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THE BRIDAL VEIL.
CHAPTER 1. and position had perhaps dazzled her a lit-

YOUNG and beautiful girl was lean-

ing over a balcony in one ofthe larg-

est houses in Eccleston Square. It wasa
lovely summer night, lovely even in Lon-
don, now that the glare and heat had been
exchanged for a soft breeze and the light of
the moon. Even by this light the girl's beau-
ty admitted of no dispute. Hers was a face
Sir Peter Lely would have painted ; a face
that hundreds had turned back to look at
once more, as she had ridden in the Row
that morning. It was her fuce, people said,
that had won her an offer of marriage from
Sir Henry Sefton, a man who had been al-
ready talked of as the best match of the
London season. Young and beautiful as Ada
Willingham was, until this man came upon
the scene she had played with all realities ;
and, like a butterfly, only sported in the
sunshine, taking her homage as a queen
might claim her rights, like the proud young
beauty that she was. Sir Henry’s wealth

tleat first; but he ended by winning her
love, and, when she promised to be his wife,
she gave him her heart.

As she listened for his coming footsteps
that evening, her face resting on a bouguet
of flowers which he had sent her, and which
she had found on her dressing-table before
going down to dinner, her eyes had the rest-
less unsettled look of expectation, and one
of the little feet that peeped out from be-
neath the soft folds of her white dress was
beating impatiently on the floor. In a few
minutes a cabriolet drove quickly round
the corner, and 2 young man sprang out.
The girl’s face flushed in the soft light, and
both her hands wandered over the bouquet,
which she laid in her lap as she sat down
on a low chair; but an expression of satis-
faction came into her deep blue eyes, and a
smile to her parted lips. A moment after-
wards and the drawing-room door had open-
ed, the lace curtains which separated the
balcony had been drawn apart, and Sir Hen-
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1y Sefton was by her side. Young, hand-
some, and distinguished in appearance, he
was, to a looker-on, a man in every way fit-
ted to wed the woman he had rhosen.
As they stood together on that June even-
ing, he bending over her, whilst her beautiful
face was lifted up to his with an expression
of infinite love and trust, it seemed that
nothing was wanting to insure their future
happiness.

“How late you are,” she said, after one
of those long silences that are more eloquent
than words.

7 have been dining in Bryanstone Square.
I would not have gone, but I remembered
that I was asked to meet some particular
people, and that my Conservative interests
required the sacrifice.”

“Vou call it a sacrifice,” she replied with
a low musical laugh, ¢in the same way, per-
haps, that I consider ballsa part of my duty
to society; and yet I gave up a ball to-
night for you.”
% Vou don’t repent, Ada ; you don’t wish
_to be surrounded by admirers night after
night, and neverto be alone with me?”

« Of course I don’t, but wheu we are mar-
ried I can reform.”

« Ada, when we are married I shall have
the greatestpride intaking you out—in feel-
ing that all men admire you, and knowing
that you are mine.” ’

She shrank back a little as he drew her
vehemently towards him. Her life hadhither-
to been too full of sunshine and pleasure for
her to pause much in order to define a seri-
ous feeling; but a sensation, as neatly ap-
proaching tc pain as she had ever known
since her engagement, came over her at that
moment. '

“You love me for myself, Henry,” she
said, “not for what you call my beauty?”

« 1 love you,” he replied, “as you love
e, because we were made to love each
other ; because we should not have fulfilled
our destiny if we did not. Everythingabout

you is beautiful and loveable to me; T cannot
separate you from yourself.”

She put her hand in his, those soft white
fingers on which the diamond rings he had
given her flashed and sparkled, and then
she leant her head against his arm and whis-
pered something inalow voice, and he raised
her hand and held it to his lips, answer-
ing her in the same tone. And so the
short remainder of the evening went by.
Presently the lace curtains were again drawn
aside, and the butler, with the respecttul air,
and in the well modulatedaccentsthose func-
tionariesknow so wellhow to assume,request-
ed leave for a young woman to speak to
Miss Willingham on particular business.

“Say I am engaged, Palmer,” his mistress
said, *“and at #kés hour I can see no one.”

Her face flushed angrily as she spoke, and
beautiful as she still looked, the expression
she had worn a minute before was quite
gone, and she was a proud, haughty, spoilt
beauty once more. The man withdrew in
silence, but only a few minutes elapsed be"ore
another interruption came, in the form of
Miss Willingham’s maid, Mademoiselle Vic-
torine. She made a thousand apologies for
‘her intrusion, but the young person was so
anxious to speak to Miss Wiliingham, that
at last she had been obliged to give wayand
bring the message.

“What is it she wants,” exclaimed Ada—
¢« will not see her.”

«“She has brought your veil.”

“Oh! indeed. I did not guess it was
that. I will go immediately. Stay where
you are, Henry, and I will be back in a
few minutes. I am longing to see my
veil.”

And leaving Sir Henry standing in the
balcony, Ada passed into the brilliantly
lighted drawingroom, and, followed by
Mademoiselle Victorine, went up stairs to-
her own room. At first she did not see the
girl who was waiting in it, but when Made-
moiselie had lit the wax candles on the dress-
ing tables, the girl stood revealed. She was.
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young and slight, with large dark eyes, and
pale thin cheeks, a girl whoseemed to have
lived all herlifeonjust the opposite sideof the
wall to the London beauty—the side where
the sun never comes. Her fingers were small,
and most delicately shaped, but her clothes
were so old and faded that they told their
own tale and the wearer's—a tale of poverty
and privation. The poor girl seemed daz-
zled by the light, and all the luxurious fittings
up of a room which, to Ada, appeared only
barely comfortable; but after her eyes had
wandered around for a few moments, she
recovered herself, and opening a box she
held in her hand, took out of it a rich lace
veil.

“Iam obliged t¢ bring it home unfinish-
ed,” she said in a low, melancholy voice,
strongly marked with a foreign accent. “I
cannot help it. We are in distress enough,
God only knows how great, but my mother
is very ill, and I have no longer any time
for work.”

Ada snatched the delicate fabric from the
girl’s hand.

“Not going to finish it I” she exclaimed.
“It was promised for next Friday, and it
must be done.”

“I would willingly do it if I could,” the
girl replied, “but I knowI cannot. Iam somry
it was promised, but I did not think then
that my mother was going tobe ill. She was.
helping me to work it, but now that she is
so bad I must leave everything and nurse
her.”

“My wedding is fixed for Thursday week,”
Ada said, “my dress is all trimmed with
this lace, and after all it seems I am not to
have the veil. Itis too bad. I shall speak
to-morrow to Madame Brader, who recom-
mended you to me.

“Weare in swck distress,” pleaded the
girl, “we are strangers here ; Madame liked
ourlace, and making it has kept us from
starvation.”

But Ada hardly heard the words—she

was turning over the veil with Mademoiselle
Victorine.

“How long would it take vou t¢ finish
it?” she asked abruptly.

“1I should have to work hard all this next
week, and I know I could not give the time.
I am so sorry, but indeed, indeed it is not
my fault.”

“The lace is very lovely,” Mademoiselle
Victorine said, “and it would be a thou-
sand pities not to get it done, more espe-
cially since the dressis trimmed with it ; the
effect would not be complete without it.”

“It is most provoking,” replied Ada,
“however I shall go myself to-morrow to
Madame Brader’s, and tell her positively
that she must do something.” Then, without
even glancing at the girl, Ada swept out of
the room, taking the veil away with her.

