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Drcemser 24, 1870.

CHRISTMAS.

TR merry Christmas time has come again, and the
never-wearying round of gift making and receiving; of
feasting and family reunion ; and, most noble of all, of
“remembering the poor,” will be trodden with the same
zest as if the festive season had come upon us for the first
time in our lives. This happy faculty of remembering
and- celebrating ¢ times and seasons’’ adds much to the
pleasure of life ; arrests the corrosion of the best impul-
ges of humanity by the hard, dull drag of everyday work ;
brightens the brightest features in our nature and reminds
us, not too frequently, of the kinship that subsists among
all.

But Christmas festivities have lost much of their pecu-
liar social customs. In fact it is very doubtful whether
these customs, except in some of their most prominent fea-
tures, ever took fixed form among the people. The leading
idea of the Social Christmas is Amusement, jollity, giving
and receiving pleasure. And though this may take dif-
ferent forms in different ages, or in different countries in
the same age, it is hardly correct to assume that the
‘““good old times’ outstepped those which followed them
in the art of ministering to the tastes and predilections of
the people. No doubt there was a time when the ‘“boar’s
head ”” was regatded as a wondrous delicacy ; but if at the
presens day for the purposes of a Christmas dinner the
company prefer—and partake of, because they prefer it
—a roast turkey, shall we therefore conclude that manli-
ness has degenerated and intellect declined as s conse-
quence of the preference for a whole ¢ gobbler” over a
swine’s head ? 5

There is much that is traditional and formal in the
celebration of Christmas; many customs that have come
down, perhaps, from the Roman Saturnalia or other Pagan
feasts; but while we should applaud the genius of Chris-
tianity that converted these December bacchanal displays
in honour of the mythical son of Heaven and Earth, the
father of Jupiter, into friendly gatherings among the
worshippers of Him who is the God of Heaven and of
Earth, and the Father of All; we need not disparage
the customs of modern society, which dispense with many
of those practices formerly indulged in. If there be less
of “wine and wassail,” is there not more of the Christmas
book, of the holiday story, with its intellectual food, of
the pleasing diversion of Science into odd ways for the
amusement of the people? It was, undoubtedly, a noble
sight to see boor and baron for once m the year enjoy a
-common feast; but if the baron became more of the boor
than the boor did of the baron, wherein was society a
gainer? Let us cherish the genial memories of the
Christmas season; load our young folks with
presents; exchange gifts among friends; make old
age contented and youth joyful; banish resentments;
and, so to spesk, make & clean bill of health, in
preparation for duly entering upon the performance of
the obligations to be imposed upon us in the coming year.
But need we therefore ever cling to the old forms for'ex-
pressing these ever new desires and intentions? Must
there be no kissing but under the Mistletoe ? Bah !
Some of those poets and moralists who have written about
Christmas ; who have told us that

‘“England was Merry England when,”

&o., &c., probably never saw a real ¢ Yule log’ burning
on the hearth; certainly they never heard the jingle of
the merry sleigh-bells ; they knew not of the glories of the
"tobogan, nor of the sublime enjoyments of a snow-shoe
tramp. Now, shall we in Canada, who have these special
sources of enjoyment in so much abundance, whine about
departed customs that have lost their charms and only
left the world when they were replaced by those which
were better and more enjoyable ?

Christmas has other thoughts to suggest than those of
how can we best enjoy ourselves. How. best can we
give happiness to others? is a beautiful question
for all, and especially for the rich, at this season of the
year. Inour severe climate there must of necessity be
many cases of extreme hardship. Not from the dearth,
but from the large.consumption of fuel, its cost isa
serious item, and the thin-blooded, ill-fed family of the

poor man, whose insufficient dietary renders them the.

least able to withstand the cold, are those who, by scanty
raiment, badly built houses, and scarcity of fuel, are
most exposed to its rigours. Our National, and other
benevolent Societies, as well as Associations connected
with the churches, do much towsrds the alleviation of the
sufferings of the poor, and never more than at Christmas
time does the public willingly contribute to the support
of these Societies. We give the hint to charitable ladies
and others, that they may not neglect to improve one of
their best opportunities to successfully ‘beg’ for the
poor. ‘

It does not come within our province to discuss the
mighty Action for the celebration of which the great Chris-
tian festival was instituted. In our present number will

be found representations of some of the most artistic
renderings of events connected with the miracle of mir-
acles at Bethlehem; these speak to the eye, and, let
us hope, to the heart, of the glad tidings bringing
great joy to all the people. Surely few greater
social services, after the inculcation of the practice
of virtue, have been rendered by Christianity to the
world than that of hallowing the very enjoyments of
the people; of bringing heaven and earth into close com-
munion, in imitation of Him whose birth in the stable,
and whose cradling in the manger will be, to-night and
to-morrow, celebrated and meditated upon by millions
of worshippers. In the full contemplation of the
mystery which the Christmas festival celebrates, the
petty little bickerings of weak and selfish men are dwarfed
into insignificance, and the better qualities of humanity
assert themselves with renewed vigour, guiding men's
aspirations towards the realization of their hopes for a
state to come, which gives a fresh, more elevated and in-
spiriting meaning to the colloguial salnation of the season
—*¢ A MerrY CHRisTMAS!’ May it prove a merry Christ-
mas to all! though the wish is no sooner issued than the
impossibility of its realization suggests itself. The ra-
vages of war, of disease, of poverty and of the bad
passions of men, ever supply the stream of human misery,
and always offer fresh opportunities for the benevolent
to stem its tide at some point, hence we may at least hope
that many will seek their most cherished Christmas plea-
sures in alleviating the sufferings of the unfortunate.
That is undoubtedly a good way to enjoy ‘A Merry Christ-
mas,” and an exceedingly good preparation for a ‘Harpy
New YEar!”

e ——

8. GOLTMAN, GREAT §T. JAMES STREET.

At this festive season gentlemen will naturally desire to
present themselves in the latest style of fashion. Those who
are in doubt as to where they should go for a first class fit in
gentlemen’s clothing will be safe to call at Mr. Goltman’s
establishment, where they will find everything in gentlemen’s
furnishings of the best durable materiable, of the latest style,
and cut and fitted in the most fashionable manner.

THE INTERNATIONAL RELIEF SOCIETY AT
MANHEIM.

Already in past numbers we have spoken at length of the
International Society for the Relief of the Sick and Wounded
in War, and have given some account of its labours at the
different points throughout France and Germany, where its
branches are doing good service in the cause of human charity.
It is therefore only needful to jsay, in jreference jto this
illustration, that the Manheim branch of the society was one
of the carliest established after the breaking out of the war,
that it includes many members of the highest families of the
great commercial city, and that in other respects it differs in
no way from its sister-guilds.

SHERBROOKE AND S8T. FRANCIS RIVER.

The pretty town of Sherbrooke, in the county of the same
name, occupies gn elevated situation on both banks of the
River Magog, where it empties itself into the St. Francis, at
the point known as the Lower Locks. The Bt. Francis, one
of the most winding of Canadian streams, after leaving Lake
Weedon, passes through Dudswell, Bury and Westbury,
enters the town of Ascot, where it takes a sudden turn to the
north-west and sweeps past Lennoxville and Sherbrooke on
its course into Lake St. Peter. The town one of the mest
thriving in the Eastern Townships, is situated on the line of
the Grand Trunk, which passes for some little distance close
by the river. It possesses valuable woollen and cotton manu-
factures and is the seat of the district courts. It sends one
representative to the House of Commons and the Legislative
Assembly of the Province respectively, the present representa-
tive in the former being Hon. 8ir A. T. Galt K. M. G, and in
the latter the Hon. J. G. Robertson, Treasurer ‘of Quebec and
member of the Executive Council of the Province. Mr Robert-
son also occupied for many years the position of Mayor of
Sherbrooke. Our illustration of the river and town, looking
towards the South is after a drawing by Dr.J. G. Bompas,
The population of the town may be set down at about 2,000.

‘THE MARKET PLACE AND TOWN HALL
OF ORLEANS.

In their march upon Tours, at that time the seat of the
Provisional Government, the first obstacle that presented
itself on the way to the victorious Prussians, was the city of
Orleans, It was absolutely necessary to occupy the place,
ag unless this were done it would afford a strong vantage
ground for the enemy, from which they could harass the rear
of the forces attacking Tours, and considerably hinder the
operations of the army to the south of Paris. The city there-

fore became the object of a hotly contested fight between the |

Bavarians under Von der Tann/ and the troops in garrison,
congisting principally of the scattered relics of Marshal
McMahon's army, with a few battalions of Mobiles. The
battle raged for two days, the 10th and 11th of October, and
finally terminated in a victory for the Germans, at the com-
paratively small cost of 700 killed and wounded. The vic-
torious Bavarians entered the city, and troops were sent
forward along the line of the railway by Meung and Beau-
gency to follow up the fugitive army to Tours. This state
of affairs, however, lasted but for a short while. Von der
Tann fonnd himself in a trap, and being hard pressed by
Gen. Aurelle de Paladines, who had assumed the suprcme
command of the army of the Loire, he was compelled to
evacuate Orleans and retire towards Paris, where he was reen-
forced by the Duke of Mecklenburg’s corps and that of Duke
Albrecht. Afterwards he was joined by Prince Frederick
Charles, and the combined armies, under the leadership of

the Prince, once more advanced to the attack. De Paladines
was defeated, and in turn compelled to evacuate the city,
which was once more entered by the Prussians.

Our illustration gives the scene before the Town-hall at the
time of the entry of the Prussians in the city. In the rear rise
the towers of the beautiful old church of St. Croix the
Cathedral of the celebrated Bishop Dupanloup, whose name is
80 well known throughout the world for the able and daring
manner in which he has discussed many questions of great
public interest, and who recently issued a pastoral on the state
of France in which he urged courage and constancy in the
war, until the invaders should be repelled.

[ Written for the Canadian Illustrated News.)
CHRISTMAS.

A PICTURE AFTRR THEOPHILE GAUTIER.

The heavens are black—the earth is white ;
Ring out, wild joy-bells, to the skies!
Jesus is born; the Virgin bright
Bends o’er Him with enraptured eyes.

Around the mystic infant’s head

No fold of slumbrous curtain streams ;
Only the spider’s airy thread

Drops from the stable’s dusty beams.

The baby, nestling in the straw,
Thrills with the cold in every limb ;
The ox and ass, in seeming awe,
Kneel down and warmly breathe on him.

O’er that thatched hovel in the night
Heaven opens, dazzling as the morn,
While bands of Angels, clothed in white,
Sing to the shepherds, ** Christ is born.”

GEORGE MURRAY,

MonTREAL,

VARIETIES.

Why is opinion like an owl? Because it has two +s. (This
poor joke is still going the round” at twenty years of age.)

" The new Spanish King is threatened with assassination, and
serious fears are entertained that he will never reach Madrid,
the Spanish people being very much averse to a foreign Prince.

The Right Hon. Mr Bright has resigned Presidency of the -
Board of Trade, the state of his health not permitting him to
take an active part in ministerial duties.

The French Government has dismissed Gen. Sol for retreat-
ing precipitately from Tours. The general is a distant relation
of Old Sol, whose tours are always precipitate at this season
of the year. (This one is new but feeble.)

The King of Prussia, in reply to an address from the delegates
from the Reichstag, returned thanks for the supplies voted for
the prosecution of the war, and signified his acceptance of the
title of Emperor of Germany.

A London despatch says: A special despatch to the Man-
chester Quardian from Berlin says a conference of representa-
tives of the neutral powers has been held at the Foreign office
here, at which the following basis for peace was agreed to :
Acquiescence in the annexation of Luxemburg to Prussia ;
recognition of the German Empire ; payment by France of an
indemnity to Germany of 12,000,000,000 francs; the razing
of two fortresses on the German frontier, and the cession of a
portion of Alsace. The conference on the Eastern Question,
it is now understood, will meet here some time in January:

CHENS.

ENIGMA NO. 6.

Y

White —K. at K. B. 7th. ; B. at Q. 7th. ; Kts. at Q. Kt. 7th,,
and Q. 3rd.; Ps. at K. B, 3rd ; K. B. 4th.; K. 3rd.;
Q. 2nd.; Q. B. 3rd,, and Q. Kt. 3rd

Black.—K. at Q. 4th.; R.at K. R, 7th ; B. at K. R. 5th. ; Ps.
at K. 5th.; Q. 5th.; Q. B, 5th.; Q. Kt. 3rd., and Q.
R. 4th,

White to play, and mate in three moves.

t
SoLumiox oF ProsLem No. 23.

White. Black.
1. Q. to Q. sq. Kt. to Q. B. 3rd. (best.)
2. Q. to Q. Kt. 3rd P. takes Q. %
3. P. takes P. - ° Any move,
4. BRook takes P. mate ‘

Temperature in the shade, and Barometer indications for the
week ending Monday, Dec. 19, 1870, observed by John
Underhil], Optician to the Medical Faculty of McGill
University, 299 Notre Dame Street.

9 A M 1p 6r. m
Tuesday, Dec.13........... 36° 36° 35
Wednesday, © 14........... 350 360 348
Thursday, ¢« 15........... 17° 179 119
Friday, € 16 evenensans 18° 22 ., 18°
Saturday, ¢ 17........... 19¢ 26° 25©
Sunday, LD ¢ S 18¢ 20° 120
Monday, LD £ DN 15°© 219 21©
Max. Mix. Mzan.
Tuesday, Dec.13........... 38° 28¢ 33¢
Wednesday, ¢ 14........... 37© 29° 339
Thursday, ¢ 15..... eeens. 19° 16° 17©6
Friday, “« 16, . 24° 10© 170
Saturday, “ 17..... 28° 12¢ 200
Sunday, R . 229 12¢ 170
Monday, “ 19, .00 0e... 220 60 14°
Aneroid Barometer compensated and corrected. »
9a M 1p M 6P M.
Tuesday,  Dec. 13........ e 30.10 30.66 30.02
Wednesday, “ 14........... 29.78 29.74 29.76
Thursday, LD ¥ T 29.84 29.90 30.00
Friday, LU 1 D 30.06 30.10 30.16
Saturday, LIS & 30.12 30.02 29.86
Sunday, “ 18....40. eee. 29.85 29.80 29.78
Monday, “ 19, 0eannnen . 30.34 30.25 30.16
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‘MEDICAL HALL.
Opposite the Post Office, and Branch in
Phillip's Square.

H&ie you ever travelled in the Floridas,
fair readers? If not, you cannot know what
a sensuous, over-powering, almost intoxioat-
ing perfume loads the air. For there there
are forests of Magnolia, whose great white
blossoms, covering lofty trees, sre bespangled
with heavy dews of night, and when the morn-
ing sun comes, then these bright drops, glis-
tening tears of the night, impregnated with
the odour of the flower, are scattered and ab-
sorbed, while the perfume set free is nourish-
ing the air, as Tom Moore says :—

* You may scatter the vase if you will,

But the scent of the rose will cling round it still.”

Go to Mexico and there again is the royalty
of perfume ever rising from the gorgeous
flowers. !

Go to Seville! oh the odour of those bridal
blossoms, the Orange. Now they fall like
incense on our sense of smell.

Go to Nice and see the fields on fields, acres
on acres of tube roses, heliotrope, and gera-
pium. Then next examine the fields beyond
—your sense of smell will gunide you—there is
s burst of roses, poetry is satisfied, all the
senses are satisfied ; the eye is astonished, for
here are all the roses you ever heard or read
of, and all grown, not to delight the eye, not
to decorate any gallant’s button hole, not to
form a bouquet to adorn the virgin bosom of
some beauty, nor the hair of a rustic maid, but
to be plucked and crushed for market. \

But ah, there ‘are other flowers; the prim-
rose, golden as lightest hair of gold, and the
sweet briar, humble, forbidding-looking
shrub, yet, like gome homely face, what a
perfume of soul there is within. And oh, ye
beds of violets that bepeath the fallen leaf
open your sweet eyes towards heaven, are not
your delicate perfumes like the gentlest and
softest zephyrs that ever blew in fairy bower.
And the rich perfume of the dried flowers
whose rare fragrance is yielded up to the
alembic of the Chemist. These, with a hundred
other varieties, are made subsidiary to the per-
fumer’s art. -

Birds and flowers are the symbols of peace,
they are the offerings of the beautiful to the
brave, and the brave to the beautiful.

There are perfumes in the animal world,
such as the musk, there are perfumes in the
vegetable world, and of course mostly in the
floral.

The ancients used these perfumes for their
grand halls, and on all occasions; and we
read that even Nero had a means of filling the
‘whole of the Coliseum with sweet perfumes
by the aid of evaporating steam. In modern
times we perfume everything. Rimmell per-
fames every programme at Theatre, Concert,
or Ball in London and Paris. To pass his
shops one would think there must be a perfect
universe of flowers within, with the Ottar of
Roses as the prime perfumer. The amount of
perfume which is received from regular gar-
dens which are devoted to the cultivation of
flowers is enormous. We read of one gentle-
man growing 50 acres of violets, 100 acres of
moss rose, 50 acres of tube rose, and 50 more
of heliotrope.  They are generally obtained
in the form of oils, and all the various per-
fumes are the different proportions of certain
oils combined. Having once discovered a new
combination, our soaps are at once changed,
in fact all our toilet apparatus. The most popu-
lar perfume at present is the ‘White Rose,” and
the perfume i8 of so exquisite a nature that if
Cleopatra had known its secret she would
never have wasted a pearl on Antony, but
simply have intoxicated his senses with this
delicious aroma. At the Medical Hall, Caup-
»out & Co., opposite the Post Office, there
is as extensive a laboratory as any to
be found in their line in the world, and
the variety of articles which is here dis-
played is simjgly marvellous. Here are
Lubin’s Perfumes, Pomades, and Boaps, At-
kinson’s never dying ‘White Rose, Rimmell's
scented and charming Aimanac for ladies,
Hendries’ Oourt Bouquets, containing bunches
of violets, and a patent obtrusive fan ; Farina's

Eau de Cologne, Smith’s Lavender, Gold and
Silver capped Smelling Bottles, S8team Ma-
chinesfor the Drawingroom to load the air with
perfumes, Soaps of the best English manufac-
turers. But one should call and see- the
splendid stock, such hair brushes, such ornas
ments for the boudoir and the toilet table
have never been seen before in Montreal. All
the perfumes known in Europe are here to be
found, put up in the most tasteful style.

price had been set upon his head, and he had
been compelled to seek shelter in the house of
Bellamy, though even this hiding-place was
now found to be unsafe, and he was casting
about for a more secure retreat.

Opposite him sat a figure that seemed en-
tirely out of place in such sober company—a
hearty, handsome man of five-and-thirty,
whose bright doublet, fine ruffies of Mechlin
lace, and long brown hair and peaked beard
and mustache marked him out as a very dif-
ferent being from his sad-faced companions.

He was sitting easily and gracefully on a tall
spindle-legged chair, on the high back of
which hung his gay beaver, ornamented with
a long white plume, in the insouciant cavalier
fashion. One arm rested negligently on the
table, while with the other he-toyed with a
tall, slim-stemmed Venetian glass, newly
filled from the flask before him. The Cheva-
lier Gifford was the younger son of a noble
family, and, like most younger sons, had had
his own way to make in the world. On com-
ing of age he had entered the army of the
French King, where he served with both dis-
tinction and profit.

The tall room was comfortably lit up by
numerous wax tapers distributed upon the
table and along the walls—for Master Bellany
used to say that it was but ill seeming to set
light under a bushel—and on the old-fashioned
hearth at the far end of the room sputtered
and crackled a huge beech log, whose red light
drove back the paler gleam of the candles
from its own domain, and brightened the old
oaken wainscoting and furniture with a crim-
son glow that struck like blood-stains against
the heavy blackness of the wood, The warmth,
the shelter and the bright light offered a great
contrast to the state of affdirs out of doors,
where the rain poured in heavy torrents, and
the wind whistled and soughed among the old
trees round the Hall in a most cheerless, dis- |
piriting manner. The conversation had for

CAMPBELL & CO,,
Mzpicar HaLr,
Opposite Post Office.
And Branch Establishment, Phillip’s Square.

i

[ Written for the Canadian ldustrated News.)
Half A Ghost!

BY FRANK KRAUSS.

—

CHAPTER 1.
“aygrrmrols.’”’

Two hundred years ago Asheforde Hall whs
a quaint, ramshackle old building of the Tudor
style, standing far away from any town or vil-
lage, among the green slopes and thick forests
of Staffordshire. The Hall had been built by
a baronet of Henry VII.’s time, and had re-
mained in the possession of the Asheforde
family until the Protectorate, when old Sir
Harry, & staunch and: stern royalist, had been
forced to take refuge in France, where he died
some years before the Restoration, leaving an
only son, a sad prodigal, who had left his
home, and whose whereabouts no one knew.

On leaving England Sir Harry had left the

,Hall in the hands of his intendant, Jasper Bel-

lamy, to whom, shortly before his death, sup-
posing his scapegrace son to be dead, he had
bequeathed all his belongings “as a testi-
mony to the said Jasper's devotion to his mas-
ter’s interests, and a reward for many years of
faithful service.” People wondered rather at
the old baronet’s liberality to the servant of
whom he was wont to speak as a scoundrelly
cropear, who would dare and do all for greed,
but Jasper, Puritan as he was, had taken the
oath of allegiance to the second Charles, and
undisturbedly enjoyed the good-fortune that
had befallen him, hearing little and caring less
what people said of him, .

It was Christmas time, or rather a week
before Christmas, in the year one thousand six
hundred and sixty-nine. But the weather was
anything but Christmas-like. For days past
the rain had been pouring and soaking into
the earth until the roads were in many places
impassable, and many oi the broad Stafford-
ghire valleys were laid completely under water.
Travel was almost entirely stopped, and the
inmates of many a good old English home that
year lamented the absence of relations and
friends who were prevented by the weather
and the state of the roads from being present
at the Christmas festivities.

Three persons sat at table in the dining-
room of Asheforde Hall—a great, grim, gloomy
apartment, floored and wainscoted with dark,
time-stained oak, and lighted by broad bay-
windows with latticed diamond panes. He
who occupied the seat of honour at the head
of the table was a man of forty-eight years of
age, or thereabout, burly and heavily built,
with huge shoulders and a great round bullet-
head, on which the iron-gray hair was cropped
short, lea¥ing a pair of immense ears protrud-
ing. The expression of his face was anything
but agreeable. The eyes were dark and pierc-
ing, but small and deep set; and his thin lips
and sharp, slightly curved nose indicated a
subtile and cruel nature. His crafty face wore
a ganctimonious expression that suited ill its
general appearance. He was dressed plaigly
—ostentatiously plainly for one in his posi-
tion—in a black stuff doublet and Flemish
hose and breeches of the same doleful hue;
his long straight sword had but a black leather
scabbard, and on the floor at his side lay the
tall steeple-crowned hat of the sombre type
generally worn by the Puritans. On his right
sat an individual similarly dressed, but with-
out & sword, and wearing the Geneva bands
which betokened the non-conformist minister
of the time. His finely-chiselled face worean
expression of mingled pain and resignation, as
of a man who had seen much trouble, but
whose lamblike nature refused to rebel, and
submitted without a murmur to the cruelest
strokes of fortune. And indeed the Reverend
Master Bracebridge had cause to sorrow. Since
the accession of the King his life had been
one of continual persecution and ;suffering.
Urged by feelings of loyalty to the Parliament
which he had pledged himself to sustain, and

by a rare spirit of conscientiousness which for-

bade him to violate this pledge, he had re-
fused to take the oath of allegiance to the
reigning sovereign, and had thenceforth been
subjected to incessant persecution at the
hanfis of the unprincipled informers of the
time, who made it their business to swear alike
against Papist and Puritan—S8ons of Belial to
whom no Naboth came amiss. Even now a

to france.
King is ever more ready to reward his servants
than is his cousin of England. Yetmethinks
your late father would, an he were yet alive,
have but small care for his son to serve King
Louis when there be blows to strike for King
Charles and England.”

some time time past awelt on the weather,
and the chances whether Bellamy’s two sons—
one of whom was a student of the inner
Temple, and the other a freshman at Cam-
bridge—would be able to make their way to
the Hall in time for Christinas Day. But Bel-
lamy now changed the subject.

“And so, Master Gifford, you will back
I doubt not but that the French

¢ Such is my intent, Master Bellamy,” re-

plied the personage addressed,  for King Louis
was ever a kind and a gracious master, and he
was wont to say that the Chevalier Gifford was
of the trustiest of his following. As for my
father, his son is not ashamed of fighting for
the cause for which he both fought and fell.
Yet I breathe no word against His Majesty
King Charles. I owe him no grudge, and
will drink him long life in the tallest beaker

Venetia ever made. Methinks, Master Bel-

lamy,” he added, seeing that the others made
no response to bl

over hasty to charge me with disaffection.

8 toast, “ methinks you were

What! do you refuse such a toast, man "

‘“ Thou knowest full well, worthy friend
Gifford,” said the minister in slow and mea-
sured accents, ¢ that we who have put off the
old man from us have nought to do with such
carnal vanities as the drinking of toasts and
the pledging of healths. Better is the glean-
ing of the grapes of Ephraim than the vintage
of Abiezer. Nevertheless, though I do refuse
to drink the health of King Charles, at whose
ands I have received much hurt, yet the
Scriptures do command us to love our enemies,
and to pray for them that despitefully use
us, and theréfore do I wish His Majesty both
prosperity and health, and I will ever pray
that the wisdom of S8olomon be given wito
hiﬁ,to rule aright the people over whom he is
set. '

¢ Worthy Master Bracebridge is right,” in-
terrupted the host, hastily, while an angry
scowl contracted his brow, « though his words
have somewhat of an unaccustomed smack.
But we have business on hand to-night; a
secure retreat must be devised for our worthy
pastor, and so, by your leave, Master—1I crave
pardon, Chevalier Gifford, we will withdraw
to treat of these matters together, and leave
you to finish your wine alone.”

The two non-conformists then withdrew,
and Gifford, rising from his seat, tossed off his
bumper to the King; and commenced striding
up and down the apartment, pausing every
now and then to replenish his glass.

¢« The scurvy old numbskull 1 he exclaimed
at last, ‘‘to speak thus of my serving the
French King, to whom I owe my all—wife,
title, and fortune. 8death! 'tis but.small
thanks or reward & true cavalier may win in
England,while these cowardly crop-ears have it
all their own way ae though old Noll still raled

‘the roast. His Majesty plays his cards but ill.

in thus forgetting the services of his best
friends. Wisdom of Solomon, forsooth; an
if King Charles possess not the wisdom, he
lacks not at least the failings of his Hebrew
Majesty.”

After a few more turns and another pause at
the table, he resumed his soliloquy.

1 like not the look of that fellow Bellamy,

albeit he is mine host. Methinks he were
one to give a sly thrust in the dark, were he
anywise to be profited thereby. An I knew
not Master Bracebridge for a simple, honest
gentleman, Puritan and parson though he be,
methinks t'were but for ill they devise together
to-night. God save us!” he continued, as the
sounds of loud talking reached him from the
adjoining apartment, ¢ an they be not at high
words already, call me crop-eared Round-
head.”

And indeed the tones of the voices in the
next room were both loud and menacing, and
at last they reached such a pitch that each
word was distinctly heard by the occupant of
the dining-room.

¢t T tell you then, Master Bracebridge, that
I will have it, cost what it may.”

« And T tell you, Jasper Bellamy, that the
sacred trust confided to me by my sister's hus-
band shall not be betrayed. I will keep it
sure and safe, even unto the bitter end. But
'twere well to moderate your voice, Master
Bellamy, perchance the Chevalier may hear
us.” .

¢ Fear not,” returned the host,” yon Che-
valier, as you please to call him, is hard and
fast by this time. 'Twas not for nothing I
placed before him by best Burgundy and Ali-
cante, and, credit me, he hath not spared them.
An he have heard aught, ’twill have slipped
from his drowsy memory by morning. But
once more, Master Bracebridge, will you not
deliver me that I ask of you?”

«T will not,” returned the minister, and
steps were heard as if he were leaving the

‘room.

¢ Yet stay, worthy Master Bracebridge,” said
Bellamy, in a softer tone, “we will speak
more of this anon.” . Then raising his voice,
he added, “to-morrow we will seek your
hiding-place, where you may be safe from the
snares of the hunters.”

When the worthy Chevalier rose next day
it was well on to noon, for truth to tell he
had not spared his host's wine, and his pota-
tions, which had been both long and deep,
induced a heavy slumber, from which he
awoke with but misty ideas of what had oc-
cured the night before. He was somewhat as-
tonished then, on rising, to find slipped under
his door a small packet addressed to him, and
bearing a few lines in the corner, signed by
Bracebridge, bidding him keep the packet
unopened until such time as it should be
required of him. His wonder was increased
when, on descending to the scene of hig last
night's carouse, he was met by his hostalone,
who had evidently not changed his dress
gince the night before, and was covered with
dust and mud from head to foot. Bellamy
apologised for the minister's absence, and for
the condition of his dress, by saying that
Master Bracebridge and himself had started
early that morning for the minister’s retreat
in the neighbouring county, that Bracebridge
had remained, and that he had but that
moment returned. :

« 8trange | ” thought Gifford when his host
left the room. Strange sthat Master Brace-
bridge should have left thus secretly. Can the
man fear lest I betray his hiding-place. Yet,
sure no, else would he not have entrusted me
with the package. ¢ Betray!” —methinks I
heard that word last night.”

« Master Bellamy,” he continued as the
Puritan re-entered the 'room, “ I would fain
have seen Master Bracebridge e'er he left,
for I have that of his that I would desire to
return to him. Is it not possible for an old
friend to visit him ?” :

¢ Content you, content you, I pray, Master
Chevalier. The hue and cry after our dear
brother must needs soon be over, and till then
t'were dangerous to visit him. But if you
have anght you would, wish to send him. you
may entrust it with all safety into my keep-
ing, and I will cause it to be.delivered him.”

« 1 would give it to none save him,” re-
turned the Chevalier curtly, and the conver-

-| sation then dropped.

Day after day Gifford put the same question
to his host, with invariably the same result.
At 'last his supicions became thoroughly rou-
sed, and one day—it was a week since he last
had seen the Puritan minister—he determined
upon pressing the demand. Bellamy at first
returned the usual answer, but finding that
the Chevalier would take no refusal, he at
last consented with no good grace, and with
what sounded uncommonly like a half-smoth-
ered oath. However, he immediately broke
into a laugh—an unwonted relaxation with
him-—and added gaily ;

¢ A wilful man must have his way, and I
suppose you, Master Chevalier, will even
have yours. Be it.so; we will start at noon
and we shall then arrive at Master Brace-
bridge’s ‘hiding-place under cover of night.”

At noon the Chevalier, having placed in his
bosom the packet whieh he intended return-
jng to Bracebridge, and having wrapped him-
self in a thick riding cloak, for the foul
weather had not yet abated, stood on the steps
of the Hall anxiously awaiting the coming
of his host. At last Bellamy made his appear-
ance,and after he had given some instruc-
tions in a'low tone toan attendant, the two
mounted their horses. In so doing Gifford
noticed with surprise a small travelling valise
strapped to his saddle, while a similar one

Continued on puge 411,
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CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING SATURDAY,
' _DECEMBER 31, 1870.

