was
sent across the river, and, nem. con., the experi-
menter fuddled him with ether and put him in
a wicker basket, after bandaging his nose with a
rag that had been scented with a musky per-
fume. Starting with an evening train of the
Cincinnati Southern railroad, he took his patient
south-west to Danville junction, thence east to
Crab Orchard, and finally northeast to a hunt-
ing rendezvous near Berea, in Madison county.
Here the much-travelled quadruped was treated
to a handsome supper, but had to pass the night
in adark tool-shed. The next morning they
lugged him out to a clearing behind the farm,
and slipped his leash on top of a greasy kuob, at
some distance from the next large wood. The
dog cringed and fawned at the feet of his travel-
ling companion, as if to conciliate his consent to
the meditated enterprise, and then slunk off into
a ravine, scrambled up the opposite bank, and
scampered away at atrot first, and by-and-by at
a gallop—not toward Crab Orchard, i.e., south-
east, but due north, toward Morgan’s ridge and
Boonsboro—in & bee-line to Cincinnati, 0. They
saw him cross a stubblefield, not a bit like an
animal that has lost his way and has to turn
right and left to look for landmarks, but, *like
a horse qn a tramway,” straight ahead, with his
nose well up, as if he were following an air-line
toward a visible goal. He made a short detour
to the left to avoid a lateral ravine, but further
up he resumed his original course, leaping a rail-
fence, and went headlong into a coppice of cedar
bushes, where they finally lost sight of” him.

A report to the uboye effect, duly counter-
signed by the Berea witness, reached the dog’s
owner on February 4, and on the afternoon of
the following day Hector met his master on the
street, wet and full of burrs and remorse, evi-
dently ashamed of his tardiness. That settled
the memory question.  Till they reached Crab
Orchard the dog had been under the full in-
fluence of ether, and the last thing he could
})ossibly know from memoxz was & misleading

act—namely, that they had brought him from

a south-westerly direction. Between Berea and
Cincinnati he had to cross two broad rivers and
three steep mountain ranges, and had to pass
by or through five good-sized towns, the centre
of a network of bewildering roads and by-roads.
He had never been in that part of Kentucky
before, nor ever within sixty miles of Berea.
The inclination of the water-shed might have
%uided him to the Kentucky river, and by-and-
y back to the Ohio, but far below Cincinnati
and by an exhaustively circuitous route. The
weather, after a few days of warm rains, had
turned clear and cool, so that no thermal data
could have suggested the fact that he was two
degrees south of his home. The wind on that
morning veered from west to north-west ; and,
if it wafted a taint of city atmosphere across the
Kentucky river mountains, it must have been
from the direction of Frankfort or Louisville.
So, what induced the dog to start due north?

THE NATURAL IN DRAMATIC ART.

It is a primary .article of faith with the
“ rising ”’ young men of the day, more espe-
cially with youthful critics just fresh from Col.
lege, that, at least since Anno Domini, there
has never been anything natural, not only in
Art, but in human nature, until the nine-
teenth century was on the wrong side of fifty.

We have pre-Raphaelism in Art, and very
beautiful it is sometimes; we have Wagnerism
in musie, and there is much to be said in its
favour ; and we have Realism upon the stage,
and very refreshing that is after the stilts and
bombast of a generation ago; but when the
enthusiasts protest that all the mighty names
in music and Art that we were taught to re-
verence in our boyhood were shams, ounly those
of poor people groping for light in the obscu-
rity of ignorance, or that the perfection of act-
ing consists in gracefully resting your hands in
your trouser-pockets, lolling against a mantel-
piece, sitting apon s table, and in a general air
of vapidity indicative of water in the blood, it
is claiming too much for modern revelation.

To confine our remarks to acting, such a mode
is suitable enough for the portrayal of the young
men of the present day, who are much given to
lounging and leaning, to whom, in general,
trousers pockets are an indispensable comfort,
without which hands would be rather an encum-
brance than otherwise, and whose normal con-
dition isinclined to be vapid and waterish. But
how about the somewhat priggish and formal
young man of the last  generation, the bucks
and” bloods of our grandfathers’ and great-
grandfather’s time, the fops and beaux of the
old régime—and the fiery youth of the six-
teenth and seventeenth centuries, with whom it
was a word and swordthrust? Actors are called
upon to reproduce all these differing types of
humanity, but is it Art, or, te use the favourite
cant phrase, is it natural, to recast them all in
the nineteenth-century mould, only to be dis-
tinguished like *‘the portrait models” of a
waxwork exhibition, or the lay figures of an
artist’s studio, which are monarchs, or peasants,
philanthropists, or murderers, Xriests, or bri-
gands, as their costume is shifted ?

A critic, in his remarks upon the performance
Money at the Haymarket, highly eulogised cer-
tain of the actors for having striven to divest the
characters of their old-fashioned aspect ; that is
to say, for having been false to the author's
conception and meaning. The Evelyn of Lord
Lytton is as far removed from the heroes of

.Ours and Coste as he was from those of the

School of Scandal and the Heir ut Law. No
actor can render the language put into his
mouth natural—according to our standard ; the
fippant mumble of the present day is totally
unsuited to those sententious phrases which,
instead of appearing more natural by the
change, become more stilted and thoroughly
incongruous.

Probably a reproduction of the exact manner
in which it was perforined by Macready would
scarcely be acceptable to modern taste; but
there is always a golden mean between the style
of a past age and the fashion of the present ; in
whiclix, while indicating the peculiar features of
abygone generation, it touches them too lightly
and delicately to bring what is absurd into pro-
minenge.

A skilful portrait painter will always take the
best expression of a face, he will make the most
of its good points, and slur over the bad, he
will not bring a wart on the nose into equal pro-
minence with a dimple in the chin, ang yet he
will make a perfectly true likeness, in all its es-
sential features. So, without adopting the black
satin stock, high shirt collar, and measured de-
livery of a Macready, it should be no difficulty
to an artiste torendersucha character as Evelyn

rfectly natural, without attempting to con-

onnd Kim with the Jack Wyatts and Angus
M¢Allisters of modern comedy. These remarks
are not intended to be personal, but the example
is fresh is ever{ playgoer's memory, and is a
peculiarly apt iliustration of my meaning. Most
playgoers will remember Mr. Coghlan’s splendid
rendering of the character, which, although it
departed entirely from the old lines, by its fire
and intensity rose toa place among those livin
conceptions that, in being true to the etern
emotions of the human soul, are true to the hu-
manity of all agesand all countries.

« A man is more the child of his age than of
his father and mother, says an Eastern proverb;
hnman nature in many of its outward aspects
and modesof expression is ever changing ; as we
advance in civilisation we become more reticent
and subdued, more apt to make speech the mask

of our thoughts rather than their exposure. Men,
as far back as we have any record of them, have
beea always actuated by the same passions, but
as manners become more refined, those passions
become less fierce, and, above all, less strongly
expressed : yet a man of the present day might
feel all the tormenting jealousy of an Othello, or
all the burning love uf a Romeo, but it would
be very unlikely that he would express it
with the fury of the one or the fervour of the
other ; attempt to modernise either, and how
absurd does it become | But there were Othellos
and Romeos in Shakespeare’s time, and men
raved and stormed, and were not ashimed to
make love as though they meant it, and con-
ducted themselves under the influence of passion
in a way that would appear very shocking and
very ridicalous to the polite society of this age.
Therefore, to play Othello asa gentleman given
to strong language, but of anything rather than
of a revengeful disposition, or Romeo as a
spooney young man who ordinarily wore a stove-
pipe hat and an eyeglass, but who had for an oc-
casion taken it into his head to masquerade in
doublet and hose, in fine, to be Mr. Smith or
Mr. Brown reading Shakespeare in costume, to
suit the tastes of a drawing-room, is not acting
at all.

‘We regard the formal, ceremanious manners
of the last century as artificial and affected, but
could some of the old gentlemen who passed
away a century ago return within the glimpses
of the moon it is very probable that they would
return the compliment. What would the hot-
blooded Elizabethan say to our suppressions and
conventionalisms ? would they appear natural
to him ? Therefore, as the actor Eas chiefly to
do with those outward aspects of our nature, if
he be a true artist he will endeavour to repro-
duce them in conformity with such conditions.
He will deliver the blank verse of Shakespeare
without mouthing, but with something of the
force and dignity and the measured elocution
that marked the speech of a chivalrous and
high-souled age, and he will not attemfpt to pic-
ture the rattle-brained young fellow of the last
century, full of life apd spirits, and with an in-
tensely animal enjoyment of mere existence, -
under the guise of a dyspeptic blasé young gen-
tleman of the Victorian era, ever chanting the
Vanitas Vanitatum of the preacher, with his
mouth full of the ashes of exhausted pleasures.

Yet the public, and the critics as well, seem
to approve of this mode of so-called natural re-
presentation, which might be more properl
catled masquerading, since the dress alone indi-
cates the character and the age, and the actor
who attemps to realise a dramatic conception
after a more robust model is in danger of being
sneered at by the one and condemned by the
other.

H. BARTON BAKER.

BRELOQUES POUR DAMES.

A FAINT heart never won a fair lady, but a
faint whisper often catohes her.

NonE of the Cincinnati nobs raise their hats
to a lady until they have passed by her two feet.

Savs a French critie: ‘I like a girl before
she gets womanish, and a woman before she gets girlish.

IN some respects the gentler sex far surpass
us. No man, for instance, can deliver a lecture with a
dozen pins in his mouth. .

A LETTER in Queen Elizabeth's own hand-

writing, heautifully clean and neat, has just been sold
for 400 marks.

THE Queen of Italy recently went up Vesu-

vius by the new railway at night to see the volcano by
an electric light.

THE Empress Augusta of Germany has a
mania for wearinf black silk dresses, holdiog that no
lady beyond middle age should wear light colours.

SARAH BERNHARDT in playing one afterncon
and eveaning had ion to change her dress ninet
times. What wonder that the life of an actress has a
fascination for women 1

IT would never do to elect women to all
offices. If a fomale sheriff should visit the residenoe of
a handsome man and explain to his jealous wife that
she had an attachment for him, there would be a
vaocanoy in that office ia about two minutes.

Tuk ladies of Italy have adopted a fashion
this summer of dressing only in white robes adorned
with patural flowers, jewelry being put strictly under
ban. To do up a white dress at the laundry $3 is
charged, and the flowers cost 84a day. Economy is ob-
served in linen underwear.

THE Mre. Wodehouse, who was married at
the British Embassy in Paris recently to the Marqais of
Anglesea, will be recalled as Miss King of Georgia, who,
ten years ago, was promineat in fashionabl ety in
Washington during the season. In 1872 she married the
Hon. Henry Wodehouse, brother of the Earl of Kimber-
ley, who died in 1874. She is a perfect type of a
Southern beauty.

FORTY TELESCOPES, ranges from five miles to
twenty ; outside cases only destroyed by fire. Three
dozen opera glasses, very valuable moununtings; outside
oases only destroyed. Will be sold at one-third off the
price; «reat bargains. Twenty marine, field, marine
day and night glasses, also for sale cheap. They are all
guaranteed to be equal to the best and newest. In most
of them outside cases are damaged or destroyed. Address

early.
HEARN & HARRISON, Opticians, Montreal.

THE TIDY HOUSEWIFE.

The careful, tidy housewife, when she is giv-
ing her house its spring cleaning, should bear
in mind that the dear inmates of her hounse are
more precious than houses, and that their sys.
tems need cleansing by purifying the blood,
regulating the stomach and bowels to prevent
and cure the diseases from spring malaria and
miasms, and she should know that their is no-
thing that will do it so perfectly and surely as
Hop Bitters, the purest and best of all medicines.

