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| CANNOT AFFORD TO KILL MY CALVES.

A farmer near Bayham, Ont., who not only raises his own calves, but finds a
profit in buying and raising the young calves of some of his neighbors, who think
it wiser to kill them for their almost worthless “ Deacon " skins, or even to give
them away and thus save further trouble ; when spoken to about it replied: “I
cannot afford to kill my calves.”

A very great many farmers in Canada annually kill in place of raising their
calves, and in proportion to the number killed impoverish themselves. How
much wiser it would be for the farmer who cannot spare time to raise his calves, to

GIVE THE BOYS AND GIRLS A CHANCE.

Boys and girls grow up on the farm as a rule without any chance to make
money for themselves, while fr:quently city boys, and often the girls, earn money
out of school hours, which is their own to use, without question, for any proper
purpose. Give those on the farm the same chance to earn money which shall be
absolutely their own, by giving them the calves considered useless. Then supply
them with skim milk, whey, meal and Herbageum, to b. paidynn the calves

are sold. Require them to keep a strict account, in a book, "k, whey,
meal and Herbageum used, each at its proper commercial vs, - will give
them a good training on business lines. When the calves ‘wlit for the
market, or ready to be turned into the dairy herd, if that is desirable, either buy
them for eash at their market value, or let the children sell them to some one else
for cash, Then, on true business principles, collect the amount of the supply
account, the balance belonging to the children who earned it by their care and
attention. These earnings may be deposited in the Post Office Savings Bank, and
become the foundation of future prosperity. The young people become manly,
womanly, and self-reliant, and there will be an all-round benefit, which for all
future time will put the killing of young calves out of the question. Remember
that it is by the use of Herbageum that the best results are obtained. Read care-
fully the following opinions selected from a great many :

Last year I used 20 1bs. of Herbageum
with seven calves; fed it with fresh
whey and they did splendidly. They
ate the whey with a relish.

DAvID OSBORNE.

Arden, Ont., May 17, 1890.

One of my customers says that with
fresh whey and Herbageum he raised as
fine calvew, if not better, than he did
ordinarily with sweet milk.

D. A, McDoNALD,
., June 22, 1889.

With skim milk and Herbageum calves
do extra well. DixoN BRros.

Maple Creek, N. W. T., Aug. 1, 1894,

Calves do as well with skim milk and
Herbageum as on new milk without it.

JoHN F. KENNEDY.
South Indian, Ont., June 20, 1892,

Although I sell all my milk I raised
nine calves last year, and am raisin,
sixteen this year on a little meal witg
Herbageum, and all are fat.

W. F. CLARK.

Powassan, Ont., May 15, 1892,

phlet mentioning OUR HOME to

Galt, Ont.,
Sole Manufacturers of Herbageum.

.
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THE POINT OF THE PEN.

WOMEN AND THE PRIZE
FIGHT.

*‘ The strangest thing about the recent
prize fight to my mind,” says a corre-
spondent of OUR HoME, ‘‘was the
interest so many women took in it. To
tell the truth, I read nothing about it
myself except the headlines in the
papers until my curiosity was excited
by hearing two fashionably-dressed and
apparently refined women discussing it
earnestly in a street car. It was not
merely the abstract question they dis-
cussed. They were evidently deeply
interested in the issue of the fight, and
had their opinions as to which of the
combatants would win. After that I
read the papers, and, listening to con-
versations, found that many other
women were taking an active interest
in the fight, and that some of them
grew quite excited over it as the great
day approached.”

It is probable that our correspondent
somewhat exaggerates the interest
taken by women in the recent prize
fight. Many women did show a keen
interest in it, but the majority paid no
farther attention to it than to read the
headlines in the newspapers and wish
that the space devoted to the fight were
occupied by stories or fashions. How-
ever, it is not so very strange that
women should take an interest in an
event which they hear their fathers,
brothers and husbands talking about.
They do not necessarily approve of a
prize fight because they talk about it.
The great majority of the men who read

with interest all the news about the
prize fighters would vote in favor of the
complete suppression of the brutal
practice if a plebiscito were taken, and
there is no doubt that all the women
would vote the same way if they voted
at all.

But there was a time when even more
bloody battles between men were
watched with keen interest and ap-
proval by gentlewomen. All who have
read Sir Walter Scott’s fascinating
story of Ivanhoe, must remember how
the fairest and noblest women of Eng-
land looked on at the tournaments in
which brave knights to win their favor
shed each other’s blood in the time of
Robin Hood, and while the days of
chivalry and the tournament have long
passed by it is not so very long a time
since men fought with swords in Eng-
land for prize money before large
assemblages of men and women at least
as frequently and as openly in deflance
of law as the prize fighters of to-day
pound each other with their fists.

At the beginning of the eighteenth
century a place of amusement called
the Bear-garden, at Hockley-in-the-
Hole, near London, was devoted to such
contests, which were resorted to not
only by the lower populace but by the
aristocracy, and occasionally by the
resident ambassadors. Men, ¢tyling
themselves professors of the noble art
of self-defence, and occasionally assum-
ing the title of champion for particular
English counties, were either stationery
at that place of exhibition, where they
defled all competitors, or went about
the country challenging particular
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towns to furnish them with an antagon-
ist. In the year 1712, the reigning
gladiator of the Bear-garden was one
Timothy Buck, and from an account of
his combat in July of that year with a
gigantic soldier named Miller,in the
‘' Spectator ”” of that date, it is evident
that women attended these brutal con-
tests. The writer in the ¢ Spectator ”’
describing the fight,says: ‘*‘Miller was six
feet eight inches high,of a kind but bold
aspect, well fashioned, and ready of his
limbs, with a blue ribbon round the
sword arm. Buck came on in a plain
coat and kept all his air till the instant
of engaging ; at which time he undressed
to his shirt, his arm adorned with a
bandage of red ribbon. No one can
describe the sudden concern in the
whole assembly; the most tumultuous
crowd in nature was as stilland as much
engaged as if all their lives depended
on the first blow. The combatants met
in the middle of the stage, and shaking
hands, as removing all malice, they
etired with much grace to the extremi-
tiesof it ; from whence they immediately
faced about and approached each other,
Miller with a heart full of resolution,
Buck with a watchful, untroubled
countenance ; Buck regarding princi-
pally his own defence, Miller chiefly
thoughtful of annoying his opponent.
It is not easy to describe the many
escapes and imperceptible defences be-
tween two men of quick eyes and ready
limbs; but Millers’ heat laid him open
to the rebuke of the calm Buck, by 2
large cut on the forehead. Much
effusion of blood covered his eyesina
moment, and the huzzas of the crowd
undoubtedly quickened the anguish.
The assembly was divided into parties
upon their different ways of fighting;
while a poor nymph in one of the gal-
leries apparently suffered for Miller,
and burst into a flood of tears. As soon
as his wound was wrapped up, he came
on again with a little rage, which still
disabled him further. But what brave
man can be wounded with much
patience and caution ? The next was a
warm eager onset, which ended in a

decisive stroke on the left leg of Miller.
The lady in the gallery, during this
secondstrife, covered her face ; and for
my part, I could not keep my thoughts
from being mostly employed on the
consideration of her unhappy circum-
stances, that moment hearing the clash
of swords and apprehending life or
victory concerned her lover in every
blow, but not daring to satisfy herself
on whom they fell. The wound was
exposed to the view of all who could
delight in it, and sewed up on the
stage.”

In the year 1725, at an’ amphitheatre
in the Oxford Road, Sutton, the cham-
pion of Kent, and a female of the same
county, fought against a man named
Stokes and his wife for forty pounds,
to be given to the male or female who
gave most cuts with the sword, and
twenty pounds for the most blows at
quarter-staff, besides the collection in
the box. In October, 1730, a famous
swordsman named Figg, fought his
two-hundred-and-seventy-first battle,
hisopponentbeing aman named Holmes,
whose wrist was cut to the bone. The
chronicles of the period do not state
whether any of the women cried in
sympathy for the wounded Holmes.

It was not long after this that the
authorities began to rigorously enforce
the laws against prize fighting with
swords, and after a time the cruel prac-
tice was completely suppressed. We
now look back with horror at these
exhibitions, and probably thenext gen-
eration willbe amazed that in the highly
civilized American republic a fistic con-
test of a brutal character was not only
tolerated but emphatically endorsed by
the governor of one of the States. But
if it is remembered that in all that vast
country the prize-figzhters could only
find legal standing room in the little
retrograding state of Nevada, with
exhausted resources and a declining
population, it will be evident that the
sentiment of the people at large is not
so debased as would appear from the
general interest taken _in the Fitz-
simmons-Corbett fight.
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THE BLACK GONDOLA

CHAPTER V.

When Count Leonardo Montecali left
the Avarenza Palace with Jacopo, he
found waiting for him atthe water-gate
the Black Gondola, which, as gloomy as
a starless night, without ornament of
any kind, with the curtains of its awn-
ing as black as its hull, was a fit instru-
ment to be used by the sombre and
despotic city, which had dignified its
tyranny with the name of republic. Six
armed men besides Jacopo went under
the awning with the prisoner. The
gondoliers, without a word, and at a
simple sign from the chief, pushed off,
and the hearse-like machine began to
Ellde back towards the prison which

eonardo had three hours before left so
full of hope, and where, he doubted not,
one man, at least, would welcome his
return. To say the truth, the Count
was quite anxious about Mario.