.BuNpaY,  Dec. 25.—Christmas Day. Champlain died, 1635,

Monpay, & 26.~—St. Stephen, Protomartyr. Stephen crown-
) ed King of England, 1135.
Tuespay, ~ ‘¢ 27.—S8¢ Jokn the Evangelist. Belgian Inde-
' pendence achieved, 1830.

WEDNESDAY, ¢ 28.—Holy Innocents. Buffalo burnt, 1813,
Toorepay, ¢ 29.—Lord Stafford beheaded, 1689, Steamer
: “ Caroline” burnt at Navy Island, 1837,

Fripay, “  30.—Black Rock burnt, 1813.
Sarumpay, ‘¢ 31.—S8¢ Sylvester, Bp. Montgomery repulsed

at Quebec, 1775.

THE CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

MONTREAL, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 24, 1870.

* OUR SUPPLEMENT.

To this issue we have added a second sheet, or full size sup-
plement, by way of distinguishing our ¢ Christmas Number.”
Its contents are :

ILLUSTRATIONS.

Page 421.—GrorY T0 Gop Iy TRE HigumsT
424.—Tar Frear ivto Baypr.
428 —Curist Bressing TeR L1tTLs CH1LDREN.
Double page.—THE ANGELS' ADORATION.

. THis fine picture, after Titian, has been so
produced a8 to be detached and framed
separately, or bound in with the volume,
at the option of subscribers; hence it is
neither paged nor printed on the reverse.

Hgz Sueees.

Page 428.—Husn !
429 .—PuriTY.
432.~Tue SLERPING BravuTY.

Two pictures selected from Doré’s illus-
trations of Hood’s Fairy Realm.

LETTER PRESS.

Page 422.—Tas HoLipays, &c.
¢ —Tae DousLE-BzppEp RooM—A Christmas story.
426.—A RELsH.
427.—S8everal Notices suitable for the season.
430.—A Poem by 8. J. Watson+! Tge Lzaexp or
THE Roses.”
431~ Tre Suxepnte Bravry "—from Tom Hood's
“ Fairy Realm.”

+

WE are glad to have the opportunity of again wishing
the readers of the Canadian Illustrated News “ A RiGET
MERRY CHRISTMAS AND MANY PLEASANT RETURNS OF THE
Srason!” Those of them who have watched the progress
of the paper since last Christmas will, we are sure,
acknowledge the great progress it has made, and wili,
accordingly, accept its congratulations with the hearti-
ness always inspired by a cordial recognition from a
respectable acquaintance who is rising in the world. We
have only to say, here, that we have made an effort to
issue & number this week suitable for the season; and
one which, while showing the enterprise of the Proprietor,
will, we hope, also meet with the approbation of our
subscribers, who, having thus received their ¢Christmas
box '’ from the News, cannot do better than return the
compliment at New Yrar's by making it a “gift” in the
shape of persuading as many of their friends as possible
to become subscribers for 1871. v

'

FreTeEN years ago the Austrian Cakinet proposed to the
Allies then engaged in war with Russia, terms of peace
to which they assented without, however, agreeing to sus-
pend hostilities. The Russian Government, though
beaten in the field, was obstinate in the Cabinet. The
Austrian Minister, Count Esterhazy, found Nesselrode
more obdurate than the Ministers of victorious France
and England. ]t was only when Prussia had instructed
Baron Werther to earnestly press the acceptance of the
terms upon the St. Petersburg Government, and when the
allies had exhibited & determination to push the war with
renewed vigour, that the haughty Gortschakoff recom-
mended the young Czar to agree to the terms which his
father had disdainfully refused. Seldom does death step
in so opportunely to settle international quarrels as it did
in the case of the late Emperor Nicholas. But it appears
‘that even his ¢takingoff”’ secured only a truce, and that
the question in dispute was deferred instead of being
_settled. Had the Crimean war been continued for another
year, it is scarcely likely that there would now have heen
a question about the neutrality of the Black Sea; and had
Britain’s navy seized, as it should have seized and an-
nexed the Russian possessions in America, then Mr.
Sewsrd would bave been saved his seven million dollar
land operation, and Canada the annoyance of having some
of its territory sandwiched between that of another and
not always very friendly power. These and other consi-

derations make it evident that peace was rather precipi-
tately concluded at the beginning of 1856. Russia now
declares that the treaty of Paris made in February of that
year is no longer binding, and will not be respected by
her, and the powers, instead of restoring the condition of
war to which the treaty put an end, have consented to
hold a conference and reconsider the terms imposed upon
the Czar, and this conference will perhaps have assem-
bled in London before thesé lines reach our readers.
There is no reason why the Powers to the Treaty of
Paris may not reconsider its terms; but when Russia has
obtained the conference without withdrawing its claim to
set the treaty aside, of its own motion, it seems as if a sub-
stantial advantage had already beenachieved by that power.
The peculiar position of the nations made Russia’s oppor-

| tunity exceedingly tempting. With Prussia favourable

or indifferent to Russian aggrandisement ; France power-
less ; Italy preoccupied with the annexation of Rome;
Austria fully engaged at home, and England. unable, or
at least unwilling, to fight, the Autocrat could have had
no more favourable occasion in which to abolish, in his
own interest, the neutrality of the Black Sea. -The re-
sponse which the Russian note evoked from Earl Gran-
ville was 30 much more plucky than was anticipated that
for a time it was hoped the Russian pretensions would be
abandoned, but the proposition for a Conference of the
Powers to assemble at London, agreed to without the
withdrawal of the Russian claims, exposes Earl Granville
to the suspicion of having slightly backed out of his posi-
tion. The point was a delicate one to insist on, however.
The parties had simply said “I willl”"—¢ You won’t!"
and now they meet to reconsider the treaty without re-
ference to these angry notes. The powers again meet on
the suggestion of Austria, and we hope they will succeed
in patching up an agreement that'will settle the vexatious
Eastern question, or at least postpone it until the natural
course of events, neither accelerated nor impeded by war,
may bring forth the right solution. v

The prospect is not, however, altogether reassuring.
Since the Conference has been accepted without the re-
nunciation by Russia of her claim to set the old treaty
aside, it is not to be supposed that a demand for this will
be made now, or that if made it would be ncceded to. In
fact, with Prussia preparing to seize and annex Luxem-
burg, in defiance of treaty and ‘without the pretence of
even war; and with such things as have recently been
dope in Italy, treaties to the contrary notwithstanding,
we can almost fancy the Russian Government laughing in
its sleeve at the farce of the representatives of such
countries meeting to discuss the respect due to treaties
where interest is to be served by their violation and the
opportunity of setting them aside occurs. The chance is
an exceedingly good one for Russia. It will discover by
this Conference how much the other powers are willing to
concede; it will gain time to prepare for contingencies,
and as in the meantime the frost has forbidden the Black
Sea neutrality to be disturbed for the next few months,
Russia is, at the worst, losing nothing, while she is
undoubtedly going to gain all that can be gained
by ascertaining the views of the other govern-
ments, and seeing how far they will quietly per
mit her to carry out her designs, Nor is it
denied that the progress of events and the lapse of
time have made some of the provisions of the treaty
either unnecessarily burthensome or practically useless,
so that a modification of its conditions may be certainly
predicated as a necessary result of the meeting of the
Confetence, and that modification will undoubtedly be
favourable to Russian freedom of action in the future.
The advantages are therefore, so far, decidedly in favour
of the great power of the North, but it would be a mis-
take to conclude, as some of the indignant London news-
papers have rashly done, that England has abdicated her
place as one of the first-class powers of Europe, because
she has accepted the Conference without insisting on the
retractation of the objectionable pretensions in Prince
Gortschakoft's note. The factis, that from the moment
when Russia assented to the Austrian proposal for a
Conference, the complaint of Earl Granville againgt the
Cabinet of St. Petersburg became s mere ¢ sentimental
grievance,” far more insignificant than that for which
Napoleon was so deservedly censured for having made
an ostensible casus belli. There is nothing undignified in
the present attitude of England ; the notes of the re-
spective Governments are simply superceded, and the
‘course of action is now taken which Earl Granville at first
declared would be admissible; that is, a discussion of the
terms of the treaty with a view t0 their revision. There
are those who believe another conflict for supremacy in
-the East inevitable, and some who think the sooner it
comes the better it will be for British interests; but the
putting off of such a struggle, if it cannot be prevented, is
surely a good work, and we may at least hope with
reason that the Conference will be able to accomplish
this inconclusive but desirable result.

LADY LISGAR.

We are sure that one of the illustrations most pleasing to
our Canadian readers, in this, as we are vain enough to con-
sider it, very attractive number of the News, will be the por-
trait of Lady Lisgar. Just think of it! Away in the shanties
of the backwoodsman; around among the houses, great and
small, in the crowded cities ; off by the roaring billows of ocean
and up to the furthest west of this Dominion, does the News in-
troduce the gentle and noble lady as a genial Christmas visi-
tor! Yes! and her ladyship will indeed be made right wel-
come in every Canadian home; for since Lord Lisgar (then
8ir John Young) arrived in Canada, his amiable and accom-
plished wife has fully shared with him the respect and esteem
of the Canadian people. We are also enabled to send our
friends Lady Lisgar's autograph—that is, an exact fac-simile
of it—and we may take the liberty of adding that no doubt
these vicarial courtcsies have already been preceded by her
Ladyship’s good wishes for a happy Christmas in every home
in Canada. ‘ '

" Lady Lisgar is the daughter of the late Marchioness of
Headfort, by her first husband, Edward Tuite Dalton, Esq , and
was married to Lord Lisgar on the 8th April 1835, before his
accession to the baronctage. We regret to learn that the
Christmas rejoicings at Rideau Hall have been clouded by the
death of her Ladyship’s step-father the Marquis of Headfort,
which event took place on the 10th of the present month,
the Marquis being in his 84th year.

OUR CHRISTMAS ILLUSTRATIONS,

Who does not remember the anxiety and eager expectation
with which we, as children, used to look forward to the dawn-
ing of Christmas Day’; how on the evening before, as we went
to rest, we would make up our mind to keep awake all night,
and watch for this benevolent 8anta Claus who brought us so
many beautiful presents; how we would struggle with the
sleepiness that gradually stole over us; how impotent our
efforts were to rebel against the wiles of the drowsy god, and
how at last the eyelids drooped and closed, only to be re-
opened next morning to gaze upon the wealth of treasures
that the good fairy had brought us while we slept. If there
is one moment of pure, unmixed satisfaction in the life of
mortals, it is surely that minute of joyful remembrance, curio-
sity and gratification that follows a child’s wakening on the
morning of Christmas Day. Look at the urchin in our first~
page illustration—he has such a mine of treasure around him
that he is almost bewildered by happiness, and is reduced to &
state of helpless inertia by the quauntity of his riches. There
he stands on his little bed, nursing just as many of hia
treasures as he can hold at once, in a state of beatific coma.

Our other illustrations are also in connection with the:
children’s Christmas pleasures—the child’s imaginary friend,
good Santa Claus, at his work on Christmas Eve; ¢ Bringing'
in the Plum-Pudding,” the time-honoured Christmas dish that
bas 80 many illnesses to answer for; and the return from
“ Grandpapa’s Christmas Party.”

The 9th. ult, the Birthday of H. R. H. the Prince of
Wales, Herm ApPARENT, Was celebrated at Bristol, N. B.; by the
Order of the Golden Circle. Knights and Ladies of the
Order held a Banquet at 1 p.m. At 3 a germon was delivered
from the text ¢« Fear God, honour the King,” followed by
speeches and refreshments in the evening. This Institution
is arrayed against Intemperance, Disloyalty, Gambling and
Profanity. It promises to become a leading reform..—Com-
municated,

THE WAR NEWS,

No engagements of any great importance have occurred
since those mentioned in our last week’s record. Ducrot still
holds his position on the peninsula of 8t. Maur, and active
preparations are being made by the besieged in Paris for ano-
ther vigorous sortie, to follow ap the advantages gained on
the sccond and third inst, The Prussians who, last week, where
marching upon Havre, are now, it issaid, retreating south-
wards, after having occupied Fecamp and Yvetdt. The object
of the retreat is to reinforce the corps which, under the Duke
of Mecklenburg, is opposed to the army of the Loire. This
army, which has been reinfor«ed by some 40,000 men, is now
divided into three corps, one of which, ander Gen. Chansy, is
in the neighbourhood of Tours, while the others occupy Blois,
and the surrounding country. An encounter took place near

| the 1ast named place on the 16th, in which the Prussians

were badly beaten. Vendome has been occupied by the Prus-
gian troops who evacuated Verneuil. In the east Belfort still
holds out; but Montmedy and Phalsbourg have both capitu-
lated. The siege of the latter fortress, the key of the Vosges,
has lasted sincc immediately after the battle of Worth.

Paris letters of the 9th, announce the situation of the Go-
vernment, and the repulse of the army of the Loire, and the
recapture of Orleans bave not discouraged the Parisians.
There is & genvral demand for more sorties, and the universal
a{)proval of the angwer sent by Trochu to Moltke. The people ,
all say they will resist to the last. The measures taken by
the Government since the commencement of the siege are
accepted willingly by the population. Having ensured itself
against the waste of ‘provisions, of which there are enough
fresh on Hund to last until Feb., the government will again
have fresh meat rationed to the inhabitants, other provisions
being sufficient for 6 months. :

t

The Kreuz Zeitung denies that Prussia has any designs upon
Luxemburg, and affirms that Prussia has resolved to submit to
arbitration her complaints relative to the violation of the neu-
trality of the Government of the Duchy, with a view toa
claim for indemnity.

»
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Crntinued from page 407.

was attached to his companion’s saddle; but
Bellamy, remarking his look of surprise,
whispered to him that they merely contained
food and articles of clothing for the fugitive.
This somewhat oalmed the Chevalier's suspi-
cions, and made: him almost regret that he
should have thought so ill of one who was so
solicitous about the welfare of a friend in
distress.

After a six hours’ ride through the bleak
and desolate country, the two horsemen
arrived in a broad valley, with undulating
sides, thickly studded with bare and leafless
trees. An hour past the rain had ceased to
fall, and though many thick, heavy clouds
slowly sailed, like grim ghosts, across the
sky, and threw a flitting darkness over the
bright moonlight, the night had cleared to all
intents and purposes. At the end of the
valley Gifford made out, by the shifting un-
certain light, a low embankment around which
grew a group of low, stunted, leafless trees.
His companion, who latterly had been watch-
ing him narrowly, remarked briefly «Tis
yonder,” and then relapsed into a moody
silence

On arriving before the embankment the
pair dismounted, and having secured their
horses, proceeded to ascend the slight eleva-
tion before them—a work of no little diffi-
culty, for the heavy rains had converted the
clayey soil into a thick clinging mire, into
which they sunk deep at every step, and the
moon being just then obscured by a passing
cloud, it was no easy métter for them to pick
their way. At last they reached the top, and
Gifford, with his hand on the hilt of his rapier
in case of any treachery on the part of his
companion—for his suspicions had all return-
ed, followed his host alcng a narrow pathway
that ran round the summit.

‘ This way,” said Bellamy shortly, taking
a sharp turn to the right; and after a few
more steps he stopped. Gifford stopped too.

“ Where is he ?” he asked in a low tone.

“ Hush,” returned Bellamy.  Here. He
will come immediately.” And he gavealong,
low cry like the call of the plover. < He
«comes,” he continued, bending down as if to
ccatch the sound of approaching footsteps.
Gifford heard nothing, but he stooped too.
Just then the moon emerged from behind the
«loud that obscured it and threw its silver
light on a broad, ghastly, white expanse that
lay at his very feet, hedged in by ‘a deep
‘border of gloom that served the more to reveal
its ghastliness—a dead, white, silent sea, sunk
far down in the bowels of the earth. .

¢“Where is he ?” said Gifford again—

¢ Merciful heaven! what is this? A blow
like an electric shock, a fall through space—
-dizziness, sickness, all the horrors of a night-
mare. Still falling! Will it never end? is
there no bottom ? How long is this terrible
flight though air to last? Will it never end ?
What is it? A dream? A horrible midnight
illusion? Where is Bellamy? Master Brace-
bridge! Will this never end? Yes. At last.
A choking! a splash! a strangling ! gasps for
air! air! air! Is this hanging? drowning ?
what? swim? yes I can swim. But no, my
arms, my arms are bound. Death? yes, t'is
death !” N

But it was only a swoon. Gradually con-
sciousness returned.—“ Were am 1? What is
this burning at my waist, this tightness at my
throat ? Bellamy! what? he threw me here ?
Oh! this awfdl burning! no! it cannot be!
We came to see Master Bracebridge! Hush!
we may be heard. Oh! this belt of fire, it
grips and burns, it eats into my flesh. Eh!
packet? Aye, ’tis here. I have it. What?
he wanted the packet and threw me here?
Fiend| Tortures of the damned, aye, I suffer
them all, all! Can this last long? 1 strangle |
I burn! I burn—TI strangle! I die! Welcome
«death, farewell earth! Farewell Beatrice, my
poor wifel Oh God! vengeance, vengeance !
Is this eternal fire? Yet no, it cannot be,
Yonder is the sun—no t'is the moon! What is
it? what is it? Vengeance I—no, forgiveness |
‘The right will triumph! Ha! Long live the
King! Down with the crop-ears! Church and
King | Wisdom of Solomon? hal. ha! oh! I
‘butn! water! water. Mercy, mercy! Bea-
trice! The right willtri....... ... . 0, . .. ”

» » » -

Christmas morning, brightand fresh—a day
to be ushered in with gladness, with hosannas
‘of thankfulness and praise. Slowly the sun
rises, gilding the tops of the trees on thc
‘Cheshire slopes, Jown by Master Bracebridge’s
hiding-place: it is only just dawn, and the
white, dead sea lies still and motionless in
the dim gray morning light ; but at one end
of it, not in it, hardly out of it, i¢ a black,
shapeless mass. It gets lighter and lighter.
The surrounding objects — trees, hills, and

ome out one by one from the dark.
ness. And this mysterious mass—as the light
grows one can make out a cloak, a white, hag-
gard face with long brown hair—nothing else.
The sun is gradually mounting the hills. It
grows lighter and lighter. The day has dawned
—Christmas day, in the year of giace 1669—
and as the sun. peeps smilingly over the hills,
and his rays shine on the valley, on the cold
dead sea in its midst, his first glorjous )ight
falls on—maLr A corPsE.

CHAPTER 1II.
“AUJOURD’HUI.”

Christmas time, Anno Domini 1869—and
real jolly Christmas weather. Out of doors
everything frozen hard, and a foot of snow on
the ground, that crisps and crackles under
your feet, as if to wish you a merry Christmas
and many of them. Indoors, huge roaring
wood fires, heavy curtains, cartloads of holly
and mistletoe, and a great bustle in the re-
gions of the kitchen,

My last Christmas as a bachelor. In Fe-
bruary I was to be married to Elsie Ashford.
I was a young fellow of six and twenty,
master of Asheforde Hall, rather proud of
my family—we are the descendants of a
staunch old Puritan who did Cromwell good
service, and got a substantial return in the
shape of Asheforde Hall and the broad acres
surrounding it. My position was a good
one, my income was certainly not what could
be called small, and people said that plain,
but rich George Bellamy was a good match
for pretty, penniless Elsie Ashford, though
certainly I never gave the matter a thought.
Iloved Elsie with that deep devotion, that
mad, blind attachment a man can experience
but one in his life, and I was looking for-
ward eagerly to the time when I should have
her all to myself. When I first became ac-
quainted with her, Elsie was a shy, timid
little governess, supporting a widowed
mother and two little sisters out of her hard
won carnings. Jack and I—Jack is a younger
brother of mine—quarrelled about her before
we had known her a week. But I had the
advantage over him ; he wasin no position to
marry and knew it, poor fellow, so I proposed,
and after some little diffidence on Elsie’s part,
and some delay, which I considered entirely
unnecessary, wasaccepted. Ah! I shall never
forget how happy she made me when she
gave methat soft, whispered little ¢ yes” which
crowned my hopes, ard how I vowed that she
should have a model husband, and a lot more
nonsense to the same effect. And though she
did add that she did not exactly love me, but
she hoped she would learn to do so when she
knew me better, and she would try, oh! so
bard, to make me happy,and she was so grate-
ful to me, and why had I not asked some rich
and beautiful lady to be my wife instead of a
poor plain governess—why though these were
not exactly the kind of remarks an accepted
suitor would be best pleased to hear from
his adored, yet I set no count by them and
put them down to the score of maidenly
modesty. And now she was coming down to
spend Christmas at the Hall, and to make ac-
quaintance with her future home.

We were going to be a very quiet party at
the Hall this year, for Elsie, in her shy quiet
manner, had begged that there should be no
one to meet her, She was so afraid of stran-
gers,—timid little thing—so I had not the
heart to refuse her. Besides w4s she not all
but mistress of Asheforde Hall? That was a
queer coincidence that, Elsie Ashford to bc
mistress of Asheforde Hall. To be sure the
two names were spelt differently, but I used
to tell Elsie jokingly that the old Hall was
hers by right; that it had once belonged to
some ancestor of hers, in years long gone
past, who had lost it and his head at the
same time for playing tricks against the peace
and order of his sacred majesty King Hal, or
for recusancy under good Queer Bess; and
that at last old Puritan Bellamy got hold
of it. .

8o we were to be a very quiet party. There
were only some nine of us, my mother, Jack,
Fanny, my grown up sister, the four children,
three little sisters and a brother, and myself.
The ninth was Trevor, an old college chum,
now a rising young barrister in Londoun, who
after oft-repeated . invitations had stolen a few
days to run down to Asheforde Hall.

I had been musing for half an hour before
my study fire, thinking of Elsie, of course, of
her visit and of our approaching marriage ;
enjoying the warmth of the thickly curtained,
well-lighted room, and puffing lazi ly at along-
stemmed, brown-bowled pipe—an old Hei-
delberg friend. The light, the heat, and the

narcotic influence of the tobacco, had lulled

me into a sort of half slumber, from which I
was roused by a loud ring at the door.

Elsie at last. And I sprangup, wide-awake
now, and rughed off to meet her.

I found her in the hall, the centre of a little
group composed of my mother and sister and'
the children, the object of the curious and
inquiring glances of the little ones, who had
heard so much of the Elsie that was coming
to marry brother George. )

‘¢ Why, Elsie,” I cried, « how late you are.
What on earth has kept you? We've been ex-
pecting you for the last three hours.”

She barely took the hand I offered—I didun’t
venture to kigs her yet,—just touched it and
let it drop. So like her, shy little thing!

“Iam sorry I am so late, Mr. Bellamy—
Georgs, I mean—but the train was late. I
don’t know what delayed it. What a beauti-
ful place the Hall is.”

Just then my brother Jack came in. Poor
fellow, how sheepish he looked as he came up
and offered his hand. He hadn’t forgotten
our quarrel. Elsie fairly took his hand, and

fairly shook it as she said :

¢ How are you, Jack? I am so glad to see
you.”
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No shyness there. She greeted him heartily
and looked him straight in the face as she
spoke. Shyness! Who could be shy with
hearty, straight-forward, good-looking Jack,
with whom every-body felt themselves im-
mediately at home. ¢ Jack” too, not Mr.
Bellamy. The idea of anybody mistering
Jack Bellamy

“ Now boys,” broke in my sister, * do be
off, like good fellows, and don’t stand staring
at Elsie, as if she were some wild beast in
a menagerie. She must be tired after her long
journey, and you keep her standing there, with
the door open too, until she must be nearly
frozen. I know I am. Brr. I declare ifs
nearly twelve o’clock.”

Thus sternly admonished of our duty we
recovered our senses, and allowed Elsie to be
taken off to the dining-room fire. After she
had been duly warmed and dosed with hot

negus in the way that cold and weary travel-

lers have from time immemorial been treeted
by their friends after a journey, we prepared
to withdraw.

“ Good-night, Elsie,” I said as she was
moving off. I hope your first slumbers
under the roof of Asheforde Hall will be sweet
and sound. Above all I trust our family
ghost won't take it into his head to pay you a
vigit.”

“ A ghost!” exclaimed Elsie, with a fright-
ened look. *You don’'t mean to say the
house is haunted. You are making fun of me,
George.”

‘ No, indeed, Elsie,” I returned. “ Why,
did you ever hear of an old manor housge
that had not its ghost—a sort of fafthful re-
tainer, like the old nurse, that bespeaks the
antiquity and respectability of the family ? But
ours is a very mild sort of a ghost, a quiet,
gentlemanly party who conflnes himself to
taking occasional strolls from his quarters in
the west wing, evidently in search of some
old' friend of his—in broad day-light even.
Oh! T assure you he is a most respectable
person, who keeps no late hours, and does
nobody any harm. The very children don't
mind him. You needn't be afraid of him.
He’s only half a ghost at best.”

Here my mother interposed by dragging
Elsie off to her bedroom, and Jack and I
went off to the study to have a quiet smoke
before turning in.

The next morning I drove over to Stafford
on business, and did not return until late in
the afternoon, when I brought Trevor with
me, whom I had met by appointment at the
railway station. We were to go to a party
that evening at a friend’s house on the other
side of the valley, and our guests were to
have come with us. But on our return
we found Elsie slightly indisposed. The fa~
tigue of the journey had been too much for
her, and she had not slept over well, owing,
no doubt, to fears raised by my foolish story
about the ghost. 8o we had to go without
her, my mother, Fanny, Jack, Trevor and
myself. I begged hard to be left behind, but
it was no use, my mother was inexorable, and
Elsie made such a frightened face, that I was
obliged to submit. No doubt she thought I
would frighten her out of her senses with my
infernal ghost stories.

I know it secemed to me very slow and
stupid, that party, and I supposed it did the
same to Jack. He moped sadly the whole
evening, and created quite a consternation
among the girls, with whom he was usually
in high favour. I am afraid he nearly lost his
temper too, when the Burton girls rallied him
on his melancholy, and asked him, * Who
are you sighing after, Don Tristezo ?”

At last that wearisome evening came to an
end. We left rather early, as we were all
more or less anxious about Elsie. When we
arrived at home, we found the whole house in
a commotion. Elsie had been suddenly taken
ill. 8he had been sitting in the dining-room
at the time with the children, who eaid
simply that the ghost had come into the room,
and that Elsie had fainted ; and the old house-
keeper, who met us in the hall, added that
she had had a terrible fit of hysterics, which
had ended in convulsions.

“8he’s in the dining-room now, Master
George,” added the old woman. «The doctor
is with her, and he says she will be better just
now.” «

I waited to hear no more, but rushed off to
the dining-room, followed by the rest, to hear
the verdict of the village doctor.. I found
Elsie lying on a sofa, unconscious; over her
bent the doctor, who was applying some re-
storatives. Beveral of the female servants
stood round, with white, awe-stricken faces.
As we entered they left, and the doctor laid
his-finger on his lips. )

I beckoned him aside, and questioned him
eagerly, while the others busied themselves
with poor Elsie. }

“ What is it, doctor? Is it dangerous?
For God’s sake don’t keep me in suspense.
She is my affianced wife. Tell me the
worst.”

¢ 8oftly, my dear sir” returned the doctor,
a soft-voiced, dapper little man with a bald
head, a spotless suit of black, and an immense
watch chain and seals—a man who prided
himself on two things, his medical skill and
his extreme politeness. ¢ Softly, calm your-
self, my dear sir. It is nothing serious, ab-
solutely nothing. Mere nervous excitement,

A most interesting case. Nervous excitement
superinduced by strong unaccustomed emo-
tions, very natural, after all, in the case of a
young lady not very far from the most in-
teresting event of her life, her marriage, hem !
There is some talk of an apparition, but, my
dear sir, we know better than that now-a-
days,” and the little man shrugged his shoul-
ders, made me a little bow, and laid his hands
on his heart.

“You are sure it is not serious,” I re-
peated.

“ Quite sure, my dear sir. I will stake my .
professional reputation on that. You have no
cause for alarm.” .

“ Thank God for that!” I ejaculated.

‘““Meanwhile,” continued he, ¢ it is abso-
lutely necessary that our young patient be
kept perfectly quiet. No excitement you
understand. 8he has just recovered from a
fit of hysterics, and delirium has super-
vened » :

A short, sharp cry of terror interrupted him,
followed by a long low wail that seemed to
pierce my very heart. I was on the point of
rushing to Elsie when the doctor stopped me.

“It might be fatal,” he said briefly. ¢ You
see,” he continued, as poor Elsie began to
mutter and oan, “as I said, delirium,
Nothing dangerous,” he added, observing my
look of alarm. ¢ Keep her quiet, and I will
send up a sedative draught that will do her
good. Bhe will be much better in the morn-
ing. Bless me,” he cried, looking at the great
gold turnip that he called his chronometer,
¢¢it is almost daybreak. I have the honour to
wish you good morning, sir,” and he bowed
himself out.

" ¢ Good heavens!” I thought, “ what heart-
less wretches these doctors are, That man
stands there and watches a poor weak girl in
pain, and coolly talks about “an interesting
cage,” and of her sufferings as ¢ nothing, ab-
solutely nothing.” ”

Elsie was quiet now, but suddenly she
broke out again ;- .

¢ Jack,” she wailed out, in plaintive, heart-
rending tone. “Jack! Oh! it’s coming again!
Don't leave me, Jack !

Grieved beyond measure as I was at seeing
her suffer I could' not help turning to where
Jack stood. He coloured up violently and
hastily left the room. I was just about fol-
lowing him when my mother stopped me.

“ George,” she said, with something of the
old tone of authority that she used to employ
to me when I was a small, unruly urchin,
“go to your room. Go.straight to bed, you
are tired and excited. We will take care of
Elsie and you shall see her to-morrow.”

I obeyed mechanically, muttering as I went,
“ Elsie? Elsie?’ I hardly knew what I said,
or why I said it. I strode up the stairs in the
same mechanical way, my thoughts were so
bitter, I could not account for my actions. At
the top of the stairs I met Jack, who had been
waiting for me. He said nothing, but simply
took my two hands in his, and looked me in
the face. His great blue eyes were filled with
tears.

¢¢ Jack, is this manly, is it honest ?”

“ George, old fellow,” he said at last with a
great gulp that almost choked his voice, ¢ it
is not my doing. I have remembe; my
promise, aye, and kept it too, though it was
very hard. I have tried to avoid her, to keep
out of her sight. George, I am teflihg the
truth.”

¢ But, Jack,” T continued, making a strong
effort to remain calm, * you ’

No, I could not frame the word. - He under-
stood me, however. .

“ Of course I do,” he replied sorrowfully.
Can I help loving iner, 80 good, so gentle, so
kind? George, I have tried Iny best to dis-
like her, to hate her even, but it's useless. I
can't, George, George, old fellow, never mind ;
it' was cruel, but she must love you, she
wouldn’t have taken you else. I shall go
away, I can’t bear to see her again. I will
only wait till Christmas is past, and then I
shall leave the Hall, and seek my fortune
gomewhere, in Australis, Canada, anywhere ;
there are lots of places where a young fellow
can make his way, and it is time that I should
think of doing something for myself. Good-
night, old fellow. God bless you,” and he
turned into his room and locked the door.

I walked off to my bedroom, and throwing
myself upon the bed gave myself up entirely
to my bitter reflections.