See other colymn,
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A FORTY DAYS FAST.

At noon, on Monday, June 28th, Dr. Henry -

8. Tanner, of Minneapolis, Minv., began an
attempt to abstain from food and drink for forty
doys and nights, in a hall in New York City. He
claims to have fasted for a period of forty-two
days, but as almost everybody discredited him,
he made up his mind to prove his assertion by
repeating the experiment, subject to-the con-
stant surveillance of watchers, those watchers
to be medical men. Each watcher is obliged to
maks oath that he watched diligently, and that
the fasting man took no food during his (the
watcher’s) vigil. The watchers are under the
supervision of the New York Neurological
Society.

At present the faster is wearing a cool suit of
dark clothes, white socks and slippers. He
carries a fan, but uses it very little. Since the
beginning of the present fast his keen gray eyes
have becowe slightly dimmed, the top of his
bead, which is thinly covered with gray hair,
has become as white as milk, and he has lost
ten and a half pounds in weight. The outlines
of his regular, well-cut features stand out more
clearly, and his firm lips close more tightly.

During the first two days Dr. Tanner drank
eighty ounces of water, in doses ranging from
six to eight ounces each. Since then, in lien of
drinking, he simply gargles his mouth about
once an hour with a couple of ounces of water,
which he then ejects into a spittoon. He
spends the time reclining on his cot, or sitting
u}a in a chair, or coming forward to the border
of his enclosure and talking intelligently and
earnestly with his watchers. He reads the
newspapers morning and evening, and is very
fond of sitting on a chair and elevating his feet
to the top of his little writing-table. At bed-
time he takes a sponge bath. He is then rabbed
down with coarse towels, after which he pats on
his night dress and gets between the sheets.
Before he dresses in the morning, his clothes are
examined to ascertain that there is no food
concealed in them. His pulse and temperature
are freqnent;lg taken, and his weight every day.
He has already passed the time when, according
to medical opinion, he should exhibit delirium
and other evidences of insanity, but as yet no
dangerous symptoms have been observed.

A GENTLEMAN in the Nosth of Ireland lately
obtained what is believed to be the oldest of
frenks. It is by Thurloe, the Secretary of Pre.
::lﬁor Cromwell, and addressed to Henry Crom-

: ~ the South

PriNor LeoroLp is fond of writing poetry.

THE Italian Government, still unsatisfied, is
preparing plans for heavier ships than the
Durlio.

TwWENTY-TWO Concord (Mass.) women, who
drank tea together last week, were between 70
and 88 years old.

ON the Berniai palace at Rome there has been
recently affixed a tablet recording the fact that
Sir Walter Scott dwelt in it in 1832.

WESTCHESTER county, New York, is prepar-
ing for a_big celebration of the centennial of
Maj. Andre’s capture, September 25.

TEXAs postmasters refuse to register packages
containing live rattlesnakes on ghe ‘ground that
they cannot tell whether they are male matter
or not.

Mr. JAMES GorpoN BENNETT has changed
his mind on the subject of racing, and has given

up the idea of keeping a large stud at New-
market.

THE lower jaw of an antedeluvian mammoth
was recently fished out of the river Dnieper by
Russian fishermen ; it is as black as a coal and
weighs seventy-five pounds.

‘W. H. VAXDERBILT, it is announced authori-
tatively, pays for bringing the Alexandrian
obelisk over. He stipulated that it should not
cost over $75,000,

‘WM. BANKS, a noted Liverpool ship-builder,
has left $300,000 to his granddaughter, Susan
Meyers, the wife of a labourer at Greenpoint,
opposite New York city.

THE mel}ess Eugenie proceeded on foot into
rican valley where her son’s body

was found, following precisely the track taken
by the officers who went in search of the corpse.
PicEoNs have been so thick in Northern
Michigan that they could be knocked down with
fish-poles. Fish have at the same time been so
wild that they had to be killed with shot-guns.

THE Dumas family has always been remark-
able for strength and address. One night at the
play Gen. Dumas, the grandfather of Dumas the
younger, flung a man out of a stage box on to
the stage. Dumas the elder was of Herculean
strength, and Dumas the younger excels in all
games of strength and skiﬁ. He is a master
jnigler, and he can puta frame of knives round
8 human head leaning against a board with the
most consummate surety of hand. George Sand
was & brilliant pupil of Damas the younger, and
in her later years sheused to amuse herself for
days with this perilous pastime.
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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

A NEW CANADIAN POET.

We infrodnee to our readsrs the portrait and
the ‘works of a new Canadian lyric author,
Miss Mary J. MacColl, daughter of the well
known writer Evans MacColl, of Kingston, one
of the prewiers in our poetic literature. The
wurk is {mnulifu)ly printed and mny be obtsined
from or through any local publisher. Miss
MactUoll ix supported in her appenl to the pub.
lic by some of the best names in Awmerican
letters. Lougfellow writes : ¢ Yourlittle volume
is full of poetic beauty and deep feeling.”” John
G, Whittier says: ** itide A Wee contains a
chugte nnd graceful collection of poems, which do
eredit to the heart and intellect of the author.”
Miver Wendell Holmes adds: © Your little
hook confirmed all my favoneble impressions.
1 found your powms truthfol and melodious.”
Joagnin Miiler excluims, *“ Your book is a live
Lnak, bright and  beantiful,”  There are o
unnber of other tribntes to the same effect.  In
tie piesence of suchk applanse, any words of
sppreviaticon on our part would be of little
avail. We may be allowed to say, however,
that while” hemrtily commending the work as
indteative of  poctie tayte and iustinet, we
showld teeomtniend a stricter adhierence to the
stinpder rides of wrammatical constraction, Miss
StacCell hns mneh of the poetic temperament,
but she needs to chasten and castigate  her
wegse, el the exense which she addoces in her
preface that severel of ber g_»i«ccs have been
‘Owritten hastily, st intervals, under cireum-
stances for from favoursble to the clothing of
poetic thoughts in puetic garb,” is not aduiis-
sable i honest crtticism,  Bat we shall allow
the resder to judge for himselfl by s few cita-
tintis, We shadl firnt tuke the piece whieh gives
its nume to the volume and which we must natur-
wily tegund as being considersd the best by the
autlier,

Bide & wee nnd dinng weary”

“attence’ gquaintly wis defined
By & ttle Seattial mniden

Anid thie awest wards fv my mind
Ever Jioger, ke the memory

Qf & beantifu) refraio, :
Making hours of glaom {eca dreary.

When 1 breatho them o'er ngnin,

Feetted by the many arosses
All must bear from day to day,
Troubied by our cates nad lusses,
Fach of us tath need 10 any
To var beurte’ impotent erylng
For the ahips so luag nt wen,
While faith faints and lifa is dying—
* Diona weary, bide a wee.’

MARY J.

MACCOLL, Atvrthor or ** Bipe A WeE AND oTBER PoOENMS."

“ Ralny days” each life will sadden,
(tentle shower or tempest wild,

Fal upos us—blessings gladden
Ia their tnrm. To every child

Gives the Father or withholdeat,
Ever wisely, tenderly;

Thus our hearts for Heeven He mendeth,
" Diona weary, bide s wee.”’

Some there are wbhom glad froition
'Neath the skies may never blesa,
Bume to whose long-urged petition
Ne'er will come the yearned-for ** Yes.”
Why! God knoweth—Ile who lendeth
Strength 10 suffer truatingly
What he seeth best he sendeth—
* Dinsa weary, bide a wee.”

Hopeful, walt 4 good to-morrow,
Cant on Jesux every care,

Not unascen by Him thy sorrow,
Not aopitied thy despair.

For His people thers remalueth
Restand peace eternaily,

Where the light of joy ce’er waneth,
‘* Dinoa weary, bide a wee.”

Sour of the French journals give very flatier-
ing accounts of the progress of the preliminary
work ou the tunuel which is to eounect France
and Englend. It is stated that the shaft issunk
to the stratum in which the tunnel is to he cut,
and that those engazed in the work are aboat to
sink another shaft, and to lower the machinery
for boring under the channel. The work on the
tunnel is expacted o be tinished in two or thres
Vears.

AT the recent christening of Paul de Cassag-
nac’s child, ex-Queen [sabella of Spain stood s
its godmother azol M. Julien of Murseilles as its
godfather, and the latter szitled apon the boy
the soin of 250,009 franes. M., Julien is simply
a fanatical admirer of the Bonapartist depurty.
He is the same gentleman who some time ago
offered to pay all Cassagnac’s fines and election
expenses, but the consideration was declined.

M. Jvies FerRY, the French Minister who
introduced the bill for the expnlsion of the
Jesuits from France, is the direct descendant of
the maun who, 120 years ago, established several
houses of the same order in that country. M.
Ferry's ancestor having lost his wife joined the
order of the Jesuits, and after studying at the
Jesuit College at Rome was ordained a priest.
He returned to France one of the most ardent fol-
lowers of St. Ignatius. His name wasalso Jules.
The present Minister is the great grandson of
the son that this reverend father had before .2
embraced the monastic career.
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WHITE WINGS:
A YACHTING ROMANCE.

BY WILLIAM BLACK.
Anthor of ** A Princess of Thule,” *“ 4 Daughter of Heth " *‘ In Siik Attire ;”’ ““ The Strange

Adventures of « Phaeton ;"

““ Kilmeny ;" *‘ The Monarch of Mincing Lane;” * Madcap

Violet ;* ¢ 1 hé Three Feathers;” ‘ The Marriage of Moira Fergus, and The

Maid of Killeena ;" ** Macleod of Dare ;
Sweetheart ;*’ etc.

CHAPTER VI—(Continued.)

But at dinner the Laird got on very well with
our new guest ; for the latter listened most re-
spectfully when Denny-mains was demonstrat-
ing the exceeding purity and strength, and fit.
ness of the speech used in the South of Scot-
land. And indeed the Laird was generous. He
admitted that there were blemishes. He depre-
cated the introduction of French w.ords, and
gave us a much longer list of those aliens than
usually appears in books. What about conjee,
and que-vee, and fracaw as used by Scotch chil-
dren and old wives ?

Then after dinner—at nine o'clock the won-
derful glow of the summer evening was still fill-
ing the drawing-room—the Laird must needs
have Mary Avon sing to him. It wasnota cus-
tom of hers.  She rarely would sing a song of
set purpose. The linnet sings all day—when
you do not watch her ; but she will not sing if
you go and ask.

However, on this occasion, her hostess went
to the piano, and sat down to play the accom-
paniment ; and Mary Avon stood beside her,
and sang, in rather a low voice—but it was ten-
der enough—some modern version of the old
ballad of the Queen’s Maries. What were the
words ? These were of them, anyway :

“ Yestreeu the Queen had four Maries ;
This night she'll hae but three :
There was Mary Beaton, and Mary Seaton,
And Mary Carmichael, and me.”

But, indeed, if you had seen that graceful,
slim figure—clad all in black velvet, with the
broad band of gold fringe round the neck—and
the small, shapely, smoothly-brushed head above
the soft swathes of white muslin ; and if you
had caught a glimpse of the black eyelashes
drooping outward from the curve of the pale
cheelg; and if you had heard the tender, low
voice of Mary Avon—you might have forgotten
abont the Queen’s Maries altogether.

And then Angus Sutherland ; the Laird was
determined—in true Scotch fashion—that every-
Yody who could not sing should be goaded to
sing.