Sir Henry had come in from the balcony,
and was standing alone by the fire-place.
Ada’s father, Mr. Willingham, generally pre-
ferred the quiet of his own library after din-
ner, and Mrs. Stonorhad gone up stairs, find-
ing the drawingroom dull Ada was an
only child, and her mother had died when .
she was quite young. Her father, during
his early life, had worked hard and saved
money—money that he only cared about
inasmuch as it enabled him to surround his
idolized daughter with the luxuries that mo-
ney alone can procure. He was a man of
naturally quiet tastes, but he never forgot
that Ada was young, so, not liking to go
much.into society himself, he had engaged
Mrs. Stonor, a lady of undoubted Tespecta-
bility, as chaperone and companion.

“What is the matter?” Sir Henry asked,
seeing the angry flush on Ada’s face. '

“I am se disappointed;” she exclaimed,
“my veil, my beautiful lace veil, which Ma-
dame Brader promised to have worked for
me by some Belgian family, has just been
returned unfinished. It was to match the
trimmings on my white satin dress, and now
all will be spoiled.”
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The young man smiled ; dress does not
appeal to a man as it does to a woman.

« Nothing can spoil my Ada, no matter
what she wears,” the lover answered, and
taking the veil from her hands he drew her
caressingly towards him and threw it over
her head. She looked up at him from be-
. neath the clouds of lace, the angry flush all
gone, only the soft love-light shining in her
eyes. He drew her arm through his own
and led her across the spaciousdrawing-room,
whose gilded mirrors reflected againand again
the numberless elegancies that were scatter-
«d everywhere, the blue silk hangings, the
statues and pictures and the brilliant chan-
delier. * He paused before a large mirror
that reached the floor, and gazed at her
withan expression of rapt admiration. It
wasa fair picture to see—both so young, with
life and love before them, and everything
that can make this world worth having.
There were a few minutes silence, then some-
thing like a shadow came over his hand-
some face as, leaning down,he whispered to
his bride elect.
 «J wish I could marry you now,” Ada. I
wishthe fewdays were passed thatstill divide

us.”

«It is not long,” she replied, “and then

«Then Ada, you are mine—mine forever,
and I shall have no fear of anything coming
to separate us.”

A light shiver passed through her as he
spoke, but he only felt the trembling of the
Little hand that rested in his own, as he said,
in a low firm voice:—*I take thee, Ada, to
have and to hold, for better for worse, for
richer for poorer, in sickness and in 'health,
till death us do part.”

He lifted her veil and lightly kissed her.

«You are my wife now,” he said, $miling
down upon her, “ are you happy, Ada P

She leant her head against him. “Iam
very, very happy,” she replied, “ because
you love me; because the world would be a
blank without you.”

«If it were a blank to you, what would
it be to me without my Ada?”

She looked at him and smiled as she an-
swered :

“ You would still have Constance Brere-
tony I believe, in spiteof the Conservative
interest, it was Constance you went to Bry-
anston Square to meet this evening?”

A slight flush rose to the young man’s
face, but he only laughed. “They say there
is no real love free from a little jealousy,
but you must promise me, Ada——"

‘What he wanted promised did not trans-
pire, for at that particular moment Mrs.
Stonor returned to the drawing-room, the
butler brought in the tray, and the conver-
sation necessarily became general.

The néxt day, as she had intende !, Ada
ordered the carriage—whichalwaysduring the
height of the season came to the door at four
o’clock—to drive directto Madame Brader's;
so that at about quarter past the landau,
which had been built by the most fashionable
makers for her especial use, drew up at
Madame Brader’s door, in Hanover Square.
There was a little bustle of excitement
among the dressmakers and milliners as
Miss Willingham passed into the show rooms,
and then Madame Brader came forward,
with a Dbland and respectful air, to re-
ceive her orders. The trousseau had been
committed to her care, and, great authority
as Madame Brader was in the world of fash-
jon, it was nevertheless a triumph to have
secured so important a customer as the belle
of the London season ; a young lady who was
about to make a brilliant marriage, which
would be talked about for a month at least.

«T have come about my veil,” Ada said,
« Tt is in the carriage, and T will trouble you
to send for it—it has come home unfin-
ished. The young womaiu who undertook
to do it brought it back last evening, and
refuses to add a stitch more.”

Madame Brader was all surprise and des-

pair. The people had promised it. The
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lace on the dress was all complete—nothing | generally remained in the carmriage. She

wanting save the veil.

Ada had thrown herself into a chair, her
training skirt of delicate mauve silk sweep-
ing round her, her delicately gloved hands
beating impatiently on a pink lined lace
parasol.

“J will see the dress presently, but the
fact that I cannot have my - eil remains,un-
less you can get some one else to finish it.”

Madame Braderfeared that wasimpossible.
It was Belgian lace, and she knew of no
one who could make it but this family, poor
people whom she (Madame Brader) had
discovered by chance, and recommended
to Miss Willingham. Would no other lace
do? Should she fetch the wedding dress and
try some different effects?

Ada allowed the dressto be brought, and
its costly elegance excited her admiration
sc much that she determined to have the
veil at all hazards. Madame Brader was
quite satisfied with her own work ; she put
the dress on two chairs, and spread out the
beautiful wilderness of lace and flowers.

“It is a dress unequalled in London,”
Madame FErader confidently said, ¢ and
when worn by Madame would excite the

- envy of thousands.”

“Ves, it is very lovely,” Ada said, musing-
ly, “butas I am bent upon having the veil,
I think I shall go myself to the girl’s house,
and speak to her mother.”

Madame Brader approved of the plan.
If Miss Willingham was good enough to go
herself she could not fail, though perhaps.
others might. If she would permit, one
of the apprentices knew the address, and
it should be given to the coachman.

Ada acquiesced, and after carelessly toss-
ing over a number of other elegant items,
which were considered the proper append-
ages to her trousseau, went down stairs, got

Had, it is true, been once or twice into Ma-
dame Brader’s show rooms, to see the trous-
seau, which had been on view for some time,
but as a rule, when Ada made purchases,she
went alone. The direction the coachman
had received was to an obscure street in
Westminster, at thc back of the Vintoria
Flats. Brought up as Ada had been, she
knew little or nothing of poverty or misery.
She knew it existed, for she had seen the
squalid faces in the street, had given largely
for charitable objects, and served behind
stalls at fancy fairs, to raise funds for pur-
poses of benevolence, but she had never
veen face to face with real suffering in
all her life. When the carriage stopped,
and the footman had, with some difficulty,
ascertained that they had come to the right
place, she shrank back, unwilling to get out
in such a doubtful neighbourhood, and it
might be she would have been contented
with sending a message, if it had not hap-
pened that Mrs. Stonor begged and prayed
her to remain where she was, and on no ac-
count venture into such a low-looking place.

Ada was self-willed, and opposition had
often the effect of strengthening, instead of
shaking, her resolutions. When her inclina-
tions and her duty met, as in the case of
accepting Sir Henry Sefton, she appeared
gentle and yielding ; but, when they did not,
she took her own course. She was too
young, too bright, too happy to be hard or
bitter, but she was self-willed and imperious,
as Mrs. Stonor and Mademoiselle Victorine
could have testified if it had been to their
interests to have done so. Her better na-

ture, all that was most loveable, had been giv-

en to Sir Henry, and he might have moulded
her to what he wished, through her affe:-
tions, though she had never bowed to a
sterner master. Inthe present instance the

into the carriage, and threw herseif back on | desire to have her veil, added to Mrs. Sto-

the soft cushions.

She was not inclined to | nor’s feeble remonstrances, decided her, and,

talk even to Mrs. Stonor, who always accom- | ordering the door to be opened, she got out.
panied her on these expeditions, bat who | A woman was standing in the entrance, hold-
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ing a sickly looking infant in her arms, and
she directed her up an old rickety staircase.