Isaw it all. She had never loved me, it
was my fortune she loved. I was the elder °
brother, the wealthy heir, and she loved the
younger, the portionless brother. But the
wealth had dazzled her, and she had accepted
me., By Heaven, no, it was impossible! Her
mother, aye, that was it, her mother had com-
pelled her to take this step to rescue her from
her poverty. Oh! how blind I had been.
Why, from the first it wasas plain as daylight.
Had she not hesitated long before accepting
my offer? had she not even told me that she
did not love me, and yet, like a fool, I must
needs press on her the love she despised
Then, whenever she saw Jack how she bright-
ened up always, and how her whole manner
changed. To me she was always cold and
distant, and to him, oh! how different. Why,
only the night before had she not called me
Mr. Bellamy, and him Jack ; and had she not
added that she was 8o glad to see him, while
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she had not a word to say to me, except to
apologize for being late? What a dolt I had
been, how blind, how foolish! But I would
not give her up—she had promised herself,
bound' herself to me! and I was not going to
improve on my folly by giving up what I most
prized on earth. Besides, she might yet love
me, she had said she would try to do so. And
Jack was going away—she might forget him.
There was still a chance for me N

Just then there came a low tap at the door,
and my mother entered the room. ' Dear, good
soul! T think I see her still, her black hair,
sprinkled with a few lines of gray, smoothed

. under her widow’s cap, enclosing the brightest,

. kindest face I ever saw. It wore a sad look
now though. She sat down beside me, with
orfe hand took one of mine, and with the other
gently smoothed my hair.

“ My poor, poor boy,” she said at last,
soothingly.

So she too saw it all—my sorrow, my humi-
liation. Yet how could she not? It was only
too plain.

“Oh,” mother,” I cried, ¢ did you notice it
too?” I could not help it. Unmanly, childish
as it was, I hid my face in her lap, and burst
into a flood of tears. I was calmer after that.
It relieved me.

My mother said nothing, but sat still, quietly
stroking my hair as she used to do when I was
a little, weak, sickly child. God bless all
mothers, they are the truest, surest, most sym-
pathizing friends man ever had! She knew
she could offer me no consolation, so she gave
me sympathy, which was what I most wanged.
At last I grew agshamed of my weakness. I
rose, and affecting to smile, bade my mother
good-night. Ungrateful as it seemed, I wanted
to be alone. :

How I slept that night I know not, but
sleep I did—a troubled, broken sleep, marred
by evil dreams in which Elsie -and Jack in-
variably played conspicuous parts together.

The nextrday was Christmas Eve. We all
kept our rooms till late, for it was long past
daylight when we had gone to bed. But
in the evening we all, except Jack, who
kept his room, met around the dinner-table.
Even Elsie had so far recovered as to be able
to be brought down stairs and to lie upon the
sofa, propped up with pillows and cushions.
She looked very weak, very pale—but the
pallor suited her, and I thought I had never
seen her look so beautiful. We had been dis-
cussing the party of the night before, carefully
avoiding any allusion to Elsie’s illness. A
lull in the conversation, during which we
were all occupied with our own thoughts—
sad thoughts enough for all of us—was sudden-
ly broken by Elsie.

‘¢ George,” she gaid,” I should like to tgll
you about last night. I don't know how it is,
but I feel that I must tell you. Do let me,
won't you? I can bear it. The excitement is
not too great, and I feel quite strong.”

 Please yourself, Elsie,” I returned, almost
coolly. It was evident she did not know that
she had told her secret.

“Well!” she began,” after you were gone 1
was sitting alone by the fire, when the children
came down and begged to be allowed to stay
with me. I was only too glad to have them,
as I felt rather nervous. ¥ had not forgotten
what you said about—about the—that the
house was haunted, and so I readily let them
remain. I had been telling them stories for
some time, it was then about nine o'clock I
suppose, when little Ethel asked me if I had
ever seen & ghost. I said I never had, and I
did not want to see one ; I did not believe in
ghosts. The whole four of them were shocked
at my incredulity, and began to tell me—in
fact to repeat what you said the other night.
Just then we heard the sound of footsteps on
the stairs—a slow measured tread that re-
echoed on the oaken steps. There was some-

thing so weird in the sound—so unlike the
* sound of ordinary footfalls, that my very blood
seemed to curdle in my veins. I sat there like
a statue, powerless to move, and meantime
those dreadful footstepsdrew nearer and nearer,
crossed the vestibule and—stopped. I breathed
asigh of relief; they would come no nearer.
But I was mistaken! the door opened and ad-
mitted, oh! such a horrid shape, the very
remembrance of which makes me tremble.
Thefigure of a cavalier, evidently of the Stuart
time, A pale, pale face, so haggard, so wan,
but with a restless, anxious look on it, that
would seem to tell of hope long delayed, almost
extinguished. He wore a bright-coloured
doublet, and glossy beaver with a long, trail-
ing white feather, and his brown hair fell in
rich luxuriance upon his shoulders. But the
strongest part of all was that only half of him
was visible—yes, only half. From head to
waist was there, there was no deception about
it. and from the waist there seem to drop—
oh! it was horrible—great red gouts of blood.
Only half of him—terribly real, terribly dis-
tinct in the bright light—and yet we could
hear every footfall as he advanced.”

It was the cavalier ghost then!

% As he moved he looked eagerly about him,
as if he were searching for some one. Suddenly
he paused, his look rested on me, his dull eyes
flashed, a smile—yes a smile, lit up his sad,
wan face. Blowly he raised one delicate white
hand, and still smiling, as if reassuringly,
beckoned to me. Then I must have fainted,
for I remember nothing more. Do not laugh

at me, do not chide me, and say it was a mere
fancy, the creation of a disordered brain, the
result of fear acting upon the imagination.
Nol it was none of these. It was real, horri-
bly real, this weird phantom, and I saw it as
plainly as I see you now. I was sitting in the
corner of the fireplace there, in the big easy
chair, with the children on the rug at my feet,
and It—this horrible thing—stood—"

She stopped ~hort, paralyscd with terror.
Her eyes wer: almost starting out of her head ;
her tongue refused its office, and her jaw fell.
For a moment I thought it was d-ath. But,
foilowing the glance of those fixed cycs, what
did I see? Great Heaven! there it stood, just
a- she had described it. Ihad seen thisghostly
cavalier many times before, but never had the
apparition struck such tcrror into me. The
dead whit: face, that usually wore an expres-
sion of intense dejection, was lit up by a
weird smile that deepened into & wild, almost
demoniac grim. The eyes were fixed, fixed
on Elsie’s, with a half-triumphant expression,
and then one of the thin, white hands was
slowly raised and "beckoned with a command-
ing air.

My sister screamed and fainted, my mother
hid her face in her hands, the rest of us sat as
spell-bound. Except Elsie; the first fit of
terror had passed, leaving her the e¢ntire con-
trol of her will and senses.

The phantom moved back to the door,
where it stopped and looked round as if to see
if we followed. None of us stirred, and again
it beckoned, imploringly, this time.

“ Let us follow,” broke out Elsie, impetu-
ously, turning towards me.

The spell was broken Trevor and I started
up, and seizing the candles which burned on
the table, prepared to follow. Elsie came with
us, notwithstanding all our efforts to dissuade
her. It was astonishing how calm and self-
possessed the timid girl was at that moment.

Slowly the phantom passed out at the door,
the unseen feet falling heavily on the oaken
floor, and slowly it passed up the broad stair-
case, pausing now and then to make sure that
we followed, and each time it turned its head,
the glittering eyes were fixed on Elsie. In
this manner it took us along the gallery run-
ning round the vestibule, and on through the
broad corridor that led to the western wing,
which had not been inhabited since the days
of old Jasper Bellamy, my Puritan ancestor.
On it went; those ghostly footfalls beating
time to the throbbings of our hearts—along
dark, dilapidated passages, up narrow, wind-
ing, worm-eaten stairs that creaked and groan-
ed beneath our feet, as though they would
have given way and let us through. At last
it stopped &t the end of & narrow, dusty cor-
ridor that formed a cul de sac, and with one
last, earnest look at Elsie, it disappeared.

It would be impossible for me to analyse
the feelings that agitated me that moment,
but fear certainly predominated. Not an or-
dinary fear of a particular disaster, but a pre-
saging of evil, a dull, indescribable dread of—
I knew not what. Yet I determined to perse-
vere, and sift this terrible mystery to the
bottom.

Trevor was for marking the spot where the
apparition had vanisbed, and delaying the
search until next morning, but I was deter-
mined to act immediately. I remained to
watch the place while the others returned to
fetch help. In half-an-hour we had a couple
of workmen with pick and lever, and the vil-
lage blacksmith with a huge sledge-hammer.
First we tried the pick, but the end wall,
which exactly resembled the rest of the walls
of the passage, resisted all our efforts. The
others gave when the pick was applied to
them, but this mysterious masonry only
dented.

Closer examination showed, however, that
it was merely iron painted to resemble ex-
actly the other walls. After & quarter of
an hour’s hard work with the hammer, a small
aperture was made. The lever did the rest.
A thick, close, musty odour, a smell of de-
composition, of corruption, issned from the
opening. What could it be? “What dreadful
secret was going to be unveiled? As soon as
I deemed it prudent, I passed in. The dim
rays of the candle I held revealed a lofty, nar-
row, cobwebbed chamber without windows,
and lighted only by a small sky-light, far up
in the roof. The only furniture was a tall
chair, a worm-eaten table-desk, with small
cupboards at the sides, on Which stood what
had once been writing materials, that crumb-
led at the touch, a goblet, and a broad-mouth-
ed, stoppered water-bottle, or caraffe. The
cupboards were full of dusty fragments, with
here and there a parchment or two. There
was nothing else in the room. Yes, in one
corner a small heap of dust, a few horn but-
tons, some scraps of leather, and a rusty, cor-
roded rapier, half encased in a leather sheath.
On everything the dust of ages lay thick, but
what could this be? I returned to the fable
and took up the flask. In it was a small,
yellow mass, that looked like a roll of pale
sulphur. I tried the stopper, but it was firmly
set in the mouth of the bottle, and resisted all
my efforts to loosen it, 8o I broke off the neck,
and withdrew my prize. It was a small
packet of parchment tightly rolled up. There
was writing on it, too. Taking it with me, as
well as the parchments in the cupboards, I
left that dreadful chamber,

While I had been making my search, the
rest had succeeded in tearing down the whole
of the iron partition, which #e now saw had
been a spring door, and they now growded in
to examine this haunted cell.

When they had fully satisfied their curiosity,
we returned to the dining-room. I was in a
fever of impatience to examine these docu-
ments so strangely recovered, and retired
with Trevor into my study, to examine
them at leisure. The parchments we found
to be of no importance, but the mys-
terious packet contained two documents,—
the one evidently some legal instrument,
judging by the seals and stamps affixed to it.
The other was a small strip of parchment,
closely written on both sides in a small
cramped hand that we had great difficulty in
deciphering. It ran as follows :—

Y u I, Jasper Bellamy, being now shortly
about to appear before my Creator, do muke
this my last declaration and testament, for
the righting of them that have been wronged,
and for the easing and quieting of mine own
mind, being much racked by fear and re-
morse ; a8 also in the hope that it may in
some whit procure me the mercy of the Great
Judge, and effect the salvation of my guilty
soul, through the healing intercession of Him
whose birth we do celebrate this day.

« Be it known then that I, Jasper Bellamy,
some time intendant or steward to Sir Harry
Asheforde, became upon his death master of
Asheforde Hall, after the provisions ofa certain
will made and executed some years before his
death, by which his son, a head-strong prodi-
gal who had angered his father by his evil
ways, was excluded from any part or participa-
tion in his father’s wealth. It matteredlittle,
I thought at the time, for it was understood
that young Julian had fallen in the Emperor’s
service, and even afterwards, when I found
that he still lived, I cared little, for was I not
high in the favour of the Lord Protector, and
was not Julian Asheforde of cavalier stock,
and a pestilent royalist to boot? But the Lord
Protector died, King Charles was restored, and
I even accepted higs authority for the sake of
my worldly wealth. It was hard after that,
when I had lived seven years in quie{ and
prosperity, to find suddenly that I held my
wealth by uncertain tenure—that Sir Harry,
repenting him of his harshness, had before he
died, writ another will, in which he revoked
his former testament, and devised all into
his only son. This testament, had been
confided to his brother-in-law, one Gideon
Bracebridge, a worthy minister of the gospel,
who, at the time whereof I speak, was in hid-
ing at my house—alas! mine no longer—from
the pursuit of those persecuting Sauls with
whom the land is yet o'errun. It was Master
Bracebridge who advised me of the existence
of this document, of which I resolved to pos-
gsess myself. He had imparted the secret
unto none else, not even to Sir Julian, and the
times were such that the testament once
destroyed none would seek to dispute my
right. Therefore did I use many arguments
with Master Bracebridge to persuade him to
let me have the keeping of the document,
but in vain; entréaties, bribes, even threats
—none would avail. But one means- re-
mained—force ; and this I would not leave
untried. The Hall was no larger a safe
retreat for him, and T was beginning to
fall into suspicion as a harbourer of disaffected
persons. I made semblance of baving pre-
pared asafe hiding-place for him in the neigh-
bouring county of Cheshire, and to this, one
wild, stormy night, I proposed to conduct
him. He fell into the trap and accompanied
me unsuspectingly. By the lime-pits nigh
unto Newport, I fell upon him and slew him,
but finding not wpon him that wherefor I
searched, I cast his body into the lime, think-
ing thus to efface all trace of the crime. Alas,

how vain the precaution! There was staying |’

with me at the time, one Gifford, a chevalier
of the French nrder of 5t. Louis. He, being
a friend of Master Bracebridge, called me to
account for the minister's absence, but for a

' while I managed to delude him with evasive

answers. Finally he would take no denial,
and desired to be conducted to Master Brace-
bridge. I consented, intending to rid myself
of him as might best be convenient. Dead
men bear no tales. My precautions were well
and secretly taken. I spread it abroad that he
was about to depart for France, and when we
set out I caused to be affixed to his saddle
his own travelling-valise, thereby giving
greater semblance of truth to my tale. We
went as far as the lime-pits. As we waited at
the edge of a pit I pushed him in. Methinks
I hear yet his cries as he fell. He had on him
a great riding-cloak, which caught in some
projecting pail, leaving him immersed as far
as the loins. I waited to the end. He was
soon dead. His last words—they may come
true yet, though perchance many generations
hence—were, ‘‘the right will triumph,”, and
then he was strangled. I fled then. This
was Christmas Even, and the next day, the
blessed day when the Saviour was born, I re-
turned to the pit. Methought I had heard
him mutter, in his agony, about a packet, and
t'were well to be sure. With much labour I
raised him, as much as the devouring lime
had spared, and in his bosom I found that J
sought. Then I threw him in with the minister.
I had the packet ! My triumph was complete.

“ But, alasl well and truly saith the pagan
poet, « Raro antecedentem scelestum Dese-
ruit pede peena claudo.” I betook me with my
prize to the secret chamber, the chamber in
which I am now fast shut and which will be
my tomb. In my haste to examine the packet,
I forgot the spring of the door, it closed to,
and I was a prisoner without means of escape.

t+tBut the light is fast departing, and I must
hasten. The son of Sir Harry Asheforde is
presently at Tours, in the Kingdom of France,
where he is known as Julian Ashford. My
will is that my sons or their descendants, do
make restitution to Julian Ashford or to
his descendants of all the goods and properties
wrongfully held by me. And may God have
mercy on my soul.

« Writ this twenty-fifth day of December, in
the year of our salvation one thousand six
hundred and sixty-nine.”

¢ JasPER BELLANMY.”
- . * - -*

I am in Canada now. After that fatal reve-
lation I could not stay a day longer at the
Hall, the Hall that belonged to Elsie Ashford.
I had spoken more truly than I thought when
I said it was hers by right. True, I could have
been master of the Hall as of old ; our wedding-
day was fixed, and George Bellamy might have
held up his Head again. But pride forbade
such a course. And did I not know that Elsie
loved Jack. She did not care a whit for me,
and I shrunk from forcing our engagement.
So after a hasty consultation with Trevor I
quietly stole away that Christmas morning,
made my way to Liverpool, and shipped for
Montreal. .

I have heard from Jack since. I didn't let
him know my whereabouts until I saw the an-
nouncement of his marriage with Elsie in the
Times, and then I wrote to him. He and Elsie
are living happily together at the old Hall,

and the last letter I received from them the

other day announced the advent of a small
George, who, they insist, is the very picture
of old George, but I don't quite see how that
can be.

And now perhaps you think that Iam a
seedy, surly, morose kind of a fellow, leading
a blighted, useless life—a crusty old bachelor
who spends his time between nursing his gout

and railing at women and matrimony. Bless
you! not a bit of it ! First love is a very good

thing in its way, but after all it is very like
the first pair of trousers. We are uncommonly
proud of them, but they wear out in time.
I got over my disappointment—I think it must
have ' been the sharp Canadian winter that

took it out of me—and now I am married to
a bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked Canadian girl,

whose name, by the way, is not Elsie, and who
does notin the slightest degree resemble my old
flame Elsie Ashford—Mrs. Jack Bellamy now.
I certainly was not a good match for her, but
then,.on her side, she did not say, at a time
which shall be nameless, that ¢ ghe didn’t ex-
actly love. me but she hoped to do so when she

knew me better,”—so after all we are not so

badly mated. As for surliness, find me a
lighter-hearted fellow in all Canada,—if you
can, and I don’t believe it

Yes, this Christmasg of 1870 finds me a happy,
contented man, and it certainly is no small
thing to be able to boast that I owe my happi-
ness—and the happiness of others, for that
matter—not to such common causes as wealth
or position, not even to virtue, which, we are
told, always bring happiness, but just to such
an extraordinary, uvnheard of thing as—
Haur A GaosT.

How many of our fashionable hypochondriac
rheumatic ladies, and gouty old gentlemen,
believe in the waters that bubble up from
springs in the earth. There are theusands
upon thousands who travel over not only this
Continent, but, year after year, ramble
throughout Europe in the delightful occupa-
tion of drinking the various Mineral Waters.
They drink waters at Baden-Baden, and gam-
ble fearfully while they do it. They go to
Cheltenham, Bath, and Brighton, in England,
and in the most business-like manner gulp
down the luke-warm waters at the rate of about
agallon & morning. We have seen Germans in
Prussia drink their Lager, we have watched
the people of Vienna swallow down their Beer,
we have watched the miraculous powers of
absorption possessed by the English as they
boldly attack their pots of ‘’arf and ’arf’,
But to see the ladies that visit Cheltenham
drink Saline and Mineral Water is a sight for
the ancient gods. An elephant would turn
away satiated with half the guantity.  Then
in the United States take Saratoga, Ballston,
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8pa, the Virginia Bprings, &c.; see how the
crowds rush to these 8prings during the sum-
mer st the very first dawn of the morning.
Young ladies drink it while they flirt ; young
swolls drink it because they believe the waters
possess an enlivener ; old maids drink it while
they talk ; and the antique folks dome

dal

to see & luxurious hotel and g ds. All

those who want & charming book should ad-
dress the owners, who will forward s pam-
phlet on lication, which all

or , both of which 1
detest—that I should look upon this aged
volume as something in the light of a trust
which I would fail to respect, were I to reveal

particulars. The Waters are for sale in all
principal towns, they can be had daily on

here season after season because they believe
it lengthens out their lives. They believe
the iron being strong, it must strengthen their
feeblo frames, and the sour and the sarcastic
believe it will make them still more ironical.
Baut partly from baving been & visitor at all
these places year after year, after noticing the
degree of dissipation that ensues, the heavy
dinners, the enormous breakfasts, and the

hoarty lunches that are consumed at the ex- |.

pense of the Proprietors of Carsvanserss, and
then seeing the perpotual dancing in the heated
tmosph of hot nights, and per-
ceiving the want of caution manifested by éne
and all in walking in the grounds, reeking
as they are with perspiration, we are afraid
that the Waters, if they possess virtues, are
evaporsted not ooly by imperceptible perspi-
ration, but by a heated, steaming multitude
of terpsichorean devotees. That there are vir-
tues in Mineral Waters all medical testimony
goes to prove; and Chemical Analysis has
placed their relative merits before the pub-
lic. We would say one word to all who read
this paper—If you are labouring under ill-
health, you want repose while under the care

at -
J. B. BUSE'S, )
PLACE D'ARMES,
And at all Retail Druggists.
WINNING, HILL & WARE,
389 8¢, Paul Btreet, Montreal,

ag:

i old manuscript to my fricnd, who was sur-

sll the outpourings of a young girl's heart for
the amusement of perhaps a cold, unsympa-
thising reader. Some links—I may here say—
were wantingrto complete my story, after I
had ocarefully read and analysed the Diary;
but thess were subsequently furnished me,
when I again visited Quebec and returned the

prised to find that it was really an heirloom of
o Canadisb family, and bad found its way by
ident into the rubbish box. .

[ Written /or the Canadinn [Uustraied Ness.)

WHAT HAPPENED AT BEAUVOIR

ox

CHRISTMAS EVE.

8Y J. 8. BOUMINOT.

Noz very long since, one Christmas Eve, s
largé hmllﬁputynuomblod around a cheerful
fire in the library of a bandsome vills, prettily
situated on the banks of the river 8t. Law-
rence. The oak panelled room, with its deep
recesses, lined with books, looked very

of the physician, not mad i , which
1s ant. istic to the operation of any cura-
tive preparstion. Some men will go to Paris
to buy French boots, some toGeneva to buy s
watch, some to England to obtain their broad-
cloth, some to India to buy & cashmere shawl
-all gold-work as the Nawabs wear, some will
visit Charleroi, because they believe ouly
there can they taste pure Burgundy, and some
will go to Baltimore just to have s Canvas-
back Duck and Terrapin supper, because they
like to say they went to the fountain head.
Jackanapes all! There are near your houses
sometimes richer, purer, and better thiugs.
There is scenery wilder, grander, and sweeter
than is to be found anywhere else. And the
sarth contains riches you have only to seek
for to 8nd. Take all these famed Bprings
that bave drawn people to them for & century,
and you will nowhere find waterso rich in all
the curstive qualities as in this D
‘The CarratracaWaters, which have been known
for Afty years, have been pronounced to possess
more remedial agents than any other Waters
found in the American Continent.
Their composition is :—

“ Iron, ..
“ Magnes
Ohloride of 8odium,
Carbonic Acid, 230 Cubic

Inches, OF............... 58170 ¢
819.118 «

In taking an analysis of the most noted
8prings on this Continent, it is only necessary
to call tion to the P ve rich
of the following Springs, and we give a state-
ment of the quantity of mineral matter con-
tained in one gallon of the water of the Springs
claimed to be the most effective in disease :—

867.943 grains
496353

8tar Bpring,. . ...

Beltser 8pring, . . 401,680 «
Excelsior Bpring,.... 614.8468 " u
Gettysburg Kstalysine,..... 366,930 «
Carratrace No. 1 Bpring,....744.9400 «
A E I 18,3997 «

" 3 ....889.0000 ¢

Reaid,

prep 4

the
OarTatracs also possess the Bromide and Iodide
of Potassium, There is not space to entet into
 discussion of the ive prup of the
various elements in this water in the present
article, but wo can say s more pleasing draught
cannot be taken, it cools the blood, It fs e
gentle laxative, {b helps debility, it gives an
appetite, it cures thoumatism. We hope early
in the spring to illustrate the region where
the wells are situated, and where we hope yot

"l‘k
1 in the light of the noble fire of maple
fogu which were heaped on the quaint silver-
ted andircns, in an old fasbioned fire-
place, such as you rarely soe now-a-days in
modern houses. But the most cheerful sight
in the library was, undouostedly, the face of
the venerable host, who was very iuppy t0 seo
sbout him his sons snd daughters, who had
come with their families to spend the festive
Christroas season under the old roof-tree.

# Now, Fanny, we are all ready to hear the
story you pmm(ud to tell us” eaid the old
gentleman to bis youngest deughter-in-law, s
soft-eyed, gentle young woman, not many
years married to the staid, reserved man oppo-
site her—a Professor ins Western University.

The lady thus addressed, lit &« wax candle
standing on s little table Ly her side; and
then taking up & roll of manuscript, tied with
pink “taste,” read the following story in &
olear and well modulated tone : .

CHAPTER 1

I mave always bad s fancy for hunting up
old books papers, aud depositing them
smong my private tressures. Of course
you will say that'this is & strange fancy fors

oung

ve been brought up among books, and
taught to oonsider them as my best com-

lady, but you must remember I

Beauvoir was the name of an old Manor
which stood very many years ago on the crest
of & picturesque height, surrounded by the
forest, within a few miles of the ancient capi-
tal of Canads. It bad some pretensions to
antlquity, for it bad been erected only a short
time after the memorable sicge of Quebec,
towards the end of the soventeenth century,
when the heroic Frontenac, whose figure
stands out so prominently above all others in
the early annals of New France, successfully
repelled Phl{pc and s powerful fleet. Like

the old buildings of the Canadian aristo-"!
cracy, it would not be cousidered a model of
srchitectursl taste in these days when the
nouveguz riches livé in elegant villas with many
gables, towers, and all the architecturalfan-
tasia of the Italian, Gothic,and French styles.
It was simply a large square house, built of
grcy stone, well darkened - with age, witha
igh pitched roof and small windows ou which
there had been, at some time or otber, iron
sbutters, but the latter had gradually tallen
off ‘and been replaced by wore modern contri-
vances. The most intoresting and unique
featute about the building was the ruin of &
tower which was closely connected with the
bhouse and had been erected both for ornamen-
tal and defensive ymuc}au time when the
inbabitants of Ca: might ex st any
bour to find the enemy at their The
chitean was prettily situated so as to overlook
the river 8t. Charles, with & glimpse of the
dark bluv waters of the 8t. Lawrence and the
walled town which so long represented the
masjesty: and smbition of France in Americs.
Some fine maples and beeches grew above the
house, wild grape vines and other creeping
plants climbed over the old tower wherever
they could get a hold, while . here and there,
'in some crevice near the roof, there wers little
tufts of wild flowers, the seed of which had
been wafted from' the forest close by. The
grounds were not vxtensive and were exceed-
ingly neglected, for thers was no sign of an
attempt to clear away the accumulated under-
brush and dead bLranches near the Chateau
itself, while the anly spproach to a garden
was & little plot of old-fashioned ﬂoweul
which was kept carefully weeded and tri

open its doors to guests, less extravagantly,
but mot less hospitably, than of old. Then
ensued & fon of disast tably

loss of several ships belonging to the firm in
which he had embarked his small fortone;
and he was forced to sell his town house and
retire to Beauvoir with a very trifling rem-

nant of his former means. Nor was the
Ameri

the

War of Independ

covered from an illuess of some wee!
saying to his dsughter, who was scated on &
low €tool at his fee
into his face, while
toyed gently with her bright, golden curls
which clostered on her graceful meck eand
shoulders, ¢ 'Tis but s lonesome life thou
livest hero, iJn :hll grim, lonely house—thou

without its

effect upon his wasted fortunes; for during
the invasion by Montgomery and Arvold, his
chateau had been sacked and he himself taken
a prisoner.

At the time of which we are writing, M. de

Leoville was & man over sixty years, but utill
showing that stately presence and courtly air
which seemed to be the nastural inheritance
of the family; bat his brow, all seained and
rugged, and his eye, s0 sunken and restless,
would indicate that he had felt deeply the
cares and troubles of bis life. His family now
was very small, for his wife had died some ten
years before, and was buried in the quiet
graveyard of Charlesbourg, and his only child
was a lovely girl of nineteen, Marguerite by
name, the writer of the disry which I so
strangely discovered.

It is early in the afternoon of s fine August

day, when we first see the father and daughter
sitting by the window of & room which was at
once library and parlour—in fact, that same
room where bis gay and extravagant father
had often sat and gambled with spirits just as
reckless as himself, until the rays of the rising
sun peeped through some chink of the shutters,
and warned them that they must close the
wild play which had driven away the sleep
from their eyelids. The day had been very
bot, but now & delightful cuol bresse was
coming {nto the room througb the foliage of
the maples and beeches that threw their pro-
tecting branches about the house. The furni-
ture of the room was very plain, and a fow
books, none of them very valuable, were
ranged on shelves against the wall, which bad
long since been denuded of its cho{ce tapestry,
and was now painted of a dark lilac colour.
small writing-table was
window for the convenience of the old 8eigneur,
who was himself seated in a quaint, antique
arm chair of dark walnut, with heavy 1
turned at the feet 30 as to represent a tigor's
claws, and which was one of the fow memo-
risls of the more prosperous days of the
family.

A
placed close to thé

“ Ma chire” the old man, who bad just re-
whs

and looking tondly up
e light summer bruese

by some loving hand.