@ Oh, well,”” said the young man, with a
laugh, ‘‘ you know a student in Germany must
sing, whether he can or not. And 1l learned
there to smash out something like an accom-
paniment also.”

And he went to the piano without more ado,
and did smash out an accompaniment. And if
his voice was rather harsh-—well, we should
have called it raucous in the case of East Wind,
but we ouly called it manly and strenuous when
it was Angus Sutherland who sang. And it was
a manly song, too—a fitting song for our last
night on shore, the words hailing from the
green woods of Fuinary, the air an air that had
many a time been heard among the western seas.
It was the song of the Biorlinn that he sang to
us ; we could hear the brave chorus and the
splash of the long oars :

 Send the biorlinn on careering ;
Cheerily and all together—
Ho, ro, clansmen !
A long, strong pull together—
Ho, ro, clansmen !

‘" (+ive her way and show her wake,

'Mid showering spray and curling eddies—
Ho, ro, clansmen !

A loog, strong pu'l together—
Ho, ro, clansmen !’

Do we not hear now the measured stroke in
the darkness of the morning ¢ The water springs
from her bows ; one by one the headlands are
passed. But lo! the day is breaking ; the dawn
will surely bring a breeze with it; and then
the sail of the gallant craft will bear her over
the seas.

‘‘ Another cheer, our Isle appears !
Our biorlinn bears her on the faster—
Ho, ro, clansmen !
A long. strong pull together---
Ho. ro, clunsmen !

‘ Ahead she goes! the land she knows !
Behold! the snowy shores of Canna --
Ho, ro, clansmen |
A long, strong pull together---
Ho, ro, clansmen "

A long, strong pull together, indeed ; who could
resist joining in the thunder of the chorus?
And we were bound for Canna, too; this was
our last night on shore.

Our last night on shore. In such circum-
stances one naturally has a glance round at the
people with whom one is to be brought into such
close contact for many and many a day. But in
this particular case what was the use of specu-
lating, or grumbling, or remonstrating ! There
is a certain household that is ruled wich a rod
of iron. And if the mistress of that household
chose to select as her summer companions a
“shi]}s)it bit thing,”” aud a hard-headed, ambi-
tious Scotch student, and a parochial magnate
haunted by a heresy case, how dared one object ?
There is such a thing as peace and quietness.

v

¢ Lady Silverdale's

But however unpromising the outlook might
be, do we not know the remark that is usually
made by that hard-worked officer, the chief mate,
when on the eveof a voyage he finds himself
confronted by an unusually mongrel crew ? He
regards those loafers and outcasts, from the
Bowery, and Ratcliffe Highway, and the Broom-
ielaw—Grecks, niggers, and Mexicans—with a
critical and perhaps scornful air, and forthwith
proceeds to address them in the following highly-
polished manner :

‘“ By etcetera-etcetera, you are an etceteraed
rum-looking lot ; but etcetera-etcetera me if I
don’t lick you into shape before we get to Rio.””

And so—good-night !—and Jet all good people
pray for fair skies and a favouring breeze ! And
if there is any song to be heard in our dreams,
let it be the song of the Queen Maries—in the
low, tender voice of Mary Avon :

‘* There was Mary Beaton and Mary Seaton,
Aund Mary Carnichael, and me.”

CHAPTER VII.
NOKRTHWARD. .

We have bidden good-bye to the land ; the
woods and the green hills have become pale in
the haze of the summer light; we are out here,
alone, on the shining blue plain. And if Angus
Sutherland betrays a tendency to keep forward,
conversing with John of Skye about blocks, and
tackle, and winches ; and if the Laird—whose
parental care and regard for Mary Avon is be-
coming beautiful to see—should have quite a
monopoly of the young lady, and be more bent
than ever on amusiug her with his ¢“ good ones;”
and if our queen and governor should spend a
large portion ofher time below, in decoratin
cabins with flowers, in overhauling napery, ang
in earnest consultation with Master Fred about
certain culinary mysteries—notwithstanding all
these divergences of place and occupation, our
little kingdom afloat is compact enough. There
is, always, for example, a re-assembling at meals.
There is an instant community of interest when
a sudden cry calls all hands on deck to regard
some new thing—the spouting of a whale, or
the silvery splashing of a shoal of mackerel.
But now—but now—if only some cloud-compel-
ling Jove would break this insufferably fine
weather, and give us a rattling good gale !

It is a strange little kingdom. It has no
postal service. Shilling telegrams are unknown
In it; there is no newspaper at breakfast.
Serene, independent, self-centred, it minds its
own affairs ; if the whole of Europe were roaring
for war, not even an echo of the cry would reach
us.  We only hear the soft calling of the sea-
birds as we sit and read, or talk, or smoke, from
time to time watching the shadows move on the
blistering hot decks, or guessing at the names of
the great mountains that rise above Loch Etive
and Lochaber. But oh! for the swift gale to
tear this calm to pieces? Is there no one of you
giants secretly brewing a_stormn for us, far up
there among the lonely chasms, to spring down
on these glassy seas ?

““They prayed for rsin in the churches last
Sunday—so Captain John says,” Mary Avon
remarks, when we assemble together at Iunch.

‘“ The distilleries are stopped ; that’s very
serious,” continues the Laird.

‘“Well,” says our liege lady, *people talk
about the rain in the West Highlands. It must
be true, as everybody says it is true. But now—
excepting the year we went to America with
Sylvia Balfour—we have been here for five years
running ; and each year we made up our mind
for a deluge, thinking we had deserved it, you
know. -Well, it never came. Look at this
now.” .

And the fact was that we were lying motion-
less on the smooth bosom of the Atlantic, with
the sun so hot on the decks that we were glad
to get below. -

* Very strange—very strange, indeed,” re-
marked the Laird, with a profound air. “ Now
what value are we to put on any historical evi-
dence if we find such a conflict of testimony
about what is at our own doors? How should
there be two opeenions about the weather in the
West Highlands? Itis a matter of common
experience—dear me ! I never heard the like.”

¢ Oh, but I think we might try to recoucile
those diverse opinions,” saig Angus Sutherland,
with an absolute gravity. * You hear mostly
the complaints of London people, who make
much of a passing shower. Then the tourist and
holiday folk, especially from the South, came
in the autumn, when the fine summer weather
has broken.  And then,” he added, addressing
himself with a frank smile to the small creature
who had been expressing her wonder over the
fine weather, * perhaps, if you are pleased with
your holiday on the whole, you are not anxious
to remember the wet days ; and then you are not
afraid of a shower, I know ; and besides that,
when one is yachting, one is more anxious for
wind than for fine weather.”

‘“Oh, I am sure that is it !’ called out Mary
Avon, quite eagerly. She did not care how she
destroyed the Laird’s convictions about the
value of historical evidence. *‘That is an ex-
planation of the whole thing.”

At this, Angus Sutherland—who had been
professing to treat this matter seriously merely
as a joke—quickly lowered his eyes. He scar-
cely ever looked Mary Avon in the face when
she spoke to him, or when he had to speak to
her. And a little bit of shy embarrassment in
his manner toward her—perceivable only at
times—was all the more singular in a man who
was shrewd and hard-headed enough, who had
knocked about the world, and seen many per-
sons and things, and who had a fair amount of
unassuming self-confidence, mingled with a vein
of sly and reticent humor. He talked freely
enough when he was addressing our admiral-in-
chief. He was not afraid to meet ker eyes. In-
deed, they were so familiar friends that she
called him by his Christian name—a practice
which in general she detested. But she would
as soon have thought of applying ‘ Mr.”’ to one
of her own boys at” Epsom College as to Angus
Sutherland.

‘“ Well, you know, Angus,” says she, pleas-
antly, ¢ you have definitely promised to go up
to the Outer Hebrides with us, and back. The
longer the calns last, the longer we shall have
you. So we shall gladly put up with the fine
weather.”

““It is very kind of you to say so; but I have
already had such a long holiday "

‘“Oh!” said Mary Avon, with her eyes full
of wonder and indignation. She was too sur-
prised to say any more. She only stared at him.
She knew he had been working night and day
in Edinburgh.

‘1 mean,” said he, hastily, and looking down,
‘T have been away so long from London. In-
deed, I was getting rather anxious about my
next month’s number ; but luckily, just before
I left Edinburgh, a kind friend sent me a most
valuable paper, so [ am quite at ease again.
Would you like to read it, sir? It is set up in
type.”
y‘I)-Ie took the sheets from his pocket, and
handed them to the Laird. Denny-mains looked
at the title. It was “On the Radiolarians of
the Coal Measures,” and it was the production
of a well-known professor.  The Laird handed
back the paper, without opening it.

¢ No, thank you,” said he, withsome dignity.
““1f 1 wished to be instructed I would like a
safer guide than that man.”

We looked with dismay on this dangerous
thing that had been brought or board ; might
it not explode and blow up the ship ?

¢“Why," said our doctor, in unaffected won-
der, and entirely mistaking the Laird’s exclama-
tion, ‘“he is a perfect master of his sulject.”

““ There is a great deal too much speculation
nowadays on these matters, and parteecularly
among the younger men,” remarked the Laird,
severely. And he looked at Angus Sutherland.
‘1 suppose now ye are well acquainted with the
¢ Vestiges of Creation ?”

I have heard of the book,’’ said Brose, re-
gretfully confessing his ignorance, ‘“ but I never
happened to see it.”

The Laird’s countenance lightened.

‘¢ So much the better—so much the better. A
most mischievous and unsettling book. But all
the harm it can do is counteracted by a noble
work, a conclusive work, that leaves nothing to
be said. Ye have read the ‘Testimony of the
Rocks,’ no doubt ¥’

¢ Oh yes, certainly,”- our doctor was glad to
be able to say ; ‘“‘but—but it wasa long time
ago —when [ was a boy, in fact.”

‘‘ Boy or man, you’ll get no better book on the
history of the earth. Itell ye, sir, I never read
2 book that placed such firm conviction in my
mind. -Will ye get any of the new men they
are talking about as keen an observer and as
skilful in arguing as Hugh Miller? No, no ;
not one of them dares to try to upset the ¢ Testi-
mony of the'Rocks.” ”

Angus Sutherland appealed against this sen-
tence of finality only in a very humble way.

¢ Of course, sir,’’ said he, meekly, *‘ you know
that science is still moving forward "

““Science ¥’ repeated the Laird.

‘¢ Science

may be moving forward or moving backward ; '
; the bird has dived.

but can it upset the facts of the earth ? Science
may say what it likes ; but the facts remain the
same.”

Now this point was so conclusive that we '

unanimougly hailed the Laird as victor. Our
doctor submitted with an excellent good humor.
He even promised to post that paper on the
Radiolarians at 1he very first office we might
reach ; we did not want any such explosive
compounds on board.

That night we only got as far as Fishnish
Bay-—a solitary little hagbour probably down on

but few maps; and that we had to reach by | family?
getting out the gig for a tow. There was a | cises a valiant protection.

i

into it. Ay, he’s a fine, good-natured fellow,
and Jam glad he has not been led astray by that
mischievous book, the ¢ Vestiges of Creation.””

Come on board, now, boys, and swing up the
gig to the davits. Twelve fathoms of chain t—
away with her, then 1—and there is a roar in the
silence of the lonely little bay. And thereafter

silence ; and the sweet fragrance of the peat in

the night air, and the appearance, above the
black hills, of a clear, shining, golden planet
that sends a quivering line of light across the
waterto us.  And, once more, good-night and
pleasant dreams ! i

But what is this in the morning ? There have
been no pleasant dreams for John of Skye and
his merry men during the last night; for here
we are already between Mingafy Bay and Ra-
na-Gaul Lighthouse ; and before us is the open
Atlantie, blue under the fair skiesof the morn-
ing. And here is Dr. Sutherland, at the tiller,
with a suspiciously negligent look about his hair
and shirt collar.