For another moment Ada paused, an im-

pulse she could not define drawing her back,
then gathering her dressround her, she went
daintily up, the boards creaking beneath her
feet, and 2 vague alarm filling her mind at
finding herself alone in such a place. The
room she sought was on the third floor, and
after toiling up the steep narrow stairs to
what seemed an endless height, she found
herself at last standing before a door bear-
ing on its broken frame the number she was
seeking. The paint was all worn off, and the
handle gone. She knocked gently,and wait-
ed a surnmons to enter.  As it did not come,
with some difficulty she pushed back the
door and went in.

Surrounded, as Ada had been all her life,
with everything that could make her luxuri-
ously comfortable, themisery of the scenebe-
fore her seemed like an appalling dream;she
did not realize its truth. She had never im-
agined that her fellow creatures could sup-
port life under the wretched circumstances
in which she saw them that day. A small,
close room ; a straw bed upon the floor, with
a few rags of covering; a broken chair, a
wooden table propped up by bricks; the
broken vindow, through which the June
sun even did not penetrate, mended with
brown paper, the figure of a woman stretched
upon that pauper bed, and a young giil
kneeling beside her—such was the picture
that'met her eyes.

It was almost 2 minute before Ada suffi-
ciently recovered herself to remember why
she had come there. The girl had advanced

towards her and seemed to be warning
her back.

- “I—Thave come,” said Ada, trying to re-
cover herself, “aboutmy veil. I wanted to
see, and speak to your mother myself,”
and passing on she went to the bed side.
She had not seen the woman’s face. Now,
as she bent over her, the sick woman turned
towards her. A cryescaped Ada.

“Why did you let me come here, girl?”
she exclaimed ;” your mother has— »

“The small-pox. But indeed I did not
know you were coming, or I would have pre-
vented you. I would have told you the
other evening, but my mother, they say, is
dying, and we are so poor, so miserable.”

The woman had slowly risen in her bed,
and all unconscious as she was, in the deli-
rium of fever, she muttered something about
“the veil” A sudden faint sickness came
over Ada as she tried to reach the door,
which with difficulty she managed to do.
Then she rushed down the stairs and sprang
into the carriage. Mzs. Stonor vainly en-
deavoured to ascertain the cause of so
strange a proceeding ; but she was unable,
for Ada had fainted away. She was taken
home immediately, and the doctor was
hastily sent for. The beautiful ball dress
which she was to have worn that even-
ing at a grand ball given at the Austrian
Embassy was removed from her bed, and
she was laid upon it. The doctor said her
nerves had received a severe shock, but that
he trusted time and perfect rest would re-
store her. For a few days an anxious watch
was kept over her by her father, the doctor,
and Mrs. Stonor. Then the fatal truth be-
came known, that the beautiful Miss Wil-
lingham, Sir Henry Sefton’s bride elect, had
taken the small-pox.

CHAPTER L.

IR Henry Sefton had notseen Ada since
the day she had gone to Westminster.
They had ridden together in the Row that
morning, and parted to meet again at the ball.
The bouquetof flowers he had sent herfor the
occasion was standing in a glass of wateron
the toilette table ; but Ada had been too ill
to notice it or even know that it was there;
though long years after, those very same
flowers, all dead and faded, were found care-
fully preserved.
Sir Henry called every day at Eccleston
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Square, and expressed all the anxiety which
might be expected on the occasion. His
fear of Ada’s dying, and his losing her, made
him for the time being a really unhappy man;
but when, after a severe struggle with death,
life triumphed, and the doctor pronounced
the crisis to be over, he went back again into
society, ard consoled .himself as best he
might, till her complete recovery and /Zes
convenances allowed them to meet again.

From the day that Ada had gone from the
lace-maker’s room, her lite had been com-
pletely a blank. As she regained conscious-
ness, with the sensation of extreme weakness
weighing down every limb, her memory fail-
ed to bridge over the intervening time. She
remembered nothing, and for a time enjoy-
ed blessed immunity from a knowledge of
the trial that awaited her.

Mr. Willingham, though a man who sel-
dom left his library, was so deeply at-
tached to his child that, day and night, he
had watched beside her bed, and, loving her
as he did, she seemed as if given back to him
from the dead. When Ada was told how
long she had been il], and that the day fixed
for her wedding had come and gone, she
listened quite patiently. They gave her the
notes and flowers that had been sent from
Sir Henry, and endeavoured to interest her
in the things she had been wont to love.
Ada’s spirits were naturally bright, and the
disease which had swept over her like a
tempest had only bowed her for the time.
But she rose again when it had passed, and
clung more closely to the life she had so
nearly lost. “When shall I be well?” was
her constant question ; “when may I leave
my bed, and this darkened room? I long
for the light. I cannot breathe till I have
it.” When it was no longer possible to keep
her any more as she was, they laid heron a
sofa and partly drew up the blinds.

1 smust see myself,” she said, nervously,
to a young girl who was for a few minutes
left in attendance upon her, “ I dread being
disfigured. The doctors assure me I shall

nct be, but that does not content me ;I must
see and judge for myself.”

Mademoiselle Victorine was not there, or
she would, on some pretext, have prevented
her mistress from having a glass—a thing
which had been positively forbidden by the
doctors. The girl dared not disobey, so she
gave a hand mirror to her mistress. Then
a wild shriek rang through the house, and
Ada sank back insensible on the cushions.

Her second recovery was far more tedi-
ous than the first. She baffled the doctors’
skill, and drove her father to despair.  The
shock, coming at a time when her constitu-
tiomwaswegkened by disease, made it difficult
for  her to rally; and, besides this, she
suffered from a depression which made her
lie for hours at a time without taking the
least interest in anything that was going on,
prostrated by a melancholy it seemed impos-
sible to divert. The London season was now
nearly over, but,as Parliament had not been
proroguec, some people yet lingered on, and
among others, as a matter of course, Sir
Henry Sefton. He expressed the greatest

anxiety tosee Ada, butit was Ada now who,

begged that the interview might be deferred.
She saw his name in the papers, for she
eagerly sought it. The Morning Post which
brought sensations of gratified vanity to
many breakfast tables, brought only misery
to her. At all, or almost all the parties,balls,
or fétes, at which Sir Henry’s name was
metioned as being present, Miss Brereton’s
name appeared also. She bad laughed in
her heart once at the thought of rivalry with
Constance Brereton, but now the seamed
and scarred face that had beenrefiected back
rom the mirror rose before her; and she
feared that, as far as Sir Henry was concern-
ed, when he had once seen her, her power
over him would be gone. He had loved the
beautiful Ada Willingham, but that Ada was
no longer. She almost failed to recognise her
own face, and the pain of seeing il again
made her shun a glass as .agerly as she had
once sought it. Still, in spite of everything,
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she clung to hope. ‘He loved me so,” she
said to herselfa thousand times a day. “ For
better for wors, for ricker for poorer, in
sickness and in khealth, till deatl us do part.”
Would that death might come sooner than
he should cease to love me,” but the words
he had spoken on that last night kept rising
in her memory, a fiend she could not lay:
“Ada, when we are married, I shall have
the greatest pride in taking you out, in feeling
that all men admire you, and knowing that
you are mine.”

Would he feel that pride now? Better tu
know the truth at once than linger in such
uncertainty. Sometimes she thought of him
as 50 good and noble,(for we are apt to deify
the object we love) that she upbraided her-
self for entertaining suspicions that were
perhaps both cruel and unjust. What would
life be to her without him, she said. To lose
him would be to lose everything—everything
that makes life worth having. Surely he had
won her for herself; he mustlove her still ;
that he would not was too bitter a thought
to be seriously entertained.