The chétean and the fow acres about it were
gow the princi property belonging to the
de Leovilles, who once possessed considerable
wealth and ioft Before the t the
nobility of New France bad very frequently
sascmbled within the walls of Beauvoir and
rmk:n of the lavish hoepitality of their

panions. My opportunities for g
rare books have been very fow, and yot I have
managed somebow to pick up in the cigies I
have visited, s fow copies of choice editions
bound {n rich, old vellgm, which I value more
than the pretty jewelry my friends give
me from time to time. A year or two ago,
while visiting a friend in Quebec, I was per-
mitted to rummage in an old case where dilapi-
dated books, pamphlets and newspapers had
been allowed to gather for & very T:u time,

The greater , of the gontents was the
merest rubbish, but I discovered an old vo-
lume which d to be a ¢ d

with the rest; and that was the Diary of s
French Iady, which had been written in the
latter part of the sightoenth century. BSome
of the leaves had boen lost, the ink on others
was almost effaced, and 1 dered at fi

If the gayest of the throng. In
that old tower there were spacious rooms where
many guests were wont to moet in pleasant

must be
poor, sick father.”

rewaions, but now huge, dusty cobwebs hung
from the ceilings s»nd bats flew through the

given warning of the approach of a fox, was
silent and forgotien.
called from its tapestry woven in French

Kndd, many a fortane had becn won and lost

during those reckless times when men danced, ,
drank, and gambled, though the foe was:
already on the march, and want snd misery-
were staring the people of that devoted French.
colony in the face” Many s stately minuet,.
to?,hnd\mm danced within its halls by the-

whether it was worth vhllon'nkln‘ anattempt
to decipher it. My friend, to whom I showed

ig and the officers of the king with:
the few Canadian lstlies who did their best to*
imitate the ric levish fashi .

that it bad belonged to some member of her
was qulh‘ :nloona to the book, for she did uot
PP ined any imp secrets
but she did not for the life of her understand
what possible interest I conld find in rumma.
ging about such musty rubdish whea I might
amuss myself with so many new magasines
snd perfodis 20 clean and orisp, from the
‘bookstores. on I got home I set to work,
as soon as I could, to see if I could make any-
thing out of this time-worn journal, but it was
only after weeks of patient research that I was
able to decipher the almost obliterated manu-
script, the handwriting of which besides was
very ‘ne.wd cramped. At last 1 succeed.d,
to my great delight, in following pretty closely
the story which was told in those faded
Throughout the volume there was s groat
of matter which I was obliged to reject as
having little connection with the story itself.

lady, there was much rupetition and not a
little ssntimentalism which it would be very

may myseld be open to th¢ awful charge of

it, knew Dothing about it, but she supposed
family who had been loag in the country. I | th

that pre-

vailed in Paris during the days of the ancien'
regime, when there seemed to be no limit to®

° ag and tion of the Court'
and the massos under the weight of/
taxes levied to supply the luxuries of the faith-
less nobles who thougbt them little better”
than the dogs in the kennels. B

‘These gay tiwes betore the conquest had
well nigh ruiged the Leovillez, and when
1leuri, the onty son of that reckloss &

As you might expect in the case of & young:

tiresome for my readers to have forced npou! with the West Tudics.
them. It seams to me, too—and here I ol I: Liw for n while, nnd Renuvolr ouce more threw ' Marguerite; nud though M. Je Leoville bosi-

whee gambled away the fairest postion of

extate, amd at gt onded i wild carecr Ty
zallanlly dyiog, sword in hand, on the Tlains
of Abraham, areived a¢ muauhood and came
out from France, where he had beew s e
timo ¢f his futhee's death, he tound that ulil
hix patrimony was represcoted by a bouse in
Quebice, the Chitean of Besuvoir, and awarth-
lexs Sviguenvie ina distant part of the conntry ;
but Henrl was, in muny respects, very ditterent
from the extravagunt Seigneue who precaded
him, and tricd burd to retricve his fortanes,
e hd come into possession of 1 considerable
. of mokey by marringe, and this ho em-
backed, as w silent partner, in the businesa of
A large firm which had extensive dealings
Fortuno smiled on

n the green salon, s0 ;

looms. and representing scenes from the |

Lt
[RHY
)

of waltiug on thy
‘¢ My father, thou must not say that—thou

must know it is not so. How can I feel lonely
with thee to watch over, and "—here the fair
‘i“r: blushed slightly—t« Charles to talk to so
often.
inch of ground About it, for have
dered from childhood among its lovely woods,
and know all their pleasant nooks, and overy
wild Gower beneath their shade ?
you see & mors beauteous landacape than that
trom
open windows, while the bell which had so | .

often called the hunters from the forest and |

I love this old house dmlyinndenry
Dot wan-

ere dan
the

hills about Beauvoir?
wourt, E

=i

happy waould T be coudd
ratiad before 1 vcome
nu# of the de Luovilles
0¥ low when they can.
v those they love.”
crrd her hand loving!y on
<l evmmeneed to chide him
sdontty, aml for believ.
Vo leave him, when a
R vas heard at 1he Joor of the

ronng wman of perhaps
tyefive ¥ with atall, well-knit
e, in the cmbiess of an oflicer of the
Lritish line. His fenttre. were vepleto with
A wewd hwnonned, frank expression—perbaps
the wost striking pare of his fuce was his
mouth, which had small delicate lacs, and
disclosod teeth of rare reculacity aod white-
e, Charles de Gendvitle was the second
aoti—he was the sanie person muntioned in
the furegoing conversntion—of a Seigneur who,
like not a few others, had remsined In the
cuantry after the conquest, and becnwme a
main adierent of the Buitish Crown, ‘I'hrough
the intluence of the Giitish Commaunder-in.
chivclin Canada, he hiad beon rewizded by the
offer of & commizsion in a British regiment
for one of his boys, and thus it wax that
N <de Grndville came to b un officer of
ret, ut that tiawe stutioned in the
colony,  His father bad been an obd friend of
M. de Leoville, and ie was, thewetore, quite
natural that the gon should lose no time, niter
his retuen to Quelwe, tn visiting Reauvolr. It
wik nlsa quite tataral that the youug, im.
pulsive oftficer should be fvresistibly carried
awny by the piee Senuty of Madile, de Leovillo,
With the chureteristic manliness of  hian

. uature, Chorles de Grandville lost no time in

presenting himself before tho Seigneur, and
tellivg Wbm tho stato of his fuelings towards
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tated®or a while to accord his consent to an
engagement, he yielded eventually when he
saw that his danghter's heart was certainly
given to the young officer. He knew he was
himself to blame for giving the young man
80 many opportunifies for seeing Marguerite,
who would inherit only a very insignificant
* estate—he had been a little selfish in the
matter, for he liked de Grandville, (who had
the great merit of being a good listener) and
had forgotten that Marguerite was no longera
child, but an impulsive, affectionate young
woman.

The young officer was warmly received by
the old Seigneur, and any one who noticed
the greeting that Marguerite gave him would
have easily detected the relations that existed
between them.* The three sat, for an hour or
more, conversing on many subjects, and then
they were disturbed by the arrival of two
ladies, both of whom were joyfully welcomed
by the Seigneur aud his daughter. One of
them was Mademoizelle Letellier, a half-sister
of M. de Leoville, a maiden lady of at least
forty-five, with a pl asant, genial expression
in her dark blue eyes. She had been absent
for some weeks in Montreal, and had now re-
turned with an old friend, who had not visited
Beauvoir for many yers.

CHAPTER II.

Ix the course of the afternoon the Seigneur
told his daughter to accompany Madame
Boucher—the visitor—through the Manor.

« Madame,”—he said, with his courtly air,
while apologizing for his inability to,accom-
pany her—you will find a great many
changes in this old mansion. Time has not
dealt more gently with Beauvoir than it has
with me.”

Marguerite and her new friend rambled
through the house and at 1ast found themselves
in the drawing-room, where there were a few
pieces of antique furniture, covered with blue
and gold satin, much faded and defaced ; but
the most interesting relics were several pic-
tures, chiefly portraits of the family, by the
Vanloos, Le Brun and other French masters,
all of which had been taken from the town
house when it had been sold by the Seigneur.
Ome of these portraits was that of the elder
M. de Leoville, who was dressed in the brilliant
costume gemanded by the etiquette of the gay
court of Louis Quinze, to which he had been
introduced when a young man in Paris. He
was what most women would call a very hand-
some man—the full lips and wide nose were
perhaps not in symmetry with the other part
of his face. :

« That, then,” said the vivacious French-
woman, ¥ is le beau Leoville. What a pity he
had not thought less of his own pleasure, and
more of those who came after him1”

The latter part of lrer remark was not heard
by Marguerite, who had gone out into the pas-
sage to give some directions to a servant, but
Charles, who had just entered and was stand-
ing close by, replied—

¢ Yet, they say, as youmust know, Madame,
for, if I mistake not, you are a connection of
the de Leovilles, that the old Seigneur died
really wealthy for a man in this country.”

¢ Oh, you Mave heard that story,” replied
Madame Boucher, with a merry laugh. ¢ The
Seigneur was certainly a reckless gambler,
and we all know that he lost large sums of
money at play ; butit is also said that he won
all back and more from the Intendant, M.
Bigot, and others who so often met in the green
parlour. No one, however, has seen or heard
of that treasure—the whole story is a myth, a
mere fairy tale. You may be sure if the old
Seigneur had any money in his possession,
he lost little time in spending it in some shape
or other.”

« My father has often said,” said Marguerite,

~ who had rejoined her friend and heard the
foregoing remarks, that the only person who
could tell the truth or falsity of the story was
Nicolas Savre, who was a faithful servant of
my grandfather, always with him and entrust-
ed with all his secrets. When my grandfather
died soon after the fight,both Bavre and his wife
were with him and heard his dying requests;
my father himself, you must know, was at
school in France at the time. A day or two
later, Bavre himself was killed in this very
chétean, whilst attempting to defend it against
a party of Scotch marauders. His wife, then
a young delicate woman who had been married
only a few months, lay ill for many weeks,
after she gaw her husband fall riddled with
bullets, and when she had recovered it was
found that her mind wandered, and that she
had entirely forgotten the sad events which
bad brought her so a grave a sorrow.”

« Poor Vevette,” said Madame Boucher, “ 1
remember her well ; often has she dressed me
and your dear mother, when we were girls;
she had such fine soft hair of a dark auburn
colour, and lovely dark blue eygs. Is she still
alive 7 Co

««Yes,” replied Mademoiselle de Leoville,
« ghe lives in a little whitewashed, red-roofed
cof e, down in the glen, near Lake St.
Charles, in the care of her only sister, Marie
Nicolet. Of late years she has bgen much
better, but her memory of the past still fails
her, and she is still liable to strange, unac-
countable fits of despondency, which come on
at 1 moment's notice, and last for hours, during

which she seems lost to all that is going on
about her, and does not even recognize her
friends who may speak to her.” )

« A gad history, indeed,” replied Madame
Boucher, “ I must certainly see poor Vevette
before 1 go away.” ‘

Then they left the drawing-room and re-
turned to the Seigneur, who felt unusually
gay that afterncon—the arrival of his sister
and her friend had no doubt raised his spirits,
somewhat low after his recent attack of ill-
ness—and he expressed a wish to go out to
the garden and see Marguerite's flowers. With
the help of Charles and Marguerite he walked
down stairs and took & seat in a pleasant,
shady spot, with his guest and Mdlle. Letel-
lier alongside of him. Madame Boucher re.
ferred to the conversation they had in the
salon respecting the legend of the Seigneur’s
hidden or stolen wgalth.

« Well," said Madame Boucher, laughingly,
when she found that M. de Leoville knew no

more about it than she did herself, < I hope !

¥hen you do come to your fortune you will
not find it a bundle of waste paper. The
card money of Canada bore the royal arms of
France, and were signed by the Governor-

.General, the Intendant, and the Controller.
| They were of 1, 3, 6, 12, and 24 livres; some

as low as 6 deniers and 1 centime. The Ca-

nadian historian, Garneau, says that the:
.| French King once was obliged to redeem the :
Colonial paper at three-eighths of its real

value—‘‘a composition of 7s. 6d. on the £.”
in commercial language.
never worth much, and certainly now-a-days
it would not be readily exchanged for gold.”

«No,” said the Seigneur, assuming the lively '

tone of hig guest; ¢ I do not suppose that we
would even now get ten francs to the sovereign
from the King of England, who is doubtless

a better paymaster than was his Most Gracious .

Majesty, Louis XV.”

Meanwhile Marguerite and the young offi-
cer were walking up and down under the

shade of the tall beeches and maples, watch- :

ing the light, flcecy masses of ‘clouds, which,
touched by the rays of the setting sun, were
assuming the most gorgeous colours.

« Five qr six weeks hence,” said the young
man at length, “ I may be called away ; for
the ship which is daily expected will probably
bring our orders for the West Indies.” N

«Qh1 dear Charles, I hope not—how much
my father and myself would miss you. But
you will soon get your company and then”—
here the tender-hearted girl paused.

4 Yes, then, I hope we may never leave each

other,” said the young officer, finishing the .

gentence for the blushing girl ; «if I had the
money now, I could soon buy my company,
for I have a chance of a Captaincy in the
regiment, which will probably remain here.”

« Would it not be pleasant to find that
money of which such a strange story i8 told.”

«If we wait till then,” replied the.young
officer, laughingly, %I am afraid that hap
time of which we have been speaking will
never come.”

Then all the party returned indoors, as the
shadows of evening crept through the trees,
enveloping the chitéau in the deepest gloom
until it looked like some old keep of feudal
times.

Several weeks passed by and nothing of in-
terest occurred at the chateau; but at the
little, low whitewashed cottage, in the glen,
poor Vevette Savre had been ailing for some
time, and it was very clear that she would sopn
close®a life which to her had been fraught
with little worldly joy. She was now confined
to her bed, for previously she had always—ex-
cept of course when her bad spells came on—
taken an active share of the household work;
and found much pleasure in attending a little
kitchen garden during the summer. For some
time previous to her taking to her bed, her
mind had been more rational, and her old ac-
quaintances noticed that she remembered
many little things that had happened in her
younger days. - Once she asked to see the
Seigneur, but when he came she relapsed into
her usual stupor and hardly recognized him,
but sat with her face—so thin-and transparent
as to show every delicate vein—laid low on
her bosom.

« Poor Vevette, she seems very low,” said
thte Seigneur, who, even in his most straitened
circumstances, had never forgotten to give
her that pittance which enabled- her sister to
keep her comfortably—¢ is she often this way
‘now ?” .

« She remains thus for days,” replied Marie ;
tyes and for weeks; she never talks much
now” - .

It was on the day following this interview
that Estelle came in to see her, and then she
appeared better, and said to her sister before
the young lady had left:

« Marie, you were here when M. de Leoville
came to see me last What did I tell him?”

Then, when her sister told her, she shook
her head despondently

« No, no, my poor head is yet too weak—
what dreadful weight is this upon it? What
is it that I wish to say to M. Henri? Mon
Dien, I shall die soon—so they say—and yet I
have never told him ”

This was the last occasion when any of the
inmates of the chiteau saw the poor woman ;
for when Marguerite and Madame Boucher
called .at the eottage, they were told that

Card money was :

that they had better wait till- she was calmer.
No message, however, ever came to Beauvoir
from Marie that her sister was in a condition
to see Marguerite or the other inmates, and at
last they heard one morning that she had died
suddenly during the night. When they saw
her again, her hands were folded on her bosom,
in the same attitude that they had assumed
when her spirit quietly passed away, while
her poor, thin face wore a peaceful, resigned
expression which it had never shown in the
course of her unhappy life.

« Poor Vevette,” said M. de Leoville when
he heard of the death of his dependent; « it
was a happy release for her.” '

« If you saw her face now,” said Mdlle.
Letellier, * you would indeed say 80.”

« T wonder what it was she wanted to say to
me that day she sent for me,” continued the
Seigneur.

« Perhaps,” suggested Marguerite, ‘¢ she re-
membered at last how good you bad always
. been to her, and wished to express her grati-
! tude, but her poor weak memory failed her
' when the opportunity offered.”

« It may be you are right,” replied the old
' man, ‘“but whatever it was it must be buried
! with her in the grave.”

(To be continued.)
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
i MARK BERKELEY.

' Anout & week after the scene described in
i the last chapter, a8 the bells in the City of
. Montreal were ringing for the hour of noon,
i Blanche Osburne might be seen crossing the
Champ de Mars from the entrance near the
Court House. She was hurrying homeward
to her early dinner, having been engaged
i during the last two hours in the pleasing busi-
! ness of shopping. At the same moment a
dashing young officer,tin the uniform of the
Canadian Rifles, wad descending the steps near
St Gabriel Street, with the evident intention
of joining the young music teacher.

Blanche was aware of his approach, for her
quick eye bad caught sight of his figure strol-
ling leisurely along the terraced walk of the
Champ de Mars, and she cast more than one
admiring though furtive glance towards him,
which glances he returned with interest, for
Blanche was looking very charming this mor-
ning in her neat print morning dress and
coquettish little hat.

The reader will hardly recognite Mark

Berkeley in that dashing son of Mars, Three
years have given manlier proportions to his
figure, and the incipient moustache has grown
visibly, though still of a light hue. Altogether
Mark’s: appearance was much improved and
he had quite a military air. His uniform was
becoming ; he wore it now as he had been on
duty that morning. Mark has been cherish-
ing a penchant for Blanche Osburne now for
sometime. Her delicate girlish beauty had
caught his boyish fancy some four years be-
fore, when the Osburnes first came to live in
Montréal, and he had continued wonderfully
constant considering the well-known incon-
stancy of such juvenile adorers. The admir-
ation of Lieutenant Berkeley was very flatter-
ing to Blanche. Like many girls she particu-
larly admired the military, and she quite
enjoyed a flirtation with the young officer
whenever an opportunity for one offered.
These flirtations had occurred rather fre-
quently this summer, since Mark discovered
that on certain mornings Blanche was in the
habit of crossing the Champ de Mars at twelve
o'clock. He generally contrived to be in that
locality as soon as the bell of the Cathedral
of Notre Dame rung out its first peal. The
distance from the Champ de Mars to Mrs.
Osburne’s cottage in Rue Dominique was con-
siderable, but it seemed particularly short to
Blanche on those days when, Mark Berkeley
accompanied her home. ' ’
' «'Was not that a capital joke I played
Osburne some days since ?” he asked, langhing
merrily, shortly after he joined her and they
were strolling leisurely up’8t. Dominique
8treet, the heat of the summer day, of course,
obliging them to walk very slowly.

“ Practical jokes are not always pleasant,”
remarked Blanche, coldly, for she remembered
the anxiety she and her aunt had suffered in:
consequence of this one which seemed to
afford Mark such amusement.

 Osburne did not like it, though! it gave
him too great a fright "

Vevette was too excitable to see any one, and |

« And cansed me great anxiety too! I as-
sure you,” said Blanche, gravely.

«Tt did, eh! I am sorry for that. But it
really was capital fun—the governor was in
such a rage!” and the young officer again
broke into a merry laugh in which Blanche
goon joined. The gaiety of her companion
was catching.

¢« However, I shall not try that fun again.
It would not do a second time to cause the
governor and others, you especially, such
anxiety,” Mark said, emphasizing the you as
he bent his head to look very lovingly into
Blanche Osburne’s lovely face. ¢ Osburne, I
know, suspected me of stealing the money,”
Mark resumed, more gravely.

 Yes ; he said no one else could have taken
it‘"

« T thank him for his good opinion,” broke
from Mark, haughtily. “Did you believe
him, Blanche ?” :

4 No,” she answered promptly
not think you capable of stealing.”

« Ogburne owes me & grudge ; he is jealous
nlest-ce pas, mignonne £’ and Mark, who was still
fond of using French phrases, twirled his light
moustache with a self-satisfied air.

tHe has no reason to be. jealous of you,”
Blanche curtly remarked, the spirit of coquetry
prompting the girl to tease her young admirer.

The bright expression faded from Mark’s
face, and the pair walked on in silence for
some minutes.

« Did you not tell me, Blanche?’ he re-
sumed, with hesitation, ¢ that you did not care
for your cousin 7" .

«T do care for him,” she answered, deci-
dedly. '

“ Not as a lover, surely, Blanche 7 he asked,
in tender appealing accents.

‘ No, not as a lover,” and the blue eyes
glanced coquettishly at the Lieutenant.

The expression of those beautiful eyes
thrilled his heart with renewed hope.

¢ Ah, Blanche! yon know your power over
me! How can you love to tease me so0?”

Blanche’s only reply was a silvery laugh.

« Are you going to the Horticultural Exhi-
bition at the Crystal Palace, to-night 7 Mark
asked, after a brief silence.

«Yes. Stephen promised to take me there.”

# Why not allow me to call for you?”

¢« Thank ydu! but that would never do, as
said I would go with Stephen.” :

«It would rouse his jealousy, I suppose,”
said Mark, with a pleased smile. “ Welll he
cannot prevent our meeting there. I shall
watch for you at the entrance opening on 8t.
Catherine Street. Be sure you come in by that
door, or we might find it difficult to meet in
such a crowd. The show of fruits and flowers
this year will be fine, the weather has been so
favourable. The music, $00, will be well
worth hearing. How I shall enjoy an evening
spent in your society, dearest Blanche! Ste-
phen’s cursed jealousy, you know, prevents
my going to your house,” Mark added,
angrily.

« And here comes Stephen following us up
the street!” said Blanche, laughing, as she
happened to look back. )

“Now, you will catch it for being seen with
me!” Mark remarked, with much annoyance.
« It is really too bad, this confounded non-
sense of Stephen’s, as if his cousin had not a
right to love whom she pleased 1”

They had now reached Mrs. Osburne’s cot-
tage. Bidding Blanche a tender adieu Mark
Berkeley walked on towards Sherbrooke street,
thus avoiding a meeting with his rival, while
Blanche hastened into the house and retired
to her own room to think over this pleasant
interview with her military admirer, whom
she certainly did regard with greater prefer-
ence than any of her other beaux, and these
numbered not a few, for Blanche Osburne was
quite the belle among a certain set.

Her cousin’s attachment to her was a deeper
feeling than that experienced by young Ber-
keley, for Stephen Osburne was ten years his
senior, and he loved his pretty cousin with
the strong passion of a man. Unfortunately
Blanche did not return this love ; she felt for
him only the affection of a sister. The charac-
ter of Mark was more like her own ; both pos-
sessed the same.gay temperament, the same
rather frivolous nature; therefore, Blanche
preferred the foppish, trifling ofticer to her
plainer-looking and more sedate cousin.

A cloud was on Stephen Osburne’s brow
when Blanche joined him and heraunt at din-
ner. He was silent as well as gloomy, and
although she made some attempts at conver-
sation her remarks only elicited curt replies.
Mrs. Osburne, fearing that something hed
again gone wrohg at the counting-house, in-
quired anxiously what was the matter. :

« Nothing I” he replied moodily.

Then Mrs. Osburne, conjecturing that some-
thing unpleasant had occurred between him
and Blanche, ‘wisely held her tongue. 8he
was used to these sullen fits of Stephen when
he was angry with his cousin., The good lady
was not aware of her niece’s frequent meetings
with Lieutenant Berkeley, which unpleasant
news had that morning been communicated
to Stephen by a fellow clerk who had often
seen the lovers in the Champ de Mars to-
gether. )

‘When dinner was over Stephen seated him-

1 could

self on the verandah to smoke a cigar, as was
his usual custom. Blanche took up her work
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- PRESENTS, ~ .

\/IESSRS‘. BRODEGREBEAUVAITS
L . would remind their friends, and the publie in
x"qnerul. thit lhcly have n complete ssaortment of
‘Winter Bouts and Shons, and Lady's White Boots
and Slippers. of every deseription.  Alzo a laree
quantity of Gont’a Fronch imported Congress Buoata,
or tho small sum of 8309 o pair. and o fow lat: of
Lady’s Cloth Boots. Lamb Lined. and Lady's [3al-
worsl Buols, Fiannel Lined. for 1.5 a prr.

If you wish tomnke nnselul and nseeptabile present
for Christuas or New Yenr, nothing iz pore nccept-

mhl: than n good. warm pair of Boots, for your wife,
daughter, or child,

BRODEUR & BEAUVAIS.
AUCOERSORS 10
J.& T, BELL,
Zi2 NOTRE DAME STREET.

2-26-h

]
3
L]

..

]' YMANS,
W

" OLASSIFIED LIST OF LEADING
MANUFACTURING ‘AND . WHOLESALE
HOUSES, INSURANCE OFFICES, &ec.
IN THE CITY OF MONTREAL..

ot A Ly AGETS
AMES MUIR, 198 St. James Stree

Joining Mol«wn’s Bank, :

HABSEDASHERS,

GAGNON, 390 Notre Dame Stroct,

2-26-27,

A

a8

(5.

MANUFAGTUBING AND WHOLESALE
DRUGAISS, -

CLARE & CO.y
[rgrannisien 1823.]
WIOLESALE DRUGGISTS.

MANUFACTURERS OF LINSEED OIL.
IMPORTERS OF
FOREIGN DRUGS, ]
PAINTERS' COLOURS,

OILS AND DYE STUFRFS.

282, 254 wnd 336 E1. PatL STRERT.
MONTREAL.

' GRAND TRUNK 1

P
v

. Thi<is the mean-

CANADA.

 Improved Service of Trains for the Winter of 1570,

Acceleration ot"mspoead.

"NEW

THAINS now leave Montreal as follows 1 —
GOING WEST.

Mail Train for Torontu

st{ations ., &.00 a.

Night Express for Opdensburst
Broekville, Kingston, Depteviile, fr
ronte, Gaelph, Lutedon,
Goderich, Butialo, Detroit
and all points West at

Aceommodation Train fur Kinesten, To-
runtis and intenmedinge stato 3

.00 a.

Accommnodation Train oo Brockville apd

intermediate sotionus at . ERIIEN
Lachine at i
S neon, 1.6
and GJ oo, The 103
runs throngh to Provines ine.

Tratns tur
N

GOING ROUTH AND EAST.

i Accommudation for Island Pond and in-
termedinte stathmsat. oo . T30 a.

. Bxpresz for Bostonria Vermant Centralat wiin m. |

Expressfor New York and Bustom, rizz Ver- )
muwt Ceutral at . .. . o AM4A .
{Express for New Yeork and Doston. rin
' Plattzburgh. Lake Champlain, Burlive-
tmoand Rutland at ... .. ... .. AREAEN
Dee, der dn
Express for Islapd Poened at. .

.08 pon
BT TR

C Night Express for Queiaes Isiand Pond.
i catd Portland, and the Laawer
Provinres, xtopping between Mootreal
and Istand Pond wi St Hidaire. St
1 the, Upton, Acion., R whid.
Browston Falls, Sherbrooke, Leunnox-
villo, Compton, Conticoske. atud Nojton
Mills. unly. at .

1010, me

Sleeping Cars un all night yrains.
rosh.

Dagzase rhecked

%rh

The Steamers * Carlettn ™ or = Chins
Porttand for Halitax, NS0 every We
Saturday afternoon at s04 . m. They o
lent seconnmaodations tor Pazseneers and Freipist.

The International Company':
connection with the Grand Trunk Railwuy, leave
Portland every Moenday and Thursday at oam pom..
for St Jehin, N. B, &e.

Tickets issued through at the Corapany’s prinsipa:
stations.

i For turther information. and time of Arrival anid
I Departure of all Trains at the terminal and way sia-
or at No. 39 Great 8t James Street.
C.J. RRYDGES,
Managing Director.

AN BT

Montreal, Nov. 7, 1870.

PEPA .
Qrrawa. 10th Des.. 1870,
Authaorized discount on American Juvoices unti
further notico : 10 per cent.
R. 8. M. BOUCHETTE.

Commissioner of Customs.

TUSTOXS
v

WTMENT,

TOHN UNDERHILL,

eJ Pracrioan Ormiciay, 209, Notre Dame Street.
Solo Agont for the Sale of our

PERFEQOTED SPECTACLES

—AND—-
EYE-GLASSES.

LAZARUS, MORRIS &

ILWAY OF |
i (fDTA'\"AGE, LYMAN &£CO
b

CARS ON ALL EXPRESS TRAINS,

camer<. rungingin ¢

tions, apply at the Ticket oftice. Bonaventure Stativ, |

~ JEWELLERS,

; 271 Notre

Dawme Street, 4 2-Fzz

HATTERS AND FURRBIERS,
OHN HENDERSON & CO., 283 Notre

Darme Strect. 2232z

MANUTACTURING STATIONERS, |

W

AMES SUTHERLAND,
PAPER MAKER. WHOLESALE
STATIONER,

AND
ACCOUNT DOOK
MANUFACTURER.

10 and 162 St. James Street.

MONTREAL.
GLASS, OILS, VARNISHES, &c.,

N VISHES, &0,

fanu
L.

ef

RAMSAY & SON, Glass, Qil, Colour,
and Voruish  Importers  from  frst-olaas

actarers in Giertany. Franee and Great Bri-
odvand 2] Reaollet Street. Teitf

1

COMMENCING ON

| MONDAY, OCTOBER 10,
! .

{ The Subseriber will Scll the

| ENTIRE STOCK-IN-TRADE

=

QOF

_'STAPLE & FANCY DRY GOODS

OF THE LATE FIRM OF

"\ Messrs. DUFRIESNE, GREY & Co.

INSOLVEXNTS,
. And will continue each day and erening until the
: whole is disposed of.
i
i
i It is almost unnecessary to say anything in
tfavour of this Stock. The house has been
celebrated for their choiee assortment of the
{ Newestand Most Fashionable Goeds, imported
direet Ly one of the Firm, thos saviog the
large profit of the Wholesale Merchaut, Take,
c then, ihto consideration the fuct of the Stock
being purchased from the Ofticial Assivnee at
sone-half the original cost, and you wiil easily
see that no house in the trade ean offer such
mntucements,

The Stoek will be sold at the QLD STAXND,
| $54. N TRE DAME STREET,
' NEAR McGILL.

H

18m P. McLAUGHLIN, Manager.
’ EGuo & Co,
i i Laggotypers,
‘Iech;)‘xyers,
. Swrcutg‘pcrs.
Chronio and Eagravers,

Photo-Lithographers,
Photographers,
and

Of G{!llcral Printors by Nﬁ}irl! Power.

tce : No. 1. Place d’Armed Hill, .
Works : No. 319, 3t. Antoine Street! { MosTrEAL.
Maps. Plans, Book Illusirations, Show-Cards, La-
bels, Commercial work of every desceription. executed

in n saverior style. at unprecedentedly low pricss

N .
“The Canadian lllustrated News,"
A WEEKLY JOURNAL of current events,

A Literature, Science and Art. Agricultufe and

.ﬁeuhm{xcs. Fashion and Amusoment. .

Published every Saturday. at Montresal, Canada.
by Geo. i, Desbarats,

Subscription, in advanee,........ 4.0 por an.,
_ A{dncluding Postage.)
Single Numbers.. ... «. - <00 cents.

CLUBS:
of $20. will bo entitled to Six Copies for one yuar,
mailed to one address. : : i .

Montreal subscribers will be served by Carriers.

Remittanees by Post Office Order or Registered Let-
tor at thy risk of the Publishor. o

Adrvertisoments received. to a Jimited number, at. -
1% cents por lino. payable in wdvenca. o

t—Ad-
C‘f@ o

Eveory Club of tive subscribers sending a remittance -




AMARTE

DON'T EAT TO0 MUCH PLUM PUDDING !

F ATHER.— Why, sonny, what it (Ae matter 2"

Yocxye HorsruL.—% Boo-hoo-hoo.... ]

Azeen't any roo-Aoc-Aoc-m left for dersert.

IMPORTANT TO MOTHERS.

SEHRIG BROS. ELECTRO-MATOR NECKLACE -
FOR CHILDREN TRETHING.

In introducing these Necklicés in this country, T do
2o with the greatess cnxnfidence in their value, ax they
have been extensively- used in-Eungland and en. the
Continent with. the most suecessful rasulis. . It is not
claimed for them that thex will do awdy with all psin
during denition. but that they will materially lessen
the pain and exert & socthing infuence op the child.
Doubtiess this iz the st eritios] and tryiog period
of infantile life; full of dang~r to the child. ard of in-
tense anxiety o the mother. Deatitionisnaily com-
mences at the §ith: month. and wproceeds gradnally
during the first three or four years of crildhvad.
Prom the commencement to the close of thiz periced.
the whoie mfant orgenization iz undergring a vast ?
change. and many gerivus maladies arise during it
progress @ the salivary glunds are brought into play.
as ir indirated by the increaved fow of sxliva. The
infant endeavours L draw atteption to its suferings.
and puis any ohieer within it reach inte its mouth,
1f the child be bealthy and sirong. teething usually
priceeds favourably, Ip weak anddelicate ¢hildren,
on the other hand, the tonth penetratas the gtym with
dificuity. the infant becumes fevenich nnd restless,
and the most serinns consequences mnay engste. There |
ir intense pain avd swelling of the gums, the digestive |
organs become deracged. and the howels dizordered, |
inflammation of the brain. acsomypanied by convul-
siops, fallows, terminazing but teo frequently in a
painfr! death. .

Mothers. before allowing their little onez to sufler,
cshould purchase. without delay, one of these valued
Necklaces. which can be obtained only of Scannax.
who 15 sole agent for the Daminion of Canada) £58
St. Joseph Street. Montreal. On receipt of 31 cents Lie
will forward one tw 4ny =ddress thrviwghout the

- Dominion.

When the enild shows the firvt eymptoms of teeth-
ing. une of the Necklacer is aimply !a be tied arcund
ite neck. and 1o be-worn duy and night.

GCUARANTEED T0 GIVE FULL
SATISFACTION. 2-2iqf

FIE-PROOTFW
SAE?ES,*

PITFED WITH
STEEL DRILL-PROOF DOORS.
MAPPIN'S- UNPICKABLE
POWDER-PROOF LOCKS.
WILLIAY HOBHRS,
t PLACE D'ARMES,

. AGENT FOP .
WHITFIELD & SON8, Bmﬂ’-?‘";”“ﬁw

) fAMES FYFE, = |
el FIRST PRIZE SCALE |
e - MANUFACTURER.

aO 1O~

==

0. 24 COLLEGE 3TRER1,
: MOXTERAL. [
CASGENERAL ASSOHTMENT |
‘ L cALWAYS ON HAND. 2-23tf
L [ . i N ". 4
SR NO-E:(} ':":‘.
' Consumers of INTEROOLONIAL GOAL oan seo
-iL%:néés!:?{; ilgw%lﬁs ‘(Slgi‘;?bby calling at Ware-
: rozo_tmzsngMC R L ; 214 87, Janrs

Strrer.

i {ree with each Wateh.