“ I have been up since four,” says he, with a
laugh, ¢ Theard them getting under weigh,
and did not wish to miss anything. You know
these places are not so familiar to me as they
are to you.”

“Is there
John

‘ Not much,” says John of Skye, looking at
the cloudless blue vault above and the glassy
sweeps of the sea. .

Nevertheless, as the morning goes by, we get
as much of a breeze as enables us to draw away
from the mainland—round Ardnamurchén (“the
headland of the great sea”) and out into the
open—with Muick Island, and the sharp Scuir
of Eigg, and the peaks of Rum lying over there
on the still Atlantic, and far away in the north
the vast and spectral mountains of Skye.

Andnow the work of the day begins. Mary
Avon, for mere shame’s sake, is at last com-
pelled to produce one of her blank canvases, and
open her box of tubes. And now it would ap-
pear that ‘Angus Sutherland—though deprived
of the authority of the sick-room —is beginning
to lose his fears of the English young lady. He
makes himself useful—not with the elaborate and
patronizing courtesy of the Laird, but in a sort
of submissive, matter-of-fact shifty fashion. He
sheathes the spikes of her easel with cork, so that
they shall not mark the deck. He rigs up, to
counterbalance that lack of stability, a piece of
cord with a heavy weight. Then, with the easel
fixed, he fetches her a deck chair to sit in, and
a deck stool for her colours, and these and her
he places under the lee of the foresail, to be out
of the glare of the sun. Thus our artist is started ;
she is going to make a sketch of the after-part of
the yacht with Hector of Moidart at the tiller ;
beyond, the calm blue seas, and a faint promon-
tory of land.

Then the Laird—having confidentially re-
marked to Miss Avon that Tom Galbraith, than
whom there is no greater authority living, in-
variably moistens the fresh canvas with megilp
before beginning work—has turned to the last
report of the Semple case.

. ““No, no,” says he toour sovereign lady, who
is engaged in some mysterious work in wool,
*“it does not look well for the Presbytery to go
over every one of the charges in the major pro-
po.eetion—supported by the averments in the
minor—only tofind them irrelevant, and then
bring home to him the part of the libel that deals
with tendency. No, no; that shows a lament-
able want of purpose. In view of the great
danger to be apprehended from these secret as-
saults on the inspiration of the Scriptures, they
should have stuck to each charge with tenacity.
Now [ will just show ye where Dr. Carnegie, in
detending Secundo—illustrated as it was with
the extracts and averments in the minor—let
the whole thing slip through his fingers.”
. But'if any one were disposed to be absolutely
idle on this calm, shining, beautiful day—far
away from the cares and labours of the land?
Out on the taffrail, under shadow of the mizzen,
there is a seat that is gratefully cool. The glare
of the sea no longer bewilders the eyes ; one can
watch with a lazy enjoyment the teeming life of
the open Atlanutic. The great skarts go whizzing
by, long-necked, rapid of flight. The gannets
poisc in the air. and then there isa sudden dart
downward, and a spout of water flashes up where
! The guillemots fill the
silence with their soft kurrooing—and here they
are o all sides of us—Kurroo/ Kurroo /—dip-
ping their bills in the water, hastening away
from the vessel, and then rising on the surface
to flap their wings. But thisis a strange thing :
they are all in pairs—obviously mother and
child—and the mother calls Kurroo / Kurroo /
—and the young one, unable as yet to dive or
swim, answers, Pe-yoo-it / Pe-yoo-it / and flut-
ters and paddles after her. But where is the
father ? And has the guillemot only one of a
Over that one, at all events, she exer-
Even though the

going to be any wind to-day,

strange bronze.red in the northern skies long 'stem of the yacht seems likely to run both of

after the sun had set; but in here the shadow | them down,

of the great mountains was on the water.

could scarcely see the gig ; but Angus Suther- |

land had joined the men, and was pulling heresy case, and Mary

stroke ; and alon
the oars we hem’g something about ¢ Ho, ro,
clansmen /" Then, in the cool night air, there
was a slight fragrance of peat smoke ; we knew
we were getting near the shore.

‘“He’s a fine fellow, that,” says the Laird,
generously, of his defeated antagonist. ““ A fine
fellow. His knowledge of different things is
just remarkable ; and he’s as modest as a girl.
Ay, and he can row, too ; a while ago, when it

was lighter, 1 could see him put his shoulders

“

|

she will neither dive nor fly until

We  she has piloted the young one out of danger.

Then a sudden cry startles the Laird from his
Avon from her canvas.

with the measured splash of A soumd far away Nas turned all eyes to the

white spray that slowly sinks. In a second or

. two, however, we see another jet of white water

arise ; and then a great brown mass heave slowly
over; and then we hear the spouting of the
whale,

““ What a huge animal I’ cries one. ¢ 4
hundred feet "’

‘¢ Eighty, anyway

! nonh,. though there is nothing visible there, over
the shining calm of the sea, but a small cloud of )
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The whale ix shrering ofl to the north ; there
is lews and less chnnce of our forming any correct
estimate, . & :

«Oh, 1 am sure it was it hundred ! Don't you
think so, Angus "' ‘says our adwiral.

« Waell, ' says the doctor, slowly - pretending
{0 be very anxious shout keeping the sails foll
iwheti there was no wind)-—* you know there is
i great difference between * yacht miasurement’
aud ! n'giﬁtt'r('d topnage.' A vessel of Bty re-
gistered tons may become eighty -or ninety by
vacht mensurement,  Avd | have often noticed,”
continves this graceless yonng man, who tukes
no thought how he iy bringing contempt on his
elders, “that objects ween from the deck of a
vacht arenatnmlly. subject to ¢ yacht measnre.
ment.” T don't know what the size of that whale
wiay beo Tt registered  tonnage, 1 auppose,
wonld be the number of Jonalix it would earry.
fiut | shonltd thinl that 3f the apparent ¢ yachit
peasurenent ' was o finndred feet, the whade wus
!.rn\::ﬂ»ly aboub twenty feet Jong.”

[t waa thus he tried to diminish the marvels of
the deepr. But, howeverhe might crush us other-
wise, we were his wmasters on one point. The
Semple heresy cane was ton deep even for him,
What could be make of * the firs wlternotive of
the yeierul pinjor ¥

Al see pow, o tlus beantiful sunianer even-
g, we pasy between Muick aud Bige, and the
ced ds like @ plain of gold. - A wa draw near the
comhre mass of Ruue the sunset derpons, and
w stesnge, Jurdd mibst hangs sround this rentote
and mountanons - fsland rsing sheer from the
Atlantie.  Glosmy and mysterious are the vast
peaks of Haudeval and Haskeval | we arvep under
them--favoured by ) lomd tide—and the silence
of the desolate shores seems to spread out from
them and o encoupnes us,

Mary Avon hus long sgo put away her ean.
vas 3 she sits and watehes 1 and hier soft blue
even ate full of dreaming as she gazesupat those |
thander-dark mountains agaiust the rosy haze
wof the west.

“Hajeval aml Haskeval 7 Angos Sutherland
ey, in reply o his hestess ; bt hestantsy
aib the Gine, for he hus beencavertly regiding
i durk and wistful evesof the givl sittiog there,
O, these atr Notar names, Seuir na Gillen, on
the othor hawd, is Gachie =it st perd of i
Perbiages the Norsemen had the
sorth of the island, and the Celts the couth”

Whether they were napwed by Seandinavian
or by Cudty, Haleval and Haskeval seenual o]
avershadew us with thelr sultry gloom v we
stowly ghided into thedomedy Jook Iving st ther
Lase. We were the only vessel thers, atd we
conld make out no osign of Wfe on shore, unid
thoe ples revended 1o us one or twa hudfraeieal
cottages.  The Northern twilight shone s the
aky fur ity the :;i;ﬁit . hut neither that elear
metallie plow, nor any radisnes from mosn, or
P et oy stars, seemed to sttt the thuuders
darkneasof Haskevaland Halevals stient {v -aks,

There was annther tale to 411 below | the big
saloon all Bt up o the white table-cover with us
contre-plece of Toses, nastuntiums, and ferns
the delaved dinner or supper, or whatever it
might  be called, all artstically  arpanged ;
Angus-Sutherisud mast humbly selicitous that
Mary Avarn should be comifortably seated, wmd,
in faet, qnite wsorping the atdive of the Laind in
that respect 5 ansd then a sudden sounl in the
sallev, a hissing ax of a thousand sqmibs, wltiog
s that Muster Fred bad onee meve, and -
elfvctually, tried to suppress the trebeased gendi
of the batte by Jamming down the cark. And now
the Laind, with bis old-fashionsd ways, mus
pveds propoas a health,  whichi is that of onr
mast saversign mistres and lady ;5 and this he
dues with an elaborste aud gracions awd sonorous |
courtesy.  And surely there s o resson why
Mary Avon shoubd not for anee briak hier habat
sud join in that simple eeremony | especialiv
when it is a0 pead Hve dostor—-and not endy
doster, but an eneyelopetin of setvntific and all
athier knowlesdge —whe wenld Tain i her grhees ¥
Ansgus Sutherland mnodesthy Lyt serinusty ploads;
and b s net plead inovain ;o swd you would
think from his ook thet she Lad couferred an
axtraordinary  favoor on him. Then weo we
stopose @ berlth toothe health of the Forg

VN s eind we donot eare which of them 1t
i« wha is coming to-morrow, so long as he or she
comes in foree. Hlow, breeres, Blaw Cifrom the
Coolins of Skye, ‘or the shoms ol Coll, or the
gleng of Arisaig and . Meidart-—for te-merrow
maornivg we shall shake out onee more the white
wings of the Hhite Jhow o

EARIARLEE RN ITE o

CHAPTER VI

PIIOTTS AND VOUNTER- DL

Now the Laird hasa habit- badabie or not’)
wof Jingering over an additivual balf-enp at
breakfnst, as au_ exeuss for desaltary talk Tand |
thus itix, on this particular morning, while the
young people having gone on deck to see the
yrcht get under way, the Dennyemsing has a
chanee of revealing 1o us erttain secret schemes
of s nver which he haxapparently. been hrood. |
ing: - How conld we hve tomgined that all this |
slotting . and planning  bad been going on
wienth the seilate exterior of the Conpnisstoner. !
for the Burghrof Stnthgovan ! : ,

* Sha's just nowonderiul bit Tase 10 hecsayy,
confidently, -to hia liostess 1t as happy and
contented as the day: is long; and when she's

sort ol sort of muosic in it thatds quite new to
me, Yo, ] wust admit that 3 1 did net know
that the southery English tongue was sonccurate
anid. pleasant to the earss Ay, but what will

the regding of law.books,

What, indeed! The laly whom- he was
addreswing had often spoken to him of Mary
Avon's isolated position in the world,

“It fairly  distresses” me,” coutinued the
ﬁ'oml»hcnrtmi Laird, ““when I think of her con-
dection-—not ot present, when she has, if | may
be allowed tosay o, sceeral friends near her
who would be glad to do what they could for
her; but by and by, when she is becoming
older—""

The Laird hesitated.  Was it possible, after
all, that he was about to hint at the chance of
Mary Avon becoming the istress of the man-
wion and estate of Deony-maing ? Then he made
a plunge. ’