But C)runt Leonardo Montecali was
deceived when he thought that his
guards were taking him back to the
gloomy prison near the Bridge of Sighs.
They halted before a large and splendid
palace. The Gondola was checked, and
the officer of police desired the count
to follow him. The young man obeyed,
and ascended the steps of the palace;
the guards following close behind him.,
All gave way before the well known
uniform of one of the agents of the
government, and the palace was entered
without a word of questioning. A
corridor was passed, then a long suite
of apartments, and then the count was
taken into a small side cabinet, rather
dark and gloomy, where the officer left
him underthe charge of two agents, and
went out to report his arrival.

Count Leonardo began seriously to
reflect. The moment was a grave one.
On his behaviour before his judges
would perhaps hang his life; at all
events his liberty. Despite the grief
which had filled his soul at the discov-
ery of the marriage of Francesca, he
still wished to be free. With liberty,

outh, and courage, he had everything

0 hope. The mind of Leonardo was
not one of thore which easily gives way
to despair. He had been checked, but
he did not consider himself beaten. It
was in vain, however, that he racked
his mind for answers to the charges
which would be brought against him.
He could not even form the remotest
conception of what they might be.
Himself a noble of rank and )&mmo,

he had never, even in thought, acted
against his country or his order. Under
these circumstances it was useless, he
felt, to puzzle himself farther with the
myaer, and he therefore waited
patiently.

‘“ Enter!” said a loud voice from a
door which opened suddenly, moving
softly on its hinges.

‘1 am here,” replied Leonardo; and
he obeyed the command of the unseen
speaker.

He found himself in a vast and ill-
lighted, though splendid apartment.
Behind a table covered with papers sat
three men closely masked, and wrapped
in thick cloaks, that completely con-
cealed the outline of their persons. At
one end of the table sat a secretary,
also masked. There were no guards or
attendants anywhere visible.

‘“Enter, Mario,” cried the secretary
in a shrill and disguised voice.

Leonardo smiled, and turned round
towards a door which suddenly opened
beside him.

‘‘Thesorcerer! * cried the bewildered
jailer, stepping back in unfeigned
alarm,

“ Himself, Mario,” said the count,
and resigned to return to your good
keeping. You see I did escape, as I
threatened.”

‘““Ah, my lord, it was ungenerous of
you! What a fright I was in! I am
scarcely recovered yet, and cannot
believe that you disappeared from be-
fore my eyes.”

“Iwill explain all when 1 return to
my cell, good Mario,” said the count,
still smiling, ‘‘ but there are gentlemen
here who have claims upon us, and
whose time we cannot intrude upon.”

“It is precisely in connection with
your strange escape,” exclaimed the
secretary, at a sign from from one of
the judges, ‘ that we are at present
about to examine you.”

‘“Speak. Iam ready to answer,” said
the count turning towards the secre-
tary, and ﬁowing 0 the judges.

‘“This man has told a strange storyin
relation to your escape, Count Leo-
nardo. We wish, for our own satisfac-
tion, to hear if his tale be true.”

“1 am sure honest Mario has told the
truth as far as he knows it; and though
m{ narrative will probably cause me to
fall very much in that worthy man’s
opinion, I am desirous of explaining
exactly how the affair happened,”
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¢ The Council listensto you,” said the
secretary, motioning to him to address
the three masked figures.

Leonardo bowed, and in as few words
as possible, leaving out only trifles
which might have compromised Mario,
told the history of his escape.

“Your story tallies exactly with that
of Mario,” observed the secretary, ‘‘and
will in all probability save him from
severe punishment. But,” examining
the paper before him, * how came you
to escape in the gondola usually re-
served for the secret service of the
state ? '’

Count Leonardo told them the end
of his story as frankly as he had told
the beginning. The jailer heard him
with stupid astonishment. He was
almost too surprised to be angry at the
deception put upon him. The Council
had looked at each other during the
whole scene, as if they were taking
advantage of their masks and cloaks to
be greatly amused at the narrative of
the count, which was told with a great
deal of dry humor.

“ Thank you, count, thank you,”
cried Mario, breathing more freely
when he had concluded; ‘‘but I’m not
half convinced yet. I can’t see how any
but a sorcerer could make such an
escape.”

“You may retire,’’said the secretary,
nodding to the bewildered jailer, who
with a humble bow to the tribunal
and another addressed to the count,
hastened with alacrity to obey, leaving
Leonardo alone with his judges.

“Count Leonardo Montecali,” then
said the secretary gravely, while the
three assumed the solemn attitude of
men about to try a question of life and
death, ¢ this matter of little real mo-
ment being settled, we come to more
serious business.”

“Tam at the orders of their excellen-
cies,” said the count quietly, ‘ though
what of serious moment there can be
between a young man like myself—
whose life has been one of pleasure and
of warlike duty—and the dread Council
before which I stand, is more than I can
imagine.”

“ Your conscience is then perfectly
at ease ? ”” asked the questioner.

¢ Perfectly.”

¢ But, Count Leonardo Montecali, we
have to bring against you a charge of
treason against St. Mark, of foul and
base desertion of the interests of the
republlc.”

‘Signor, you must be mistaken in the
name. No suchcharge can seriously be
brought against me,’’ replied the young
man in a tone of haughty indignation.

“8peak calmly,young man,” said one

of the judges; *those who question
have the rliht to do so, and the power
to enforce their right.”

“I know it; but not all their right,
nor all their power, can make of me
aught save an innocent man, sacrificed
a base calumniator, to serve the

oses of his selfish passion.”

ou speak warmly, count ; but you
must submit to the usual course. (-]
have questions to put, and those ques-
tions must be answered. When you
have responded to all we have to say,
we shall then be ready and willing to
hear your defence. You will be pleased
now to answer the questions of our
secretary.”

“ Signor, your name and style ? ”* said
the secretary, preparing to write down
the more positive answers of the
prisoner.

¢ Count Leonardo Andrea del Carego
Montecali,” said the prisoner with all
the pride of a man whose name, in his
own opinion, carried weight in its very
sound.”

“Your age?”

¢ Twenty-nine.”

“You have been a soldier??’

« Ever since the age of sixteen I have
striven to serve the republic; and it
may be permitted to me, in an exigency
like the present, to add that my en-
deavors were not wholly unrewarded
with distinction in the C frns war.”

¢ That is duly recorded in your favor.
But now we come to the crime imputed

to you.”

‘“Ah!” was all the count uttered,
while at the word ‘‘crime’ an angry
flush covered his face.

“ On the night of the 2nd of March -—,
did not you, after the camp had retired
to rest, and after the usual time for
soldiers see in sleeg, wrapped in a
cloak, and provided, by some unknown
means, with the password, leave the
camp in the direction of the enemy,
and return as mysteriously some hours
after?”’

“I did,” said Leonardo firmly, after a
moment’s reflection.

The secretary raised his head with
rapidity. Could hi face have been
seen, in ‘¢ probability some such ex-
pression would have been noticed as
crosses a man'’s countenance when he
gsees another rushing wilfally to de-
struction. The three judges whispered
hurriedly amongst themselves.

“If your object was no to communi-
cate with the enemy, what was it ?”

“I am sorry I cannot answer you. I
am fully prepared to tell all my own
secrets, but I cannot tell those of other
people. 1 assure you that I had no
communication with the enemy, that

by
g




OUR HOME. 5

my visit outside the camp was purely a
romnnl one, and that no harm came of
t except this false charge on which I
was imprisoned.”

‘Such are not the answers usually
given to the Lion of St. Mark,” said one
of the judges severely.

“ 1 regret very much,” said Leonardo,
‘t‘ that I’ :unnot explain the matter fully

0 you.

hejudges consulted together for afew
moments, and then the secretary sternly
said: ‘ An opportunity has been given
to you to explain yourapparent treach-
ery, and we must regard your refusal to
roply to our questions as proving your
guilt. We do not wonder at your
refusal to give an explanation. It
would require a lively imagination to
invent a story that would make your
treachery seem innocent. We have
other evidence, too.”

The secretary turned over some docu-
ments and took up a letter, which he
%l:lnd’?d to Leonardo, saying, * Look at

8.

Leonardo took it and read it care-
fully. He raised his head then with a
strange smile. It seemed as if, in other
circumstances, he would have had some
difficulty in refraining from laughter,
but in a moment his face became grave,
and he awaited with some anxiety the
next question of the secretary.

“You have read the letter?” con-
tinued the secretary.

“I have read it.”’

“ B{ whom was it written? ”?

““The signature is plain.”

‘“You acknowledge, then, that it is in
your own handwriting ?’?

“I declare it to be in m{ own hand-
writing and addressed to Stephen
Dandolo about three years back.’’

¢ At the date of the comspiracy of
Raolo Liardo ?”

‘“ Ah! truly it was so.”

‘‘ Be pleased to read the letter aloud,”’
said the secretary.