83 WATCH! 83 WATCH!
 THE GREAT EUROPEAN =
Bureka Aluminum Gold Wateh Co.
. EAYE APPCINTYD .
J. F. WILLIAMS & C0., JEWRLLERS,
. 561 Broadway. New York,
' SOLE AGENT FOR THE U. 8,
And bave suthorised them to s2li their prest Rrkrxa

: Arowixex GoLo Warcris for Three Dolisrs. and to

warrant eaed and every one to keep correct time lur
oneyear. This Wateh we zuaranies tube tha bestond
cheapest time-keeper that is pow inusge in any partof
toe ghobe. 'The warks sre iz doakle onses, Laidies

and . Geuts’ size, apd are beautifully chased. The |

¢aser are made of the metal pow 20 widely known
Europe ax Alominuin Gold. It bes the szt cnbour
ut 7ok, whiel it obwaza reeadia o it will stand the fest
of the strongest acids: nn coe can tefl it from Gold
only by weignt. the Alaminom Gold being ope-fonrth
lizhter. o works are all made by mazhinery. the
saee as ke well-known Awmeriesn Walch, We pack
the Watch safely in » #mall hor. and send it by maill
tn any part of the Unitod States on receipt of X350 ;
ifty cents for packing asd postage. -A Kev is zont
. Money should be pesrt hy
Pet={idice Money Drder. orin & Regicrered Letter.
Addreass all ordery and vammunicatiras to

J WILLIAMS & CO., JEWELLERN,
561 Bepanpwayr. Nvw Yonx. 25

~

f.

HOLESOME = WATER.

PURE‘ AND W

JUBT RECELVED .
A LARGE STOCK OF THE CELERRATRD -
SILLCATED CARBON FLLTERS.
" (Various Sires.) ’ :

Begides uninfnleula of

‘tract Vegetable and djneral jropuritiss, making the

Water-whdlosome sn ‘rnfr‘eaﬁinar. THey wrn scknow -

ledged to be the .most perfoct WATE

. V. o,
. N . . . 1Y,

C2gZl-tf - S :

COAL! (O AL,
m and Grate Coal for sals ch‘e?;

Toves ; . A.ﬁ ly at
INTERCOLONTAL COAL CO'S, OFFLCE, b8 51
‘Fraxcois Xavien STrEEY. K 2°25d

G

| 4. BAYLIS.~OARPETS, FLOOR CLQTHS, Cl
T GRAYS STRUT OF WAD SPRUCE GUN, AT ALL DRUGOISTE.
U BIVALVULAR. - i

B N1

all kindz;';ti_'i'e‘@ Filtors a;'x-.
RPURIFIER |
o, .NotreiDbLme S‘f‘reéul-

A i
URTAINS, &0, NOT

RE DAME-81., Kast or MG,

T .

T wai & maxin of Ei ripiries-elther to keep.
: ";I\.Mleuc'e ot to ¥peak umn'elihlnr tatter than sflence.

other thix maxim iy waorthy of tmitation or not

| t b docided by o diseriminatingpublie. Thergla
i —’Q‘o“.;'gﬁ’{rf!m,“ﬁmpgfr’mrftzm,th which o LY S *Ol‘ﬁ:

asmand

‘an that {5 therw is no one articlé'nf favd work univer-

o slly palatoble than the ogster,and yot, even in the

ent day, very few really know wha''n oayster
;:“o’r where the best can be obtaind. The best,
judges afirm that in no other place in the tity can ne

: an article be found. asint o
THE AMERICAN OYSTER COMPANY'S
. ‘ DRPOT. -
No. 17, PLACR D'ARMES.
Tn rlew of thir indisputabls taet J B, BUSS, (who
bas been vonnectad w
where the luxury may he fdnnd.
the BIVALVE be would say -
’ BUY :_\'o-.\'xﬂnu'r o
J.B. BUSS' OYSTERS.
Tbe._v are put up in lh-e—nulost poasibie manner.

and defavered |
vither in cans, Kagh.

0 evary lover o

ik, or in the shell,

. By leaviog your ordem at 13 PLacy p AmxEs yon .

will be sure 10 got the best Uysters in the oily.
' J. B, BUSS

2-2Y-n "

. GRAY’S
SYRUP

OF
RED

SYRTP
( ‘F
RED
L SPRUCE
GUM.

Thin Sprup se Jighiy revommeniod for Cowghs, odids,
Adthma, Bronchind nuid Throar A Fectione,

FPrir Dmecrinsg i Ewowism xup Feezesw wima
EACHK Bornix.

FREFABX] AT

R, GIRAY,

v TTHEMIST.

ce Main Streed,
MONTREAIL.

[Brralliisked 1859.}

{1

-~ FOR SALE OR TO LKT. e
HAT LARGE FOUR STORY CUT-STONE

building in St THérdeh Street. Montreal, now -

occupiel by the  Military Control Department wd
Stores. Very zuitable for 3 Whalesale. Boot
Shoe fictory, or other similar purprses; also for
Stures. Possession 14t of May.

Apply te
: D. R STODART,
4 Broker. 48, Great S, Jnm_u Street
MEDICAL. PEIRITUNMIS,

. AND
ALL KINDS IN GENERAL USE. PRINTED
‘ AND SUPPLIED RY
MESSRS, LEGGO & CO.,
GENEIAL PRINTERS BY NTEAM POWER,
AT THEIR £177 GYFIC K, -
~No. LPLACE I’ARMES HILIL.

ARRIVED . AT TLAST!!!

A,

TUXKISH TONIC!

FIVHIS elegant and delicate preparation ia

ane of the mort salutary Tonien ever submitted

- for public approval in this hemisphere.

By its uas & man of advancad yearr wstimulated ts

i the elastivily of youth, aud it is otherwise » mostex-
 eallent Tonie.baving » delightfrl acoma, and impart- - ..
Ling » fragrant adnur te the hreath.

For Sale at all )
DRUGGISTS, GROCERS, and HNTHLS.

HENRY CITAPM AN & CO.. Moni-sal,
EVANS. MEBCER & €O..

[

b SHIPS FUND. : :

Whereas, by Oodrr in Counril of Jiate APRIL 0,
187, 1t is direcied that as regnrds tha i 1aims of Mini-
cipntities o partinipats thersin. the ahovs Fuod phall
be finally closed un Jhe 318t DECEMBER of the pre-
-~eni Yenr. Nt‘n‘«o‘is harahy givats that all claims,
which ean in nay wise alter the distribation thereof*
mugt be Jod o thia Offive o6 ot bofore the date.
above named., »fter which date nu altsention can. be
made in the sid distribilion, o ‘
’ : JOINN LANGTON.
e o Auditor.
I Per JJ. Bisrgoy,

FINASCE DReaRTMENT, )

Oltawa, Doc, 9, 1870, §, - . 23%a

om VND KRBT Bl ;
'Y N CIAN TO THE MEDICAL F LTY
> FMCGILL NIV ERG Py A€ TN
299, NOTRE DAME STREET,
dArmes.) Bl

(5 doors Kast of the Place

FINE CLARETS

e businaes for the Tast 18
‘' reare) ta detecmined that eversbody shsll understand |

to any part of the city, and furnished |

No. 15 PLACE D'ARMES, B

Scle Agenta {.r the Dominion uf Canada, !

| MONTREAL]

1EIGNTORIA L INDEMNITY TO. TOWN- :

o et e e ven ¢

 Ansiats Auditer,

it -

STARC

0

E

D

_ RXTENEIVELY GEED ¥ fix
ROYAL LAUNDRY OF ENGLAND,

'THE GLENE] H,

and in that'of His Excellency
ERNOR-GBNERAL Q¥ CANADA, 18

S,

THE GOV

e ———

C BRANDY.
FRUIT, &o.

———

ATHL.

i3 i L)
i JOANSTON & SON'y
"7 Chatey Marzanx Vintage. .
4 aleky i.aY;tte “ - I&.f:ll
; a‘atnnu %.&umr . “
. ateat faiour “ )
! Chatean Lafitte " ‘J},}
e ﬁ"v o0 X m,
. Rargaux - 18

»BT. J’[’:‘IJEN;" ]
“ST. LUBES,"”
CNEEDOC
“BARS g
BARTON & GUESTI®R'S
- CHATELE MARGALX,
’ CH CTEAL LAFITTE.
S LANGOAY
i TBATALLLY >
et JULLTRN
“MEDOC
HENNESEY™S BRANDY ] Star, 0 550 ¥
winl 1Y ooed FL
MARTELL % RERANDY,
OTARD, DRTUY & Cols BRANGY 0w - v
ANtar.
KINAHAN F L L WHISKRY
BOGTHS LD TM.
DE KUYPERS IV

500 CASES CHAMPAGNE,
PORTE AND SHERRIES
VARIGUR BRAN D
NEW CROP CURRANTS, RAISINS #1ie
GRAPES, PRUNES. e,

Parsanrs COnojen

L,0ue Taas

ALEX Moalbhoy
T f featiam Woarntio e,

A T I 1T N K (»r N N
PARISIAY TOOTH ISP
CLEANS THE "r!tx'r;!li ANTD SWEHTEYS THF
BREATH

ANl rerpeesabin Chewsisl keay s
' Eents & Loy X

.
pARY

1370, |
The frag ot of Taetelness Pale Neowfiandiand ™D
LIVER 111, of the make of ($70 ear rpow b ding
a1 the MEDICAL HALL. opteivite the Prat 1
and Boan~h, 'haditea” Sgunre,
Orry ety rug Boereir
THE
RED RIVER COUNTRY.

3 o & . X L 9% e T
HUDSON'S BAY & NORTH-WEST
TEHRITODHTI ES,
Vol AtPEELD
IN RELATIGN T CANADA
YA 5 RUARAXLLL O R
Lasprstny of Crows Tenber Agenpcio-. a0
Biasi atut Wesn
WITH THE La8T T IEpsRTE OF 4.7, Dy ®NOY, G-kt
L OK THE LK OF ROTTYE RPTR OF% { wa Vv d-
PERLAR 23T YUK MED NIEER 2PETLryr s
Acesrs s iod b on Moye
TUIRD EDITION. Hitosrmaris
Naw Rasdy and fur Sale at
DAWSON BROS
COPP.QLARK & 0.

L0

Muarreal
Torat

DURIE & SON. ... ., ... tax
MIDDLETON & DAWSON Qnuehec.
GEO. B. MORTON . .. o Halifaa.

J.AAMACMILLAN. .. 8¢ Db N K

Lo, & e
AL Waptesgse Oy, by
GEORGE E, DESBARATS, Posiisuzs.
: MaXrTerrat,

D e T IO RC R O PP

O

, N

T.F.STONEHAM:

MANUFACTURER °
DF WINDOW SHADES®

C . 353 Notry Dame nlreex L _W}f ‘
COALS! COALS" COALS!™
g ' ”I.:‘T have constantly in
o © yard for .‘i’lﬂcY

YRATR COAl, ,
GRATE OTCH sTEAM COAL.
AMERICAN ANTHRACITE
o AL
WELSIT ANTHRACLTE COAL,
D UBLACKSMITIL COAL
‘ L NEWOASTI® _OKE,
E RENT DESCRIPTION.

J. & KoSHAW. - ‘
RS ~Yurd ;A7 Wallington Street,
LA | Ofiza: 89 MoGiill Streal.

1 G_EN’I‘LBME}‘ wilh FIND. A FIRBT-CLASS
. EEEEDR Y. 1L O SE
: ' 8. GOLTMAN AND 008,
‘ © 122, 87, JANKB STRERTY o0
N. B~ large nasortment of Silk-Lined Lpgﬁnl
Overaoata i

ol Shindos alwaysonhand.” %
 Trinted and puklished by Gzozge B. Dxansmars
1. Plnoo d*Arrmes Uill, and 319, St Antoine street.
Montreal, co

L CALLOF TH
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 CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.  Sueruoxswy, Dsosnen 24,1870,

' THE HOLIDATYS, ‘

As the season ‘of annual presentations and
holiday festivities is so closely approaching,
a fow words of advice to our numerous

" readers may not be thrown away. There
are establishments in this city which
are capsable of sapplying .the wants of the
most fastidious, and within whose walls are
coutained such a varicty and assortment of
goods; that all classes and all pockets may be
suited. Jewellery, Furs, Satins, Silks, Shawls,

Laces, Perfumes, Toilet Articles, and Confee-

tionary in every variety can be found to please
the old and young, the rich and wmodemte
poor, while beauty and comeliness can select
new sdornments. The fashion of presenting
mementoes of our affection one to the other
can be traced nearly two thousaunds vears
back, and we sre sure thers is not one of our
readers but can recall their childish days,
when the gifts of those fond parents, who
have perhaps passed away, filled their hearts
with an ecstacy of joy, and which, in after
years, have been to us the only links between
the living and the dead. How many a heart
throbs with tenderness at the remembrance
that that bracelet, or that ring, or that gift,
whatsoever it may have been, was the com-
mencemeant of & royal love that is Yiving now
May all such gifts this geason be new tics
blessed to the giver ns well as to the receiver.

BRIEF SKETCH OF A SUCCESSFUL
COMPANY,

The Traveler's Life and Accident Insurance
Company, located in the city of Hartford, and
State of Connecticut, is not only the pioneer
Accident Insnrance Company of America, but
is now the enly Company in the States writing
vearly general accident policies—all the others

r
i

L

!
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!
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mon there a8 the other is here. It does not
seem that the Russians wear these maguificent
furs. for ‘mere warmth's- sake, but because,
half-barbaric that they are, they love to display
wealth. "We bave seen a cloak in 8t, Petors-

 burg valued at $8,000, which belonged to the

Princess Demidoff. The Russians have, as
we said, a mania for furs, aud we have often
thought how little the owners reflect upon the
cost of time and of labour, upon the hair-
breadth escapes, on the lonely tramp and the
long watching, on the combats by sea and by
land, that are written in silent chameters on
vach and every hair of those varied furs, The
Listory of the Sable snd the Frmine bring up
to our mind a world of memeories. What »
leng train of gaunt figures stalk Lefore us,
what curses are muttered at the name of these
harmless animals, what sorrows have been

{ written and graven in the heart through the

love of fashion’s votaries for those animals’
coats. Thousands of Poles, rich, lordly, proud
ouce, have been compelled for years in exile
to hfint amid the snows and the ice in order to

trap them; success might alleviate their
hardships, failure ¢ntailed the knout. We

never can forget a Polish lady at Baaen-Raden,
who said to ws, ¥ Never mention the name
of Sable or*of Ermine; they seem black
as the grave; they are the symbols of denths |
the sight of them makes me shudder; ob, it
you kuew the horrors, the awful privations and
hardships my countrymen have had to undergo

to obtain those wretched furs, you would loathe |
“ But are they not beautitol?” we |
asked. ¥ Yes! shereplied, ¢t they are beautiful,
and they have warmth in them; they keep

them .

the boly and heart warm, and God knows

they suit the Russirns, for their hearts are |

cold enough.” “ But the Ermine,” 1 said, «is
noet so very much worn by the noblest 4 Ne,”

she again exclatmed ; ‘¢ that is for your kings, !
for your judges ; there is a sanetity about your -
Has
that white creamy little wretch thev call the

Ermine; it is the emblem of justice.

. Ermine, by its death brought justice to our

having lorg since retired from the ield. The | ! N ; _
i it; Napoleon the lst that was to save Polund

saccess of the Travelers is, in fact, something

remarkable, in view of the great dificulties it |

has had to encounter. Ample capital, abun-
dant energy, and able management, however,
carried it safely through, and it has now at-
iained to an enviable position of stability and
permansnce.

The Company was organised and commenced
business onthe 1st of April, 15864, and has now
nearly completed its seventh year. During that
peried it bas written twe hundred thousand
zeneral accident policies, and paid o million
and a quarier in benefits to ttss policy holders
for death or injury by accident. Thess claims
paid range from five dollars to ten thousand
dollars each in amouni, and number about

thsrteen thowsand., Ont of two hundred an:)

eight death losses by accident, paid previous i

to Oct. 1, 1870, no leas than thirty-tiro wers
on residents of the Dominion.

i
i
{
{
§

The Traveler's |

is well known, and does a considerable busi- |

ness throughout the Provinces.

Four years ago a Life Department was
established for the issue ofall the popular forms
of life and endowment policies, on the low
It has met with encoumging
success, and upwards of ten tAouaand full life
policies have already been written, The cash
plan iz unquestionably the best in insurance,
as in other bnsiness transactions. For a certain

r
rate cash plan.

"furs are in colder regions.

people?  No: Ermine is  beautiful; it is
delicate to¢ the toteh, softer than veivet,

wariner than love, chaste in its beauty as viesin

purity, and vet it is the emblem of cruelty,

which you call justice:
her coronation: your Lord Chancellor wears

decorated his Imperial purple with it your
great judges all wear it, and women call it

beautiful ; alas! my husband's and two sous
graves in the lonely wastzs of Stberia attest it,

that it is the symbol of cruelty, but which yeu
call justice.® Well, there can be no doubt

that Ermine has decorated the forms of seme
of the most kingly scoundrels that ever diss’
But in Canads there is no
peculiar misery connected with the obtaining |

graced existence.

of furs.

back woedsman.
development of the fur irade in this country
has certainly been of incalculable value in
one way. It has been the means of supporting
the Hudson's
hundred years, and by their agency we have
been made conversant with the geographival

features of regions which may prove of ig- .

caleculable value in a future tiue,  Even now
the coliorts of civilization are thundering at
thejr gates, and soon 8 human sea will sweep
alenz the Assiniboine and Saskatchewnn,
These will not injure the fur tade.
In Canadn fors

. ar¢ almost a ucceesity, and to the stranger the

[ streets are & novelty ; he wonders in winter . !
~when I found the news of pocsr Tom Pureell's |

definite sum per annum, the Company grants a

definite amount of insurance. The policy is

. Montreal. i
A ] tair of richness, of solid gentlility in their’
alwaye worth iis face, there being no notes or

premium credits to deduct; the premium is

never larger than expected, for it is fixed be-
fore the policy is insured, and cannot oo

: of spleudid hue,

; Quadroon brown.
Lower Canada, which produces the best in the ;
Then there are Russian and Hudson’s |

increased by assessments, or interest on notes

or loans, for there are none,

The Travelers ;

furnishes more insurance fora given sum thag

rmost other Companies and in the vital mautter

of zecurity is excelled by none, its cash assits
. trimmed, just the sort of present to make to s
. future bride. Here are caps at all prices, and

amounting to $182 for every 3100 of liability.

The head agency for the Dominion is at No.
241 Bt James Street, Montreal —T, E. Foster
General Agent.

HENDERBON'S,

. made from the most sumptuous looking furs, i

where all the furs come from. As be passes
along he hears the names of Sea Otter, Sable
Mink, Wolf, &c. How lovely the women

look, their cheerful faces pecping out of the

white hoods that border their faces ; what a halo

of purity seems to surround them from white :
hood to swan-hued wolfwkin, and thento ¢ the
! snow, the beautiful snow. " There is only oae
i hue, and the merry bella jingle, and the frost |

is crisp as they hurry along fur-clad through
Furs are costly, but thers is an

appearance thatappertainstonootherclothing.
Aenderson has furs of marvellous quality and

These are brought from

World.

jay Sables fit to purchase a king’s ransom ; :
South Sea Sealsking, pow the most fashionable |

fur and conscquently: in great dernand. 1In
passing through Henderson's we

splendid cloaks of Seal-skin, Mink- and Otter-

. There are Rugs, from the Arctic Seas, Polar

" Bear,from the Canardas, Black Bearsand Grizzly |

Bear, from the Rocky Mountaing ; Wolf-skina

. and arctic Fox-skins, of immaculate whiteness,

The two cities of the World where Fuce- iAre |

. to be seen in all their variety and splendens
are Montreal and St, Petersburg. In St. Pater.-
burg .the rich nohbles and their wiver ure
actually buried in furs when they go abroad;
and the splendid sables that have cost thous-
ands of roubles and the lives of a hoodred poor
exiles in Siberia, and some of which may have

been trapped by a prince once mightier than

the lord that wears them, seem to be as com- |-

and Ermine from Siberia,of virgio purity. If our

readers desire furs of any kind it is only neces-
«ary to'examine the stock at Henderson's in
order to make a grelection. To the stranger
from the States it will prove a treat just to
cxamine the varfous sking to be keen hero.
Hats, Coats, Jackets, Muffs, and Gloves can be

. had of every variaty at

JOHN HENDERSON & CO’8,,
Hattars & Purriers, (Cryetal Block,) )
283, Notrr Dawmr Q-mm'r, MoxraeaL.

your Quesn wore it at -

It finds employment for the wary
and fleet-footed Indian, for the sailor on onr
coasts, for the brave and hardy huntsman and -
The pursuit and continned .

Nw, the -

Mink of a beauntiful dark or

nhaerve

 (Written for the Canadian f_’““"m’_!c«*ﬁ'«é:.j |
THE DOUBLE-BEDDED ROOM.

BY CHARLES LODGEK.

Sone men age very eardy.. 1 am one of
them, I am very griezled and cugged; wear
1 o shabby cont by preference, and am not at ail
anxious to ¢ramp 1wy feet into boots a size or
two too small for me  Semchow kuvocklbg
! about Canadn witheut any particular object in
life except heifers and whisksy-punch, docs
tend to bring a man down in his personal ap-
prarance,

But ten years ago, though you'd never giers
it to look at me now, I was a smart young
licutenant of srtillery enongh. When s fel-
flow is under five-aud-twenty, with two or
three hundred a year or so Jor pockel money,
Pand twelve months' furlongh after seven yoars
in Iodia, he can gencrally manage to enjoy

i

]

i himself. I koow 1 could, wall,

[ I had become uncommonly tired of grinding
Pthrough the slow old monotonous poutine of

L pRTty-goi :

i bay, of dangling over croguet up the country,
i and getting an oveasional holiday on the hills,
{aud my great idea was Paris.  That's what 1
said o Fulton, who woeuld have liked to come
tauck with me; he's on the stafl corps now, I'm
Ctold, snd doing very welll

SOF vourse vou'lt
and Csairo, and Bagiad, and all that,” said

Dof the blinds,

Do see Mabille

chameters,

ng amongst the merchants of Bow- |

stop and see the Pyramids, |
" ) 3 clant Joan of Arc, Mald of Orleans, | do they

Fulton, as we sat and watehed the black fol. | hemage from afar,

lows packing wmy bullock trunks the other side

!
{
!
!
i
!

L over; or even If It were, T

aud hadu't Uiked, A handsome man po o
with black whiskers and a sallow. faeq ;tw"‘,
quite possible It wagn't the same man h:“?
Wwight casily hyoo
formed a wrong tmpression coﬁxcu:::?:x]': ??ve
Atallevents, T would go over to lrcll:imlj o
once. With something of a slgh, 1 mug o
my mind to abandon ‘deliglim’ll Wic.l)(u
worldly, chartning Parls, and 1 p;u‘kcd :hd‘
lght luggnge 1 had brought with me t-.he' B :
afterncon. That wap the 17th of D('-(‘cm[‘::“
and [ left the next morntng to go dowr, {:’
riverin the steamer, ) * the
Clear, bright and fresh the morning
nod clear, fresh and bright the day re
The “ pleasant fielda of France” stret.
on either side of the cold river, rather fint ang
usinteresting, unless where the long strotg)
waa broken by one of the quaint ul(i-fuhio}"é
villages. Not a particle of snow on the graung
all biack and gaunt in the keen air, No Ca.
nadinn winter along that nocthwand flowin
river op the 18th of December, 1880, 8
Rouen at {ast, with its noble Uy, ity hand.
somne wharves, and its strange, tal) mAGLy
gablud houses behind in sn Inuxtrim{.-!e cnn).
fusion of overbauging uarrow streety Aﬁd
whett woe stop to Jook about us a little, the
market place, and the bronge Klatue, with u.,{
calmy, upturned, resiguned, lovely faco - the
hands clasplag the rough cross mad._s’(,,f a
rroken spear shaft to the breast; and the ywee
soft girl's igure vlothed in the rough mail of
the warrior,  Noble, feminine, inspired, pal.

Opened,
mined,
tehed gy

There was o moving the sune night wheg

fwa reached Huvre, ko we had to pass some

“ Bother the Pymmids, and the Sphynx into .
Sthe bargain,” T remmarked, do return g 41 want | PUW, - ] '
' ' . with ita continual stairs, and its hatses jiled
Perhaps vou may say it wian't » partioularly
intellzctual sort of thing to wish fur, but then |
I never set up for being one of your elever |
I'd rather eross thie Atlantic ta:

Phear Nilszon as Marguerite than come up (o
Montreal to nspect the fddle that Nero plaved |
cwhile Rome was burning, and I prefer foflow. ! * ! i :
Cderive pome fort of satisfaction from ontem

sing the hounds tooattending a scientific con-
Sversarione any day in the weok
S MAY ns well
Frishman, that my namse is Denis Hacketr,
Cavad that ©stand six feet ene in oy boots,
is just as well to bave thesy points cleared ug
carly,
Well, nos 1o bother the roader with the old
fRtory of the overland route Journey, T reached
Paris quite safely T didut szay
fever,

study 1
and other countries, so 1 alwaye read the
've no o doubt 1 sheuld have
stndied the French and German papers which
lie ca the table af Galignant's with cnreful at-
Ctien, only, vou see, not being a diterary party

PREWSHADCTY,

CHdon’t happen to know o wond of cither lan.
cgrage. I 38 were Hindustani, oow
Anyvway 1
Iv. (nne gats into carly balits iu India, and 1
cet ap at seven to this day )y Rauntering deswn
“in the usuad mannsr alewt
crenched the poor ity now se fallen Srom be
cpay and theughtleas ostate, n paragraph ir
Sthe fiest colutun cancht my attention,

Un the T4h joetant, at X Michasts Churelr, En-
Bieceriln, Aus Marravw Mrpenv. of Balrothers.
County Kikenny, 0 Aviey, dasnghter oF Jesixian
Havaryr, Fug, of Dare 11all, o Wexto-d,

I really den't think T had o greater ahesk

~death in an old Australian newspaper three or
four years back, Litth: Alice married ! Little
Atice, my half-sister, the awectest, prottiest,
maost engaging Httle fadey that ever lived, a

that she had st on my knee, with her fair
Chair tumbling all over her shouldees and my

i Denig’ arm, and coaxed. for ane of the bright
“buttons off the front of the tunic [ was so
prond of ! Little witch, she got it tea, I never
- could refase her anything, and my poor father
looked down at ns, und said it was a pity it
would b no good for Alicr to wait to nmarry
sme. Little Alice! why sbe smust be a chilid
still.  How could snyone dream of converting
that little bit of & fragile thing into » ma-
. tron? '
Still, whon 1 came to reflect, it was quite
! practicable after all. My father had been dend
some yeard, and Alice had been living with
her uncle near Wexford.  Yes, she must be
feventeen turted, really o woman at fast T
remembered she had aent me a photograph
some eighteen montha before, and she secemed
to be a good deal alterid therein, T wasa very
bad photograph. ’
Of conrse it was no wonder 1 hadn't heard
the news hofors, for they didn't know I wns
coming home,in fact [ wanted to have a little
fun before I puid any visits, cither of affection
or ceremony, and 1 refliected that If my friends
didn’t know T was in Europe they couldn't he
very hard on me for neglecting them, 8o
little Alice had got married, and T received
the first intelligence by the publie papers,
Who was the man? 1 tried to think. 1 had
a sort of indistinct recollection, like that one
hag of a character in a dream, of some. fallow
cilled Murphy of Bulrothery, whom T had mat

mere taby ! Why it seemed but the other day | tarn from the opening of the Iapel right acrose

new uniform,as she laid her head downon Big |

Pothape I
remark at this time that T am an
ket of compensat

It
i preteat.

lestiar, howe |

twelve or fuurteen bosrs in that evil-smelling,
slow, unphasant Quebec of nerthern France,

almast one on top of the other.  Tu the mam.
fng I went down early to the picr, to see (he
Eouthawplon bost, whivh was late, come iy
There was the sual undeling chafl as the pas
sengerscrusacd on phore, pale, wiiserable green,
scasick, [ must sy, though 1 don't cousider
miyeell A particnlasly heartless person, 1 always

plating the agordes of others under the indy.
ence of that terrible mal de mer, 1t i3 some
jon for the diabadial suffer.
tnps which D eodergo myself upon the smalless
So 1 gloated. T was smoking; it
alwave tantaliesrs sca-sick  persony to see a
iealthy wreteh with s cigar in his mowth,
Abw, T wns Mowing rings out ints the sharp
morning alr, While my eves wers fixed on the

fdeek of the preket bat a man passed out of

OFf conrse 10 1% a yiing man's irst duty to Cher, whe reminded me very strongly of some
cottem porancny history of his own ¢ 00¢ T kiew whom T eould nat for the Life of

me call te mimd, A gentleman!y.docking
nuan, tall, and with regular features and vory
handseme black whiskers, He might bave
ween alout thirty-five, bt e was as «lighily
nade and clegant fooking as a man wven vears
vounger,  He carried a amatl black portinan.

E e in bis band, and seemed te bave no uther

riud the Times with soadulons atten-

, Ny . Stion every morning at nine o'eleck, prunctaal-
Bay Company for over twn . y R

I am n gquick oleerver, and T twk
With ali

tugeage.
in sl thess details almost st onge,

: his gossd Jowkv, there was an exjiression atont

s i face T did not at ald ke,
n oweek after 10 thtn sod pale, amere line in his faceo and
; there was an exceedingly sinister lovk in his

i
:
i
!
b
|
!

4
i
)

}]!h “;n- weoele

ved s by glanced abost him. The eruch ot
propl: pushed him at ane thme against the
Lartier. It was & mere accident, and the same
#art ol thing was happening ta avery one there,
Bt he turned whiter than ever with passion,
atd swore jn an cxcecdingly nasty manner
just bolnw hix beeath,  As the crowd swayed
te was brvught close np to e, and thea ]
noticsd & rather peculiar clreumstance.  His
clothes were quite new, and of o very farhion-
able cut, a blue cont and lavender tronsers,

i such nk A man would only wear {n very full

morning drexs But the handsome coat was
the breast to the armpit, and his linen, which
was fire, was soiled and disordered, as though
hie had not taken it off for some days.  Alte-
gether he wax a man of remarkable appear-
nlce,

After ho was gone, and all the rest of the
heterogeneous collaction of men and women
who Cross the channel in winter-time had dis-
appeared to their respective bavens, I still
walked up and down, ruminating on the
stranger whom I, who had been in India for
seven years, knew as 1 was sure I knew him.
“ Wha the deace can he be 7 T repented again
and again, and 1 mncked my idear for a sclu
tion of the dilemma. 1 war in® the depth of
my perplexity, when the mysterious man re-
appenred at n distance of some three hundred
yards from me, and began to talk ton fellow
who wna lounging about, and whom 1 should
havetaken to be n lacquass de place out of work.
All of a sudden something in his manner of
look recalled bis identity to my mind.