A young wowau in her position  should
have « husband to protect her, that is what [
am sure of.  Have ye never thought of it,
ma'am s

‘1 should like very well to wee Mary mar-
ried,” says the other, demurely.  “And |
kuow she would muke an excellent wife,”

YAN exceflent wife 1 exelaims the Taind g
aml then he adds with o tone approaching to
severity, T tell ye e will be o fortunate man
that gets her. Ok, ay ;1 have watehed her. ]
can keep my eyes open when there is need,
Didd vou hiear her asking the captain about his
wife and children 2 1 tell you there’s Joonan
aafuee i that Iase”’

There wus no need for the Laind to be so pug-
nacious ; we were uot contesting  the point.
However, he resumsd —

o have been thinkiog,” satd he, with a
little more shyness, “about my nephew.  He's
apeod lde Well, ve kow, ma'am, that 1 do
ol approve of voung men being brought ap in
idbness,  whatever their prospects must be ;
and by no doubt whatever that my uvephew
Howard is working hard enough—what with
and attending the
vonrts, shd all that—theugh as yvet he has nat
bad much basiness. Bat then there is no ne.
eesaity, 1 do not think he is o lad of any great
ambeetion, like vour iriend Mr. Sutherlaod, who
has to tizht his way in the world in any ease,
Pt Howard 1 have been thinking now that if
e was to get warried and settled, he might
wive np the bsitess altogether o and, if they
were contenit to Hve in Sestland, he wight
taok alter Denny-mains. 1t will be his in any
vase, ve know o he wonld have the lnterest of a
man Iooking after his own propertv. Now, |
will o1l e plainly malam, what 1 have been
thinking about this day or twe baek ; if Howard
woubd raarry veur young lady friewsd, that would
1 RES O able to me "'

The codm naanner in which the ard ane-
nouneed his sehivwe showed that it had bewn
well matured. T was o natuml, stwple, feast
Bl arraugement, by owh twe persons i
whom  he took a warmy interest would  be
beteiited at once.

bt then, s, osavs bis hostess, with oa
sudle which shie csnnot wholly repress, ¥ vou
Kuow penple nevier do marry to pliase a thind
persen-—at brast, very seldom.”

Ok, there can be we forcing,”  sald the
Laind with dderision,  * But | have done o great
deal tor Howard 0 mav T uet expect that he will
do something for w177

S 0h, doubtiess, doubtless,” suyvs this aminble
tady, who hus had some experienee in mateh-
wakiny herself: © but 1 have geuerally found
that yearriages that would be in every way suit-
able and pleasing o frienids, and obvinusly
desirabibe, sre precisely the marriages that never
come @ Young prople, when they are tiang
At vach other’s heads, touse the common ;vhl‘#tm‘,
tever witd e sensilde and please thedr relatives.
Now if vou were to bring vour nephew heee, do
van think Mary wonld {all in fove with him
bevanse she oughtt Mare Bkely you would
fad that, eat of pare eontratiety, she woubd fail
tn tove with Aungns Satheriand, who cannot
attorid 1o marry, and whose head iy filled with
ather things.”

Ol oarn net sure. 1o onol osure,” said the
Laipi, musingly.  “ Howard is a good-looking
vonng felow, ada capital lad, too. T am not
so sure.

S Aud then, vom knew,” sdd  the other
shylv, for <he will not phaiuly say anything to
,\1,'”;\*‘5 disparagement ¢ *“young men  have
ditterent tastes in theiv chotee of a wife,  He
might net have the high opinion of her that veu
have.™

At this the Laird gave a look of surprise,
even of resentment,

Then VI tell ye what 3t is, ma'am,” said
he, almost angrily y < il my nephew had the

.

chanes of marrying sueh agirl, and did not de

v, 1 shealbl constider himo b shonbl eonsider

hdrn Sedd, amd sy sl

And then he added, sharply--

“Aued da ve think 1 wonld Jet Denny.maing
pass int the hands of w fonl ¢

Now this kimd Jady had had no intention of
rotsing the wrath of the Laied in this manner;
and she instantly set about pacifying him. And
the Laitd wag vasily pacitied.  foa minute.or
two he was langhing good-patnredly . at himsel!
for gatting inte a passton ; he said it would not
dotor one at his time of life to try to play the
part of the stern. father as they played that'in
theatre piecies- there was to be no foreing, -

“ Rut he's a'good lad, ma'am, n good-lad,”’
snid - he,  rising as his hostesss rose: and- he
added, signifieantly, **he is no fool, 1 assure
¥ ma'nm ; hie has plenty of commou sense. ™

When we get on deck again, we find that the
White Dove is gently gliding ont of the lonely
Loch Seresorst, with' its solttary: house aniong
the trees, and its crofters” huts at the base of
the sombre hills, - And as the- light cool breeze

i
i

i

—~gratefully cool after the blazing. heat of the
last day or two——carries us away northward, we
see more and more of the awful solitudes of
Haleval and Haskeval, that are still thundérous
and dark under the hazy sky.. Above the great
shoulders, ‘and under the purple peaks, we see
the far-renching corries opeuing up, with here
and there a white ‘waterfall just visible in the
hollows. There is n sense ol escape as we draw
away from that overshadowing gloom.

Then we discover that we have a new skipper
to-duy, vice John of Skye, deposed. The fresh
hand is Mary Avon, who s at the tiller, and
looking exceedingly business-like. She has
been promoted to this post by Dr. Suthetland,
who stands by ; she receives explanations about
the procedure of Heetor of Hoidart, who is up
aloft, lacing the smaller topsail to the mast;
she watches the operations of Johin of Skye and
Saudy, who are in the sheets below @ aud, like a
wise and considerate captain, she pretends not
to notice Master Fred, who is having a quiet
smoke by the windlass, And se, past lonely
shores sails the brave vessolethe vawl! Wkt
Do, Captain Mary Avon, bound for anywhere,

jut you must noet imosgine that the pew
skipper is allowed to stand by the tiller
Captain though she may be, she has to submit
eivilly to dictation, in so far as her foot is con-
cerned.  Our young Doctor has compelled her
to be seated, and he has passed & rope round the
tiller that so she ean steer from hier chair, and
from time to time he gives suggestions, which
she receives as orders,

1 wish | had Leen with gon when gou first
sprained your foot,” Le says,

*“Yes 17 ghe answers with an humble inquiry
in her eyes,

T would have put it in plaster of Paris,” he
says, in & matter-of-fact way, “and loekad von
up in the house for a forinight ; at the end of
that time you wonld nat kuow which ankle was
the sprained one.”

There was meither *“with vour leave” nor
by your leave” in this yeung man’s manner
when he spoke of that aceident.
have taken possession of her.  He would have
disearded your bandages and harwshorn, and
what not ; when it was Mary Avon's funt that
was  coneerped-—it was  intimated
would have had his own way in spite of all
comers,

“ 1 wisli T hal kvewn,” she suyvs
meaning that it was the treatiment
she had knoewn.

“There ix a more heraic ranedy, " sadd he,
with a smile ; “and that §s walking the spralu |

off. T believe that can he dene, Tut st peoy
would shrink from the pain, i
were done at ally, 3t would be done by o woman
women cab bear pain  Infind betier thun
men.”

oo, de ovou think so
proteat. ‘M, 1 am sure ot
much braver than women, so much stronger

But this gentle quarrel is sudd uly stopped,
fur seme one ealls attention toa deer that is
calinly browsing on A of the high slopes
above that rocky shore, and mnstantly ali glas:
are fn request. It i a hind, with a beautilully
shaped  head aud slender legs 1 oshe rakes no
natice of the passing eraft, buot continuss her
feeding, walking a fow steps onward from time
to time,  In this way she reaches the eldge of a
gully in the rugged oliffs where thore is some
bhrushwool, rand probabiv a streani ; inte this
she sedately desconids, and we

Of pourse,

Y she says, inomiid

Men are sa

2

aliead, or waterspout resting on the calm bosom
of the sea?  Glasces again in request, amid
many exclunations, reveal to us that this is a
dense clond of birds: 3 floek s vast that
towands the water it seems blaeck ;e it be the
dead body of a whale that has ecollected
world of wings from all the Northern seas
Hurrey, on, W aite Doeey fur the floatiug clowld
with the black base ix moving and seething-

in fantastic white fuumes, as b were—in thie |

loveliness of this summmer day. And now, as we
draw pearer, we can desery . that there s uo
body of s whale causing that blackness: but
only the Jdensity of the mass of sea-fuwl.  And

nearer and unesrer as we draw, behold ¥ othe

great gannets swooping down in such numbers
that the sea is coversd with a mist of water.
spouts ; and the air is filled with inuumerable
eries ¢ and we do not  kuow what to make
of this bewildering, fattering, swimming,
sereaming mass of terns,  puillemots, skarts,
kittiwakes, razorbills, puthius, and pullis. But
they draw away again. The heyring-shoal is
moving unorthward.” The murmurs of ories

beeomes more remote, and the seething cloud |

of the seabirds is slowly dispersing. - When the
White” Dove sadls up-to the spet at whirh this
phenomenon. was first seen, there iz nothing
visible but a seattered assemblage of gouilicmots
webupron ! Zurree ! answered by ope B
prepoo-if Se—nid  great  gannets- ttaso bigooss
sheep,” savs John of Skye—apparéntly so gorged
that they lie.on the water within stene’s-throw
of the yacht, before spreading out their long,
snm\‘-\vi’xiw, black-tipped, wings to bear _them
away.over the sea, : ‘
And now, as we are altering our ecutse to. the
wost—far away to our right - stand the vast
Cooling - of - Skye-—we  sail along the northern
shores of Rum. There is no trace af auy habi.

tation " visible 7 nothing but ; the precipituns
cliffs, and the sandy bays, aud the ouwstandiong
rocks dotted with rows of shining, black skarts:
When  Mary Avon askz why thase sandy. bays
should be so -ved, awl why “a  certain. ruddy
warmth of colour should shine through even the
patches of grass, our F.R.S, begins to speak of

e would |

1o use-he

§ see her no more,
Then there is another ovy 7 what is this cleud |

powlered basalt rubbed down . from the rocks
above, e would have her -begin another
sketch, but she is too. proud of her newly
acquired knowledge o forsake the tiller,

have a good deal of gybing.  Other people
might think that all this gybing was an evi-
dence of bad steering on the part of our new
skipper ; but Angus Sutherland-—and we can-
not eontradict an F.R.S.—-assures Miss Avon
that she i doing remarkably well ; and, as he
stands by to lay hold of the main sheet when
the boum swings over, we are not in much

board davits,

“ Do you know,” says he lightly, I some-
times think I onght to apply for the post of
surgeon on hoard 4 mun-ot-war? That would
just suit me——"" :

O, T hope you will not,” she blarts out,
quite inadvertently ; aud thersafter there is a
deep flush on her face.

“ 1 shoubt enjoy it inmensely, 1 know," says
he, wholly dunorant of her embarrassment,
bhecause be is keeping an eye on the sails. ]
believe T should have wmore pleasare in life that
way than any other-.—'’

i But you da not live for your owy pleasure,’”
says she hastily, perhaps to cover her con-
fusion.

“ 1 have no one else to live for, anyway,”
says he, with a laugh ; and then he corrected
himxelf, Ok, yes, 1 bave. My father is a
sad  heretic, He has fallen awav from the
standards of his faith ; he has set up idols—the
diplomas and medals I have got from time to
time.  He has thews all arranged in his study,
and i have heard that he positively sits down
before them and worships them.  When 1 sent
him the medal from Vienna-~it was only brouze
e returned 10 ne his Greek 'l‘»e%t:u‘né_:m, that
be had interfeaved and inuotated when he was
a student s T helteve it was his greatest poss
sion."”