Oount Leonardo without hesitation
read aloud the following letter :

It will give me much rleuun to rank you amongst

us. The injured, first of all, are the life and soul of
conspiracies; and to overthrow this hated and secret

wer is a t and holy purpose. The venerable
ge hinul’ is the chief’ o&m er, but we must not
stant adviser and the secret and veiled

forget his con:

Council of Three, nst whom you and all other
victims of an iron despotism must be eager to take
revenge. For myself I comceive, that when they are

of punishment will become our dignity and their
deserts. Until te-night then adieu.

‘“No doubt your high sense of honor
will prevent your revealing the secrets

of others in this case as well as in the
other,’” said the eecretary lnoorlngl{.

o ready to fully explain this
“It certainly

letter.” said Leonardo.

has a most suspicious appearance, but
in fact was perfectlg innocent. As I
read it now, remembering the circum-
stances, the letter seems to me utterly
silly, but that is the worst I can say of
it, for it was nothing but a youug man’s
prank. At the time this letter was
written there lived, and I believe still
lives in Venice for the misfortune of its
youth, a certainJew named Abraham, a
usurer, who was in the habit of supply-
ing our young spendthrifts with money
when the paternal purse-strings were
closed. This Jew had taken unfair and
base advantage of the distresses of
many, and one day it chanced that his
numerous victims resolved on reveng-
ing themselves. I knew that Stephen
Dandolo was one of those who had per-
haps suffered more than any from his
rapacity, and hence my desire to have
him among the conspirators. At my
request he freely joined us, and I wrote
this letter to congratulate him. At
that time every one was talking about
the conspiracy of Raolo Liardo against
the Doge and the Council of Three, and
in the thouihtlessness of youth, we
young men who plotted revenge against
the Jew, called ourselves conspirators,
referred to theold Jew as the venerable
Doge, to his wife as his ‘constant
adviser,” and his three daughters as
‘the secret and veiled Council of
Three.” I, was silly to do so, and
irreverent. I humbly beg your Lord-
ship’s pardon. The Jew was entrapped
to my house,and was only released after
making amends for some of his rascali-
ties b releuinwertain of his most ill-
used debtors. e forced him to send
fer his three daughters, but finding
them youni, pretty and innocent, we
sent them home rejoicing. That is a
full and truthfal explanation of the
letter. I trust it will be considered
satisfactory.”

“Your imsglnation is certainly im-
proving,” said the secretary. *‘‘ Could
you not now tell us some story to ac-
count for your visit to the enemy’s
camp?”’

Leonardo made no reply, and after a
short consultation between the Council
of Three the secretary called an officer
and ordered him to conduct the count
to hiscell. Leonardo bowed gravely to
the tribunal and accompanied the ofticer
without a word. Tohis surprise he was
Ellced in a different cell from the one

e formerly occupied, and found himself
in charge of a new jailer instead of

Mario.
(To be continued).
-
—Windsor Salt, purest and best.
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chain on my leg, and I tkought I'd
better go hang myself, only that was
wicked. IfIshould run away it would
be about as bad for granny. And if I
should offer to pay it ur out of my
wages, I only got two dollars a week
and twenty times two is forty, and
twenty weeks is almostsix months, and
a fellow has to have clothes and siloea,
and I gave one dollar a week to granny
for board, and how would she get me
any without it I didn’t know, for wash-
inq doesn’t bring in a fortune,

‘* Oh, fellows,” said I, “I’m just done
for! It’s all over with me. I've failed.
I wish somebody would kill me, for

again,” said I, ‘‘ Good-by fellows.
afbe you’ll never see me again,’” and
off I went.

I wasn’t sure Jim hadn’t it,but I knew
about Bill. Bill was square.

I went office-ways at first. Then I
turned back and went towards Granny’s.
I felt as if I’d die, anJ I wished I would.
I thought if I did, ranny could tell
them afterward. o up I went and
there she stood at a table starching,
poor old soul ?

‘“ Why, Benjie,” said she, ‘ what

brings you home 8o early, and where’s
your hat ?
Well, when she said that, I broke

there was money in that hat that be-
longs to the boss, and it’sstole and gone
forever.”

“That’s rough, Benjie,” said Bill,
*‘Oh, that is rougll on you.”
~*“You should not have stopped to
play with us,” said Jim.

‘No,” said I, ““I should not have done
so. But what would you do ?”

“I'd own up,” said Bill.

“I'd run away,” said Jim. ¢I think
somebody must have known about the
money and followed you up. I think it

as the swell old gent. Plck?ocketu
100k 8tylish enough sometimes.’

‘““Whoever got it I’ll never have it

down. I hadn’t cried since I was a
little fellow, but I bellowed then.

¢ Oh granny,” saidI, ‘‘ some one stole
mK hat when I was ?lnying marbles!
0 grsnnyl granny!’

¢ 'Twasn’t much for a hat.” said she.

¢ You don’t know how much it was
granny,”’ said I.

‘Your only one,” said she. ¢ Poor
boy! I’ll lend you my night cap to-
morrow.”’

“ Don’t laugh,” said I.
my death, granny.”

‘Have you caught cold, Benjie?”
said she, ‘‘ or were you ashamed of a
bare head? See lad; don’t fret. It is

“It may be
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all a joke. Your uncle Frank did it.
Your uncle, the hatter. He had
brought you a new hat from the shop,
and seeing you playing in the street,
dust blind, and deaf to everything, he
slipped off with your old one to tease
you. There’s the b:ight new hat on the
shelf in a ‘Paper, lined with silk, and the
picture of a cherub inside on a bit of a
gold ﬁaper, looking out of the window
with his brother.”’

““ Uncle Frank took my hat and it’s
safe! Oh, granny, say it over! It’s
too good to be true.”

‘““Yes, it is true,”
‘There's the new hat.”

‘ And where’s the old one ?” said 1.

“Isold it to an old-clothes man for
five cents,’” said she. ‘A penny saved
is a penny got. Your uncle said you
must not wear hats like that when he
was in the business.”

I gave a groan and dropped on the
floor.

“It’s gone,” said I.
was something
boss’s.”

“Lord help us, child! Go and look
for him,” shrieked granny. And away
I went down the stairs and up the
street; but no old clothes man could I
find, and now there was nothing for it
but to go to the office and tellall. I
was blind and giddy and sick, and I was
glld the boss was busy just then. Isat

own on a bench to get strength to
speak, and I had just got it, when he
called me.

‘“Ben,” he said, ‘‘did Coles pay?”’

¢ Yes, sir,” said I, *‘ he did. I —"

¢ Any old Sants tosell—old coats, old
boots? ” said somebody at the door just
then.

I turned with a eump and saw an old
clothes man peeping in at the door, and
I rushed at him,

‘“ Here,” said I, ‘“here! Come here!
I want you!”

The boss roared, ‘ Come back ! ”’ but
I was in the street.

“I’ve lost my hat,” said I to the old
man, ‘¢ Can you sell me one?”’

¢ Vell, you can see what I have,” said
the man, opening the bag.

““Ben,” roared the boss, who had a
temper of his own.

*“Yes sir,” said I, and as I spoke I
saw my old hat with the hole in the
crown, and grabbed it.

“Let me try it on at theglass,” saidl.

The clothes man grinned and nodded.
I went into the office. I felt the bunch

said granny,

‘“Granny, there
in it—money of the

of bills under the sweat band of the cap
and with my back to the old man i
pulled it out.

‘“ Here sir,” said Ito the boss, ‘“ here’s

alr.kCole’s money,” and I laid it on the
esk.
th“Correct,”said the boss. ‘But what

e___”

I don’t know what came over me just
then, but I didn’t know anything more,
and I tumbled in a heap on the floor.
Guess I fainted.

When I came to the clothes man had
sheared off with my old hat, and the
boss was so kind to me that I told him
all about it and about granny and all ;
and I don’t know why he raised my
wages half a dollar, but he did, the
very next week.

THE MINIATURE SUNS.

I would like to tell some of my little
friends about something I saw that was
very curious and also very pretty. I
cannot give a scientific explanation of
the strange phenomenon, but I can sa,
that it was caused by the sun, whic
was at the time nearly covered by the
earth’s shadow. A party of seven,
including myself, were standing at the
window watching the eclipse which
happened on New Year’s Day, 1889,
The western heavens were clear, unspot-
ted by a single cloud, so we were enabled
to obtain a splendid view of this inter-
esting phenomenon. Since my earliest
recollections the study of astronomy
has been to me the most interesting of
all studies, and nothing seems more
beautiful and grand to investigate and
study into than the wonders of the
celestialregions. Consequently nothing
that could be distinguished with the
natural eyesight assisted by pieces of
smoke %la.ss escaped my notice. The
unearthly light from the Partially
obscured sun was shining into the
room, appearing like a beautiful white
netting of lace spread upon the
carpet. The window through which we
were looking was partly covered b{ a
curtain of heavy cambric of a dark blue
color, while near the bottom several
small holes had made there appearance,
but theg were 8o very small that they
had hitherto escaped notice. AsI was
watching the light upon the carpet my
attention was attracted by several
bright spots of sunlight about the size
of a silver dollar, high upon the wall
directly opposite the window and I

roceeded to examine them closely.
grom across the darkened room
they appeared to be crescent shaped,
but a nearer view showed them to be
perfectly round with more than half of
theirsurfacescovered by otherspherical
bodies of a dark shade which did not
quite cover them and so formed a
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crescentoftheliﬁhtportion ofthese sPots
of sunlight. Looking abouttheroomI dis-
covered that the sun shining throughthe
small holes in the curtain, which were
no larger than a pinhead, produced
these miniature suns upon the smooth,
white wall with the earth’s shadowupon
them as natural and as plainly apparent
as the original, which was now nearin

the western horizon. Seizingm penciE
which is alway at hand, I marked the
o utlinesof theseinteresting objectsupon
the wall just where they appeared;then
called the attention of others, who also
wondered at and admired them until
they grew dim and vanished from sight.