By George,” 1 said aloud, “it's Murphy of
Balrothery '™

Without thinking pariiculacly of what !
wag daing I walked rapidly towards the two
who were  talking, but Murphy (urned away
before I could reach him, and went at & ampart
‘pace winding about among the devious strects,
in which I'loat him Immedintely, though I
attempted to follow him, I went back tothe
pler, and, very curfous still, interrogated the
idlor Yo whom Murphy had spoken. I ™
marked previpualy that I don't understand



 ggprupwenT, Drorisrr 24,1870,

I. fe‘nicd that to address my friond

' and
French, ut'a forlorn hops.  However, ]

would -bo b

cu::lrslﬁll)t' o:rf.v.k now—that~gentieman?' 1 said,

v slowly. and distinctly, 8o a8 to lglvu the
very Jited forelgner every chanee, Tho soedy
bw"i :\‘wn.ﬂ dresdfully seedy, repiled, “non”
unc'} ,i I couldn’t quite make’out whether he
sl fn tood m¢ Or no. L thought 1 would
""?Cl:n bis apprehension o tttle, and 1 pro-

“f\d o napoleon, which I held butween my
‘!“L_l, and thumb. Thoe seedy man's eyes glix-
“":'t.tdr apd he made a lHttle wovement of
;ﬁ:ﬁsﬁm and expectation, o

What did that gentlomnn say to you 1 [
enquired with Inborious emprhusin
 He did camprehend. ' .

W He msk me," he rald, ¢ when um:;-_ de
Hamburg batent to Amerigque shall pare.”

woh ! 1 remarked, In fact © Oh!" wa the
only comment 1 conld consider applicable to
the situation. What business had 1 to go
'a\]:‘?th:'u then it might'hﬁvu Leen he that had
;muriod Alice; she might even be in Havre
a1 that moment, .

v Do vou know where he lives 7 1 askad of
my trend, who appesréd to consibler that the
coln. was h long while comipg, and whose face
bsd falien constderably, though hopi seemed
1o (g ecternal in his l:»n'fuat_. OF courm: b
didn't know, bhat I gave himn the money,
thotxh ] \
dear one, wnd should hiavoe liked, if 1 had not
went Aslinmed, W0 pubstituote 8 five frane phoe

e b A8 £ 3t o e

aquiring a3 to another perkon’s affairg? |

I must say I thouglet my bargsin o

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

nble to speak to Mariann, yet. In fact they
haven't let mo get inside the house.” .

“Not old cnoughi!” T Inughed ; « they don’t
wantu clicken then,” (bheis thirty-three If he's
udny.)

T guppose thet's what they mean,” said
the wngnine Homeo, 4 for they suid T didn't
know how to tuke care of myself, and shouldn't
be nble ta take care of o wife.!

Dt the Indy must be of nge, isn't she ™
CHOb yen, shie's of age. Yes, she's of age
right enough.” ' '

“Why don't she take you, then, and hang
the relationy 1 ‘

 Well,” says he, 4 T haven't asked her, and
#0 1 heven't been uble to overcome an unfa-

vonrable impression { mede when I was first
Intraduced

The fict of the matter was, ar 1 heard sub-
requently, thnt he had only met the fair
Muariana, who was as old as himac!f, once, at a
picenic, when in trying a fascinnting attitude
for her Lenefit, he bad mnanaged to upset a
rup of cuffer down the ek of her neck,  He
seveeded, finally, in propoking in writing,
Al received his Jetter back torn into neat
little gquares and made up into packets, like
Postage Stamps, e is now after another
heiress,

He took me into asort of half club half
coffer house to which he had aecess, and intro-
duced the to some friends of his there, very

Doadee fellaves doubtess, bt with an indefinnble
therriness and flanginess about them which

sfer | pot back o the hotel, | retlected mere
alnly, [teonldn't be the Murphiy T bl neen !

sham dear Jitthe Alice hoad mnreied, for it

sastit at all Hkely that he would be runniug
sut France with 8 torn cost en within a

weck afler his wodding, Not! it must e
sacther Murpby, and to say tenth ) felt ex-
ceeding by kiad of it ivt b liad takeon the most
.‘.m,mq'nlcr:xl‘:lc aversion toy e mnn, sl 1t
o mstinctive repugnance to think that the
Eappiness of my pour httle mster coulid by

aar porsibility Lo lntrusted o the owner of

shat dack an:d evildooking countenance, |
tried to prt hitin adide, buthe haunted mee Jike

s hadow, an we waut ploughiug across the

Juanel, (during which
unkeil sn usaal),
whi
At Iretand, snd rolimg up to Daldin, 1
ccaldnt get nid of him, and the more 1
Aldat get rid of him the more 1 didu'tlike

paraage 1 was as
mttling up 1o London,

13
Fay in Deblin the night of the 220d, and

ting W Holyvhcald, plungiog over to dear

wax pereeplible even to me who had  pasged
my writinage in Asin. The converzation was
mther desultory, and of n decidedly sporting
tetedeney, Thore waus one man with light
eard tromeers and a blue @ bird's-eye  necktic,
whio sesmed to be
atporzgst the others, and he and Bob seemed
te divide precedence, the Iatter in virtue of
his wentility, the othvr on account of his in-
formstion, At Iast some one jaid

 Fwappese Murphy won't tien up any mare
o the tard fur a year or two, at all events ¥

v
ﬂl!l’]t'li, with .‘EL'}I,

#What Tuek that scamp's got 47

I prickesl up my cars, tart really Murphy is
#nch o commeon name that Tdide't feel entitled
tu ask auy questions, though 1 was barning to
doso. The next words, however, from ano-
ther of the compauy, made me rerolve 10
apesk,

< Will he try und keep

Balrothery, or will

Che det it po !

should Bave slept well had pot all the clothes
slipped ol abuut twelve o'clock, leaving  me

wdeemn of ¥ir John Frankiing a white bear,
Nelson, and upsatting lcvervanu over my legs,

Yad temignr.

sutside the window  roused me up again,

atupin I d, but almest instautly threw my.

~if down again, with o laugh at my own fully
1o sappesing that there were not all sorts of
aoange notses ia large city ot night-tme,

cprisen, bat for bis confounded luck.

It catae twice after that, always the wame
melancholy noiee, more dike an Eolian harp
wan augthing else I eould think of, but with |

s pathitic wort of seproach in s tone, ag it
swatdvid tome,  However, I was too slevpy to

Wink much of anything but slumber, and T brent

spredily dropped o again,

AT walked down Sackville Street the next

ol me but Bob Fitzgersld, rme of the comple-

I took Fitzgerahd on one side.

“Wha are they twalking of, Bob, for God's
sake 77 1 psked, '

“An awiul seamp; a fellow who used to be

bedore | awoke slimos! froren and in a Cabome here nogood deal” he auswered; *never

e T £ XA 4 ATEL ¥ f very o : . . :

: b eshe @) " STV pnss him mavself, but heard an awful lot abount

Jostas I was gotting nively to : ' '

derp apain, R singular low moeaniog oy just . o : ~
3 ARSI, K CRIINE (TY el gy queer things at the Curragh, sod some

1

iy, and precicus ke gowd, He did some
gueerer it with the dice, He was over-head-
atirl-vars indeht, and conlii'nt have stayed in
Divland another morth withont getting into
I wish
I'd hrad 3t muvseld)” hie added,

< Wheis e at all 77 T sakd, tn a good deal
of sgitation.

# s nume's Murphy—Murphy of Balro-

Cthery ™

oot God U [ osaid, aghast, though 1 had
wiratd of this thing all along; “ and

“what was his laek 7

aotiing, whom shonld T rec n fittle in front

W canventional Irishanen, fur n fellow who

hdmoved in the best society, T have ever met,
s regular Boyle Roche,  He was swageeriog
Up, with the Dablin maan's walk, the Duablin

Cried

mansback, and the Dublin man's fat, slightly -

tochisd, ng finely defined as ever I saw them,

l'h'.:rt.'r way no mistaking him, thougl his face
Far mvisible, and I could see nothing but
his cont buttons and his great red whiskers—

be calls them Rembrandt brown. 1 touched
bim on the shoulder.  He turned round sud-
denly  with a magnificent  expression
naughty displensure on his conntenanee,  He
looked e alf over in quite a Simon Tappertit
f_”’h“’n»' and than ejaculated with a stern tone,
"v‘ruH sir-r i 1 gmiled,
‘Have yo any commands for me, sir 7" be
tnuired » With cutling irony,
mnm)r:.x{n{ou‘cd my aame. You shf:mld lmyu
e “a. tce clear up, and burst iuto a grin
¢ the sun from behind o cloud, as the poet.
sllowg SRy, !
c“l(-:m“‘a this way, Denis, ye scomp,” says
al"gslllg me along fnto a &ide street, & Bes
.f; dceéh‘::.‘g‘hl ye werg the big brother,” which,
ihe Wo'rﬂ 18 all the greeting I ever got from
" o by fellow,
id -.!‘osu big hrpt.ln_\r ?. you great owl' 1
o :\n_:.’ you still at your old games 2"
'm 'oi'u"o!- sRYH B_ob-, “iUs renl this time,
cm};- Ss_l.o be n stendy, mettled family man,
with il “‘l_mh A charming  cresture,
p W.(‘lll;l‘(]' thousan R yearin her ownright!
emtulags done, at st 1 remarked, in acon-
A Y manner, (Bob hasu't o farthing
Yond two hunge )
ﬂnO\\‘s him' and
vkl valug)y
(,ﬂ")n

(k \v l
flleg o}

fhlnk'ln

i Yowhen’sthe happy event coming

" ho sald, bevoming n little crest-
the fact of tho matter is the relations
m not old enough, and I haven't bean

© Marzied an heiress” snid Bob) staring hard
at m- ; “but what's the matter, old boy 7

I ratdown, for T was quite overcome.

2o He snarried po heiress” 1 said; “ he mar-
(here I recolleeted myself.) Never
mind wham, Bob, and just keep quict about
thiz. Da vou kuow the lady’s name 7' cling-
ing to the last straw, there might be some
mistake yet,  He didu't know, and offered to
try amd find out, lut I wouldo’t let him,

Of conrse 1 felt it woulid be my duty to go
down at once and find out the whole truth, If

Pall T feared woere true, Alice might be left

s alone

of

in ber husband's house, T knew she
hud no fortune such as could do anything to

: save noman such ax this Murphy was reported
, 10 be,—only some two thousand pounds, and

. for Users was no snow on the ground, and the !
great rough walls Jooked very cold and hard

‘ tions,
lred o year, that his beother |
which ix forestalled to its ut-

i

he might have been forced to leave the country
in haste, when it was discovered that he had
na wmeang of meeting his enpagements. Poor
little child, I thought, it's hard upon her,
even if this fellow loves her, fo be cast upon
the world: 50 soon. I could not find outin
Dublin, without making enquiry more open
than 1 cared to do, where this confounded Bal-
rothery was,so I went straight off to Wex{ord;
and there asked wy way. [ was annoyed to
find thatit was the other side of Kilkenny,
forty wood Irish miles, and no conveyance but
acar to be oltained. It was then already well
on into the day of the 24th, and I should have
liked to rench the house before Christmas.
We started, the carman and I, through a
rather bleak country, at that time of the year,

and mygEed, euiting the country in all direc-
The sky was black and leaden, and the
clonda formed n heavy canopy close to the
varth.  Lconldn’t help thinking of poor little
Alice looking out upon that dreary pr_ospect.
perhaps in utter loneliness, nnd watching for
the return of the husband who would not come.
Poor child! her horizon must ba very dark
and uarrow | o

n very strong authority

s hiepe nut) any way,” kaid Bob, and |

Defors we reached the border, the rain,
which had long been threatening, eame down
in torrents. The driver, ¢cheerful and high-
spirited ag hig countrymen gencrally are, more
so under difficultics, perhaps, than in pros-
perity, pulled the cape of his frieze coat over
his head, und began to hum to himself beneath
it. I bad only my velvet collared French
great coat, and T was very soon wet to the
skin.  Irish miles are rather tedious, and be-
fore very long it beeame evident that the
horse was completely used up, in spite of the
rhouted asgurance of the driver that ® he's all
right, yer hononr, good for another thirty
miles yet.” Atlast, just an we got within sight
of some seatlered lights, the poor beast broke
down altogether, and refused to move a step
Aftertrying every artifice, we both dismounted,
and led our equipage some two miles into the
long street of the little town of Kilkenny,

““ Where's the hotel” said 1 to the car-
man."

M Hotel,is it? Bedad, beyant Bryan Wil-
kinson’s public house and Molly Geraghty's
ghebeen, there’s no place ye can get u sap o
liquor at all, barrin’ that it's Christmas eve,
and they'll let yez in.for the Jove o' God?

“ But I want a bed, and a fire to warm e,
and you'll wunt a place to put your horse.”

“ Niver moind meand the basie, yer honour,
we'll do.”

Y Oh, nonsense,” 1T said, #let's try these
places, and see if interest or charity will move
them best”

Wea thundered at Mr, Wilkinson's door for
somewhere abont half an hour, at the expira-
tien of which timee s lattice window slow!y
opened, and an ominous losking bell-monthed
blunderbuss, of the '03 pattern, appeared.

“ Hotlo, there” T yeled ; ¢ we're travellers,
and want v

SX et sluge) sald a hoarse voice.

# Foud ated shiclter,” T roared,

< Blugs : divil a Yese” said the voice, and
the barrel of the infernal old weapon was

towered until it covered us in a very unplea-
+ Eant mauner,

“ome away,
e whisper.
rapgmree.”

I thonght it would e Luest to come away,
and I did so pretiy speedily,

*Well" 1anid, @0 Molly isn't more propi-
tious, we'll stand o good chance of being
drowned before morning.”

We walked down the street till my guide
pointed out a low, straggling, old-fashioned
lath and mud house, with a projecting fiest
story above the rambling ground floor, a place |
that locked ax though a strong paff of wind
would send it in sticks and flinders about the
untidy street.  There was a light pelping
through a broken pane in this plnee, however,
and seldom was a sight more grateful to any
onc than that glimmer in the tumldedown old !
hovel was to me. :

I struck at the ricketty portal with the
| handle of the drivers whip, and we instantly
heard a rapid scufling, followed by a hash.

“ Qpen the door,” T called through the cre-
vices of that dilapidated bar to eur entrance,
or I shall have to break it in I followed up the
threat with a very imperative blow, and | was
really prepared to carry it out, had the silence
lasted,  Tn a fow moments there was o sound
of slipshod thick shoes being dragged, clap,
clap, across a tiled floor, and the rusty boits
rattled as they were drawn, and the rusw
hinges creaked as the door was opened 2 few
inches cautiously. I pressed firmly against
it, and in another minute was in the house.
The old woman, who had, I feel sure quite
against her will, let me through, was a feeble
aold scoul, much aflicted, evidently, Ly too
much old age, tobacco, theumatism, and whis-
Key, She was o blear-eyed, mumbling, de-
crepit hag enough, and she was whimpering
aut some complaing, as she shook in her trod-
den-down shoes with the cold air the unelosing |
of the door hiad admitted, and cowering inthe
coraer into which my forcible entry had com-
pelled her to retreat.

“ Ah, thin" she whined, in a quivering
shrill pipe, ** who are ye at all that come
coshering intil honest folks' homes at mid-
night, bad manners fo ye.”

«“ Hush,” I said, “don’t be foolish; I'm &
traveller, and weather-bound, and I have come
to & public house for food and sheltery” and I
shewed 8 couple of sovereigns. i

“

said the driver, in a fricht-
“ Begor, he manes it the onld

{
H
i
;
!

1

&

Tte old woman clambered wheezing up
some stairs that led winding out of the great
vild kitchen in which I found myself, with
the driver by my side,—he wasn't afraid to
Teave his horse, poor beast. 1 had time to
notice that this, which scemed to be the com- |
mon drinking room of the house, had butlitile |
furniture beyond half-a-dozen or vight totter- |
ing chairs and stools, none of which had
‘,» eseaped mutilation of some sort or another; !
i an old armchair, comfortably cushioned, and
placed in the corner of the wreat hearth for .
the greater convenience of resting one lame
side on a box; and a large table very much on
“one side. There were o few platters and a
 good many drinking mugs more or less broken
| hanging on wails driven into the mud-plaster-

ed wall, a rough print or two pasted up
| crookedly here and theie, without much re-
gard to artistic effect, an old oil lamp and a
tallow candle in o bottle on the table, chieck |
by jowl witih another bottle which d

1
|

(
1
L
|

]
;
i

;

;

.

,

{

i

i

t

id not ¢

contain a candle, and finally: & .turf. fire, -
smouldering low. I stepped up to this last,
and stirred it with my foot into a. little more:
activity ; it was bitterly cold. Presently we:
heard the old woman painfully and laborious- -
1y descending the crooked and worn stdircase,

and her step was followed hy another; more. .

even, but just as slow. They came together,.
and the new-comer was a. person such as I -
should hardly have expected to sec in Buch a -~
place, She was very old, quite a8 old as the
crone who had received us, but sufficiently *
neat,  tidy, and respectable looking, - The -
other, whom I now perceived to be a sort of
servant; though what service under the broad
heavens she could possibly have performed I
am at & loss to imagine,introduced her briefly,
as she gained her breath ¢ The Mis-
thress.” ‘

i The Misthress,” in a rather pleasant low
voice, said : ;

# Martha was tellin’ me, Sir, you wished ac-
commodation.” (I should judge her to have
been an Englishwoman from her accent, but
living for some time in [reland.) .

“Yes" I said, ¢ Mrs. Geraghty, you may
see we are completely soaked, and T trust you
cun let us have some sort of lodging while
our clothes are drving. I have to go on to
Balrothery to-morrow, but the horse is worn
out, and it would be impossible to travel ten
miles on foot at this time, even if 1 knew the
way, or could hope for admittance in the mid-
dle of the night.,” As T spoke the old lady’s
eyves dilated, her mouth fell, and her face as-
surmed an aspect of perfect terror

“ Where did you say ? where #” she said
cagerly.,

I answered, in some surprise, * To Bal-
rothery ,

¢ (Oht wirrn, wirra!” she muttered, passing
her handg rapidly one over the other as though
in pain,

What is it 7 I said quickly, ** is anything
wrony there?”

She looked up, was silent a moment, and
then as though she had just recollected some-
thing, she tried to compose her face, as she an-
swered, with & pitiful expression «

* No, no, nothing ; nothing at all.”

It was very strange, 1 didn't know at all
what to make of it, but I was dead tired, and
1 asked again if I could get a bed.

# There's none in the house”

# Anything at all will dn, a matirass on the
floor,a shakedown on the table,anywhere that T
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tean et my clothes dry and sleep a few hours.

I'n: ready to pay anvthing in reason.”

# [ don't know ; couldn't you go somewhere
else 77

tt How is it possible, at this hour, and
where? Come,” I pressed, and I put the two
govervigns towards her, #try and find some-
thing, Mrs. Geraghty.”

The money seemed to be a temptation, the
house was very poor, two pounds would last a

i long while, two pounds is a great sum in a

howel,

She seemed to consider. At length she said,
hesitatingly :

T+ There isa bed

i Well, well™ I cried, impatiently, © then
please let me have it as scon as youcan. 1
don’t mind anocther sovereign, even, in the
morning.”

# But it's a double-bedded room, and there’
someone in the other bed.”

«t [ don’t mind that, and I darcsay the other
gentleman won't either.”

1 1t's not a gentleman,” she replied, *fit's a
lady”

I was somewhat taken aback. This intelli-
gence complicated the matter rather. But
then it couldn't be a lady, really, in this ram-
shackie hole. Some old country woman, per-
haps, benighted on her way home from the
county town, who certainly might be fasti-
dious, but whose delicacy I shouldn't much
mind shocking.

15 it an old Iady 7

4 Ah! no,” she said, with a drop in her voice
ihat might have been a groan, it was so sud-
den, ¢ yonng; young and beautiful.”

# Phew !V

This was awkward. I considered again. 1
was much disconcerted. I remembered sud-
denly that the beds in the houses in the south
ot Ireland that are wealthy enough to have
beds at all, it is bY no means uncommon to
find old four-posters with curtains all round.
Perhaps Mrs. Geraghty's were of this pattern.
T chanced it.

¢ Couldn’t yon manage to smuggle me in.
111 draw the curtains close, and never touch
them, on my honour, till the morning. Ishall
sleep sound, and the Iady may get up and dress
without ever knowing anything about me. It's
worth while for three pounds.”

She thought for a little while. ‘

@« Ah, well,” she said, with a deep sigh,—
poor creature! she feared to lose the shilling
or so that her customer would give her, and
even the possession of gold could not cure har
of the accustomed feeling.

«wThe lady's asleep now, I suppose?”

u Sound asteep, fast asleep,” said she.

1 took off my boots and socks and coats and
waistcont, and went softly up the cresking
stairs, to the worm-eaten floor above, It was
very close, and there was the musty, oppres-
sive, nlmost offensive smell that one often
notices in old chambars whén the furniture

8
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face was lighted up with the flush of wine { _ A RELISH,: "0 -
when we entored his room in one ol thehatels, i L ‘ S
'and he was telling somo story of auccesuful | Flrst the uocessitivs; then
- 1ife, and let them Lo varlous thoy shoyly b
thoso that touch the royal epleutenn I‘MIlA»te'iu'
i its moat delleate spot: - In all ages thy palate
' has beon studied, nnd even the mdltf‘\n}';i‘gé.
| races, the moment the battlo cry h“ﬂ”c‘cued
i have entered Into the study of luxury i3 il;.

out for more money.
‘ten.” ‘
Something, I don’t know what to call it, _
whether mevely ordinary curlosity, or some raseality to his companions. :
extraneous force, prompted me to go gently :  His evil countenance changed stightly when
to the side of the bed, and cautiously draw be was arrested, and he evidently heard for the
. ) | the curiaing open n little way, I felt inex- - first time of the two deaths he had ovcasioned,
~four-posters 1 had expected, on a clumsy stool, | pressibly shocked when 1 saw that the tenant . The story being concluded, he turted towards
sat the old womnan who had let me in, with | of the companion couch to my own was a *me, of whom 1 think he must have had an
“her gaunt elbows on her shaking knves, and T Coffin ! black and ghastiy in the centre of the ' jatuitive perception. . '
~her wretched old head trembling with palsy, patchwork bed-favaiture, T dropped my hand #And who's the person in black 2" he asked |  deta : ,
and her mouth mnmbling in & manuer hor- | 3 moment. 1t would be & species of sncrilege  the Awerican police officer ; © the devil him.  fts details, Tho Romnnu, BLeTh Aa thoy wer,
rible to see, On the opposite side was & simi- | to pry any farther into the mysterics of death, * self come for me ?* Hix manner and tone : in war and enduring without. complalnt thy,
lar bed, but with its legs all bent and distort- { yut who wis te say what awful critme : were most oﬂ‘epsl\'u. “weverest privations in lhu&cm“pﬁ ng.| e
ed out of the perpendicular by the weight of { {hat black box might not coneeal? It was: [ am not of a vory cool temper, though { moe loved to wstonish encl Eus,in theiy
the body, and its dreary hangiogs drooping | curicsity that urged ‘me, though I named it ! can command my feelings while there's unys | "‘nvs" oved to ustonish vach other by the tplou.
from it and clinging about it like a cloak on | duty., I softly raised the lid, By the dim ; thing to be done. dour nnd lu-‘urlﬂ-‘}lﬁ"'!{l! of thejr repasts, Re.
: clining (we read) ou couches, thay comue

. and hangingsand clothes have laid for years
" amidst dampness and ill-ventilation,  She
‘took me into s mather large room with a floor
slanting away in all directions into the black
darkness, which & wretched fluttering candle
served to shew rather than to illuminate. By
the side of one of the beds, the old-fashioned

Nicely I've been bit-!

the limbs of a skeleton. There was a grim | light which penetmted the narrow aperture of ;¢ By the Lord!" [ said, for [ couldn’t bear

tall ald caliinet, or press, on the side opposite !

¢ the curtains I could sce that the vecupant wus . to hear that scoundrel’s volce uddressing me, need
to the window, which latter was carefully cur- i

by stimulating appetizen brought by slave,

ia mirl, but faint as the light upon the poor f «1'l] tell you scon enough who [ wn. 'm the : rou,
a 3 Then they had dinner, which conalated of (e

tained, and this groesome thing stood up likea | dead face was, there was something in the  brother of your wite, you llﬂlﬂ}nztihg- rutlinn, _
. menacing mouster ready to falland overwhelm | 1nok of it that sent a dreadful thrill of name- ' and 'm going to thrash you within an jnch

the whole.

(ugh! I wouldn't bave opened them for a
hundred pounds) and which were just caught

by the faint light, so that they glittered like ;

twa dull eyes from out the darkness,
I turned thankfully into the old bed, rolled

myself In the damp and mouldy sheets as .
though they had been of the muost luxncious

lawn, and prepared for slumber. But sleep
would not come so readily inthat weird cham-
ber. It was a fearful night: the wind whistled
in mighty gusts down the street, and over
the house tops, and round the corners, and
the rattle of broken glass and of ialliug
chimnpeys was almost incessant.
lattice of the room I was in gave and cracked
as the wind rushed wildly at it and the rain
beat in unsteady sheets against it; and the
dark enrtain, close pinned down, dapped and

bellied Yike a sail as the cracks of the tittings -
admitted the air. The jiight of the old womnn’s -
candle threw a ghastly cay of light thoough

each hole in the moth-devoured curtains, and
I could hear her rock and nodas she mumbled
hersell inte an imbecile slumber. I tried all
sorts of methods to induce the sleep I needsd
so much.
bed opposite, who was so closely guarded.
Bah! some red-cheeked bouncing country

Whether it may have ever been !
polished, this awful piece of furnituce, I am !
unable to say, it bore no traces of anything af f
the kind, but was entirely dead, black, and :
gloomy, with the exception of two bmass:

" bandles by which the deors were opened,

The cmzy |

I thaught of the lovely lady in the !

Jess terror to my heart
cover entirely away, and stripped the curtaing
Lack to the pote. 1 tore down the hangings
from the window, and let the full dood of the
glorious supshine into the chamber.

i closed, and a jewel in each delicate ear.  But

’

from which the soft hair had been clipped,

And, on the waxen cheek the livid mark of &
heavy bruise,  Butas T gazed, more and more
the horritde conviction grew upon me that I
was looking upon the corpse of my dear

j

| sister.
girl for years, but so surely as she had grown
. to be n womnn, no other face in God's world
counld so bave resembled Aliee’s as this poor
dead child's did. T sat me down by the collin,
a faint sivkness coming over wme for the mo-
ment. It was over directly, and 1 roused to
¢ the necessity for action.
. As 1L entered  the kitchen, the two old
women, whe were at some meal or other, hud-
dled together with territied looks,

« Oh, see his white face, and hix blazing
eres,”” thev whispered.  f Oh, Sir, vou have

CReen ity”?

< Who was  that lady, women?” 1 e
s manded,
Groaning and weeping, after the manner of

. theit k

Hastily 1 lifted the !

Fair hair, a pale sweut face, eyes decorously |
—a forchead disigured with a terrible cut,

and which told too plainty the cause of death,

The beautiful, almost childish face
was terribly distigured, and 1 had not seen the

ind, they told me how the poor thing -
- bad come to the ‘dour, 4 week before, on a .

had struck him once over the shoulders when
he fired. The ball hit me tn the shoulder, and
I dropped.  As consciousness left me, and
amidst a confused rush of feet and elsmour of

with its overturned talde and bottles and
| glasses seattured all sround, fnded from my

o blowl splash on my fuce as be fell heavily to
_ the floor,

)

. - . . » . . -

cof those four weeks had overcome ms too !

“much, [ sent in my papers, and came o

" Canada to xcttle with my littde capital, | am
doing well though 1 could do better, but 1

very lopely,—mine 8 an almiess extstence, |

miss the sonnd of & woman's volew, amd Iong
for a fair child's head o pross against my

shoulder, and, nat to take nrch Alice's place
in my heart, but to Git the void there, |
“could marny, I suppose, but [ have goowes on in
my rough bachelor way so long, that 1 sup-

c pose I shall never break the chain of coxtom,

and shall sit by a rolitary hearth until the
end.

. . [ . . - - -

Whose is the beantiful pale face with the

wench, whom the two old women thought 4 bitter and howling night, with the bleeding d“i"‘t }";’”' el ‘l'”" ’;i.m" "l"f'“r "3'""! ‘_!'f“ L,
paragen of beauty becanse she resembled what | ot on ber forchend, fainting and dying. She : rough furmer, go to Notre Dame to leok at,

they themselves had been in their giclhood [

said xhe had fallen on her way intooa Jittle

and to find rest snd peace in the contemplas

laughed at their precautions. Then T reflected  stream in the darkness, and strack her head ; HOD of ”’“ i h‘“f"’- mevur f‘,‘,‘”’"’ beefore nuder
about my journey, and wonderud how litile : poainst a stone. They put her to bed, and ; e tWo groat towery Fin su lnog sinee |

Alice was preparing to keep her Christmas.

Perhaps, aiter all, Morphy was not so black as | doctor had been called in, but from the first

be was painted, and besides, I might -easily
have been deceived at Havre in the personal-
ity of a man Y bad not seen for seven or eight
years, and whom I scarcely knew to bow ta
even then, Very likely they were making
great preparations for an old Irish jollification
the pext day,—n», that same day,—and

wouldn't at all care te see my forgotten face

she beeame speodily delirfons,  The village

s proponnced  the case hopeless, and recom-
{ mended that her friends should be found anil
eommunicated with,  In her incoherent lan-

tgunge she called repeatedly © Arthur, Arthur,

DArthur,” amd S ORY don't strike me”

new and very fine.

The
- doctor had first thought of examining her let-
~ters and linen, the latter of which was qoite |
It was marked (I knew :

Phave twen < in love
i nise the feeling.
What is this that makes me turn agnin ero
Chalf the  journey  home  be nesonplishod 7
Home! 1 have no home.
with none but my dogs and wy guns for
: friends.

. L) » . + - a »

Educated at Villa Maria, was s 7. And

appearamong them unexpectedly, like a ghost | what it wonld be, and dropped my head into - Itish, like myself?  She s very beantiful.

ora
And at that moment came just under the

window the most awful thrilling, unearthly -

low shrick or wail I have ever heard., It was
like what I had heard faintly at Dablip, Lut

near, diztinet, and pronounced. I never knew

till that moment what was meant by the ex. .

pressien that the blood runs cold. I lvarnt
then. I started up in bed with a cry, and had
made a step to leap out of bed. The old
womanon the stool woke up with a start,

#An, would ye, thin,” she cried, under her
breath, ¥ remembier yer promise,”

# But did you bear 77 1 commenced.

% Whisht, silence,” she said, with a gestare
of command.

1 lay down again, and heard her moaning,
in her feeble way, ¢ Och, wirrasthrue, wirras-
thrue.”

By Jove, I felt uncommonly uncomfurtable,

and I cnvied the car driver, Terry O'Rourke, !

Iving ona bundle of peatin his frieze coat op-
posite the turf embers. All sorts of fancies
and horrors crowded through my brain in thick
succession, like the figures in a delirinm, and
it wis not till sheer and utter weariness (om-
pelled e that T sank intoa sleep, uneasy and
broken at first, but afterwards deep, sound, and
dreamizgs.