“Aud vou would give up ail that he expects
from yveu ta go away and be a dector on hoard a
ship '™ suys Mary Avon, with some proud em-
phasis . ** That wouhl not be my ambition if 1
were aoman, and—and-—f | had—if—."

Well, <he conld ner quite say to Brose's
what sha thoanght of his powers and pr

st suddenly broke away and said—
i yew wonld ga and do that for vour
pown amusement {0 And what woubd the amuse-
daeent be b Poovon think they would let the
dector interfere with the sailing of the ship 77

' FAWLL sl e, Tang ving, ‘that isa prae-
teal sbjection. T don't suppose the cuptain of
ai-ef-war or even of @ merchant vessel
L be ss aecommaedating as vour John of

.
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_ Uapiain Jehn has his compensation
0 b isrelieved ©he can goforward, and light
N b 1y N

i pipe.

CWell, think for gour duther's soke,” says

i

< Avon, with deeiston, *“you had better put

that hdea out of your head, once and for all”
Now biow, breezes, blow ! Whar is the

great headiand that appears, striking out into

< the wide Atlantic?

Ahead she goes! the laod she knows !

Bebobi! the snows shores of Cansa !
Hea, ro, olansm

A leng. strong pall mgether,
Ho ro, clansmen !

“Tom Gaibraith,” the Laird is saying solemu-
Iv, 1o his hostess, “has assured me that Rum is
} st pieturesque islaud on the whole of the
tern const of Seatland. That is his deliber-
apinien.  Aud indesd 1 woald not go so far
ax toosav he wus wrong, . Arran ! They talk
abont Arran t Just look at those spiendid
mountains coming sheer down fo the sea; and

the lizht of the san on them ! Eh, me, what a
sunset thers will be this night 17
fCanma P osavs Drl Satherland, to his inter-

Tocutor, who secetns very anxions to be instruct-
ed, 0k, Tdon't Kuow. aasna in Geelic is
fply a can o bat then oo §s & whale s and
the iviand in the distance looks long and flat
on the water. Or it may be from canaid— that
is the moss-cotton; or from éannash-—that is
the sweetogale, - You see, Miss Avon, ignorant
peopde have an ample choiee.”

Rlow ! breezes blow ! as the vellow light of
the afternoan shines over the broad Atlantie.
Here are the castern shores of Cauna, high aund
rugged, awd dark with caves: and there the
western shores of Rum, the mighty mountains
aglaw in the evening light. And this remoete
ansd selitary Httle bay, with irts green headlands,
and itsawkwird rocks at the mouth, and the
one house presiding over it amonpgst that shin-
ing witderness of shrabs and tlownars?  Here s
fatr shélter for the night.

Honed,)

( Taleen

LITERARY.

sndge of A4 mjanuseript noval by its fiest page—that i,
they know. whether to reid woy further or not,

D Macooy, of Philadelphia, has provided
a 26,000 seholamhip at Vassar College, of which he s »
trusten, . B e

Ax edition of Shakespearein the old speiling,
by Fuarnivalll taken from the quartos and the firss folio.
wiil soon be published ta Loudou ineigh t volumes,

maney from wn. edition - of the New Tastament, with
maps and CHlustrations, which be selis at 1wo conts »

‘eopy. -
Mt G W WiLpraMs, the coloured represent

s writing. & bistory of the. doloitred raee in America.

The wind is now almost dead aft, and we'

dunger of carrying away either pott .or star-

“Mu. 4 B LipeiscerT says that publishers -

A Loxpox!publisher has managed o make:

tative from: Hamilton County o the Olio Legislatures
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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

ROBERT BURNS.

Henry W. Longfellow in Harper's Magazine
Sfor August.

1 see amid the fields of Ayr

A ploughman, who, in foul or fair,
8ings at his task,

8o clear we know not it itis

The laverook’s song we hear or his,
Nor care to ask.

For him the ploughing of those fields
A more ethereal harvest yields
‘Than sheaves of grain;
Songs flush with purple bloem therye;
The plover's eall, the curlew’s ory,
ing in his brain.

Touched by his hand, the wayside weed

Becomes a flower; the lowliest reed
Beside the stream

1s clothed with beauty ; gorse and grass

And heather, where his footsteps pass
The brightest seem.

He sings of love, whose flame illumes

‘I'he darkness of lone cottage rooms;
He feels the force,

The treacherous undertow and stress,

Of wayward passions, and no less
The keen remorse.

At moments, wrestling with his fate,
His voice is harsh, but not with hate ;
The brush-wood hang
Abdbove the tavern door lets fall
1ts bitter leaf, its drop ef gall,
Upon his tongue.

Baut still the burden of his soug

Is love of right, disdain of wrong ;
Its master-chords

Are manhood, freedom, brotherhood ;

1ts discords are an interlude
Between the words.

And then to die 80 young and leave

Unfinished what he might achieve ;
Yet better sure

Is this than wandering up and down,

An old mav in & country town,
Infirm and poor.”

For now he haunts his native land

As an immortal youth ; bis hand
Guides every plough ;

He sits beside each ingle-nook ;

His voice is in each rushing brook,
Each rustling bough.

. His presence haunts this room to-night,
A form of ningled nist and light,
From that tar coast,
‘Welcome beneath this room of mine!
Welcome ! this vacant chair is thine,
Dear guest and ghost.

PROSE AND POETRY.

A STORY OF CANADIAN LIFE IN FIVE CHAPTERS,

By the author of ** Lazy Diclk.”
CHAPTER 1.
PROSE AND POETRY.

Prose and poetry ! You are not expected to
hother your heads, good people, with a long
dissertation upon such a heavy subject. No, no,
1 know you better than that, for until we au-
thors, Eoor wretches, have that little bill ac-
cepted by Parliament,—whereby the public is
compelled to read all printed matter, and which
we think said Parliament might with propriety
support, at least, as well as it does tﬁe retail
liquor trade, and several other equally harmless
measures,—until that happy day arrives I say,
we are obliged to depend entirely upon your
kindness and consideration, and who ever found
the public wanting in that ! Therefore, if your
great minds can stoop to a story, you shall hear
about two fair sisters who lived in an enchanted
land, and who bore the names that head this
tale. What? a fairy tale then I suppose? or
some brain-puzzling allegory ! Not so fast, old
Wiseacre or young Conceit. Have patience and
1 will tell you all’; and, though you do me the
honour to hunt for the moral with a zeal worthy
of a better cause, | can promise you that you will
not find it. With+this passing encouragement
to the despondent I now proceed.

Sylvia and Mildred Leslie were the real names
of the sistats, and they did live in an enchanted
land, for it was by the sea, far away from the
noise and dust of cities, in one of the loveliest
and stillest villages that lie along the Gulf. The
old lieutenant, their father, had been in the
army, and seen some service in the Crimea, but
had since retired upon a pension ; as he had no
other source of revenue it cannot be supposed
that his family were well off. In fact, poor Mrs.
Leslie, during her lifetime, had found it as much
as she could do to make both ends meet. Sylvia,
the eldest, had been educated at boarding-school
and in manners and appearance was quite the
fine lady. Mildred, poor little soul, had grown
up with her mother, who fretted that she could
not afford to give her the elder girl’s advantages,
s0, of course, you will not expect Mildred to
shine. Three years before Sylvia had completed
her education her, mother died. “A bitter grief
it was for the youugest daughter, but the elder
girl had known so little, comparatively, of her
mother, that, as was only natural, she soon got
over it. She was the ornament of the school,
and took off all the showy prizes that year, the
admired of all beholders, looking so sweet and
interesting in her mourning dress.

It was a bad look-out for Mildred at that
time, deprived of an excellent teacher and a
better mother, but the rector of the parish,—
one of those saintly men that God sometimes
sends into His pulpit,—took pity upon her.
He had always been fond of littfe Millie, and he

persuaded the lieutenant to let her come up to
the parsonage, for several hours daily, and pur-
sue her studies under his direction. A good day
it was for the child when she came in contact
with that noble,kindly nature. Mrs, St. James,
the rector’s wife, was just as fond of her in her
own way, and took care to provide her with the
fruits and candy dear to the heart of childhood.
In fact, the two had looked uvon her for years
pretty much as their own child, preferring her,
with  astonishing bad taste, to her elder and
prettier sister.

Like everybody else, when Sylvia came home,
Mildred was at first enchanted with her ; and for
awhile Sylvia aired her airs and graces to per-
fection for the benefit of the little household.
But before a month was over she was heartily
sick of her quiet home. The only place at which
she could visit was the parsonage, whose inmates
were no more to her taste than she to theirs,
As to helping Mildred in her Sunday-school and
circulating library, she was quite above that.
The children could’nt appreciate her she thought,
and there is no denying that the books were
awfully dry. She did take the village choir for
a week or two, but the music was ‘‘not classi-
cal,”” and they would sing out of tune, which, of
course, offended her fine musical ear grievously,
and all her efforts, as she herself stated, were
completely thrown away ; so, *“as Millie scemed
not to mind it,” she said, she had very willingly
handed back the work again. Likewise she had
attempted the house keeping with no better re-
sult. For some days the family were all kept in
a state of miserable anxiety concerning the three
daily meals allotted to man; these generally
made their appearance an hour, sometimes two,
after the period at which they had been accus-
tomed to partake of them. Sometimes they
never made their appearance at all. Sylvia,
therefore, with great generosity, allowed her
younger sister to resume her position as mistress
of the house, to the no small relief of her father
and Mildred, who had been quite frightened by
her extravagant expenditure during her reign.
Then, like all idle people, Miss Leslie became
supremely miserable, and entreated her father to
let her return to school for another year; but
this he was obliged to refuse. They had been
pinching at home for years to keep her there,
and to do so any longer was beyond his power.
They could not afford it, Sylvia learnt with
chagrin ; and wondered what on earth she was
todo with herself, since she was deprived of
the society in which she could shine. It was
hard, certainly, to settle down to the monotony
and stillness of a little cast-away village to one
who had no soul for its wild natural beauties.
But Sylvia Leslie had no other choice, so, to use
her own words, she * was obliged to drag out a
weary existence,” varied by occasional visits to
the friends she had made in her school life,
whom, on account of her ‘ miserable circum-
stances,”” she was unable to invite in return,
Poor, unhappy Sylvia, doomed to be the victim
of cruel fortune! It did mnot occur to the
selfish girl that, for Mildred, too, a changemight
be desirable ; otherwise, of course, she would
have insisted upon remaining at howme, and the
money these visits occasioned her she would
have relinquished in favour of a holiday trip for
her sister.