EpiTH M. DANIELS.
Grand Rapids, Wis.

UNDER THE AXE.

The following little story was written
II? Miss May Foley, of Woodard Station,

ew York, at the age of ten years:

Mrs. Blake sat sewing in the little
sitting room, in front of the fire, for it
was a cold sunshiny day in January,
when her little four year old Harry
came in,

“ Oh, mamma, he said, ‘‘papa is going
to the woods, to cut trees. Can I go
with him?”

“Yes; but don’t get in your papa’s
way.” said Mrs. Blake, as Harry got
on the big bob-sleigh to ride to the
woods, beside his father.

‘‘Now Harry,” said Mr. Blake as they

ot off, “1 will cut that big log there
nto small wood, and then I willgo home
80 you and Rover may hunt forrabbits.”

Harry had nice long curls that hung
about his shoulders, for his mother
would never cut them off. He
got tired of wandering about, so he
came back to his father, and the noise
of the axe on the wood drowned the
noise of his footsteps so his father did
rot hear him. Harry thought he saw a
rabbit under the log his father was cut-
ting and heran to get it,butjhe stumbled
and fell with his curly head on the log,
and the fall stunned him, and before
his father had seen him—for he
was hid by the branches—the axe came
down with a heavy blow and then drop-

ed out of Mr. Blake’s hands as he fell
ainting on the snow. The next thing
he saw when he came to, was his little
son standing over him with his hands
full of curls, saying, ‘I ain’t hurt a bit,
papa. It’s only my turls.” Then Mr.
Blake hugfed Harry and they both went
home again, and Harry wondered why
his papa and mamma cried so when he
could see nothing to cry about. Mrs,
Blake will always keep Harry’s curls,

SECOND-HAND CLOTHES.

‘‘ Baa-Baa, Black Sheep. have you any wool ?
*Yes, indeed, that I have, three bags full.

One’s for my master, and one’s for my dame,

And one for the little boy that lives in yonder lane !

One’s for my master! It makes me laugh,

To see him pass by with his gold-topped staff,
Or ambling along on his trusty nag,

To think of my giving the master a bag

Of my fleecy wool, to make him a eloak—

1 shivera bit, but enjoy the joke,

And cannot help laughing, he looks so fine

In second-hand clothing that once was mine.

I gambol all ’round, and I Jaugh—"' B-a-a. B-a-a!”
But can’t make it sound like a real *“ Ha-ha!”
And one’s for my dame—just to think of that!
My dame so stately. in high plumed hat!

Her new worsted gown is all wool, she bl‘ll%l—
Well, nothing but wool ever goes in those bags!
She trips it along with a mincing air,

The maids all curtsey, the children stare,

The parson doffs nmrlhe squire bows low,

And everyone tries his respect to show

For her and her gown : while I laugh in glee,
And think to myself, ** If it wasn’t for me, .
Pray what w?’ul d you do, my good dame ?” ** B-a-a!

-0
She’ll never imagine I mean “Ha! Ha!”
And one’s for the boy up in yonder lane,
Of jacket and trowsers he is 80 vain !
He steps out quite big in his suit of blue
—I wore it a year, but he thinks it’s new !
The funniest thing in the world to me,
I8 seeing him Yroud as be proud can be,
Strut by. with his hands in his pockets deep,
And turn up his nose at the poor old shevp.
Who cares, Bir? Not I'! Of achilly day,
I run, and can keep myself warm with glui.
And laugh at his airs. Please to hark—"B-a-al

B-a-
1think tnh:t was almost a real ** Ha! Ha!”
Evizaseta R. Burns,

JIM.

Sometimes, when the scent of early May
Sifts through my window, a soft spring day,
I shut my eyes and can seem to see
Little lame Jim in the apple tree,
Playing umpire. ** just for fue!”
In the races he never might hope to run,
And can hear him _laugh as he shouted gay,
** One to make ready !
Two to be steady !
Three and away |’

Never a race was there for Jim,
Never a course marked out for him.
But always. the boys, with tender care,
Bore him out in the soft May air,
And bolstered him up in the tree in state,
With a ** There, old feller ! ain’t that great?
Now give us a start; that verse you know:
One to make ready !
Two, to be steady !
Three, and Go!'"

Over the brook and down the lane,
Through the meadow and back again ;
And Jim would forget his dignity,
And lean far out from his perch to see,
Watcbing the boys as they leaped the wall,
‘“Hi! Run, Bill, run!” I could hear him call,
And his ehuntin‘x voice as the visitors came:
“‘The first’s the best,
The second’s the same.
The last’s the worst of all the game.”

Dear little Jim! His race is run,
His walls are cleared and his victory won,
And the boyerub their eyes with their grimy paws,
Wecan’t run races,” they say, ** because
Jim’s not in the tree to start us fair.
It’s no fun playine with Jim not there,
Nobody else knows how to say:
* One to mak~ ready
Two to be steady !
Three, and Away!’”

Montreal.
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The Sparrow’s Suicide.
Of the pititul fate which a sparrow befell,
A sad, but true story I'm going to tell,
And all you dear children this lesson may learn,
That even to bird life, come trials most stern.

Near Montreal’s Court House, thissparrow had found,
A quiet pleasant home, several feet from the ground,
Just under the eaves of a snug ** Upper Flat,”

And quite beyond reach of a stray dog or cat.

Some merry companions frequented the spot,
And helped by their chirping to brighten his lot,
While a lover of birds living over the way,
Provided them plenty of crumbs every day.

This bountiful kindness, hethought well repaid

By watching some queer little antics they made,

And algo their quarrels ; I'm sorry to say

Were a source of amusement, and part of his pay.

One long severe winter was followed by spring,

Reviving with sunsmiles each half frozen thing,

Then our eparrow and friends hopped and chirped
with great glee

To welcome the grass blades, and buds on the tree.

Ah ! how often our pleasures are followed by pain,
And the sweet joys that have been, come not again;
0’er Birdie’s bright sunshine a shadow was cast,
That darkened forever the glorious past.

It might have been love uurequited, or georned,

'Twas a something be sure; which so steadfastly
formed

The dasperate resolve to get rid of all strife,

In the casiest manner ; by taking his life.

From a window near by, hung a small bit of twine,
He flew to this : fashioned a loop with the line,
Put his little head through, gave a jerk, all was o’er ;
And he hung there as dead as a nail in a door.

—J. E. MurpocsH.

Dandy’s Device.

Mrs. Elizabeth R, Burns, of Montreal,
tells the following true dog stor{:

In the first place Dandy wasnotinvited
to the Cobweb Party ; but that made no
difference, he made up his mind to
attend as soon as he found out that Joe
and Susie were going.

Not having much of a toilet to make
y

he was ready long before they were,
and sli?ped out to wait for them on the
sidewalk, feeling, somehow, that his
company would not be very acceptable,

At first he keptback at some distance ;
but presently, when he felt that it would
be safe to do so, he drew a little nearer.

“Now, Dandy, go home,” said Susie,
“you know you have no business to be
here!”’

“Go home! Go home, sir!’” com-
manded Joe.

Poor Dandy ! he was not a very good-
looking dog, and was not considered at
all amiable. No one cared for him but
his master—not even his misiress. If
only his master had been going to the
party! But, no! it was only his
mistress’ sister and brother, with whom
Dandy was no favorite. But he was not
to be discouraged—not he! He went
back a little way and waited, then
overtook them once more, ouly to be
again scolded and driven back home-
ward. He kept himself lpretty well out
of sight after this, until they reached
their destination. ~As they were going
up the steps he put in an appearance.
“'Oh, that wretched dog! Just see
him, Joe! Whatever shall we do about
him ?”

¢ We must make him stay outside ;

we cannot ]posaibly take him into Mrs. .

Snell’s parlors, with that horrid way
he has of snapping and snarling at
strangers,” replied Joe. ‘ Go home,
gon bad dog, gohome!” And Joe even
hreatened to strike him. But Dandy
felt safe,no one dared to give him a
blow, at least none of his master’s
household had ever attempted such a
thing. He had no intention of going
home without having gone in to see
what the partv was like, so he was left
to freeze on tha doorstep.




OUR HOME, 11

But by-and-bye the door opened to
admit other guests, and in l;wé:ped
Dandy. He did not see Joe and Susie
anywhere, and it may safely be said
they did not see him. He slipped under
a sofa, where he might have staﬁ'ed all
evening if he hadn’t forgotten himself
80 far as to snarl at the couple who
came and took a seat on the sofa. He
even snapped at the heels of the young
fencleman, who jumped up in alarm.

t was not very long before andy found
himself once more on the doorstep. He

d not remain there any length of
time, for a fresh arrival gave him an-
other opportunity of entering, He
felt thoroughly out of humor by this
time, and had no sooner found an un-
occupied chair under which to retreat,
than, to his great disgust, somebody
came and took possession of it. He
made such a fuss that he would soon
have been turned out of doors again, if
the hostess had not had compassion on
him, and suggested lemng him stay in
the i{itchen. Instead of being grateful
for her kindness, he made himself very
disagreeable to all around; and would
have been more than once expelled, if
strict orders had not been given that
he was not to be molested.