* At lastthe day came when her fate was to
be decided ; arrangements were being made
for their leaving London. Sir Henry could
no longer be refused ; he insisted that he
must see the girl who would have been his
wife six weeks before, but for the dridal veil
and that illstarred visit to Westminster.
Ada was placed upon her sofa, the light from
the window softly siaded by partly drawn
curtains; every arrangement made that could
lessen the shock all her attendants felt Sir
Henry must experience when he saw the
fearful ravageswhichdisease had made in the
once beautiful face. Ada had tried to nerve
herself to bear the interview, and the strug-
gle had been hard and long. '

¢ If I only look in his face,” she said, “ I
shall know 1

When the dreaded moment arrived, and

openzd, and she felt that her lover was be-
fore her.

¢ Ada, my darling,” he exclaimed, advanc-
ing quickly. “ Ada look at me—speak.”

Then she turned her face, and he stood
spell-bound. He saw no trace of Ada, he
only saw the scarred lines, the disfigured
features, a face which men would turn to
look at now for its unsightliness, as they had
once done for its rare loveliness. The eyes
—only the eyes—had the lingering remains
of the look of old, and those eyes sought
his,and hung upon their expression, as crim-
inals await their verdict. He turned white,
—whiter even than she had done, and tried
to speak the words that rose to his lips,
but he could not. The eager look died out
of Ada’s eyes, though the love remained.

« Henry," she said softly, “you were not
prepared for this. You cannot love me as I
am.”

Again he tried to speak, again he failed.

“It was not me you loved, after all,” she
whispered, “oh, I have hoped against hope.”

“Ada,” he exclaimed, kneeling beside her
coucx, and kissing her, ¢ you are unjust.”

“No, I am not unjust, but we are all hu-
man, you most of all. Henry, you could not
bear to have your wife pointed at as I should
be.”

The flush she knew so well of old rose to
his cheek.

“Ada” he said, “you promised to be my
wife; you promised, and I accepted the
promise in brighter days—I am come now,
as willing to give effect to that promise as
I was then.”

“ As willing, perhaps, but not as ready,”
She saw that in his face, felt it in the shrink-
ing touch of his hand, but the words he said
were so sweet to her that she tried to ima-
gine they werereal. Asheknelt there beside
her, as he had so often dorie before, she for-
got everything—lived only in the present.
Hec spoke of her illness, and of all the miser-

. she heard the footsteps she knew so well, a, able anxiety he had suffered; he told her
faint feeling came over her. Then the door ‘ what he had been doing, and tried to inter-

’
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est he: with details of the outside world, but | Ada’s wishes, a very retired little watering-
Ada remembered, after he was gone, that | place on the East Coast, 4 place where they
the future had been an avoided subject, that | might be as quiet as they liked. Here
he had never mentioned their marriage day. | they were soon comfortably established, but

Ada got better, but returning health and , the change of scene did not bring to Ada the
strength brought no happiness with them ;, rest she expected. The uncertainty of her
her life was no longer the same as it had | position weighed on her mind, but she

been before her illness.

Sir Henry came , shrank from being herself the instrument of

daily to Eccleston Square, though his visits , destroving all her remaining hopes. She
were often hurried, and he pleaded engage- , would stand before the glass and compare

ments, and business that had never existed
in the old times. She would watch and wait
hour after hour, listening for the sound of his
horses’ feet in the square—wait only to be
disappointed. Ada had been so accustomed
all her life to love, flattery, and adulation,
that her present position fretted her spirits—
her existence became almost a burden to
her. Her father spent more of his time with
her than he had been used to do, continu-
ally leaving his favorite studies, the library,
or the club, in order, if possible, to cheer
her up ; but everything was of no avail. At
last the doctors recommended change of air,
and as the Willinghams had always been
accustomed to leave town in July, and it
was now the middle of August, they decided
to go at once.

Ada had generally chosen for their sum-
mer retreat some gay and fashionable water-
ing-place, where the chances were they would
meet again many of their London friends.
Now her greatest desire was to avoid being
seen ; her dread of pity exceeded her former
love of admiration. When Sir Henry was
told of the arrangement he acquiesced at
once, and promised to join them as soon
as he possibly could,.but he left himself
tolerably free by deciding nothing. Ada
did not press the point, but her heart sank
when, accidentally driving home through the
Park late one afternoon, she recognised her
lover and Constance Brereton riding to-
gether in the Row.

Her lover! Was he her lover, or was that
all over and gone—a delusion of the past?

her face with the face that had once been
reflected back, and she knew that it was no
longer one that men would care to look
upon. She might be the same herself, but
she could .no longer inspire love. If Sir
Henry had loved her as she loved him, he
would be unchanged. But did he ? That was
the thought that rose again and again. She
remembered now how often he had spoken
of her beauty, and his pride in her, and how
sweet the praise was then. And now even
the remembrance of it was very bitter.

The end of August had come before Sir
Henry Sefton fulfilied his promise of joining
them at Cromer Bridge.

Ada soon found that Sir Henry’s visit
was likely to be a hurried one, and he
still avoided the subject of their marriage.
‘When they strolled together on the beachin
the lovely summer evenings, scenes that of
old would have made his tones lower and his
accents more tender, now only made him
constrained and absent. In vain, night after
night, Ada tried to delude herself into the
belief that it was something more than
honour that bound him to her, but the truth,
in all its bare reality, forced itself upon her.
At last she could no longer endure the sus-
pense.  Sir Henry was going away again to
fulfil another of those engagements which he
now considered unavoidable, and still he
made no mention of their marmriage. “Ra-
ther,” Ada said, as she knelt beside her open
window in the soft twilight, the sound of the
waves breaking on the grey shingle beach,
‘““Rather anything than this ; better to give

Mr. Willingham selected, in deference to | him back his promise myself, than let him
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give me up.” Her father neither observed
nor suspected any difference in Sir Henry

Sefton. He thought that Sir Henry merely |

awaited his child’s complete recovery, and
Ada determined to leave him under this
impression till all was decided.

It was not till the last day of Sir Henry's
visit at Cromer Bridge that she gained suf-
ficient courage for her purpose, but during
a long sleepless night she had made up her
mind, and she would not allow herself to be
turned from her purpose. Sir Henry wasto
start by an evening train, and she expected
him every moment to come from the hotel
where he was staying, to wish her good
bye, so she went slowly down stairs and
waited in the drawing-room. It was getting
dusk, for already the days were visibly short-
ening ; and she was glad that it was so, for
her heart was beating and her hands tremb-
ling. Presently he came in and stood beside
her atthe window. After asilence shesaid;
“ Henry, I have something to saiy—some-
thing I must tell you before you go.”

Her voice had fallen so low that he could
hardly catch her words.

“Henry, I could not marry a man who
4did not love me for myself. I know that
everything is different now to what it used
to be. [ release you”

Even then she clung to the thought that
he would refuse his freedom, and for a few
minutes he did ; for a few minutes her arms
wereround him, and her face leaning against
his as of old—then the dream was over.

“Ada, you must not be hasty. God
knows I wish to do what is right, and if ever
a man lcved a woman, Ada, I have loved
you.” '

“Never me,” she said, softly.

The young man got up, and paced the
soom.

“ Ada, I will write to you ; this is a mis-
take—it must be overruled.”

“ Remember,” she said, going to him and
¢akirg his hand, “ whatever happens, I shall

not blame you. You are as free,—as free
as if we had never met.”

“ Ada, you are better than I am. You are
too good for me—can you forgive me ?”.

Once: more she twined both her arms
round his neck and whispered low, loving
words. Then suddenly she released herself.

It is not good bye, Ada,” he exclaimed ;
“ remember, Ada, we shall meet again.”

“Yes—awe shail meet again !’ and she
turned resolutely away, and left the room.

He had tried to speak, to prevent her
going, but he felt that he was once more
alone, and a free man.