On her side, Millie made no complaint; in-
deed I am terribly afraid she enjoyed her ab-
sence. It is a sad fact, but a true one, that
our finer perceptions become blunted when we
come in daily contact with a beautiful thing.
Our first admiration dies and is buried, and
sometimes it doesn’t rise again. At least Mil-
dred found it so, and, like the rest of us, suf-
fered keen pangs of disappointment. The angel
that had at first appeared ravishing, was only
a mortal after all ; and a very exasperating one
at that. She is not the only one who has made
a like discovery. At first Mildred was hurt,
then indignant with her sister, and spoke freely;
for the ¢* Little Dorrits” in real life are not al
ways so patient or so meek as the child of the
Marshalsea. Though, on the whole, Mildred
exercised a good deal of forbearance and self.
restraint, a quarrel with Sylvia was not uncom-
mon. For Millie herself was no angel; only a
worried little girl who tried to be good, and had
a great many fights with herself in consequence,
besides having a burden of household cares to
carry, and finding more of duty than of love in
her life, Of course she loved her father, but,
easy-going and. rather selfish, he was not the
man to inspire any fervent affection. That,
Millie had given to her mother, upon whom che
had lavished the tenderest of care. It would
have fared badly with her aftewards had it not
been for the Rector, who, in a certain sense,
took her mother’s place ; not the inward living
memory in her heart, but the outward com-
panionship.  He understood her and she him.
To the end of her days, I believe, no other
stood so high in her esteem as he did. She had
a passionate, reverential feeling for him, which
was admiration and affection blended. Though
extremely shy with others, she could talk to
him quite unreservedly, and it was in their long
and frequent conversations that he discovered
the depth and originality of her mind. So much
for the twa sisters, and now for a passing glance
at their persons,

Sylvia, the beautiful, had golden hair, of
course, and a tall, elegant figure. Her eyes were
dark hazel, and looked at you in the prettiest
way imaginable. Some people said she was al-
ways using them ; but this accusation, Sylvia
believed, arose from a mean spirit of jealousy,
and she treated it with the scorn it eserved.
Her face was oval-shaped, her complexion pure
as snow, with the softest rose-bloom on her

cheeks ; her smile, pretty though frequent ; ad-
ded to this, she was always dressed becomingly,
and always said and looked the right thing be-
fore people. In short, she was a person you
admired exceedingly, and when she passel you
you turned to look again. The Lieutenant used
to call her Poetry (she wrotea good deal of stufl
that went by that name), and was, perhaps,
proudest of Sylvia—foolish man !—and fondest
of Mildred, whom, from her utter contrast to
her sister, he styled Prose.

As for Mildred, you would not have looked at
her a second time, if Sylvia were beside her ;
although there were one or two people who had
the utter bad taste to think her face the better
of the two.  One! person once absolutely de-
clared it was lovely, but that, of course, was
absurd. It was small, and rather pale, and
would have wanted character had it not been for
the eyes. These it was not easy to decide upon
at first, for she had a habit of looking down,
even when she spoke, unless she was very much
interested in the conversation. In the latter
case, however, she would look up suddenly, and
those eyes would in some strange way fascinate
you.s They were so soft, so hlue, so tender, and
yet penetrating. They seemed thelembodiment
of thought, if thought could be embodied. But
if she chanced to smile suddenly (and all her
smiles were fleeting), you saw a quaint humour
lurking there. Yes, there was no questioning
the beauty of her eyes; Sylvia’s were no better
than clear glass beside them. If you had taken
the trouble to look at her figure you would have
been impressed with its dainty neatness, but her
hands and feet, though not large, were not near
80 small as Sylvia’s, who was much taller. Her
hair was bright and brown, and ran all over her
head in a multitude of ripples, of which, I am
sorry to say, Svlvia was envious, since her own
yellow locks were straight.

Now you know as much about them as I do
myself, good people.

CHAPTER I1.
THE CAPTAIN.

It was an eveningin June, the early part of
June, when the sky has not yet lost its peculiar
soft spring blue. Now it was glowing with
clusters of white stars, grand in their beuuty,
awful in their silence. The summers come and
go ; the nations die; the earth itself is ever
changing ; but, as of old, they still abide, look-
ing down on us with strange, solemn, unweary
eyes. Far away in the west the young moon
was just stepping down into the sea, leaving
long, slanting rays of light behind her to mark
the track of her feet.

The good folks of Overdale were fast asleep,
with one or two exceptions. There was a light
in the study at the Parsonage where the Rector
and his wife were sitting, and another in the
parlour at Rosemont, for so Miss Leslie had
named her home, the little cottage on the top of
the cliff that peeped out from a uest of cedars.

““ A very poetical idea, my dear,’’ said the
Lieutenant with his huge laugh, *‘seeing that
we've only one rose-bush in the garden.”

But Sylvia persisted in herown way, asusual,
She was obliged to remain at home this summer,
since no one had invited her to visit them, but
the dear girl bore the disappointment with great
sweetness. A nephew of the St. James, a young
medical student, had come to spend his vacation
at the Parsonage and recruit his heaith, which
had suffered from over-study. Of course, he
soon found his way to the cottage, and was
shortly on intimate terms with the family, by
no means 'loth to play cavalier to the two pret-
tiest girls in the village. Any one who could
have seen him with Sylvia to-night, looking her
very prettiest, smiling so archly, and singing
her choicest songs at the piano, would have been
charmed with that girl’s self-forgetfulness. Here
she was, with a long, dull summer before her,
but not a word of complaint fell from her lips.

Mildred was at a small side-table, playing
cribbage with her father. Three rubbers it was
the old Lientenant’s nightly custom to play.
Sylvia detested the game, and, therefore, wise{'y
never had anything to do with it. Mildred had
played it every night for seven years, except
when some lucky accident prevented her ; so, of
course, she must have been exceedingly fond of
it. The Lieutenant was connting, ‘“Fifteen two,
fifteen four, fifteen six, and a Pair’s eight, and
two for his heels, which I didn’t count.”

It was my knave, papa. 1 had the turn-up”
—this from Millie.

¢ So you did—so you did. Ah ! Millie, you're
too sharp for your father in his old age ;" and
the Lieutenant chuckled, as usual, over his aged
little joke.

““Your sister looks tired,” her companion was
saying. Do you think the Lieutenant would
mind if I were to take her place #'’

Sylvia looked grave. ‘1 am afraid so,’ she
replied ; * you see he never plays cribbage with
any one but Millie—not even with me.”

% Then I’m sure I stand no chance at all,” he
said gallantly.

Sylvia blushed.

““You know I didn't mean that,” she an-
swered softly, casting down her pretty eyes ; and
a very neat little flirtation they kept up all the
evening. In the meantime let us look in on
the relations of this reckless youth.

““Yes,”’ Mrs. St. James was saying, ¢ Millie
doesn't look at all well lately. Haven't you
noticed how pale sheis ? She’s too much care,
poor child!  Her father and sister leave her
everythingto look after—more shame for them !”

The Rector sighed. He was "a grave, noble-

b

looking man, with a thoughtful brow and great
spiritual eyes.

“] fear you are right, Emma,”’ he said ;
““ but though the discipline be severe it will
ennohle the child. Millie will be a perfect wo-
mau hefore she dies.”

¢ [t's all very well to be resigned, when there's
nothing else left for you to do,”’ exclaimed Mrs.
St. James sharply ; but for my part I believein
looking to causes. You can ‘often prevent them,
if you've a mind to, and then there’s no need for
resignation, which1is, at best, aditter pill. 1'd
rather see people sensible than saintly.” v

¢ So would 1,”’ said the Rector, with his rare
smile ; ¢ that is if goodness involves idiocy.”

The lady disdained to notice the inginuation,
but deftly resumed her former ground.

“¢] should think they could afford Millie a
trip this year, since Sylvia is not going away.”
And then her motherly heart made her add : I
can’t bear to see the child looking so miserable.”

The Rector turned ‘to her with u startled look.

‘“Is she, indeed ?” he said hastily. ‘‘ What
is wrong with her, Emma ? Isit only her health,
or M'—o.

“ There you are again,” his wife interrupted,
for though she worshipped her husband, like a
wise woman, she didu’t let him know it. ¢ If
anything’s wrong with a woman, your vanity at
once insists that she must be crossed in love.
No, you necdn’t shake your head, for I xnow
that was what you were thinking—nor blush
either ; its time to give up that at your age, old
man ;”’ but though her tone was sarcastic, she
put her hand on his shoulder and looked into
his face with a wife’s Jloving eyes. ‘¢ Millie’s
sound-hearted enough,” she continued ; *‘ who,
indeed, is there for her to fall in love with #’

The Rector did not seem altogether reassured.

‘] think we’ve had Tom here long enough,”
he said presently.

“ Don’t you be afraid of kim,” she said laugh- °
ing; ‘“he’s too fond of dandling after Sylvia,
the beautiful, and far too cautious to be taken
in by her either,” which was not far from the
trath.

Mildred Leslie went into her sister’s room, at
about eleven o’clock on the following morning,
looking faultlessly neat in her fresh Helland
dress. ~ Sylvia, in an old pink wrapper, was sit-
ting at a tiny writing-table, scribbling away at
a furious rate.

‘“Come out 9m the rocks for awhile, Sylvia,’’
said Mildred,®*¢ it"s such a lovely morning.”

Sylvia looked up with the groan of disturbed
genius,
 Just like you, Millie, always interrupting
me,’’ she said sharply ; ‘“‘good-bye to poetry
when you are in the room ;” and the sensitive
creature bent over her paper again, on which she
had just written :

** For the tender spirit shrinks, I ween,
Less from a cruel action e’en,
Than from a word unkind.”

Millie had caught sight of the verse, and she
stood a moment looking at her sister, with that
flash of quaint humour in her eyes.

“Well, I'm going,”’ she said. ““I haven’t a
great poetic soul to write about, so I find all the
poetry out of doors.”

To be continued.

HUMOROUS.

It hurtsa man more to sit down on a pin
thao on an egg, but nine men out of ten had rather sit on
& pin.

IT has been discovered that burning the
bung-hole of a kerosene barrel with a red-hot poker will
cause the barrel to disappear.

THE army worm got as far as Boston when a
miss with eye-glasses called it by it~ real uame. It imme-
diately laid down and died.

THE fact that nature only put one elbow in a
man’s arm is sufficient to indicate that she never intended
him to fasten the collar button on the back of his shirt.

¢ GENTLEMEN,” said an amateur farmer just
from the city, writing to the chairman of an agricultural
society, ‘‘ Put me down on your list of cattle for a calf.’

You may have noticed that flies never bother
a speaker. no matter how dull he is, but invariably
attack the over-worked sitter who is trying to get a
little sleep.

S1x French savants have spent twenty years
trying to find out why thunder sours milk. When they
find out, thunder will go right along souring milk, all
the same.

MouNLIGHT excursions are advertised along
the 1Iudson river all summer long without the least re-
ference to the moon. If they have plenty of beer aboard
no one complains.

IT must have been an exceptionally dull boy
who was persuaded to work a wheelbarrow under the
impression, as stated by his father, that it was an im-
proved kind,of bicyele.

Iris estimated that there are 2,000,000,000
bees in this country, and it is well knowan that one
bee can break up a prayer-meeting, is not this country
in danger if the bees adopt the unit rule?

GEN. GARFIELD was the first Ohio man to
wear a liver pad, and some of his friends are mad he-
cause he didu’t wear it over his mouth in Credit Mo-
bilier times.

A coUNTRY exchange unfeelingly remarks:
‘‘The small boy will soon be bolding himself together
at the equator in acknowledgment of the subtle power
of the green apple.”

Ir the President of the United States, says .
the Boston Courier, felt in proportion to his place as big
as & policeman in hig new uniform, he’d grow round-
shouldered trying to dodge the clouds.

THE Boston (#lobe says it is a sign of good
breeding to find fault with everything on the table at
your summer boarding-house. The number of well-
bred persons now boarding in the country is enormous.

SkvENTY-EIeuT million lead pencils were
used up in this country last year. All but 1,000,000

were worn out by the idiots who left their names in rail.
road depots, church belfries and city hall towers.
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i A heautiful rauve, which cotnpletely answers the
Hp punv a1’z intended atteel.
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Solution of Problem for Young Players No S50,
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White to pisy nndd mate in five moves,
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*Is a success and boon for which Nations should feel
~8oe Medical Press, Lancet, Brit. Med. Jour., &c
*Consumption in England increased tcnfold in ten years,”
To be had of all Storekeepers, Grocers and Chemisty,
Sale Agents for Canada and the United States {wholesale
un‘\. €. David & Col, 42, Mark Lane: London, E neland.

prateful.’’