Some of the threads of the cobweb
had been carried into the kitchen.
When Dandy saw the young people
flocking out to find the clue, he became
very much excited, and seemed to
resent it as a personal affront. He
began snapping and snarling right and
lei%, raising so dgrea,t & commotion that
Joe could stand it no longer. So pick-
ing Master Dandy up, he carried him to
the street door and thrust him forth,
* You ill-mannered cur! " gaid he, as
Dandy tried to hedge his way in again,
before the door had time to shut. ¢ Get
out!” and he gave him a shove with his
toes. Down rolled Dandy to the foot
of the steps, and there he lay howling
and yelping, evidently in great agony,

* Oh, dear!” thought Joe, * I’'ve hurt
him! "How shall I ever g0 home and
face his master?’?

He rushed upstairs, and seized his
hat, and without giving a thought to
his overcoat, ran down to poor Dandy.
Picking him up, he tried to examine h
injuries, Dandy seemed to be very
badly hurt, and kept whining most
piteously,

PoorJoe was at his wits’ end. “ What-
evercanI do? I never meant to hurt
him! You’re not hurt much, are you,
Dandy, old fellow ?» Dandy kept on
whining, and when placed on the ground
appeared to be unable to stand.

‘* Dear, dear ! his legI is broken, I am
afraid! Poor Dandy, I am very sorry,

and what will your Master say?” 8o
sayingJoehailed a street car, and jump-
lnion board, holding Dandy tenderly
in his arms, he hurried home.

Having left his latch-key in his
overcoat gocket, he had to ring the
bell, which was answered by Dandy’s
mistress.

“Why it’s you, Joe! What is the
matter? Where’s Susie ??

‘“ She’s at Mrs, Snell’s, but oh, sis, I'm
}n glrgab trouble. I've broken Dandy’s
e

‘ Broken Dandy’s leg!” repeated his
sister. ‘““Well you're in for it now.
How ever did it appen ?

Joe put Dandy down, and related the
circumstances,

“You know I never hurt him inten-
tionally.

“Oh, I am sure of that. Come here,
Dandy, poor Dandy,” coaxed his mis-
tress in her most winning tones,

Dandy only whined and limped a
little way towards her.

“ What’s all that fuss about ?” de-
manded a voice from the top of the
stairs,

‘“Poor Dand% has met with an acci-
dent; his legis broken ! 7’

“ What ? How ? Anything happened
to Dandy?” and downstairs rushed
Dandy’s only friend and admirer.

‘Poor Dandy, poorold fellow ! That’s
too bad! Come here and let us see
what’s the matter.”

Up jumped Dandg, and trotted across
the floor quite bris ly, wagging his tail
for joy. He leaped on to iis master’s
knee and looked saucily at Joe, as
much as to say: “I know what you’d
like to do, if you dared, but I'm gafe |

Joe was relieved; but his feelings as
he wended his way back to the party
can be more easily imagined “than
described.

The Horse Found His Mate.

The following incident related by
Harry Bull, of oodstock, N. B., hap-
ened about twenty-six years ago: A
armer living near Woodstock owned g
pair of very valuable young horses of
some trotting stock, very much sou&ht
after by all lovers of fine horses. ne
evening in November, a cold, starless
night, when one of the sons of the farmer
Who owned the horse was returning
home from town, upon nearing thebarn,
Which he came to first, the highway
first passing the barns and then the
house, he saw some one lead a horse
out of the barn, mount it, and ride
rapidly away, The bot{x’ whose name
was Frank, on entering the house asked
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which of them had taken the horse.
They replied that none of them were
absent. They concluded at once that it
was a robber, because of there being a
band of stragglers in the neighborhood.
who knew a good horse when they saw
one. Frank soon mounted the other
horse, and was in pursuit of the robber,
and rfding some distance he came to a
clump of trees where the road forked in
three directions. Here he was puzzled
to know which of the roads the robber
had taken, but concluded to trustto the
sagacity of his horse, so giving it a
loose rein it lowered its head and
smelled the ground. Then turning to
the right it broke into a swift run,
neighing at short intervals, which was
soon answered by a horse ahead. A few
more bounds, and he was by the side of
the stolen horse, but no rider was visi-
ble. No doubt when the robber found
he was gursued he fled into the woods.
If it had not been for the s:gacity of
Frank’s horse the stolen one would not
have been found, as it was very near
the United States boundary and after
this was crossed pursuit would have
been useless.

—

A Child in Danger.

J. E. Caron, of Ste. Louise, L’'Islet,
Quebec, writes: Near our house there
is a little river of not much importance
in summer but which becomes a mighty
stream in the spring.

Down the river, one mile and a half
from our house, there is a fall thirty-
five feet high.

In the spring of ’85 when the river
was very high, the wife of our neighbor
suddenly missed her little daughter
aged five years. After calling an
searching for some minutes she discov-
ered with alarm that the little girl had
managed to get into a canoe which lay
along the shore of the river, and a sud-
den rise in the water, it is supposed,
had swept her away.

She could be seen in the mist of the
river, amid great boulders of ice, and
being carried with lightning rapidity
towards the fall,

To describe the despair of the mother
would beimpossible. Hercries of alarm
brought all the neighbors on the shore.
But, unhappily, nothing could be done
not a single canoe could be found, and
had we found any, it would have been
of no use, for it was certain death to
risk his life in the strong current.

The terrified spectators had nothing
to do but tv contemplate with horror
the poor child who was not aware of
her danger.

By this time ihe canoe with its hu-

man occupant had already made more
than half a mile, when I arrived with
my big St. Bernard dog, Prince.

Seeing how the matter stood an idea
struck me. Calling to the mother to
bring me some clothes of her child, I
Blaced them before Prince and allowed

im to scent them for an instant. I
then started at a run along the shore
closely followed by the dog. When I
was in front of the child, I tcok the dog
in my arms and showed him the canoe
with the child in it, at the same time
entreating him to go and fetch her.

The intelligent brute, which was ac-
customed to swim, immediately dived
into the water and swam quickly at the
side of the little craft, but there was
the difficulty. The poor brute had al-
most enough to keep himself from being
carried away by the strong current.

After having tried to take one end of
the canoe in. his mouth and tow _it
ashore, and seeing that would not do
he seized the child by her clothes an
struck for the shore, taking care to
keep the head of the little girl above
water, avoiding at the same time the
ﬁakes of ice which might have struck

er.

After great efforts and encouraged by
the onlookers the brave dog succeeded
in bringing his precious burden on the
shore where he lay panting and ex-
hausted, while the child, who was
pressed in the arms of her mother,
said:

“QOh, the good, good dog, he did not
even bite me.”

Some seconds after the canoe was
being carried over the fall and dashed
to pieces on the rocks below.

his is a true story.

The White Sparrows.

W.W. H. Sabine, of Southville, Digby
Co., N. 8., writes as follows: Not maay
years since, as we were making hay in
our meadow lot, our attention was at-
tracted, one morning, by a brood of

oung sparrows lately from the nest.

hey were four in number, two of which
were the common brown sparrow, the
remaining two were Snowy white.
While questioning whether they were
really sparrows, paled by some freak
of nature, or whether they belonged to
some family whose acquaintance we
had never made, we were startled by
the sharp regulation breakfast chirp of
the parent birds with beaks full of the
plumpest of worms for vhe morning
meal. The whole brood hastened at the
call, but the brown birds remained at a
respectful distance in the rear till their
brethren of lighter complexion were
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first satisfied. Then coming boldly to
the front they received their allotted
portion, and the parent birds again
went foraging for a dinner. The same
thing was repeated on successive morn-
ings, the white birds taking their share
first, the common brown ones waiting
till the others were served. One morn-
ing & wanton boy killed one of the little
white strangers with a stone, and it was
painfully interesting to watch the
movements of the bereaved family.
The little pale fellow flew up and re-
ceived his meat as usual, but his mate
did not appear. The mother chirped
and flew backward and forward in
quest of the missing one, the other
youug birds appearing anxious and un-
easy, but never attempting to take the
tempting bits that wriggled in their
parents’ beaks. After some time thus
spent, the parents flew to their little
waiting ones and divided the portion
between them. For two succeeding
days we saw the same strange pro-
ceedingsenacted, thesame eagersearch
for the missing one, the same patient
self-denial on the part of those less
favored, while the little white chap sat
calm and unruffied amid the agony.
They soon left the field and we saw
them no more. The singular phenome-
non of a white sparrow is without a
parallel so far as I have ever heard;
and the marked partiality shown to
them by their parents on all occasions
seems 80 much out of the ordinary that
I have decided to submit the fact to you
for the benefit of your thousands of
readers.

A Swim Under Ice.