In the depths of her heart, Ada still
hoped against hope. She could not bring
herself to believe that he would accept his
release ; but late that night a letter, with the
writing she knew so well, was put into her
hand. She opened it eagerly, her heart
beating wildly as she did it, and read,—

“As I said, Ada, you are better than 1}
am. You are too good for me. I shall al-
ways love you, bu* I accept my release, and
I pray for your forgiveness for the wrong I
have done you; for if unhappiness comes to
you through any mistake of mine, the thought
of it would cast a shadow over all my future
life.”

After reading the first few lines the paper
dropped from herhand. She had seen enough.
The words burned like fire into her brain.
Everything had gone into darkness. She
was no longer the lovely Ada Willingham,
admired and courted wherever she went, the
spoiled darling of society and the first object
in life to the man she had chosen before all
the world to bestow her wealth of love upon.
She was no longer any of these, but a miser-
able, rejected woman.

CHAPTER IIIL

FTER atime the Willinghamswentback

to Eccleston Square, but Ada refused

all invitations to go into society, and deter-
mined to dismiss Mademoiselle Victorine.
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Mademoiselle Victorine professed to be
désolde at the idea, but allowed herself to
become reconciled in the prospect of higher
wages, and a greater scope for the exercise of
her talents.

“ Mademoiselle Ada” she said, “had been
charmante, when turned out of her skilful
hands in former days, but now gue voulez
vous—what could she do with any one s:
affreusement laide.”’

Ada debated some time whom she could
get to supply her place; then the Belgian
lace maker flashed upon her memory. She
ordered the carriage, and that very afternocn
drove once again into the obscure street in
Westminster, at the back of the Victoria
Flats. Once more she went up the ricketty
stairs—once more she pushed back the
broken door. There was only one occupant
of the room now, the figure of the dying
woman was absent from the straw pallet.
Only the girl remained. She was crouching
over an empty grate, sewing by the waning
light at a delicate bi: of embroidery. She
started up on Ada’s entrance, but failed to
recognise her visitor.

“Iam Miss Willingham,” Ada said, « the
Iady to whom you once brought an unfinish-
ed wedding veil.”

The work had dropped from the girl’s
fingers, and the compassion she felt was
gleaming in her dark eyes.

“ It was not your fault,” Ada sai@, quietly,
“01ly mine, and to show you that I feel what
I say, I am come here to-day to ask you if
you would like to enter my service, and live
with me as my maid, instead of working all
by yourself. I would not have asked you,
although I came on purpose, but I see that
you have nothing to keep you here.”

The girl hid her faceand busst into tears
—then she took Ada’s hand and kissed it,
pouring forth as she did so a toment of
thanks. She wasalone, miserable, starving.
Ada had rescued her from death, she would
serve her all her life.

Ada tried to cheer and comfort her, .

then gave the girl some money to enable her
to get what clothes she required, and ar-
ranged for her to come to Eccleston Square
on the following day. Lizette, that was the
girl's name, went with her to the door, and
watched her as she went down the ricketty
stairs, a smile on her pale thin face that did
more for Ada than all the prescriptions that
were ordered for her perfect restoration by
her physicians and attendants. When Ada
re-entered the carriage, her heart was highter
than it had been any time since her illness :
and a resolution was made that night, on
bended knées, that her future life should be
given more to the service of her fellow crea-
tures. She looked upon the squalid faces in
the streets now with different eyes. To help
them in their poverty and wretchedness
should be her appointed work in life—the life
she had once thought to spend so differently.
She had lost all the world considers worth
having, but she could still be of use to her
fellow creatures. And nobly she fuifilled her
intentions. Accompanied by Lizette, she
sought out the miserable homes of the sick
and dying, carrying comfort and hope with
her; and realizing, in a life of selfsacrifice,
that peace which the world could never have
bestowed, and which it was powerless to take
away.

Before the bright green leaves of early
spring had opened on the beech trees that
skirt Rotten Row, the scene of so many of
her former triumphs, sir Henry Sefton had
married Constance Brereton. Ada read the
announcement in the paper, and that day
was a very dark one to her. She counld not
rest, or take any pleasure in her usual occu-
pations. Lizette, who had become much
attached to her young wmistress, wondered
sorrowfully, but Ada did not mention, even
to her father, what she knew he must have
seen as well as herself. The bridal bells
seemed ringing In her ears, and the words,
“J take thee, Ada, to have and to hold, for
better for worse, in sickness and in health,

o e gy
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till death us do part,” were ever present to
her mind.

Alas! something worse than death had
parted them,

Sir Henry Sefton and his lovely bride went
abroad on the rrthodox wedding tour, and
then they returned to a house in Park Lane,
* which had been sumptuously fitted up for
their reception. Constance was beautiful
enough to gratify the most exigeans husband’s
desires, but somehow Sir Heary was not as
much pleased as he ought to have been. He
felt that all men admired his wife, but he did
not feel as certain that her affections were
his. He had found her,as Constance Brere-
ton, surrounded by admirers, and had
carried her away from them all; but although
she professed to love him, a miserable doubt

regarding her sincerity would come over!

him. She did not love him as Ada had once
loved him. A day came when #%af truth
forced itself upon him.

Dress, society, and admiration, were as es-
sential to Constance in her married life, as
they had been in her single days. Her house
in Park Lane was constantly thronged with
visitors, and she became a star in the fash-
ionable world ; so that before the season
was over, half London struggled for the
entrée to her kettledrums, her concerts, and
her balls.

Years went by,and little children clain. -
her care; but this made no difference. Sir
Henry remonstrated ; differences arose, and
coldness crept in. One trial succeeded
another, till at last 8 morning came when
all London was electrified by the startling
intelligence that the admired and courted
Lady Henry Stfton had eloped from her hus-
band’s rogf. Sir Henry’s pride and honour
were more wounded than his affections, and,
In that hour of retributive justice, the
memory of Ada haunted him like a dream.
He would have gone to her but he dared
not, fearing that she would turn from him,
scorning even his friendship. He retired from
the world, and although he remained princi-

pally in London, the opinion of society, which
he had once valued so highly, became as no-
thing to him.  Circumstance had changed
and marred all his previous views of life, and
left him a sadder, but perhaps a Jcffer man.
It was not for some years after his wife’s
desertion of him that he saw Ada Willing-
ham again. He had said once, * we shall
meet again,” Alas, he dreamt not *~w that
prophecy would be fulfilled.

He was riding through Eccleston Square;
He often went there now—uwent in the vague
hope of meeting Ada. Suddenly a deadly
pallor spread itself over his face. The blinds
in the old house he knew so well were all
drawn.”

It might be her father who was dead, or
Mrs. Stonot. Why did something whisper to
him that it was Ada. In that moment the
intervening time had all vanished ; he was
standing on the balcony again, the lovely
face turned up to his, and Ada was his af-
fianced bride once more. A sudden impulse
seized him. e got off his horse, and order-
ed the groom to return to Park Lane. Then
he went up to the door and knocked gently.
The summons was answered, 2ad the words
he had so feared were spoken—

Ada was dead !

« Mr. Willingham sees no one?”

Might he speak to Mrs. Stonor, if she was
still there?

The servant hesitated, but Sir Henry’s im-
portunity prevailed, and he was shown ifito
the drawingroom. There was a picture of
Ada hanging against the wall—Ada, as she
had once been, dressed all in clouddike
white, and flowers in her hair. It seemed
to speak to him, to be breathing of life,
and love, and hope—the hopes he had de-
stroyed. Everything reminded him of Ada,
and made the past years seem only a dream.
When Mrs. Stonor opened the door, he was
sitting with his face buried in his hands,
vainly trying to believe that his dreams had
been realities. '
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He started up on her approach, and took
the offered hand.