When Iwoke the next morning it was nearly |

mid-day ; the wind had gone down, and the
bright sun was shining into the old room
through one corner of the window from which
the curtain had been torn. The old black press
was not nearly 80 grim in the morning light,
and the horrible old woman had gone, thongh
ber botile with the marks of the flaring candle
8till remained to shew her to have been a
thing of reality. v "

‘I know nothing so pleasant ss the refreshing
lahguor of enjoyment which suceceds a long
sleep after much weariness. 1 washed and
dreseed very leisurely, and was just abont Ko-
ing down stairs to get my clothes which had
been left to dry, when, as I reached. the door,
I suddenly remernbered my companion of the
night Leéfore,

“I don't belicve there was anyone tu the
bed at all,” [ said half aloud. " The old
women slecp there themselves, and only stood

Sy hands as they came to the name) < Alice
Murphy, anid the letters were directed to
Poor child! poor little

# Miss Alice Haclrtt”
cehildt She hnd died about hali-past twelve
co'vlovk on the night of the 22nd at the time
" when I had heard t}
my windew in Dublin,

Her little pitiful story is soon told.

D whose repnbiion was principally confined to
reutleman of property, which indeed he was,
conly the property was encunmibered to the Inat

cacre.  Alice’s uncle met him st a rtun
cof the Island houmds, and brought him
“home.  Thegirl was represented nsan heiress,

tandinlessthan two months they were marrtied,
{ How o man like Murphy eould have been go
i blind and 50 carcle
; they wern practising on the other, did not care
s to make too close enguiries. Of course, when
j the cetemony waw concluded, the whole story
jeame out with regard to Alice’s portion.
D Mnephy, kecping a good face before his wife's
, relations, took her to his own place, and in
t two dayy the bailiffs were in the house, and
¢ his person in imminent peril, Aftera violent
i scene he wtenck her with hia brutal hand, and
P turned her out of doors to go to her fricndg—
i forty miles away ! He hirmself, the next maor-
i ning, had but time to escape with what articles
g’hc could contrive to lay handa on in o little
tvalise, He was arrested at the gale of his
Y own park, and tearing himself from the hands
¢ of the ofticer, had struck him down with a
i loaded stick which he carried, from the effucts
i of which blow the man afterwards died. ‘
¢ In company with an English detective 1
landed in New York three weeks afierwards.
: The double murderer, for though in law he
[ was not guilty of Alice's death, T hold him to
chave more croelly, more violently, more
i wickedly compansed herend, than that of him

¢ for whose homicide he was to answisr,—had

I tuken no care Lo conceal himaelf, On the little
I portion, £2,000, which hé had received with

hiz victim, he was gambling and living
! lavishly, nccording to his custown.  His dark

woery af the Banshee ander !

Thero |
cwas deception toth on the side of her uncle '
and on that of the villain Murphy. The latter, |

Dublin, had appearsd in Enniscorthy as o}

5 I know not; it is pro-!
bable that each party, knowing the deception !

Wha is she?

—Agtvs Stevle,
JJustiy for she iv ax good and wentle ax she s
: handsome.

Agnes Steele loves me, and | her, and we
shall by marcied in o fortnight more.
" Youhave had aome great serrow in vour
¢ life, Denis. Were you ever married betore, nr

did you leve hor firsg

* You oo, my darllng; that facr was not
always as sober as now !

-Evoicc and with the beautitul hesd n Jittle
j drooped, sure the sweetest woman in the
Pwaorld.)

4 Yus,"”

“ 1 knew [ ought totell you, befors our werd- .
ding, (looking up for o moment with the
frunk, trustful, tender eyes), it isa o kind of
contession. 1t ia mbout n half-brother of
mine”

#And mine, my dearest, abott a halfosister,”

¢ Ok, but she was good, wasn‘t
(quickly).

P
1

H
I

“ My brother was a very bad jman
married a young Jady formoney, and kil
and afterwards committed suicide ™

“ L acnrcely needed o ask the nnme,
wag little use to enquire in that frightened man-
ner Lhe cause of an altered fuce, | know with
terrible certainty that I, Denis Hackott, had
fixed my hopes in life ov the sister of my’uwn
Bister's murderer.

He |

L] . . . - L] L] .

A year hng past, she waited for me,
of my cruel iunult, and the estrangement of ¢
my making ; she knew ] wonld come back
she sald; did 1 not loye her?

o Audindeed T do, truly.  And at tast, on !
this blessed Christman day, far the sweel snke |
of my wife Agnes, do I forgive her brother |
“Arthur Murphy ; and muy (Jod mercifully re- |
i
|

in apite

v

ceive my prayers for the ultimite rest of hi
blood-stained soy), - o

of your life.” I caught him by the collar, und -

voices, 1 heard him shout * taat’s vane,! with ¢
- a shout of drunken lnughter, and as the rosm -

eres in the smoke which tilled it, T waw him -
S turn hus pistol to bis own head, and el his .

I could not go back to Burope, the hormors

that I nin slow to rucog-
Let me leave the vity

T am getting old -

A sort of cousin of mine, her name jv Steedp -
She is much sdmiired, and -

©ta vat them or how to copk them,

3 3 “ihie finest ovsters in the world are on their
“Shall we exchange confidences,” (in n low - the finest orvs i

;ingly tasty is the crude, legitimate raw ou
D the half shell, Ameticans always want oysters
rbin )
"mer; thiy must have them,

 Poor child, yer, khe had little time to bLe ! -
Cahe e o b e same, and we only seck where weean

anything else; shedied inn very sud manner,” |
ol her, !

e " Peninsula in the Iate war; they have never

bt ey

| L7, Place d'Armes.  There you will flud them
| fresh every morning, shipped in large bar

L and just as fresh as i the knife had just open-

divistons, called Mensa F*rima; the fies toure
“und Mensa  Seconda  vel Altera - the lcc‘ond‘
eourse U two thousand years since, ‘
H " h
the Bill u{ Fate i—Oyatces, egyy, asparagns, }-
lettuce, onions, figs, and a mulsum of wine
mingled with water snd aweetened with honey
,Tl“’“ came fish, mullet, Immprey, Hurgaay,
- pike, and turbot ) and for noat, s peacock. o
. )

Bure was

- pheasant, & kid, a geloea YJen, ik, edse,
»nightingales, thrunhes, and perhaps a whyle
boar stuffed with the flesh of other anlinals
~To wash down this abundang banguet w'uma;;
Pwere sarved ap, olther mixed with water or
P with spices, and drank either hot or cold
CThen came the socond COurke—annles, peats,
nuts, dgw, olives, geapes, pistachio nuts, dried
fige advied grapes or endsing, dates, mushrooms,
ploe-nul kernels, and then sweestmeats ang
conlevtions, Happy old gourmands, Lucsllus
was a pentlemanly old Hoer to amd diner ont,
“and his friconds kaew it he vsed to have o
diferent rom or trickingum for ench style of
He otive gave o supper in the halt
he vcalled Apollo to Pompey and - Cicero, apd

taudgiet,

incnrred the cxdense of 54,000 denarii {equal
to 10000 That beaty Delinsnico in New
York, or the Maison Dord in Pariz, " The fac
b pecple muast eaty and i is only & questinn
of taste, the ability to obtain the srticle we
dewire, and the power of digostion that canses
“an murh varkely in our rt&imﬁts, The Chinese
Hke buil-pup pie, bird's-nests snd snkils, &
rariogs medley of didhes certad nly, TheCan.
"nilals cnjoy botted bables, roast young lady,
fricassne of old woman, and stewed antigae
cman. The French hnve always shown a strong
ot hind  lege,
nice), and Straslorg ( peor Steasburg ) iy
famatis for  Flald de
Hiverk, amd lately they have indulged in Paris
in horee-flesly, nas'edlosdy, cate and rata. The
Fuglishman and the American bave n decided
poenchant for ovsters. The Eoglish spend mil-
“hona in toe cuitivation of their native beds,
and consider the puny thing a dish for the

peartiality frogy (very

four

) Qras,  oT gooan

Cgeals, For our part they always secmed to
taste ke a minnte plece of fat soaked In cop-
perax. Americans are the eyster-loving people
They are the only prople who understand how
‘ Knowing

roadts, in their estuarien and in their bays,
they have learned to roast, to brail, to fry, to
#rill, to bake, to stew, to pickle, to can, and,
above all, they have learnt how sampiuots,
how regal, how delicions, how exquisitely
nice, how aromatically grand, how everlast-

in the coldness of winter or the beat of sum-
We Qanadians

find thr beat, The York River oyster wad a
godsend to the Unlon troops when on the
forgotten the taste,  Well, if onr readers want
to enjoy this delfclous bivalve in all ity fresh.
ness, take the advice of the writer, try the
Barnegats, Mnnoken River, Chesnpenke: Bay;
try James' River and York River. You ean
have them by ihe bareel, or you can have them
fresh ax when opened, by just sending to No.

rels with great Tumps of ice to keep them cool,
ed thetn out.  But you buy them in the shell,

in the bulk, in cany, or In kegs, To those who
love nn evening supper at home they have
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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

| m——

only to lcud for a quart of oysters, which will
cost them 80 cents, and they may mako » stew
for o family. Weleard a geutleman the other
" day while tasting oysturs ut Buss's rewark Lhat
- bis throut goemed to feol as If It way two mileq
"jong and lttle nngnln waro kissing it all the
way down. The new brand for his Bamegntt'y,
s most delicious and dollcate oy ster, 18 n slar,
All those who glve oyster pnrth.u during :
Lhriu(.mmn time, whethier lu the Country or the
City, have only to send thelr orders to

J. B. BUSS, i

No. 17, PLice v'Anwe,

And they will bo promptly attended o

8T. LAWRENCE HALL,

invidious. But ag this Christrnas

HOTELS.
, “rence Hall, on St James Strest
The Quesn's Hotel, Toronto, Ontario, Cana- ! Jumeg, oo Vietoria Square,
do. 1t fs unncecemsary o tedl our Toronto

readers anything about their hotels, and, in.
deed, most of our renders from Quebec to Ot-
tawn know which are the best hotels to ROjoUrsn
at.  But there sre still thonsands that our
two holiday sumbers wHl reach who ore per-
baps aboul visiting Toronto, or are perhnps
golng further West, Well, there ia the Queen’s
st Torouts, facing the lovely Bay and Lake of
Ontasio, it Ix sumptuonsly furnished, good
Resding-rocms, capital Riltiard-parlour 1o re-
lieve the irksomeness of & miny or 8 snowy
day. Then you have n genial proprietar, who
possesed notie of the wirkedneas of Richard
111, he hax some of the charity of Richard
Cepur de Lion, and is eurnamed Dick, Capt.
Thewas Dick.  In the Managoers,
Thomas McGaw and Mark H irsh,
Fentany vou will find gentlemen who will ex.
tend

, nud the St

AT. JAMXS HOTESL.

Mr.
aned in well assiated by
They have both been in the States,
Lawrence is the oldest and best known

o e i et e -+

{furnished, and with all the
Maessrs, !

(D

The same may be said of the St James, whict

is charmingly situated, fncing a Square witl

evvry courtesy, and will, moreover b

willing to give you every information You may i eliebtfnl ah bt 4t K
detighitiul shrabbery and fountains,
mquire ax to the Public Buildings, Drives, ke, 0¥ e

liew desiring n quiet home, most reasonable

) terms can be made for permanent board.
We have just Inft the Falls, The old, familiat

hotels are cloged., The International . s
boarded round o keep out stray baye and
other interfoperz.  The Cataact i the same,
Actoss the Suspensdon Reidge we ealled at the
Clifton House, from whence you obtain sa
grand a sight of those ever moving, ever thun- ©
dering, snd eternally pliding, crushing Falls ;
The frosty cones wete rising at the base, the

| eriterion as to judgment, we therefore
Cpend our readers from all purtz to rest here
and e thankful.

Fred. Gerikan,

mighly, rough rocks were prismatic in their a Resturant on the Delmonico style,
while the treex

new coat of dee, glistened, ice ovaters of the best quality, {ried, brotled, or Bracelets, Brooches, and Ear-rings with Dia-
helmeted to the aps, wnd snowlad w0 the ! stewed, are always on hand. monds, Rubies, Emeralds, Turquoises, Opals,
Up ends of their bratiches.  Prople muat sep, R Curbuncles, Uriental Garnets and Amethysts ;
should sew Niagaea, in winter, ite weind, pure, . | A THING OF BEAUTY I8 A JOY FOR Necklaces, Neck Chains for Pendants and
crystal adorned, white spresding beauty, over ‘ EVER." Lockets, Gold Rings with safitarree and clus-
rock mnd atone, tree and shrub, and its cold - It ix curious to note that History in un- ters of Diamends, Rubies, Emeralds, Pearls,
woray falling like 1. ORE v Y I C ) " . e 3 seals ¢ Crosses, S X %
-.:r Y talling like the frozen breath ("r.pm‘"'(" ravelling the customs and mannpers of nations &e.; Gold Neals, Charms, Crosses, Studs, Col-
1 not o be, cannot be, forgotten.  Well, the '

Spesicer Iowre 16 open;
<losa 1o the door,

the train

Ttis a firsteclaws,

takes vou
new Lotel, f (he women
. of the wornen,
is kept apen all the year round, and has aceom- , .
) ) cand Pompeii,
modntion for 300 guests, A Gluek, Esq., is |
Proprietar.  « He can keep an hotel”  The
amishle Col. Barber, of the G T, Railway, is
there alwayw in winter.

the Layards and the

P

Travel through the British

the nostrils, ears.

beouth. uncivilized, and  depraved

and exquisite
{ warkmanship of a the
f magnificent jowels of Tippoo Sahib, or the

Here vou will gee the delivate

Saladin's adornment,

wrought crown of anp Antony,
the exploration of a Pompwii in these modern
| times how painful it is after the lapse of ages
! to rend ot a skeleton, with its beguiled hands

. beauty, youth and love trinmphs, buried ina

moment by an earthquake and the hot ashes
of a Veruvius, To adorn with gold and with

_ OTTAWA HOTEL.

The

Proprictors of this hotel have had | precious stones wus the love even of a Solo-
long  experience in hotel-keeping in the { mon in all his glory, and the Queen of Shebn
States. They have gone to great expense in | was glittering r with flasning gems as she camo
frescoing  and  decorations generally, and | into his presence. Diamonds, Rubies, Sap-

phires, Emuralds, und Pearls, from that time,
have had & genealogy more perfect than any
Zmperor or King. The Koh-i-noor, the Moun-
tain of Light, the Regent, the Brunswick, and
the Braail Qems are as well-known by every
Iapidary in Kurope, snd their history as the
Qarter-at-Arms of Grest Britain can tell you

Rlthough the hotal is anexceptionably a frsl-
~clags one, yet the charge is anly §£2.50 per dny.
There are hot and cold baths on avery
floor. The hotel has two frontages, one on
‘Notre Dame Stroot, and one on St. James
Street, and our renders can poreeive by the
lllunmuon the extont of the building.

To fuforin the peopleof Montrea! that I;lognn
& Cu. keep first-clusg hotels—which are an
honour to the Dominlon—would be simply
_ Number
: will be gent to not only every part of the Do-
: minlon, but to thousands in the Btates and in
: Europe, we may perhaps inforin them that
. Hogan and Co. are Proprietors of the St Law- |

Namuel Montgomery is the Mauager,
another gentleman.
The St,
there |
we will find a cuisine unsurpassed, rooms and
apartments not only elegantly, but sepsibly
English comforts,
The clerks have been well known (or years Tor
their courtesy and urbanity even o strangers,

To fami- -

In
both hotels every madern improvement has |
been introduced, and the personal experiencs
cof old tmavellers, we believe, being the best
: recom-

Esq., desices to announce
; that at the 8t James Hotel they have opened
ansd that

Cantecedent to our own always expends a great

measure of words on the jewels and ornaments
Even the explorers of Nineveh
Rawlin-
sons, lave to linger over the descriptions of
the omaments of the Quecnys of Egyvpt and the
Princesses of the Greeks and the Romans.
Museum or the
Kensington Museum in London, and there you
will gee how every nation is represented, and
i {ts tastes exemplified, by either the exqusite-
¢ ness of its Jewellad ornminents or the barbarous
ttrinkets of iron and brass that ornamented
and cven lips of the un-

sovage,

In readinog of

.and ita coronet of bold telling perhaps of

l of Baron or Earl, or Knight. Who so phleg-
i matic but that is aroused to sdmiration at the !
: display of splendid gems? Who can forget |

1 the gorgeous glitter of fire and rainbow hued
! flaghes that changed like the chameleon or &
‘ summer sunset before the eye ot the Parig Ex-

1 hibition, There were grms there by the Mil-

ber, the Countess of Dudley, had jewels on
exhibition worth £30,000. But the glory of
all sights, to our poor eyes, was the Dress
i Opera given to the Sultan at London in 1867,
The house: was literally » ULlaze ; it was fairy
land ¢ it surpsased nll one can read of in the
{ ¥ Arabiup Nights.” Aladdin's lamp could do
a world of manly ¢legance and
: sumptuous femal- beauty dazzling the eye and
the senses with Coronets, Necklaces, Brooches,
CStars of Honour,

F no more -

Farettes on Oriental Tur-
bans, India Shawls, and bejewelled forms, It
- proved the love of all for ornsment ; go into
s conntry village, the backwoods,
“nmid the Iok-houses and the savages, and your

far into
Pioneer's wife shall have her Ear-rings and her
Broocl; your Nquaww, Bobeloshin or Papoose
shall bave their Necklace ; your Chief of a

fearated with Beads of all colours,

{  But to us, who believe in proper adornment
rand ornoment, we know that we must neither
¢ uspite to the Eprettes of an Austrian Prince,
; nor do we desire to imitate the trash of the
vulgar.

Jowellery well made, of a tasty pattern and
cof genuine gaality, is éver becoming, whether
Jon man or woman, and our honses are the
1

sarne; their ndornments are an exemplification

1 of the character of the raling spirits that pre-
#ide there,
Now that

Ccourte we are preparing

: Is come of

to add to our house-

Christmas again,
hold gods, we are hesitating and wondering
: what hest admire and
we are perhaps waking up our minds
to add to our plate or our decorative orna-

A

to give to those we

cherish ;
* - ments.

Lyman & C#e —the Hancock's, the Goddard's,
the Emavuel's of Montreal,

Well, just walk fearlessly into Savage,

Here is an assort-
ment of goods that would set the Ublans of
the Pruss

Jewel~
¢scription ; Gold

an Army mad to discover,

lery of every imaginable d

lar Battons, Cameos carved, Jet Jewellery, Bog

the
Keyless, Repeati

Ladies’ Beautiful Gold Watches from Swit-
zerland of the newest pattern; Clocks in gilt,
orin Lronze—a magnificent varicty.

Silver Ware, Electro-Plated Ware, Opera
Glasses, Music Boxes, Table Cutlery, Leather
Goods, Dressing Bags,

Bronze Gouds, Figures and Statuettes,
Papier Maché Ware, Wark-Tables aud Hand-
kerchief Boxes,

nometers by celebrated  Ulysse

nz and Hunting.

inmarble,

The publicare invited to call and view this -

unparntlelled stock of goods, which has never
been approached in the Dominion.
SAVAGE, LYMAXN & CO..
271, NoTtrE Daxz StrErT,
Montreal.

HOUSES AND LANDS,

There are thousands of our awn citizens
and innumernble strangers  here that  tind
a diiculiy in obtaining residences to suit
them.

well-built dwellings in this city as therearcin .
the whole Dominion, and not only in the heart -

of ihe city, but in the suburbs there ave villas
“and houses oftering the most tempting homes,
The surronndings are perfeet, and one could
aslmost believe that he were dwelling in some
lovely home in Kent or Middlesex, when he
sees the charming grounds here in spring.

Mr. Jasss Mo, 198, StoJames Street, pro--

bably possesses the largest list of unlet houses

and pinces for sale of any person in this coun-
try. At his Otlice you can find a list, not only
of dwellings to be let in every p.utum of this
Province, but you can alsv obtain information

of beautiful residences that may be purchased

’ i lon of Pounda Sterling ; one lady, we remem- |

Tribe shall have his Robes sdorned and de-!

Oak Jewellery, Watches Gold and Silver, Chro-
Nardin, ;

We have probably as select and as'’

only throngh his medium. If you want to
change your remdenre if you want to sell
: your pruperty, if you want to negotiate a loan .
[ upon it, if you want to rent & new store, by
 all means call upon Javes Morr, nexto Mol-
. son's Bank, and you will receive every infor-
mation. you desire.

HOURE,

HECOLLET

A. T. Stewart was a humble poor boy il
Ireland, now he is a millionaire in New York.
Marshall & 8nelgrove in Oxford Street, Lon-
don, are a firm not easily o be overtaken, and
certainly Brown & Clagyett represent and are
firm not easily to be forgotten. Havinga buyer
that travels throughout the Manufacturing
Districts of Europe ; understanding ag they
do the wants of the people of the Dominion,
they have with good judgment and refined
taste selected some of the most exquisite goods
that have ever been seen here. The silks of
Lyons you have in all their airiness, in all
their sumptuousness,and in all thatepirituells,
that gossamer lightness that fascinates the
belles of this city.

But above all they have that solidity of
goods that delight an Englishman. Blanket«
area vulgarism, hut there isa warmth in them
that in these snow-clad nights would cheer
even a bridal nature. Here they are to be
found. Then silks; oh, how those tiny silk-
worms glow and work on the Mulberry trees
! from Japan and China and India; they pro-
duce textures soft as the first sweet breath of
morn ; then these skeins are woven, and their
fabrications bocome a necessity for all the
fashionables and the wild weird stage and the
sombre matron by the Christmas fireside.

Then comes wool. Wool from Somerset-
shire, wool from Australia, wool from Persia
like Henderson possesses, wool {from the Cau-
casus, wool warm, wool so naturally antagon-
istic to the cold regions of this north. How
sumptuous the shirts are woven; what a
wealth of climatic comfort there is in them
then the drawers, blankets,
| socks are usually good,
+ whistle through

3
., coverlids and
The wild winds may
the valleys, the frost may
“ come with death’s chill in hiz hands, but the
s warmth of these Englishk and Freuch tlannels
- may subdue all these snow-clad sensations,

But, Ladies of Montreal, parties are coming,
soirees will replace the summer walks, wed-
dings with all the regalia of lovely processi
Then if \11 §

Yelvets, if Moires Antiques. if Irish Poplins, if
the most charming of all things that can adern
' fou, from Roman Maiden to the present period,
i delights vour eye, fook at their Tarleton Mus-
lins—pericetly beautiful arve these Muslins ;
© for matrons there are noe velvets so royally

grand ; there are ne gloves manufactured
“which can compare withh those the Recollet
" House possesses, Shawls of Brussels Lace, Hoa-
- niton Lace, Point Lace, Valenciennes—in fact
“all Laces are bere.  And then there are such
exquisite, delicate, refined, unmentionable
. goods, that our bachelor being only had a
moment for seeing a sight of, so that we can-
not describe them.  Rut we rest assured as
we walked from one counter to the other that
‘there is a variety of goods that wnuhl satisfy
anyone.

For the Ball, every element is thvre to win
the forlorn lover,

For the Drawing-Room, there is evervthing
to prove vour faste and your refinement in
dress.

For presentationa you can select the series
¢ from the Moire Antigne to the simple Muaslin,

But if you desire season ufter season to
study fashion, to comprehend the peculiar
idiesincrasies of human nature, yom must
- study here. There is an evidence of o world-
- wide travel in selections, of a consummate
taste not only intuitive, but cultivated, that
~it would be well if our Dry Goeds Merchants
"could imitate.  Allthat the most sévere judge
could give his decision on would resule in
determining that the

RECOLLET HOUSE,

Cwill occupy your attenion,

RY
& CLAQGETT.
CORNER OF
Notre Dame and 8t. Helen Streets,
Is Tus Housk, ‘
Tux Dry Goops Storz,
Tus STEwART'S oF \lu.\muu.
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SuppLEMENT, DEcEMBER 24, 1870.

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Written for the Canadian lllustrated News.)

THE LEGEND OF THE ROSES.

BY SAMUEL JAMES WATSON.
PART I.

The thirsty sands of the Syrian plains

ad quaffed of the blessed autumn rains, .
And earth thanked heaven with her harvest smile ;
Which rippled o’er vineyard and valley of grain,
By the Sun’s red arrow-shafts almost slain,
From the Jordan’s banks to the marge of Nile.
And the jubilant stream. from the mountain side,
To the orchard flew, as she were a bride
That had waited his coming in fruit festoons ;
Which were born of the spring-time’s gift of ﬁowers,
And kept for him sweet in her treasure-bowers,
Where she fed them on dews and on summer noons.

It was in the hush of the autumn night,
The o’erhanging moon was shining, .
And sprinkling the vine leaves with flakes of light ;
And two Hebrew maidens, reclining
On a brooklet’s bank, where the violets bent,
As the low-voiced breezes above them went
To respond to the stream’s repining.

In their hearts was joy. like a bridegroom crowned,
is golden empire keeping ;
And their sun-lit future’s furthest bound
On )lwlleuure’s bosom lay sleeping.;
And the shadow of sorrow stood off as far
As a cyprese leaf. from the brightest star
The moon in her course was meeting.

A cloud that is nearing the moon’s yexed brow

Hath passed with its spiteful veiling;

But the place of one maiden is vacant now,

And the other’s heart is failing; A
And there rings through the vault of the startled air
A cry for iti, & moaning prayer—

The zoul through the wild voice wailing.

Again there was calm on that antump night,
No sound through the air was flowing; _
Save when the breeze, in its sweet, low flight,
Through the sleeping gardens going,
Was whispering the flowers to wake, and see
How aloft in the heavens, sc gloriously,
The lamps of the night were glowing.

In the gloomy pride of the judges’ state,

The chiefs of the stern Sanhedrim sate

With their pitiless eyes on the floor bent down,
On their brows of granite a frozen frown ;

Their white lips sealed, like the merciless tomb,
To open only when death or doom

Came forth, to the prisoner standing there

As hopeless as one in a lion’s lair.

They sate like leopards, these judges grim,
Like Leopards crouched on the outer rim

Of the red arena, where Rome displayed

The slaughter feasts, for her triumphs made ;
And thus they waited their time of prey,

And fumed and chafed at the short delay
Which placed the sands of one ebbing hour
"Twixt the eaptive’s fate and the fang of power.

Bowed down with terror and with shame,
Guarded and bound. a prisoner came ;
Round her a sackeloth shroud was flung,
Down to her feet her fetters hung ;
Speechless she stood. but the moist eye
Spoke out that wordless agony _

hich comes, when crushing grief hath come,
To strike the senses dull and dumb,
To shake the reason on its throne,
And leave but life and breath alone.

It is not sympathy that greets
The maidysmaccuser, for he meets
Fierce scowls of old aversion born,
Embittered looks of hate and scorn.
Harush, the usurer, was known
Amongst his tribe to stand alone,
As one who fierce delight would take
In torturing, for the torture’s sake;
Who jested at the widow’s prayer,
ho swept away the orphan’s share,
And sterner grew if asked to spare. '

¢ Harush, come forth ! the High Priest said,
** And make thy charge, yield not to fear;
Heaven’s wrath will fall upon his head

Who dares obstruct its justice here,” .
Then, thus adjured, the usurer starts;

His story had been pondered,well,

His words, which oft had seared men’s hearts,
Like drops of molten iron fell :—

“Oh it hath caused me many a tear,

Ere I resolved to venture here :

And little thought I at the time

I laid mi brother ip the clay, .

That I should have to charge a crime
Against his daughter here to-day.

One night, of late, I mused alone ,
Within myfarden, when there came
A sudden cloud of 1 blown
From the girl’s casement, and a flame
Followed the incense. and then died,
Like meteor at eventide.

With pain I never felt before,

I sought my niece’s chamber-door;

And, peering in, a sight I saw *

Which filled my soul with speechless awe;
Burning sweet-smelling sandal-wood
Before an idol Cydna stood ! ”

And then came from the High Priest’s lips
Words whish o’er hope shed death-eclipse :
* In lust of heart, l;jr ill-advice,

She hath done heathen sacrifice;

Thou, Cydna, shalt be burned with fire,

So let idolaters expire.”

Scarce had he ended when a shriek

That blanched the bravest hearer’s choek
Rang from her lips, and then she fell, :
And sweet oblivion took the place

Of memory, and some said *twere well

If death had breathed upon her face.

And so they sadly bore her hence

Like a orushed lily, and as mute;

But doomed to wake to po;{nant sense
Ere reaching the grim scaffold’s foot.

PART II.

'Twas night, before the prisoner’s cell
o armed men kept silent ward ;
But in his'heart, each sentinel,
The task and plabe alike abhorred
For well they knew the day would ’bring
Death, through a hideous suffering,
To her whose mnoans and clanking chains
Pierced their hearts, and chilled their veins.

"Twas dismal scene. The blinking light
Seemed dull, red blotch upon the night;
And, as its ghastly glimmer sprawled

At random through the thick, moist air,

It sought the nooks where reptiles orawled,
And showed the bloated scorpion’s lair;
And when some broken ray had stmyed
Into the weird domain of shade, .
Misshapen forms would seem to grow-

On dripping wall and slimy floor,

Like ghouls that scented human woe,

And yearned and grinned for human gore.

One of the men who kept the guard

From which his better nature shrank,
hallon was named ; and, for reward

Of valor, held a tribune’s rank.

He was a man who pondered o’er

Things which, when reasoned, vex the more—

Life, death, the origin of ill, .

The might and mysjery of will.

And much he wished to learn aright

The lessons shown in dreams by night;

And long believed they might bestow

A glimpse of future weal or woe.

His comrade, Quintug, had his home

And birthplace, too. in glorious Rome ;

His was a ming quick to receive,

And quick, on Beeing, to believe;

Whose hard, and gnarled, and stubborn sense
‘Was proof 'gainst all save evidence. .

Tired of the thoughts that silence brings
From under memory’s teeming wings,
And which, like ghosts, unbidden come,
When the brave human voice is dumb,
Thallon and his comrade spoke,

And the oppressive silence broke.

THALLON.

%I dreamt last night a strange, bewildering dream,

For Fancy banished reason from my brain, s
-And filled his throne with phantoms.”
QuinTys.
“ Dreams are the ghosts of thoughts the daylight
smothers,
And darkness brings them back again to haunt us.”
THALLON.

“ Midnight hath lessons as the noonday hath,
And ’tig in sleep we learn them.”

QuINTUS.
“If thy dream be of eyil augury,
*Tis but a Proof such dreams give useless pain ;
If they unfold no plan by which we may
Escape the ills they threaten. Thus they seem
Mere frightful-visaged messengers of Fate,
hich, with mischievous prescience of the Future,
Come to unman us, and to strike down Hope,
Which is the soul of Courage.”

THALLON.

+I dreamt I stood upon a lordly tower,

Before me stretched & sea of golden grain,

Which rose and rocked in many a sunny wave,

Each billow, like the bountf'ous breast of Ceres,

At every heave, bestowing Birth to others.

: Behind me roge the blue, sky-pillowing hills,

* Upon whose sides ambitious cities soared

On wings of marble and magnificence.