Miss Lucy Eaton, of Truro, Nova
Scotia, writes: A good many years ago,
when the Windsor and Annapolis Rail-
way was in course of construction, an
emgankment was built through a lake,
in Mount Uniacke, called the Bottom-
less lake.

It was winter time, and the lake was
frozen over and covered with snow all
except two places. One was a hole in
the centre of the lake, where they were
dumping in rocks to fill it up. The
other was a place near the edge of the
lake, where they had been dumping
and it was frozen over, but not covere
with snow.

One day,before going home to dinner,
John Fergerson led his horse down to
the ho]erfn the centre of the lake, to get
a drink. The horse slipped and fell in
head first, and disappeared.

The poor man never expected to see
his horse again, but in a fow minutes
they heard it tramping on the stones at
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the edge of the lake, about one hundred
#nd (fty feet distant.

It swam to that place because it was
clear of snow and it could see u , but
could not get up, because it was frozen
over. The horse apparently saw ‘he
light from the place it fell in,ané g
few minutes swam back there, 8].. ..ng
water like a whale.

The men tried to pull it out, but could
not until the boss put a chain round its
neck and tightened it, then the horse
floated like a cork, and was hauled out.
The owner then gave it half a gallon of
gin, and walked it round all tge after-
noon.

The horse got quite drunk, and en-
joyed itselt immensely. In a week it
was working as usual, none the worse
ifor its swim of three hundred feet under

ce.

The above is true, and many of the
men that saw it are still living. Per-
haps the owner of the horse may see
and have a laugh over it.

Dogs That Hunted Wildcats.

John A, N, Laidlaw, of Port Hastin 8,
C.B., writes: My grandfather and a
neighbor each had a dog that used to
hunt wild cats and tree them, barkin
until some one would come and ki
them. One morning a little before day-

light, my grandfather was sudden y
awakened by his dog scratching at the
door. Grandfather arose and went to

the door, but no sooner was the door
opened than the dog dashed off towards
the barn, looking back to see if his
master was following. Knowing that
the dog had some reason for so acting,

randfather went into the house to

ress. But as soon ashe had closed the
door the dog was back scratching and
whining as before. As soon as grand-
father was ready he started off with the
dog untila few yards beyond the barn
he came to a cherry tree, and there in
the tree wasa wild cat, while beside the
tree was the other dog, keeping watch
while grandfather’sdog had been to the
house. While grandfather returned to
the house for his gun both dogs stayed
to watch the tree. In a short time he
came and despatched the animal,

-
CHEER UP.

Cheer up ! ’tis no use to be glum, boys,—~
*Tis written, since fighting began,

That sometimes we fight and we conquer,
And sometimes we fight and we run.

~THACKERAY,
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CARAVAN TALES

No. IV.—The Fortunes of Said.

After the conclusion of Ali Sizab’s
story about *The Imposture of Laba-
kan? the caravan proceeded on its way
and it was several days before another
member of the company was called
upon to entertain the rest. This time
someone suggested that Selim Baruch,
the stranger who had joined the com-
pa.ni should be the story-teller and he
{ea, iiy consented, proceeding as fol-
owSs:

In the time of Haroun al Raschid,
sovereign of Bagdad, there lived in
Balsora a man named Benezar, who had
sufficient property to enable him to live
quietlﬁand comfortably without engag-
ing in business. Nor did the birth of a
son induce him to make a change in his
habits.

“Wh_Y should I take to bu{ing and
sellini n my old age,” said he to his
neighbors, ‘* to leave to my son Said, if
things turn out well, a thousand pieces
of gold, or so, more, after my death?
¢ A dinner for two is enough for three,’
the proverb says; and, provided he
grows up a good boy, he shall never
come to want.”

So spoke Benezar, and he kept his
word. He educated his son to no trade
or {Jrofession, but instructed him care-
fully in all the books of wisdom; and
as, in his opinion, nothing adorned a

oung man more, with the exception of

earning and reverence for age, than
trained strength and courage, he caused
him to be early taughuthe use of arms ;
and Said was soon regarded, by youths
of his own age, and even by his elders,
as a formidable opponent; while in rid-
ing and swimming he had no superior,

hen he was eighteen years old his
father sent him to Mecca, to visit the
grave of the Prophet, that he might
perform his religious duties at the
fountain-head of all holiness. Before
he set out, his father called him into
his presence, and, having praised his
past life, and given him much good
advice, farnished him with money for
his journey, and addressed him in the
following words:

¢“One thing more, son Said. You
know me, I suppose, to be a man gener-
ally exempt from vulgar prejudices. I
like, of course, to listen to stories of
fairies and wizards as an agreeable
means of passing one’s leisure time;
but I am far from believing, as so many
ignorant persons do, that these fairies,

or whatever other title they go by
exert any intluence on the lives and
actions of men. Your mother, however,
now twelve years dead, had as firm a
belief in them as in the Koran ; and she
once confided to me, after I had sworn
to divulge it to no one but her son, that
she had been, ever since her birth, in
close friendship with a fairy. Ilaughed
heartily at hercredulity ; and yet, Said
I am obliged to confess that severnf
events took place at your birth which
filled me with astonishment. It had
beea raining and thunderinF the whole
day, and the sky was so black that it
was impossible to read without a lamp.
About four o’clock in the afternoon they
told me of the birth of my son. I hur-
ried to your mother’s chamber to see
and bless my first-born, and found all
her maids standing outside her door.
In reply to my questions, they answered
that no one was allowed to enter the
room at present, and that Zemira, your
mother, had commanded everyone to
leave her. I knocked at thedoor to no
purpose. It remained closed.

hile I was standing half-angrily
among the domestics, the sky cleared
away more suddenly than I had ever
seen it do before; but, strange to say,
the blue arch of heaven was visible
only over our dear city of Balsora, and
around the opening lay the black masses
of clouds heavily piled together, with
the lightning flashing and playing
round its circumference. As I was
watching this spectacle with interest,
my wife’s door tlew open, and, leaving
the servants outside, I entered her
chamber alone, to ask her why she had
locked herself in. As I crossed the
threshold, such a stupefying odor of
roses, pinim and hyacinths, assailed my
nostrils, that I came near fainting.
Your mother gave you into my arms,
and pointed at the same time to a tivy
silver pipe attached to achain of gold
as fine as silk, which you were wearing
round your neck. ‘This kind fairy of
whom I told you has been here,’ said
your mother, ¢ and gave this birthday-
present to your son.’—*The same per-
son, I suppose, who brightened up the
weather, and left this odor of pinks and
roses behind her,’ said 1, laughing in-
credulously. *She might have given

something better than this pipe, really;
a purse ofgold,or a horse, or something
r% Your mother implored me
not to jest,lest the offended fairy should
turn her bieaelngs into maledictions.

of that sort.’




“From respect for her illness, I
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and remote periods ot time, and he had
thus been led to suppose that such

obeyed her wishes, and we spoke no
more of the singular incident till six
years later, when she felt that she was
about to die. She then gave me the
ipe, and enjoined upon me to aeliver
R to you on {our twentieth birthday,
saying that I must not suffer you to
leave me, even for an hour, till that
time. She then died; and here is the
resent,” continued Benezar, taking a
ittle silver pipe and a fine gold chain
from a box. “‘I give it to you in your
eighteenth instead of your twentieth

ear, as you are about to take a long
ﬁ)urney. andI may, perhaps, be gath-
ered to my fathers before you return.
I see no reasonable ground for your
remaining here with me two years
longer, notwithstanding the timid fore-
bodings of your mother. You are a
good and prudent lad, you handle your
weapons as skilfully as many a man of
four-and-twenty,and I can therefore as
safely acknowledge you tobe ofage now
as two years hence. And now depart
in peace; and both in good and ill-
fortune,—against which last may God
preserve you,—remember your father.

Benezar of Balsora thus ended, and
dismissed his son. Said took a tearful
leave, and, hanging the chain round
his nack, and thrusting the pipe into
his girdle, mounted his horse and rode
to the place where caravans for Mecea
usually assembled. Eighty camels and
many hundred men were there collected.
The caravan took up its line of march,
and Baid rode from the gates of his
native city Balsora, to see it again dnly
after the lapse of many years,

The novelty of the {ourney, and the
numberless strange objects presented
to his attention, at first sustained his
spirits and dissipated his sorrow: but
as they approached the desert, and the
landscape grew more and more desolate
he began to think of the events of his
past life, and, among others, recalled
the words which his father Benezar had
said to him at parting.

He drew forth the pipe to examine it,
and at length set it to his lips to test the
sweetness and purity of its tone; but to
his_surprise it gave no sound. He
Euﬂed out his cheeks and blew with all

is force, but not a note could he elicit,
and, vexed with the uselessness of the
present, he thrust it back Into his
girdle. But his thoughts soon reverted
0 his mother’s mysterious words. He
had heard many stories of fairies, but
had never found that any of his nei h-
bors in Balsora had had dealings with
one of these supernatural beings, His

informants had always laid their tradi-
tions of these spirits

distant countries

agencies had long since ceased to exist,
or thatfairies had discontinued visiting
mankind, or taking any interest in their
destinies. In spite of this incredulit A
however, he found himself incessant{g
trying to believe in something mysteri-
ous and supernatural havin happened
to his mother ; and the result was that
he sat his horse like a dreamer almost
the whole day, taking no part in the
conversation of his fellow-travellers,
and wholly inattentive to their joyous
singing and laughter.