¢ I have noright,” he said, “to intrude my-
self on you ata time like this, but I have a
favour to ask, which I cannot help hoping
you will grant. May I—may I see Miss
Willingham ?”

Mrs. Stonor started back.

“You do not know, perhaps,” she said,
“the melancholy event that has happened,
that Ada—our dear Ada—is no more ?"

“1 did not know until just now,” he
replied.

“If you had only come before,” said Mrs.
Stonor, “Ada has been ill a2 long time,
and n_

““ What was the matter ?”

“Well, I don’t know, and it is my firm
belief the doctors did not know either, but
one thing is guite certain, she overworked
herself. She was never the same after that
time—you know—the time of-—of her en-
gagement being broken off—giving up all
society and devoting herself to visiting the
poor. Itwas notanatural life, was it, for one
50 young as Ada? Butshe always would have
it she was happier in doing that then in any-
thing else.”

Something like 2 moan issued from Sir
Henry’s lips.

 They tell me she has done so much
good,” Mrs. Stonor continued, “ that her loss
will be deeply felt by hundreds in the poor
districts.”

Sir Henry started up, and taking Mrs.
Stonor’s hand, looked earnestly at her.

“Did—did Ada ever mention my name ?”

Mrs. Stonor paused in her reply.

“ No—she never spoke of you; but she
made a request that——"

Sir Henry watched her anxiously, but she
put her finger on her lips, and beckoning
him to follow, opened the drawing-room
dcor and went up stairs.

At another door she paused, and, very
silently opening it, they both passed in. The
shutters were closed, but enough light strug-
gled in to reveal the long narrow coffin that
stood in the middle of the room.

Prepared as Sir Henry was, he started
back. He had not realized being face to face
with deat’.

Mrs. Stonor looked round anxiously—she
had admitted him into the sacred chamber,
and perhaps she feared Mr. Willingham
would know it. Sir Henry saw the look, and
advanced at her bidding.

For a moment, and though he looked he
could not see anything—then the darkness
passed from his eyes. Mrs. Stonor had
drawn aside the covering, and Ada was be-
fore him. He had fulfilled his promise; they
had met again !

Death, as it sometimes does, had laid a
restoring hand on the face that disease had
so cruelly marred. Ada was the Ada of the
long ago days, the face calm and sweet, with
an expression of rapt repose.

Sir Henry stood beside her, looking and
listening for the voice that had once spoken
in such accents of love—the voice he would
never hear again in all the coming years.
How long a time passed he never knew, but
Mrs. Stonor touched his arm ;

“That was her request,” she whispered ;
“ her last wish.” Then for the first time Sir
Henry Sefton saw that she was wrapped in
her bridal veil, with a bouquetof dead flowers
lying on her breast.

et ——
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RUNNING THE DOURO RAPIDS.
BY M. E. MUCHALL.

Three cheers for the lumbermen, wild a;nd free,
The sweep of their long oars I love to hear,

The sound of their voices is joy to me,

- For then I know that a crib is near.

Hurrah! I am off te Otonabe¢’s side,
Not far irom its steep banks I care to roam ;
They’ll come in a moment to take the long slide
Right over the rapids and down through the foam.

They're heaving in sight, see the brave pilot stand,
Unawed by the wild rushing water beJow ;

They’re ready to try it--one wave of his hand,
And down the long slide they so fearlessly go.

All covered with spray see their forms now appearing ;
The Frenchmen are tossing their caps up on high;
The poor shivering fellows, how loudly they’re cheering,

*Twould only be civil to jcin in the crv.

They laugh at their ducking when dauger is oer,
They care not a farthing for all their hard knocks;
One word from the pilot, each man at his oar
Is manfully rowing to keep off the rocks.

But swift runs the stream, such a stiff breeze is blowing,
Methinks ’twill be hard work to keep the crib straight;
Oh, yes, my poor raftsmen, in vain was your rowing,
It strikes on the hard rock—just hark to the grate.

The timbers are parting, the waters are rushing
Up, up through the opening, and off go the men;
But still, 'tis far better than if they were crushing
Amongst the great timbers just closing again.

Come, landsmen, make ready, push quickly “long side.
Keep coul, my poor fellows, one short moment more.
Cling to the dmbers—soon out of the tide
We'll bear you in trinmph and joy to the shore.
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THE HALF-BREEDS OF RED RIVER.

THEIR HABITS AND CUSTOMS.

ROM different causes a great deal of
attentina has of late been directed
to the Red River Territory, which before
had been a “erre incognita”  Although we
cannot but regret some of the events, they
served to advertise the country to the world,
and were the indirect means of immediately
opening up communication through Cana-
dian territory.

Without referring to the different routes by
which the territory can be reached, we will
proceed to give a short epitome of its his-
tory, before we touch upon the present con-
dition of the people and their peculiarities
and customs.

In 1811, Lord Alex. Seikirk obtained a
grant of land from the Hudson Bay Com-
pany, in the Assiniboia territory. In 1812
a small party of settlers, from Scotland, ar-
rived in the territory, and erected houses
for those who were to follow. And in 17814
the number had increased to about two
hundred. After undergoing many reverses,
enduring great hardships, having twice to
give up their farms and leave the settlement,
the people overcame all their difficulties, and
attained to their present prosperous condi-
tion.

About the same time that Lord Selkirk
started his settlement of Scotch, or within
two or three years after that datc, a few
straggling families, principally of French
half-breeds, took up their abode on the
banks of the Red River. It was customary
for the emplcyees of the Hudson Bay and
North-West Companies either to marry or
cohabit with the Indian women around the
poststo which they were attached. In time,
and after having children, many of them
looked upon their concubines as their wives,
and treated them as such, taking them about

from post to post. These men, after a ser-
vice of from twenty to forty years, becom-
ing tired of it, joined the previous settlers,
and sought a retreat and a quiet old age in
tilling the soil on the beautiful banks of the
Red River.

The officers of the companies usnally en-
tered the service when from fourteen to six-
teen years -of age; and it was not only the
low ranks of the service that intermarried
with the Indian women of the country ; those
holding the highest positions, the chief
traders and chief factors, did the same. The
consequence was, that men receiving large
pay, and occupying good positions, on retir-
ing from the service found that they had re-
cognized families of half-breeds looking to
them for support. When deciding upon a
place to settle, they naturally took up their
quarters where they could spend their old
age among a people with whom they felt at
home, and could live in the free and easy
manner to which they had been accustomed
from their earliest days. They did this rather
than take home to the old country families
that their relatives might be ashamed of—
rather than undergo the restraints of a civi-
lized life, now grown irksome to them—
rather than return after a lengthened ab-
sence to their homes, either 1o find their old
friends dead, or themselves unrecognized
and forgotten.

In a statement, published in 1818, of the
Selkirk Settlement, the half-breed population
was then thus spoken of:—¢ Technically
termed in that country Metéss, Bois Brulés,
or Half-breeds. These are the illegitimate
progeny, chiefly, of the Indian traders and
others in the service of the North-West
Company, by Indian women.”

Many of the forts and posts of the Hud.
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son Bay Company are now in charge of the,

halfbreed children of the earlier chief trad-
ers and chief factors, and the name ha'f
breed, if it ever was so, has ceased to bea
term of reproach. One old officer of the
Company, who died last year, was a descend-
.ant of one of the oldest and best families in
Montreal. He entered the service of the
Company about fifty years ago, married or
«<ohabited with an Indian woman when he
was young, and had a son by her who is now
in charge of one of the Company’s posts.
The father died, leaving a property valued
at twenty-five thousand pounds, andabout a
dozen half-breed children.