From out those cities multitudes of men
Apgrozwhgd to where I stood. and there they paused.
And, opening in the midst, disclosed to view

¢ An altar, smoking, and, beside its footl,,

i A vietim bound ; then next I saw the Priest

: Stgxixd

ing expectant, in that heartless calm
ch habit gives to those whom privilege
ets up on high to cause or witness suffering.
All of a sudden, from the multitude,
Bugst forth a dedfening and appaling roar,
. + Let sacrifice begin!’ Then flashed the knife—
" But at that moment came a gentle voice,
With that authority of mystery born,
And sweeter than a sacred fountain’s hymn,
Responding to the nightingales that sing
The myrtles of fair Tempé into slumber,
And the voice said : ‘ Let what is bound go free ]’
I looked sround, and then. amased. I saw
Defined upon the air, a wondrous face
Beaming with light, and whereon Love sat throned
. A8 in its native heaven; upon the brow
: -%9{|osed the majesty of perfect manhood
* Pillowedon infant innocence; the eye -
Shone with a tenderness akin to sadness,
And look of yearning that was infinite,
- And seemed unsatisfied ; upon the lips,
. Which looked attuned to Mercy’s harmonies,
" All gracious words sat wigged and fluttering,
. And ready to go forth_and banish pain.
In mine own land. in boyhood, I have seen
Our Phidian Jupiter, in.burnished gold
- And dazzling ivory, when the early morn
i Flooded his fane with radiance : but this face
Outshone his, as the noonday rays outshine
The flickering of the glow-worm ; for it seemed
- Like light, incarnate in miraculous mould .
Of perfect beauty : and the counterpart
of K:s. whom we have seen, and who is called
The * Healer of the People.’ »

QuUINTUS.

: * There may, perhaps, be something in the dream;
* Still. minds o’erworked by day will play by night,
For then the madman that’s in all of us,
Slips off his chains, works unnumbered pranks,
And while his keeper, Reason, is agleep,
&olds revel in his prison of the brain,
: And shakes it, as he meant to o’erthrow it.”

THALLON.

“ Hast thou e’en seen him whom I just have named,
And who, for countless deeds of timely meroy,
Is, throughout all the Judean land, adored ;

- And called by fonder name than Cemsar is,

" The ‘ Healer of the People?’”

. QuUINTUS.
. “T have beheld him many a time, and still
He looked more fam_ouu than he did before ;
What is to me a baffling mystaay,
His miracles—which #o astound men’s eyes,
Wherein his will o’er-rides all natural laws,
And sends experience and reason both
To do dumb war with wonder—seem to me
To be performed to show his love to men,
' Rather than show his power, which ever gives,
Unlike all power the world e’er saw before,
The foremost place to kindness.”

 THALLON.

*I’ve heard it whispered as a thing most strange,
That. much about the time when he was born,
The gods ceased to converse with mortal men

In old oracular utterance.”

QUINTUS.
, “ I now am old enough to call to mind
The time when all the oracles grew dumb.

And the gods chese to mock thei hi
With taunting marble muunoseul.r'"on ippers

THALLON.

“ I've heard it said amoog us Greeks at home,
Th:z:, at thttlsl 'tun% the qra&les g‘ew dum{), ht.
A ing happened on the sea ight.
Would'st like to hear the tale 5 ~> 2t P&

QuinTUs.

, In mystery there is a fascination

Which all men yield to; and, fair Truth herself,
. Wears not such pleasing visage if she come '
" Wanting the robe of strangeness.

THALLON.
“THE FIRST CHRISTMAS.”

**'Twas night. a Grecian ﬁilot calmly steering
By the,bright beams of the stars o’erhead.
Heard a weird voice along the waves careen:g,
| Saying in thunder tones, “ Great Pan is dead.”

-As sorest

He glanced around, no vessel was in showing,
HN o;lt;oﬂd 1:']«: agﬁillt in hgx)gn lahape geaqry;
aw the billows white plumes flowing

i: t.heswake of the oloud-waves of the sky.

He saw no Naiad near, with tresses streaming
Like web of gold with amethysts enwove ; .

To tell him that. no more, save in priest’s érosmmx,
Pan should hold rule o’er meadow, vale and grove,

d that the gods had earthy grown, and olden
AxI’n their loe g contact goth with men and time ;
at now foul rags disclosed what garments zoléen
Had hidden from all eyes in days of prime.

The pilot heard no tale like this, when leaning

8 Aorost: his hedlm.,dtq liste?,. b% he roz;_i 3
ome strange, dead import in the mystic me:
Of the four solemn wgorde, “@reat Pan is De%."

And as they went, like funeral echoes booming,

w'.l.'ht;‘i st(i)xiaed the pilot’s soul with piescxent ear ;
a8 the Old passing, was & new age looming,
Was the Ideal ;ﬁ.% the Real near?

He left this unto Fate, but told the warning;
O’er every haunt of Nymph and Fawn it spread ;
, ere on noon-day’s breast had swooned the

- morning,
All Greece had heard the wail « Groaft Pan 18
[Dead.”

Soarce had the soldier ceased, when rung
Throughout the dungeon vaults a

That scared the orook’d bat where it clung,
And made the owl whizs faster lay.

And, for a moment, stricken pale,
Each soldier grasped his ready sword,
But sheathed it, for "twas Cydna’s wail,
Fell on their ear, word choking word.

CYDNa.

Oh woe is me for I{outh,kand.lgope, and love !
Woe, that blind Fate, in smiting, did not smite
In the unconscious time of infancy,

When the sealed senses blunt the edge of doom
In seeing not its coming.

Oh it is mercy more than misery
To die in age, when Love stands by to see
That the few sentient sands within life’s glass
Shall not be shaken mdeli—that life’s flame,
Now dwindled from a torch to a mere speck
n the of darkness, shall not sink
*Midst wrack and roar, and tempest, but shall fade,
At its own will, like a beloved star, .
Which, watched by kindly eyes, the whole night

ugh,
Withdraws itself, at its appointed time, ’
Into the morning’s bosom.

I to burn incense to a heathen god

The very weight and horror of the lie

Fell on me like 8 mountain, and choked up,
With its foul bulk, thd channels of all thought,
The avenues of reason, and the springs

Of speech which never s}f.ped itself in prayer
To aught in shape of idol.

Oh, arrowy thought of keenest agony !
That I, who am & maid of Judah’s t;:{o.
With a.nggle privilege of J)lace and dower,
And, with these outward gifts, that far outshine,
In eyes of men, the mere dead gleam of gold
Upon the necks and brows of princesses,—

at I am severed from the common hope,

Shared by all maids of David’s royal line,
Of being the mother of the Promised One,
Israel’s Messiah, Chief of all our race.

And what a hideous mockery of youth’s dreams !
The faggot to replace the wedding torch, ’
The charring flame to make my bridal robe,

And the smoke for my nuptial canopy. tﬁ

Oh, for that draught for which the wretched thirst,
To drown all thought and sense ere this day’s moon—
The blessed waters of oblivion.

PART IIL

The hour was noon—the sun, overhead,

Gl down with fierce and blistering glance ;
All breaths of heaven with heat were dead,

The air was hushed in sweltering trance.
Such heat it was as one may feel

Olose by a furnace, when the beat
Of its red arteries make to reel

The very ground beneath our feet ;

ilet the air o’er it sways and sways,

As if *twere torn in mortal l;))&m
Upon.the forked rack of the blaze;

And, after swooning, racked again.

In spite of heat and dust and glare,

s und a & r&therec:illysw«l’
peaking no word, except in prayer,

+ A vast, awe-stricken multitude.

And well might she beside that stake,

Both prayer and sympathy awake;

For far and near *twas known and told,

She had been sacrificed for gold ;

By him who had; for lacre’s lust,

Betrayed his brother’s orphan-trust.

"T'was sight to stand for life apart,
at o’er smote the heart;
%‘g aet; the uotli‘m_’s [Y) 0'% vnldt,! fod s
e clas chains, the faggots p; 5
The 8; c&u(’# smoke that marked out where
Croughed the grim executioner, .
The first time conscious of disgrace,
And seeking to conceal his face.

Bat there were those in whom there dwelt
ild ho&o, unexpressed, but feit.

That ere the moment had expired,

Which should behold the faggot fired ;

Some Heaven-sent help, as {:t unknown,

Should in an instant’s time be shown,

And, coming as the death-torch come,

To light the pile, dash out its flame.

But hope is false, and help too late ;
The hour has come—the hour of fate.
The pile is fired, the smoke ascends,
And a wild shriek the sﬂenogl{:dn’ds;

And every eye with tears is
And every pulse with fear is stilled.

But hark ! there rixl)ﬁ:: distant cheer,

Louder it gows in Yol near;
It shakes the air, it wakesthe ﬁlﬂs, .

Throtig every heart it leaps and thrills;

And, like a joyous herald, brings

Th its wings.

e takes in, at a sudden sweep,

ordliest peak on a mountain’s steep,
loveliest star in night’s 'tterﬁg dome,

The beacon’s first flash o’er the stofm-dark foam ;
The brightest cloud that eails, smiling on,

When the day mounts up on the wings of dawn—

8o each eye took in, at one rapid glance,

A glorious form which it saw advance ;

With a look of 1:{, a brow benign,

A face on which there was seen to shine

In matohless majesty, love divine.

And thus amidst joy-burst and heart acolaim,
The Healer and Friend of the People came.

He paused at the stake—of their own accord
The flames fell down at the sight of the Lord ;
And that Voice, whose power had raised up the dead.

e sound of help upon

As the e
The
The

In tones of ineffable sweetness said,
“ Daughter, thine innocence pleads to me, .
Come hence and live, for I make thee free !’

Then burst asunder every chain,

Then ceased in Cydna every pain;
And, in new beauty, forth she came
Unharmed by fire. unscorched by flame.

For but a pulse-beat’s flying space
Amaszement sat on eve
All hearts stood still. al
And vision under wonder crushed.

But soon as thought regained her throne,
And o’er the other senses shone.

And flashed on all, in full extent,

The miracle. and what it meant;

Then speech burst through the silence-seal..
And rose to Heaven. phasulzlg &ea.l-;

Up and around, the cheering rolleds

It shook the temple’s dome of gold ;

And then across the Kedron spread,

And o’er the Valley of the Dead ;

Then gathering volume. as it met.

The echoes of Mount Olivet,

Descended, booming, to the vales,

Loud as a hundred winter gales—

It roused the shepherd where he lay

To drowse the noon-tide’s heat away:

In husbandman, by field and hill,

It woke a keen delightful thrill;

(For those enslaved still hail the strange,
And welcome aught that angers change.)

It scared the eagle as he swept

The dizziest cloud whero sunlight slept ;
And made him turn his gaze away

From sleeping babe. he marked far prey ;
Eastward it slireud to Jordan’s brink,
Frighting the lion crouched to drink ;
Westward it pealed, o’er deserts free,
Winging toward the Middle Sea. .

And now the mountain echoes ring.

face ;
speech Yiu hushed,.

 With the loud shout, * we’ll make him King!”

And, as one man, the multitude

Darted their glances where he stood,
Prepared, at once, to bear him thrice,

And crown him with all reverence.

It was in vain—they only saw

The maiden whom he saved, ini prayer;
And learnt, with feelings of deep awe.
That he had vanished. None Jmew where.

Then lo, as if the more to swell

The wonder of the miracle. 3
And splendour out of death to bring,
And cause from ashes life to spring—
The burning embers, hissing warm,
Obeying His almighty power,
Change. in a moment. to a form

Of beauty only seen that hour,

And, as the shape of flowers, they take,
*Tis as red roses they awake.

And next, the ashes upward rise,
And a fresh miracle disclose,
Opening, the first time to the skies,
Tge bosom of the fair white rose.

l[Tmc Expn.]

There are a variety of Bitters which have, at
one time or another, obtained a celebrity in
this country. We have had the Stoughton, and
the Boker, which are really good Bitters, and.
based upon the Gentian Root, which has been
believed by the red men to possess wondrous:
powers ; the medicine-men used it asone of
the main-stays of their primitive Pharma--
copea. Then we have had several kinds of
American Dbitters which for a time at-
tained an immense sale, but it was soon dis-
covered that they were simply composed of

 cheap Pennsylvania Rye Whisky;, & mere

covering for cheating the Maine Liquor Law,
and it was found they were 4 delusion and a
snare, and induced a desire for drink,which
led to the most painful results, and sometimes
created a habit which ended with the grave.
But in BoBoLo we have a preparation without
the slightest trace of any alcoholic element.
‘We have a tonic, an anti-dyspeptic of the most
harmless nature, and one which acts like a
charm. Its odour is not only aromatic, but
the flavour is pleasing, and as a stimulant to
excite the appetite it is unexcelled. It has
been known for years throughout South
America. It is prepared by 8t. Aves de Melle
Cordozo, Tabatinga, Peru. It isfor sale every-
where, and we can only advise our readers to
try Bosoro in order to prove its efficacy.

Man sometimes has his peculiar privileges
as well as the human race’s more beautiful
companion—woman, The lovely and the
fair of the gentle sex have their Milliners,
whose precincts and sacred chambers we are
forbidden to enter. But we poor bipeds have
our one trade sanctum too. That men wear
socks, drawers, shirts, under and over, that we
wear scarfs and neckties, gloves and cuffs, they
may know, but our desire to have -these arti-
cles of the latest style, of the best manufactu-
rers, and that we are as particular about the
delicate softness and nicety of these
they would hardly believe. Yet so it is, we
select from every colour in the rainbow, we
hesitate over a dozen styles and varieties.
Some shops we leave, knowing that they are
trying to palm old patterns on us. Now, we
understand London and Paris goods, and when
we walk into Mr. Gagnon’s, 300 Notre Dame
Street, we see at once he is & man of taste, one

after our own heart. We see that his scarfs’

have the last charm of blended colours, that
his gloves are soft as a blooming maiden’s
cheek, that his shirts have the make and the
characteristic style of Regent Street, London,
or Rue de Rivoli, Paris. To our readers we can
say G. A. Gagnon’s is, par excellence, the place
for gentlemen to buy.
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY.
L Fmiéd‘nm Hood's Fairy Realma.

In that strange reglon, dim and groy,
Which lion 20 vory far away,
Whose shironleles i yrons or thyme
Are dubod ¥ Oneo upsn w time,”
_Thore wns a Innd wh(;ru silenoe roigned
- Ko deep,~tho aur It nlmoxt pringd
Ta Lear the gnat's shrill elarion Llow,
‘slivogh ho Sleep's berald {5 #e Kuow.
Soarve would you doom that ealm profound,
Dubrokon by the ghost of sound,
Iad, like o ?uddun eurtain, dropt
ipou a revei, ipatant stopi,—
"x‘gmt laugh and shout and marrey rout
And hunting song had a8l died oug,
Ktrteken to silonco at a touch~
A ningle tonch |- It was not mmuch !
111 tell you how it eame abeut,

What evier of pages
0 various sgos
Princess Prottipet's christoning banquet engagoes !
They all loak s deaply nportant ny sngos.
27 What bundrads of conks?
Ta judge by thoir Lok,
They had written tha vory preofoundont of boaoks.

The invited guesty bogin (o arrive
With pobles nnd courticrs tho seene iy alive.,
They hurtle,
And bustle,
Inrieh dresses rostln;
The spuense for goosd places in atgicrt w tustie :
l'mcmionvu dopatids ot on birth, bt on musale.
Hut ﬂwl)"m none of thewn able
Toreach the high table,
For the grave Major-Daosno, oreeiving the Babel,
Aruthicient epace claary
With the King's Muxquoleers,
Becauso b woll knows it will oot i bix nars
{f—whet tho time vetres for tho poupe and the weaty—
The twelve falry godmothers cannot find soata.

Atlinet thore's a bray
O Lrompets, to say
That Hix Majesty's Majesiy s cotnng this way,
\With hix Ministers all in thesr gorgenus array,
Andd the Lards of Bas Counsily s voldo display,
And the Quern, who's ax beantoouy as blossome in May,
With her Ladies in Waiting se pnling and gay,
With a great many mors
b omight briefy run o'er
1fat pageants tike this | wore unly nuw o,
The plittenng procesien
Maker stataly progrossing
To the seals that the Murjueteers hold in porsossian
Al the top uf tie hafl
While the visators all
Are crowded 1o death, thourh the plaoe is not xuadl,
iad froa wall unto wall
Coaripedd wit shiort folky and tall,
Whits, 25 chanmes befall,
At 1 various degrees
Lhex vuller the mueese,

Al bawi, hrawl haul, maal, sguall, call, fall, crawl, and sprawl!

The King's louking pleasant,
Eikgarctitig & presant —
Say knives, forke, ancd spreatin that foat many a berant —
Fuor his t;:ll‘l.'h(i'r and haireag
From eanh of the {airies
Gee givew the balw beanty,
Asruthier giver headth,
This 2 stvnag ronse ol duly,
That pienty of wealts).
Five, xin, reven, vighl, nine. ton
Add iz presents, but whon
Ereven have srafowes] her, the lsst of the doen
Bayd, L really don’t kuow what 1o mive her, denr counin,™
;l.&dxh‘-,,\p.oum e Quenn,;
* But the eourres bolween
1 ahall hit gpon something. | will ot be mean;
So pray take yeur reate for 'm tot sueh & sinnor
As, while 1 oo thinking, 40 Xenp you fras dinner 1
The Ring har 2aken the highest place,
Besude bittn the Queen in hor dianiends and Tacos.
Lach (airy godmother
Rity down by anotier,
And my lord the Arelibishiop v Just saying grace,
Vhon tn cotneg a ceak, with & very white faco,
Who criee. as hio viraight s (e hald rushes mimnbily,
“ Pleaxe your Majosty, romalady’s fell dewn the ohimbley I

There's silones in the hall
Yar half o minate,
And not a woerd doth fall
. From thoes within it
When, 3o -Nul-wAnd ynl it ia se!
The round {8 font comes bravy and slow
U the stxirense froam dowy bolow
And & Gevre il) grewn,
Uniatiendad, alone.
Walks straight through the gaette o the font of the throne.
And ihen nith a squeak
Hiring inio a shriek,
And syes that with fury am terribly glistening.
Cries, * Pray, sir. why was pet fasked 1o the christening 1
"Twar old Fairy Spite,
Whea thex did not invite, .
Hecanse of har manners, which were not polita.
Sho lad 2 bad tife,
Woar addieted to etrife.
And besideg-—warst of all--ahe ate peas with = Knile!
But ‘“Gwas really nojoke
. Her wrath to provoke.
5 in hoper th appoase hor [1is Majosty spoke,
And satid, sore afirighted,
Thar both wore delightnd
Tao oo hor that day-—
Quite charmed-—in fact, they
Couldn’e think how iL was she had not Leon invited !
Shrinked Spita, © Sileonee, gaby !
Lot's lock at the baby,”
The Queen. in a tremble,
" Her fmars ta dixsemble,
Said, “Hara is the darhng—papa shell resamble.
You'd ke, p'rhaps, to take her,
But ploase not 1o wake her,

Ahe loopet Sleepr 1™ endid Spitn,  doey rhe really? ' make her

Of sleap, mn'am, havne plenty™
“« (Here~Crokus * Arrente )
If she tonchas & spindle belore she is twanty !

“For if she does a henvy sloop
8ball aver all yaur palace ereop,
Al you, with your whale conrt, ehall Xeap
. Buried in leaden fattory deop 1"
Untit "~hete Fairy Numbor Twalve,
Who, as wa know, was forred to shelve
Ier gl bosnnse the hanquet wajlmi,
o Broke in aud eappod what Spitn hnd statad—
Until a prince ahall come to wake
The Steeping Beanty, and to broak
he apoll wharewith old spite in vain
Would her youns lify fur ayo enchain!”

The King rent heralda through the land
Proclaiming spindles contrabiand,
Pranonnsing penaities aud pain
Aainst diatnﬂlu. troales, roeks, and skeins.
And ro to spin
e Benamo a'sin; )
Whoels wors howlad out, and looma came in.

Tino's,wonted panae
Isnot a rapid race:
His motta sonma to ba * Festing (ente.”
ut ¥ot ho passesd away,
util at longth the day
Anproached on which the Princass would bo twonty.
Vhnt consultations!
. "hat proparations |
What busy imes for paopla of all stations !

- What scouring out of room B
Yith mops and brooms | " :
What scouring to and fro of hurried grooms !
: o loisuro, nol the least,
For man or beast, ;
Becauao His Mnjcsl{ had fixed n feant—
Acyos of eatables and soas of ale,
., A banquet that should mauke ajl othors pale
E'on those of 1loHogabalus, doconsod— )
To cclabrato the day hix ohild was quite
Beyond the madies of old Fairy Bpital
It whs # scene of bustio and intruxion,
. And vast profusion—
No wonder the Princoss, s0 meek and ¢ uiet.
Should run away from all the duat, and riot,
No wordor Ui Princesg—no sonl aware,
Even of thoxe who had her ja their CRrH-—
Stwle from hor rovm, knd up a winding stair,
Up to the highest turrot’s tipmost top,
. Without or ot or stap,
Wont to enjoy the scenery and ajr!
{n o roorn at the top of the tower that day
Merrily, merrily turned the wheel |
An old damo apan“wnh never a gtay,
Merrily, inorrily turned th ]
Tho wool was ns \%hite.]sw the drgven 8NOW, o wheell
Merrily, inerrily turned the whe
And she sang, * Merrily, mo.rril;: ]uh ! Beel!
. Merrily turn the w
The Princess looked in st the dt'.«;-r"and #aid— hoel!

o e . Merrily, merrily turned the wheel {—
What bonny white woul. and what bonny white thread 1*

. . Merrily, marrily turned the wheel §
Come hither, then. fair one, aud moeke the wheel gol™
o .. Merrily. merrily torned the wheel |
Snid ugly old Spite, who sang, * Merrily. oh!

) Merrily turn the wheel 1

She turns the wheel and wakes its busy hum,

ho twists the white woul with her w ite fingera;

Bhe henre them call ber, but «he will not come -
Charmed with the Loy, in that emall roomn she lingers.
he wheel runs swiftly and the distaffs full,

Bho takes the spindie—~heedicas of whe ealls her.

Twa tiny drope of Yood full on the wool,

And all thst cruel Spite forotuld Lefally her!

LIN OXE AND Ll
1o seopEN sLUMnER FaLL?

The steed that in the palace courtyard cropt—

be very Lird apaon the roof thet hupt—
'I;hv roult who mineement for the hamquet chopt—
The gardener who the fruil tree's brunches lopt—
'l_hc huntsman who hiv beaded forehend mopt—
The gas young \uver who the qaestion popt—
The dainrel wha thereat her wyelids dropi—
The councitlor whe fain the state had pPropt—
The King. hi measures anxicus (s adopt—
The courticr in his new court anit he-fopt—
The toper wha hir teak in Riienish Bl
The seallion wipdng up the savce he slopt—
The ehawlerbain, ne wise ac aocient Copt—
The purbling peer whao'd in the fosntain #opt—
The jestor who that fail with mirth hud tope -

. Stoper)

And over all there came & change :
A silence terrible and strange
Enwrapt the place ;
While thickets dense of thorn nnd brier
Grow roond it till the topmost spire
They did efface.
It war & solomn place. T oween,
Weaptin btx shrovd of sombre green,
S hushed and still -
The {all of every leaf you heard.
Nor was there in 118 shaddes a bipd
Tn cheep and trill.

But that embowered pile did seem
A clouwsd from some fantastic dream—
Sowne visioned plyce
[tx towers were elothed in misty a{xeen.
And stumbering foreste seemed to lean
About its base,
bown by the river that runs through the wood
The horus are gatly winding.
Tra-la-la-la! That music pood
Irenctes the red deer's Snding!
Tra-la-Ta-ls}
La-In! Ia-lal
The achos repent
The musir swoeet
That tetls of the red deer's finding ¢
He's outndden his frieuds,  [Us & very queer vase—
Whero can be bave pot 7 What's the vame of the place
Heo'll never be able his steps to retrace !
Meanwhile each lengtheniog shadow shows
That day is drawing o 4 close.
In twomare hinurs the glowing sun
Will down the westers heavens ran,
And quench its glories manifold
Tn yon hright sea of walten gold.
Before him that dense thicket vast and dim
Spreads out its awful silence and seclusion.
Anid noae is pear ta toil its tale o him
Aud soare intrusion.
Hix step is hight on the lnxuriant soil,
From the green Mades a thousand dew-draps spurning.
Little he dreams that path has rever been trod
By fout returmng.
S0 on he fares, through sunshine and throngh shade.
By paths that neer befure were trod by mortal,
To where the dusky forest’s green areade
Lends to a portal.
On either hand rise lofty stems @ above, the branches mingle :
And. as 8 glimpso of blue shuts in the end of s;we green dingle.
Framed in an arch of greenery where that laung alley closes
He soes a fligh? of steps, o gate o’ergrown with truant roses,
And some ono who beside the gate in that warnmn sunrhine dozas.
Wiz ever there fonnd
A sleepor go sound ?
He thamps him and shakes him,
But that never wakes hiw :
Naot kivk. tweak, ar pinch
Can stir him an inch,
So ho loft that invetorate sieoper to snore
While he vestured on farthor the place to explore,
Swift acrogs the court
Now the young Prinee trips,
Reex arcinnd a gallyport
Hounds asleep in slips,
Huntsmen bold, returned rom speort.
All prepared to blow a maore,
Knoring, horns to lips!
He draws near; there is no onn to har his way.
E'on the steeds are too sleepy to ulter a “nay.”
While each singly honnil
In the pack. I'Il be bound.
1s g0 sound thore®s no chapee of his making a sonnd.
Though net wanting in bark. since he's vlosely bound round
With branches of croepars i~hut then they are bonghs
That are net of the sort to bo follmwed by wows.”

One huntsman would have an agiy fall
1f he were not ¢ »held by tho pulace wall,
Whaenee a steay branch o wodbine, in pitying seoru for hin.
Has thrown out a tratler ty ' winding hig horn tor him.
Another one. dropt
Off soundly, is propt
By a buttress that stands whers his steed by chanee stopt.
Two mon in the doorway
ADPPOAT in § O0r WRY.
So closoly thoy're bomd
And wound
Aroand:
Their feot in foiters, their tomples erowned
By the snake-like stems in their various inelinings.
That they must appoar
To tho Prinee. 1 fear, e
Sleeping pariners in sowe branch department of’ Twining's.

Past groome as unawakensd oa sad sinners, -
- Past screws of huntors sound as Derby winners, -
Past hounds ne fast—no lega— - -~
" As the oxpress, ; L
Through Bodfordshire into the land of Nod, ="
The young Prince trod. .
And ever and anon,
Az he passed on, o
In room, in hall, on stair,
Here. there, and everywhere,
e saine vn sieepors gleeping with the air
Of folks at active work by sleep o’ertaken,
Whom nething conld awaken; .
Not even being—liks physic with a sediment..
That to its being ewallowed’s an impediment— -
Well sbaken!

All theee the Prinee passed by with stealthy troad
.. . *As on:he sped,
Until he reachad the ﬁ-randest room of all,
® banquet-hall, :
Where on the board o mighty feast was spread.

But ginee the day when first that cloth was laid.
Time had strange havos made
With dish and dainty on the board arrayed ;
Had piayed strange tricks
With those—some five or six—
People of atation )
Who had been lfaveured with an invitation
To dinner with the raler of the nation;
In short, to no conclugion harsh to jump, any
Porson of taste
Had thought the King disgraced,
Not only by his room, hut by his company.

The King—with half-way to his lips the beaker,
And head half turning to the 1atest apeaker— .
Pressing o’er his banquet. slumbered there-amid, -
Like the first Phrraoh sleeping in his pyramid ;
While the Prime Minister. acute and wise.

Still saw what must be dome with fast-shut eges,
And. asg behoved him in the royal presenrse,

Kept nodding to bis Sovereign acquiescence.

The Treasurer and Chancellor of Excheguer
Was bolt upright. as trim as a three-decker.
For rai#ing coin and horrowing be was meant,
And nobody could ever say he leant
To right or left,
F’en when of sense bereft.
The Secretary, Foreign and Domestio,
Upright did less stick.
And. being long aceustomed to indite,
Ineclined to right.

The young Prince gazed
Upon the scene amazed.
He shnated : not a single head was raised—
No single sonnd upon the silence broke—
Nohody spoke—
Al heads alike ware bowed.
He shouted loud
Af one who wishes to outroar a crowd :
But not a word
_He heard—
No creature stirred.

At last tired ount,
Of vain attempts by shout,
And evenshake. to rout i
From their deep sleep the slumberers about
The banquet-table.—
Whether he’d be ahle .
Ever to wake therm, freling quite in doubt.
The Prince made up his mind
To leave them all hehind.
And see if some one waking he eould find,
And eo passed on through halls and quiet cloisters.
But everywhere found people mute as oysters
And sound as tops.
Bat vet ho never stops, i}
Though neither mnan por woman, girl nor boy stirs.

But :till the Prinee his onward course pursued,
Half fearing to intrude. B
As esch fresh chamber doubifully he stept in
In tiriog-rocms he views ’
The Iadies’ maids so tired they're in a snooze,
Then for a change
Through sleeping-rooms he'll range.
Which by rome contradiction very strange
Appear the only reoms that are not slept in.
Yet onward still he strays
All undecided,
And yvet his steps are guided s
For round his head on airy pinion plays
A band of Fays,
Who lesd him forward still by devious ways.

Last he reached a silent chamber,
Where through all the woodbine™s chamber.
And the mses’ red profusion.
And the jasmine's silver stars._
Glowed the glorious sun's intrusion—
Misty golden bars,
Touching all with amher.
But—or ¢'er that room he entered
Where the magic all was centred,
For a space.in wonder, dumbly
Gazed he on that Fgure comely
Sleeping in the spowy bed.
Where the sunshine splondeur shed
From the casement’s pictured pane
Crimson. blue, and rellow stain
Iu a variegated rain,
Drawn by her sweet lips’ perfume.
As a bee to golden broom.
When the braes are all in bloam,
Stole the Prince arross the room.
Every step he nearer set,
Oyped the oyves of violet—
Oped a little—wider yet1—
Till the white lids, quite asunder,
Showed the beauties hidden under—
Showod the soft evas. full of wonder,
QOpening. towards him turned—
Till their radiance bent upon him,
From his trance of marvel won him :

Anil hiz bosom humed
With the passion to outpour
All bis soul her feet befora,
Careless if she spuroed, |
Sa that he micht anly tell
That he loved her—and how welll
Now through the palace woke the stir of life;
- Both fork and knife . .
Were in the banquet-hall with vigour plied,
While far and wide .
Awoke o great a riot after the quiot.
It socwed as if the honsehold was at strifa.
Meanwhile tho rod sunset.  And yet
The houschold did uot into arder get:
All was surprise and wonder.
Error asnd blunder.
The fire was out. the cook was in & pet.
The foast was cold. the Queen wasin a fret:
The huntars just retnrned, they thought. from hunting.
Felt it affronting .
Their game should zet so very high and mite-y:
The housomaid. seeing all the dust and dirt.
Felt hurt. R
[t drove her almost craxy—at least flighty.

But ovor all this din and turmoeil soon
Uprosa the silver maon, '
And by its rays shed on the dowy grass.
Farth {row the palace that young pair did pass,
And threaded the deep shades
In the arcades
Of sorubre forests that around thom lay.
And s0 they took their way
. To Fairvland. whorein. us legonds say.
"Mid mirth and merry-making, son, and laughter,
They married. living happy ever a tor—
And thore, I'm told. they're living o this day!
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