EXTRACT
~ OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST
MEAT-FLAVOURING
STOCK FOR SOUPS,

MADE DISHES & SAUGES.

CAUTION.—Genuine ONLY with
fac-simile of Baron Lisbig's S8igna-
tare in Blue Tnk across Label.

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY.
Tenders for Rolling Stock,

FIYH I time for recviviag tenders for Rolling Stock for @
- the Uanadian Pacific Hallway, exteuding
yrars, 2 extended to 2od Aagust,

By urder,
F. BRAUN,

Secretary.
I)e;-nnmun! of Railways and Canaln, {
233 June, V8RN, 3
oo to the Quean City Card House, Taronts,
o Yor 25 Pretty Bird and Floral Cards, 25 gew
: W bite Bristol, or 25 neat assorted Uands,
Turn down coroner, giit bevelad edge,
lum SOin e, .’Un nmm i,

1E N. FRESHMAN & BROS.

Advertising Agents,
185 W, Fourth St., CINCINNATI, O.,
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ENGLISH AND FRENCH CLOCKS,
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BAKINGC POWDER
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SAVES TIME,

JT SAVESTEMPER,

Por aale by ntorekeepersinroughoutthe Dominion,
aud wholesalebytbhe manufacturer.

W.D. MCLAREN. UNIOX MIULE,
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- Revenue Stamps,
: ‘ Bills of Exchangs,
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MECHANICS' MAGAZINE

AND

PATENT OFFICE RECORD,
A MONTHLY JOURNAL

{ Devoted o the advancement and diffusion of

Practical Seionee, and the Education of
Meclanics.

THH D\L'} SCIESTIFIC AND MECHANICAL PAPRR
PUBLISHED IN THE DOMINION,

PUELISHED BY

’I‘HB BURLAND LITHOGRAPHIC C0.

OFFICES OF PUPLICATION.
5 and 7 Bleury Street, Montreal.
G. B. BURLANXND Gen-ral Manager. .
F N. BOXKR, ARCHITECT & CiviL ENGINEER, Edito

TERMS:

one year, ineloding postage. ... 200G
1.16

One copy
One capy, siX months, ineiading postage. ..
Suhaerptions te bhe paid in ADVANCE.
ing are our advertising ratex:—Far ooe
rting, M) ete, per Yne: for three moutbs.
: Porsix hs, ¥ eta, per line s For voe
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THE BURLAND

TITHOGRAPTIC COMPANY

LLIMITRIn

CAPITAL $200,000,
GENFERAL

Engravers, Lithographers, Printers

AXND PUBLISHERS,

7.9 & Il ELEURY STREET,
MONTREAT..
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I'\(L. FOLABEL GLOSSING MACHINE,
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PHASTTOGRATHING MACHINES, :
. PHOTOEXGRAVING MACHINES,
s CUUTTING PERFGR \"i‘l\'('-, NUMBERKING, ¥M-
WISSING, COPPER TLATY PRINTING aml it other
\‘_ whinery wlan & vt class bust
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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

' TRU‘I‘HS.'

: ‘Bitters ever madae.

Tbe) are compoandei from Hops, Buchu, Man-
drake aud Dandelion,—ihe  oldest, best, aud maost
valuable miedicines in the world and cootaln il the
bast and most curative properties of all other Bitters.
being the greatest Rivod Furilier, Liver Rogulator,
and Life and Health Restoring Agent oo sanb, No

isense or ill-health cun possibly long exist where
these Bitters are used, so varied and perfect are their
perations.

They give vew life asd viyonr 1o the aged and
infirm. To all whase employments canse irreguiarity
f the bowels or urinary organs, or who require ap
Appetizer, Tonie and mild Stimulant, these Bitte
are invaluabie, being highly curative, teuio aod stim-
alating. without intoxleaitng.

No matter what your feeings or syvmpltoms are-
what the disense or allment is use Hop Ritters
Don’t wait until you are aick, but if you vuly feel bad

r miserable, nee the Bilters atvnce. 1t may save your
life. Hondrods have beep saved by so doing
5" 8300, &71 will be paid for a case they will not

ure or help.

Do pot suffer yoarself or let your triends suffer. but
use and urge them 10 use Hop Sitters.

Remember. Hop Bitters is no vite, drogged, drunker

nonrum bm the Parest and Best Medicine eve:

; the “ lnvalld's Friend and Hope.™ aod po

rson of family should be witheut thew. Try the|
Bitters to.day.

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

ROBERT MILLER,

AND
WHOLESALE STATIONER,

15 Victoria Square.

with name 10c. Nassan Cand Co. Nassan, N.Y.

s ‘op Bitters are tho Purest and Best

BOOKBINDER| |

Montreal.

()O Lovely Rusebud Chrowo Cands or 20 Fiom! Notte
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l Tux Wire wants Carps:—1 want bass ; and Teatch. ...,

THE GEDM.

30 iach, 22inch.

e head.

(e BOOK BINDERS’,

‘7 PRINTERS and

O

NEW YORK, ‘<$* PAPER BOX

28 Begkx'nar“ASZ' MAKERS

©

77 Monroe St.

CEICAGO,

GEQO. H. SANBORN,

Standard Machinery Co. % inch. Biack.

‘T ¥1 52

KT AR.

Minch. Wineh, #dincd 4% inch

w0} tredased,

WILLIAM DOW & CO.
BREWERS and MALTSTERS,
MONTRFAL.

\\‘ D"I}.

3 O
AN -
| 33' et 268 '«zf"“m. :‘ﬁ—:‘" $‘ '{;‘
=\ INDIAPALE - é!‘.‘ mé 2
7\ * U S.*
D LY

INTRY-

8:£emr Pale and Brown Mal:,
India Pale, and other Ales Extra Double and Siagle
Btout ir Wood and Bottle,

Saipping orders promptiy ex-
scuted. Families supplied. e? PR

i8-6.52 2‘"’

'JOHN McARTHUR & SON,

B1312

LEA AND PERRINS

which are calewlaled o decesve the Public, Lea and Pcrrms
have adopled 4 NEW LABEL, 6earmg therr Stgnature,

which is

Ask for LEA & PERRI;‘\/S * Sauce, and see Name on Wra
Pholesale and for Export by the Proprietors, Worcester ;

In consequence of spurious imitations of

SAUCE,

thus,

e K nris

laced on every bat'lle WORCESTERSHIRE
A UCE, and without which none is genuine.

7, Label, Bottie and Stopper.

rosse and: Ex'ac}mell London,
&, &c.; and by Grocers and Oilmen throughout the World.

To he obtalged of

Mpsaws. J. M. DOCGLASS & CO.. KOVTBIAL, MESORA. URQUHART &CO.,. MONTREA L.

OIL & COLOR MERCHANTS.
PROPRIETORSIOF THE
CELEBRATED

1'&1’0‘;’

me-: LEAD.

MONTRE.A.I.:.

THE BEST REMEDY FOR
TRADE

CAMOS 1/LE PILI S are tonﬁdmlly r«ommtndd asa nmple
the cause of nearly all the diseases to which 1we are subject, being 8 meaficine 10 uniformly gratrﬁd
and beneficial, that it it with justice called the ** Natsiral Strengthener of the Human Stomach.”
 Norton's Fills” atIaJ a powerful tosiic’ and gentle aperient ; are mild in thar operntion, safe
under any circumatasices, and theusamds of peraons can now bear letimony lo the bemafits to be
derived frem their use, a5 they have been a never-foiling Fomily Friend for upioards of 45 years,
" Sold in Bottles at 18, 14d., 2s. 0d., and 118. each, by all Medicine I’mdoﬂ throughost l/u World,

INDIGESTION.

tmaly Sor Indigestion, whick is

CAU. TION

- Be sure and a:& jor “ NOR TON’S PILLS," and do not be pchd o purt&a.u an imitation,

1\113"

e
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thixu.mtll 1!11111‘! Lf muuauu

WIS S NCSSNLL Beemident

This Hate! whick I8 unnivaided for eap gigi, and
jeeality 1n Qurler, iv opes throogioa e Yiar fy
Veasttre and busioess travei, baviog sceomn: ...h,,u!’ fer
mi)hnouu

THE DUOHES% OORSE’I‘

Awarded Kxira Frice. Grand Dosinien Erhilation
2);. Is specially desigand for Sour Ladia,
10 winet the cnquir«mmn of faskrag
siot only eleguat in orm, bot very o ¢
lostatie to wenr oo
nu ther,
Ratern Jeao, §2 50
upwaids,
Rent by post to muy Par «f 1he Dy
minkm Gn redeipt uf price g sddreny

{P Sead memsare Honnd the Waist
Aot Fuat tight—mid [ RN
Tengtt of Watel under arm atd length of frea:
mun- (»n« hwxun 40 h]nnrhwr»' nuu. my.
BHEN \I' HEADING-LONDON SOCIETY
4 veiume Casnitan wdition, sz parie comjisa ~l
pages and 100! pages rogravings ) Post pwd for 43
venls. QLOUVGHER BROS. ﬁm‘k»nou‘ ‘r.,

' JORNSTONS

Oore wurn, wil wrar

Conts) 83 %9ana
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p o bring wlopted

© The {114 thh

i Fremen U7 w

oL and ,\115'.?%.-
Natal, M

AT Geveral 3o

I st It e

Peridamd By jny

mahn‘\ man nbu hm teetod (P4 mor1ite :
resetee ARoWn wRICH contuite ail the nuts

tuente uf bey L oasih e pavessngiend ot seiar
where 13 MIB« et pec et Seind Lo taver

LRI N

v reer

M,

sold Ly Urutxmu and Ligrrere, Do
and #i0 .

;-f")(‘w-id Cheime. Marble, ScowBake W
) Mutth Qoo Cardds, with patws ao a’l 3o
compiotn oathl 14 samtypien, (. Heavye {
Rivg for cinb af 19 pnmes, Gfohe Gard o !
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.AMPBELL S 3

f;ngiﬁws
LAUNDRY BAR.

Ask for it. and take no other.
BEWARK OF 1¥ITATIONN
5 Tm!- Mack, | Made by THn .\ann«r 1 un S Af'("

THE BELL ORGAN EUMPANY

LARGEST AND QLORST ORGAN PACTORY IN
THE BRITISH EMPIRE.

EMablished 158,013,000 no% 18 usé.

Sltver !}lcdal and Diploma, Provincial,
187t.

Slh’;r Mednl and Dlploma. (‘rmcnninl,
2

International Medal and Diploma, 8Syd-
ney, Australia, 1557,

Only Siiver Medal for Parlor Organs, Pro-
vincial, Toronto, 1838,

Only Medal at Industrial Exhibition,
Toronto, 1879.

Mr. Hlagae, of ibe Marchauts Bagk, says: " The Orna
sent mn [did not sappove capable of being procdaced
Cnnnd-, \he tans is pur, rich and dn? and the offeet
g uosl by sambination of the alops Is cbarming."—

ot Cataloguss, addrese ; :

‘W. BELL & CO,

4147 East Market Bquare, Goalpd, Ost
“0r . HECKER, 10 hillips Squars, Meotreal.

2 all H61d 454 Bllver. Motto and Floral Cards 100
“Blevens Onrd Co,, horwrom. Ot