An intelligent half-breed thus descended
is the best man that can be found for the
charge of the interior posts. e has the
intelligence of the white man, with the In-
dian sagacity. He can live on the cuarsest
food, can endure the greatest hardships, can
bear to be isolated from the world year after
year. No one better understands the In-
dian character, or can deal to greater ad-
vantage with the race. There arc two large
classes of the half-breeds—the English and
French. The former appear to take more
after the white and less after the Indian,
while the latter, on the contrary, seem to
descend more to the Indian level. This is
shown in various ways. They care less than
the English halfbreeds fur cultivating the
soil, are satisfied with coarser and plainer
food, are more improvident, and evince
greater fondness for buffalo hunting and its
gipsy life.  From the earliest history of the
settlement, it has been the custom to go out
to summer and winter buffalo hunts. These
parties are made up almost exclusively of
French halfbreeds. They rendezvous at a
certain point in the settlement, with their
ox-carts, buffalo-runners, and their whole
families*~in some years having been known
to number as many as fifteen hundred catts.
After quitting the seitlement, they agree
amongst themselves upon a captain, chosen

the hunting field. Heis to say when they
shall start in the morning, how long they
shall travel, and when they shall camp at

‘night. All disputes are referred to him.

‘When they approach the buffalo, they mount
their runters, as their trained horses are
called, and pursue the herd. On bringing
down a buffalo, the hunter who shoots it
drops a glove or something by way of token.
The women, following with the carts, take
the carcases belonging to their lords, and
commence converting them into pemmican.

The half-breeds, with their long hair and
dark complexions, when dressed in their
usual style, with fur cap, capote or carriboo
shirt, leggings and moccasins to match, car-
rying flint-lock guns, and mounted on roving
little Indxan ponies, caparisoned with a gor-
geously worked beaded saddlecloth and
beaded saddle, with long lassces of buffalo
hide trailing on the ground yards behind
them, present really a picturesque appear-
ance. The horses always walk or gallop.
You might ride about the settlement for
days together and never see a horseman
trotting.

The half-breeds are uncommonly fond of
horse-zacing. Itis a very ordinaryoccurrence
in Winnipeg, to see a horserace between
half-breeds up and down the street. There
are impromptu matches made for small
stakes. Often a couple of half-breeds may
be seen tearing down the street on horse-
back with their hair flying and arms work-
ing, amid the applause of the bystanders.
They all ride uncommonly well, being used
to it from their infancy, and almost living in
their saddles. They dash up the street in
small troops at full gallop, stop suddenly at
an hotel, throw themselves off their horses,
which, if wild, are cobbled with their las-
soes, enter the hotel, spend their money
most freely, and after drinking a good
deal come out, and dash off again in the
same wild, reckless, devil-may-care style.
They are rather given to gambling, and are

for his boldness, experience and success in|a very intemperate race, patticularly the
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French. They can frequently be seen com-
ing out of the Hudson Bay Company’s store
with small bottles filled with rum, which
they proceed to empty before leaving the
yard. A day never passes but some are
seen returning home intoxicated on foot, or
reeling about on their horses. They are
naturally quiet and inoffensive if unprovok-
ed, fond of a joke, and laugh a good deal,
but, when under the influence of liquor, their
worse nature shows itself, and their Indian
passions appear for the time to predominate.
In a fight they would probably be cowardly,
and take an unfair advantage of an advet-
sary where it was possible. They are pas-
sionately fond of dancing and of the fiddle.
Innearly every family, one can be found who
plays that instrument. After the snow falls
they have numberless gatherings for dancing.
They do not, as we do, assemble at 10 p.m.
and break up at 1 or 2 in the morning—that
would be considered utterly absurd—they
meet at the reasonable hour of 6 in the
evening, dance all that night until about
eight the following morning, breakfast in
the house by daylight, and then return home,
often driving as many as twenty miles.
After weddings these dances have been
known to be kept up (we have it on the very
best authority) for two and even three days,
until the guests have eaten up every thing
in the house. The dances are always crowd-
ed, as the Red River cottage usually contains
but two or three rooms. The principal
dance, in fact their only one, is called a Red

on all hands, from the highest to the Indian,
the women taking their kiss as a matter of
course, sometimes from entire strangers. It
is now dying out, since the advent of stran-
gers and the opening up of the settlement.
Red River has changed greatly in the last
two or three years : before, it was fifty years
behind the rest of the world. It was ex-
ceedingly difficult of access, being bounded
on the west by a thousand miles of unin-
habited prairie, and many hundreds of miles
of mountainous and broken country ; on the
north it had access to the Atlantic ocean by
way of a most dangerous river and the
Hudson's Bay, only open on an average
about six weeks of the year ; on the east a
canoe voyage of ahout fifteen hundred
miles was required to reach Toronto; so
tnat the seitlers remained cut off from the
world until they gave up the old routes to the
north and east, and adopted that to the
south. This was an overland journey, by
the vast trackless prairie, of between five and
six hundred miles, to St. Paul's, one of the
earliest settlements in that quarter, and from
St. Paul's to Chicago. The length of the
journey deterred visitors, and the settlers
were contented to remain as they were, sel-
dom hearing from the outside world, and
taking little or no interest in it.

As a rule the half-breed, like the Indiaa,
eats inordinately. If he has fasted for a
time his cravings seem never to be satisfied.
The writer recollects seeing an Indian and

a half-breed sit down to a pot filled with a .

River jig, which somewhat resembles a horn- | fish that must have weighed, before it was
pipe, male and female participating in it; cooked, close upon twenty-five pounds, and

every little while some new couple cutting
out those dancing; so that it can go on for
hours together, till the fiddlers and their
reliefs are all exhausted As a dance for
females it is most ungraceful.

Another curious custom of Red River is
that at any chance meeting on New Year’s
day, whether at one of their dances, or in
calling, or elsewhere, the men and women

iss each other. It used to be indulged in
2

I

i

finish it before they stopped, leaving only
the head and bones untouched ; after which
they swallowed a quantity of pemmican.
Even then they looked as hungry as ever,
and as if it would be dangerous to leave any
edible within their reach.

At a citizens’ ball in the village of Winni-
peg, a stout half-breed happened to place
himself beside the writer at the supper table.
Taking up a fork he deliberately transferred
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a whole duck from the dish on to his own.

plate, and, after totally demolishing it,
proceeded with the rest of his supper.
There are exceptions to all rules, and some
half-breeds, of course, do not eat to excess.
In fact, there are some 2z every repect like
full-blooded whites.

Halfbreeds naturally can adapt them-
selves with ease to the habits of the Indians.
The half-breed whose gastronomic feat is
mentioned above, was a most respectable
and intelligent fellow, could read and write
well, had a good farm in the settlement,
stocked with forty or fifty head of cattle, and
was accustomed to living very comfortably.
He once took the writer into a wigwam
tenanted by an old squaw, her daughter and
grandchild. The owner, just returned from
a long journey, had taken up his grand-
child and was kissing and fondling it, with a
greater appearance of feeling than one would
~xpect to find in an Indian. The writer
stood at the door, afraid to touch the sides
of it for fear of vermin (Indians always be-
ing very dirty), while my friend walked in,
sat down on some blankets, picked up an
old pot filled with water, in which a fish had
been boiled, and drank a quantity, seeming-
ly with great relish. After he had held a
long conversation with them in -the Indian
tongue, we came away. All half-breeds can
speak some Indian dialect. The French
and English can always communicate freely
with each other by their common language.

The women generally dress in dark col-
oured clothes ; out of the house they inva-
riably wear a black shawl over their heads,
which serves the place of bonnet and cloak,
and looking out, with a sly glance from the
corner of their eyes, with their bright red or
bronzed complexions, they appear. rather
attractive.