Said was a youth of extreme beauty.
His eye wasbold and frank, his mouth
full of sweetness, and, young as he was,
there was an air of dignity in his ap-
pearance such as one rarely finds Fn
persons of his age ; while the light and
easy grace with which be sat his steed
drew upon him the attention of many of
the travellers. One old man, riding by
his side, was greatly attracted by his
arpearance, and endeavored to sound
his disposition by a variety of questions.
Said, upon whom a reverence for age
had ‘)een carefully impressed, answered
80 modestly, and with so much shrewd-
ness and reserve, that the old man was
delighted. But as the lad’s mind had
been occupied almost the whole day
with a single subject, they soon came to
talk of the mysterious influence of
fairies; and Said inquired at last of the
aged stranger whether he believed in
the existence of spirits, good or bad,
who protected or tormented mankind.

The old man stroked his beard, and,
nodding his head, answered :

‘It cannot be denied that stories are
told of such beings, though to this day
I'myself have never seen either a spec-
tral dwarf, or a gigantic genii,or even
a plain magician.”

He then went on to tell Said such
extraordinary stories that his head
absolutely reeled, and he felt persuaded
at last that all which had happened at
his birth,—the change in the weather
and the odor of the roses and hyacinths,
—was_of great significance; that he
himself stood under the especial pro-
tection of some powerful and benevol-
ent fairy ; and that the pipe had been
given him for no other purpose than to
whistle for the falr{ in case of need,
He dreamed all niF t long of castles,
magic steeds, genii, and the like, and
lived for the time in a genuine fairy-
realm,

But, on the following day, he was
galnfully shown how delusive were all

is sleeping and waking dreams, The
caravan had advanced at an easy pace
for the greater part of the day, when
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dark shadows became visible on the
extreme verge of the horizon, Some of
the travellers took them to be hills of
sand, others pronounced them clouds,
others that they were another caravan;
but the old man, who had crossed the
desert many times, shouted to his com-
panions to look out for themselves, for
that it was a horde of Arab rob-
bers on the march. The men
seized their arms, the women and
treasures were placed in the middle,
and everything was ready for an attack.
The dark mass advanced across the
plains with a rapidly-increasing pace,
and the travellers had scarcely time to
make out clearly men and lances, before
the enemy rushed down with the speed
of the wind, and made a furious charge
upon the caravan.

Its owners made a valiant resistance,
but the robbers were over four hund-
red strong. They attacked them on
every side, killed man¥, and then
charged them with the lance. Said,
who had been all the time fighting
boldly among the foremost, at this ter-
rible moment called to mind his pipe.
He drew it quickly out,set it to his lips,
blew—and sadly let it fall again, for it
emitted not the faintest sound. Furious
at this disappointment, he took a steady
aim, and shot through the heart an
Arai), conspicuous for the splendor of
his dress, who at once dropped dead
from his horse.

“Allah! what have you done ?”’ cried
the old man at his side. ‘“We are all
lost!?”” And so, indeed, it seemed ; for
the robbers no sooner saw their leader
fall than they raised a frightful cry,
and attacked the caravan with such
fury that the few men yet unwounded
were speedily despatched. Said was
himself in a moment attacked by five or
six. He used his lance so skilfully that
no one ventured to come within its
reach. Finally, one of his aseailants
retired to a distance, and, drawing out
an arrow, was about to let iv fly, when
another robber made a sign to him to
refrain. The young man prepared him-
self for a fresh attack, but, before he
was aware, an Arab had thrown a noose
over his head; and, strive as hemight
to break the cord, the noose was drawn
tighter and tighter about his neck, and
Said was a prisoner.

The whole caravan was by this time
either slain or taken captive, and the
conquerors, who consisted of more than
one tribe of Arabs,took their departure,
—a portion to the south, the remainder
to the east. Four armec’l men rode near

Said, looking at him often with n.vaiﬁe,
8

lances, and heaping curses on
ﬁeud; and Baid decided that the man

he had killed must have been a person
of Erea.t authority. Spoedf death was,
in his eyes, far less painful to contem-
plate than hopeless rRlavery ; and here-
joiced over his good fortune, in having
drawn upon himself the hatred of the
whole tribe, for he firmly believed that
he would be put to death as soon as
they reached their camp. The armed
riders watched his every movement,
and threatened him with their spears
as often as he turned his eyes. But
once, as the horse ofone of them stum-
bled, he turned his head rapidly about,
and to his joy caught sight of his agec{
companion, whom he had supposed to
be amongthe slain.

Trees and tents were visible at last
in the distance, and, as they came
nearer, a stream of women and children
rushed out to meet them ; but they had
scarcely exchanged three words with
the returning band, when they broke
out into a frightful howl, and following
Said, menacing him with threatening
ﬁestures, and heaping him with male-

ictions. ‘ He is the hound,” they
shouted. *‘ who has slain Almansor, the
bravest of the brave! He must die!
We will give his flesh to the jackal of
of the desert.”” Thereupon they as-
saulted Said so furiously with sticks,
stones, and clods of earth, that the
robbers were compelled to interpose.

¢ Away, ou children! Women
away !’ cried they,scattering the crowd
with their lances. ¢ He has slain the
Ereat. Almansor in battle, and must die;

ut by the sword of a warrior, not by
the hand of a woman.”

The procession halted in an open
snace among the tents. The prisoners
were tied together, two and two, and
the booty carried to the tents; while
Said was chained alone, and led into a
large marquee. In this sat an aged
richly-dressed man, whose stern an
haughty air showed him to be the chief
of the tribe. The men in charge of Said
took their stand before him with low-
ered heads.

‘“The women’s wails have told me
what has taken place,’” said the chief-
tain, looking at each of the robbers in
turn; ‘““‘and your looks confirm it,—
Almansorhas fallen! ”?

‘‘ Almansor has fallen,’” answered the
men; ‘“but here, Selim, sovereign of
the éeaert, is his murderer, whom we
bring for you to ]ndge. What death
shall he die? Shall we make him a tar-

get for ourarrows;or hunt him through
an avenue of lances? Or is it your will
that he be hanged in a halter, or torn
to pieces by horses?




*“Who art thou ? * asked Selim, look-
ing darkly at the prisoner, who stood
before him bravely and prepared for
death,

Said answered his question briefly,
and without reserve.

‘‘Hast thou killed my son treacher-
ously? Hast thou slain him from be-
hind with an arrow or a lance ?

“Not 8o, my lord!” answered Said.
*‘Islew him in front,in open battle, as
he attacked our ranks, after he had
kﬂle(}’eight of my comrades before my
eyes.

% Is it as he ll{l ?” demanded Selim
of the men who had captured Said.

“Yes my lord,” said one of the inter-
aoiltgd. ‘He killed Almansor in open
ght.

“Then has he done no more than we
also should have done,” answered
Selim. * He has slain the foe who would
rob him of life and liberty. Remove
his bonds !

The men looked at their chief in as-
tonishment, and obeyed his order with
sullen reluctance. ‘’Andshall the mur-
derer of the brave Almansor live?"
inquired one of them, casting a furious
glance on Said. « WLy did we not slay
him on the spot!”

‘‘ He shalllive !’ shouted Sel!m : “and
I take him into my own tent, as my
share of the booty. He shall be my
servant.”’

Said could not find words to express
his thanks. The men left the tent mut-
tering curses; and, assoon as they had
communicated Selim’s resolve to the
women and children assembled outside
and waiting for Said’s condemnmation
the latter raised a yell of dls?pointeri
rage, and cried that they woul revenge
Almansor’s death on hismurderer with
their own hands.

The prisoners were divided among the
tribe, & tew of them being released to
obtain the ransom-money for the rest,
and others sent to the flocks as shep.
herds; and many unfortunate men, who
had till now been waited on by a éoun
slaves themselves, were now compelled
to Porrorm the humblest services for
their captors. Not so, Said. Was it
his courageous bearing, or the influence
of some good fairy, which so inclined
old Selim to the lad? This strange
gntllllty of the old man drew on him
he enmity of the other servants.
Everywhere he met with looks of hate.
Whenever he went alone through the
chmp, he heard insults and impreca-
tions poured upon him, and more than
once an arrow had flown before his
breast, evidently intended for his heart,
and whose failure to hit its mark he
ascribed solely to his pipe, He often
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complained to Selim of these attempts,
but the old chief in vain endeavored to
discover the treacherous assassin, for
the whole tribe seemed to be united as
one man against his life.

(To be Continued.)

—>-@o-
CARE OF THE HANDS.