On Sundays the French women may be
seen in crowds crossing the ferry at St. Bon-
iface. 'When delayed there, they have a way
of resting themselves by squatting down on
the ground, not caring whether there is grass

or not—a habit they have inherited from
their Indian mothers.

It is not an uncommon thing to see a
leather tent standing near the houses of the
half-breeds, and used a good deal in the
summer months ; it is cooler for sleeping in,
and they can have their smudge for keeping
off the musquitoes, and can gratify a taste
for out-door life.

It has always been considered totally un-
necessary to have locks on the doors of the
houses ; doors can be left open, articles left
lying about in the most careless manner,
without any danger of their being stolen or
the house being entered. Till lately crime
was almost unknown in the settlement.
There was only one Judge for the whole
place, who held court at Fort Garry about
every three months. The jail was a wood-
en building, and nearly always unoccupied.

During the summer many of the settlers
employ their time in what is called * trip-
ping,” that is, in making trips between Fort
Garry and St. Paul’s, in Minnesota. They
go with loads of fur, and return with all
sorts of merchandize for the shopkeepers of
Red River. They take with them all their
working oxen, of which some have only six
or eight, others thirty or forty. The oxen
are harressed singly to carts made com-
pletely of wood, without tires, these being
the most convenient, as they can be floated
over the streams on the route where there
are no ferry-boats. As a general thing there
is 2 man in charge of every five or six carts,
to load and unload, attend to the oxen
morning and evening, and other work. The
leading ox of the train is an old stager that
walks fast. He usually has blinds on, so
that the driver need not be nlways at his
head goading him on, a call being enough.
The second ox is tied by the horns with
buffalo thongs to the leading cart, the third
to the second, and so on all through the
train, consequently they are unable to lag,

All summer these trains are arriving and
leaving the settlement, from the small ones
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of eight or ten carts to a string of a hun-

dred or more. Theyare often heard before
they are seen ; the wheels, through want of
greasing, emita sound anything bu* agree-
able to the ear. A good-sized train can
easity be heard a mile off.

As winter sets in this traffic is stopped,
and many then go for the winter buffalo
hunting. Those left devote themselves to
pleasure, drive about in their little carioles,
or in small sleighs with racks, their own
handiwork, and appear to enjoy life as well
as the best of us. After the snow falls all
long journeys into the interior are made
with dog trains, consisting of three or more
dogs barnessed in tandem fashion, with
Dutch collars, to small carioles, or, as we
should call them, toboggans, a haif-breed
driver with a whip completing the turnout.
The ** huskies, "or Esquimaux dogs, from the
north, are considered the best for this pur.
pose. They are only fed once a day, thatis
in the evening, the meal consisting of fish
or about a pound of pemmican. Thiskeeps
them in good condition. In camp, with the
dogs about, unless they are very well fed,
neatly everything has to be hung up out of
their reach, even muccasins and snow shoes.
The cariole itself (on account of the deer
thongs about it,) has also to be hung up,
otherwise it would be destroyed. In the

dog cariole the passenger can sit or lie down
with the greatest comfort and warmth ; it
being low, little wind is caught. The driver
by practice can run all day, making from
forty to sixty miles, and only occasionally
jumping on the rear of the cariole, which
projects beyond the place where the occu-
pant sits, or where the load is placed.

The inhabitants of Red River, Scotch or
half-breed, invariably wear moccasins made
of moose or buffalo skin, called by them
shoes. Winter or summer, cold or warm,
dry or muddy, they always wear their moc-
casins—in summer generally without socks
or stockings. When it is muddy their feet
of course are always wet or damp ; they are
accustomed to this, and it does not appear
to injure their health in the least. During
the cold weather they wear inside the shoes
pieces of warm cloth like blanket, techni-
cally termed “ duffel.” ’

They are the fortunate possessors of a
splendid country. As regards soil, it is one
of the gardens of the earth. It is impossi-
ble to travel over those countless acres of
waving grass, without meditating on the
great future which awaits Canada when they
shall have been converted into thriving
farms by our industrious and loyal fellow-
subjects.

—~ -
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THE OLD AND!VTHE NEW.
BY HENRY RAINE.

E crept along the pine-clad shore,
"Mid looming hills that vaster grew,
And said,—* Farewell, for evermore,—
Farewell the Old, we greet the New.”

We came across the tossing foam,
Athwart the restless sea-walls borne,
And said—¢ Adieu to thee, dear Home,”
With faces to the brightening morn.

The land grew large ; and manifold
The shining valleys vast and fair.

Sweet voices echo from the Old, -

* But yet I breathe a freer air.

The cycle of the long, long year,
The first slow-pacing year of pain,

With weary pulses draweth near,
And echoes for the Old again,

Once more there breaks the sunlit glow
Of long fled, golden memories ;

And through my soul vibrations flow,
The heralds of sweet reveries.

1 stand upon- the rugged shore,
And look, and list across the main ;

I muse— Shall I not see them more?”
And yet mine eyes with yearning strain.

I stand upon the rugged shore,
And watch the homeward ships go by,
And hearken through the breakers’ roar,
For music that will never die.

There is sweet music fancy-bred,
That softly calls across the sea,
Like voices from the happier dead,

For truly dead they seem to me.

The shadows flee, back rolls the pall,
There stand thé maidens on the shore,
‘They wave their beckoning hands, and call

To one who loves them more and more.

Transfigured! in the shining track,
Afar their radiant faces shine;

They breathe— O summer winds bring back
Our friend, long lost, across the brine.”
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O white-winged sea-bird flying far,
Take my fond love-words o'er the wave,
To where green downs and roses are,
And tell them yet my will is brave.

Before me waves a shadowy throng,
Behind, the snow-clad armies lurk,

But evermore doth float the song—
¢ Bide thou thy time, endure, and work.”

I draw my hand across mine eyes,
And turn a sad heart once again

To life ;—now kindlier gleam the skies,
The earth seems brighter for the rain.

BARRIE, Ont.

A TRUE CAPTAIN OF INDUSTRY.

HE vast works of the railway and
steamboat age called into existence,

besides the race of great engineers, a race of
great organizers and directors of industry,
who may be generally termed Contractors.
Among these no figure was more conspicu-
ous than that of Mr. Brassey, alife of whom
has justbeen published by Messrs. Bell and
Daldy. Itsauthoris Mr. Helps, whose name
is a guarantee for the worthy execution of
the work. And worthily executed it is,in
spite of a little Privy Council solemnity
in the reflections, and a little *“State paper”
in the style. The materials were collected
in an unusual way—by examining the per-
sons who had acted under Mr. Brassey, or
knew him well, and taking down their evi-
dence in short-hand. The examination was
conducted Dy Mr. Brassey, jun., who pru-

self, feeling that a son could not speak im-
partially of his father.

Mr. Helps had been acquainted with Mr.
Brassey, and had once received a visit from
him on official business of difficulty and im-
portance. He expected, he says, to see a
hard, stern, soldierly sort of person, accus-
tomed to sway armies of working-men in an
imperious fashion. Instead of this he saw
an elderly gentleman of very dignified ap-
pearance and singularly graceful manners—
“a gentleman of the old school”  He
stated his case, no, I express myself
wrongly ; he did #0# state his case, he under-
slated it ; and there are few things more at-
tractive in a man than that he should be in-
clined to understate rather than overstate
his own case.” Mr. Brassey was, also, very
brief, and when he went away, Mr. Helps,

dently declined to write the biography him-

-

knowing well the matter in respect to which
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his visitor had a grievance, thought that,
if it had been his own case, he would hardly
have been able to restrain himself so well,
and speak with so little regard to selfinter-
est, as Mr. Brassey had done.
persons whom Mr. Helps had known, he
thought M