There are not nearly so many secrets
in hand-treatment as people imagine,
A little ammonia or borax in the water
you wash your hands with, and that
water just lukewarm, will keep the skin
clean and soft. A little oatmeal mixed
with the water will whiten the hands.
Many people use glycerine on their
hands when they go to bed, wearing
gloves to keep the beddin clean; but
Flycerine does not agree wit every one.
t makes some skins harsh and red.
These people should rub their hands
with dl;ly oatmeal and wear gloves in
bed. 'he best preparation for the
hands at night is white of egg with a

rain of alum dissolved in it. It is sold
Ey druggists under a fancy name but all
can make it and spread it over their
hands, and the job is done. Another,

reEaration often sold at a gcod price,
8 the Roman toilet paste. It is merely
white of egg, barley flour, and honey.
They say it was used b{ the Romans in
olden time. Any-way, it is a first-rate
thing; but it is a sticky sort of stuff to
use, and does not do the work any
better than oatmeal. The roughestand
hardest hands can be made soft and
white in a month’s time by doctoring
them a little at bedtime, and all the
tools you need are a nail brush, a bottle
of ammonia, a box of powdered borax,
and a little fine white sand to rub the
stains off, or a cut of lemon, which wil]
do even better; for the acid of the lemon
will clean anything.

—_———
WITH WINGS.

[From French of Victor Hugo.]

What matter though this life—-
or man and woman here
. Unequal on the whole—
g;ve way beneath your foot,
ady to disappear,
Have you not got your soul?

Your soul, that soon, perhaps

Will lightly spread its wings
For purer air elsewhere,

And carry you away

Beyond our murmurings.
Beyond our grief and care!

Be like the bird light, poised
Upon too fra Aspray.
That, notwithstanding, sings—
Yea, even though it feel
e branch beneath it sway—
Knowing that it hath wings)
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Do not attempt to clean all the house
at once. Take one room at a time.

Keep all preserves, jellies, and tinned
fruits in a cold, dark, and dry place.

Spots on wall-ﬂaper may be removed
by rubbin% with stale bread, which
should not be hard enough to scratch or
mark the paper.

Old corks should be saved, for
although they may not be fit for their
original purpose they are very useful to
make a low fire burn up. A few should
be inserted among the embers,

To remove smoke stains from a white-
washed or painted ceiling wash them
with water in which a handful of soda
has been dissolved. The dust should
first be wiped off with a soft cloth.

A smoking lamp is an exceedingly un-
gleasant thing, and is very often caused

y the wick not being in proper order.
It is a good lean to soak new wicks in
vinegar, and allow them to dry
thoroughly beforebeing used,

When cleaning a stove, a little soap
rubbed on the rag used for cleaning,
before the blacklead is put on, lightens
the labor of cleaning and improves the
ap{:earance of the stove. It should be
polished with a dry cloth.

Ivory must never be washed with hot
water or it will turn yellow. Stains
should be rubbed with lemon juice, and
if the ivory be discolored from lon
disuse it can be whitened by placing Ft,
where itisexposedto therays of thesun.

To wash knitted stockings make a
lather of boiling water and soap, and
when cool, wash the stockings in it.
Rinse them well in clean water, wrin
them tightly in a cloth, pull outinto their
right shape, and ary in the open air.

When a grate becomes very rusty
through damp, it should be thoroug]hl
blackleaded, and the wet blacklead le
to dry on for two or three days, when
the grate may be polished in the usual
wa{, as the lead will have eaten off the
rust,

T [

When dusting furniture it is better to
use a slightly damp cloth than a dry one,
for it collects the dust and prevents its
flying about the room.

Damp spoils the tone of a piano and
turns the keys yellow sooner than any-
thing else. Therefore, it should always
be kept shut on damp days and at night.
On sunny days it may be left open, for
the sunlight will help to keep the keys
a good color.

New stockings and socks should
always be washed before being worn, as
the washing shrinks the threads and -
makes the socks wear as long again
besides preventing the feet beinginjure
by the coloring. When worn before
washing they stretch out of shape, and
?an never be restored to the original
orm,

When making cakes, be careful to dry
and gift the flour, and to thoroughlg mix
the baking powder withitbefore a ding
anymoisture. Break each eggseparately,
and smell each before mixing, for one
bad or musty egg will spoil the whole
cake. When beating eggs, be sure that
the whisk is perfectly clean; any grease
on it will prevent the eggsfrom frothing.

Children who have turned against
milk may often be induced to take it
when prepared in the followin way,
which is also nfgood method of using up
a superfluity of milk when there is fear
of its turning sour. Boil a quart of milk
with two tablespoonfuls of moist sugar,
a couple of bay-leaves, and a little cin-
namon; simmer the whole. Then mix
the yolks of two eggs with a little milk,
put it into that previously prepared,
mixand serve.

When a carpet becomes a little dingy,
it may be considerable improved bfl'
sweeping it with a broom damped wit.
water to which a little ammonia has
been added. The water should be put
in a pail, the broom dipﬁed into it, and
the drops of water shaken off. When
the broom becomes dry it must be
damped again, and the water changed
when it becomes dirty. If an old Brus-
sels carpet is very much soiled, it
should be thoroughlybeaten, and spread
out on the floor. Then washed with
warm water and fresh ox gall or
ammonia in the proportion ofone pint of
gall to one gallon of water. ash a
small piece at a time, rinse with clean
water, and wipe as dry as possible. The
windows of the room should beleft open
8o that the carpet will dry %uickly. an
if it has been properly rinsed, the colors
will look almost as bright as new,
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PEOPLE OF

There is a very pretty little story by
Miss Strickland, in her: ‘ Queens of
England,” of a little girl who saved her
father’s life.

It was in che time of Queen Mary, and
Lord Preston, the father of the child,
was condemned to death for conspiring
to bring back the exiled King James
to the throne. Her name was Lady
Catherine Graham, and she was only
nine years old. The poor child was,
during the trial of her father, left in
the queen’s apartments in Windsor
Castle. The day after the condemna-
tion of Lord Preston the queen found
little Lady Catherine in St. George’s
gallery, gazing on the whole-length
picture of James II. which still remains
there. Struck with the mournful
expression on the young girl’s face,
Mary asked her hastily what she saw
in that picture which made her look on
it so particulnrl{v.

“I was thinking’ said the innocent
child, ‘“how hard it is that my father
must die for loving yours.”

The queen, pricked in conscience by
this artless reply, immediately signed
the pardon of Lord Preston.

+ b P

More than two hundred years ago a
little girl was born at Amsterdam in
Holland, who was named Joanne Koer-
ten. She was a peculiar child in that
she cared nothing whatever for play and
sport, but found her greatest delight in
making copies of things about ber, imi-
tating in wax every kind of fruit, and
making on silk, with colored floss, exact
copies of ?aintiugs, which were thought
wonderful,

But after she had become very accom-
slished in music, spinning, and embroi-

ery, she abandoned all these for a still
more extraordinary art—that of cutting.
One is seized with astonishment in look-
ing at her work, for all that the
engraver accomplishes with the graver
she effected with her scissors.

She executed landscapes, marine
views, flowers, animals, and portraitsof
{:eople of such striking resemblance,

hat she was for a time, quite the won-
der of Europe.

She used white papers for her cuttings,
placing them over a black surface, so
that the minute openings made hy her
scirsors formed the ‘¢ light and shade.””

The Czar, Peter the Great, and others
of high rank paid her honor. One man
high in office vainly offered her a
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thousand florins for three small cuttings.
The Empress of Germany paid her four
thousand florins for a trophy she had
cut, bearing the arms of Emperor
Leopold, crowned with eagles and sur-
rounded by a garland of flowers. She
also cut the Emperor’s portrait, which
can now be seen inthe Royal Art Gallery
in Vienna. Agreatmany peoplewentto
see her, and she kept a book in which
prince and princesses wrotetheirnames.
After she died, which was when she had
lived sixty-five years, her husband,
Adrian Block, erected a monument to
her memory, and had designed upon it
the portraits ot all these titled visitors.
Her cuttings were so correct in effect,
and so tasteful, as.to %:ve both dignity
and value to her work, and constitute
her an artist whose exquisiteskill with
scirsors has never before nor since been
equalled. So both her art and her
monument were unique, and have kept
her ‘“memory green? for now nearly
two hundred and fifty years.

* o b

About the year 1825, a respectable-
lookinrg elderly gentleman made his
apgearance in  Edinburgh, where his
habits and pretensions created some
degree of curiosity. He lived generally
in lodgings, genteel, but not aristo-
cratic. He seemed to be a man of
very moderate income, and did not
mix in high society, yet he called him-
self Earl of Stirling. This title was an
old and respected one in Scotland, and
its assumption did not create much
surprise ; for poor gentlemen with con-
tested claims to ancient titles of
nobility, are not very uncommon in the
Scottish metropolis. With regard to
the person describing himself as Earl of
Stirling, some spoke doubtingly of his
rretensions, others treated him as an
mpostor. What he really was, will
appear,aftergiving certain preliminary
exg»lanutions.
ir William Alexander of Menstrie, a
goet and statesman of the reign of King
ames I. of England, had entered into
that sovereign’s project for colonizing
the borders of the Gulf of St. Lawrence.
He was gifted by charter with a large
territory, nearly identical with the
l;;rovince now called Nova Scotia,
ut containing a considerable portion of
the sections of Canada now known as
New Brunswick and Quebec; and he
and his heirs were appointed hereditari
lords-lieutenant of the district, wit
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something very like sovereign powers.
A territory without peopls on it is,
however, of little value either to
sovereign or proprietor. To induce
British subjects, especially Scotsmen of
rank, to take land in the district, the
new dignity of Baronets of Nova Scotia
was created. It was to be conferred on
acceptable persons, who paid for and
received a grant of 16,000 acres of land
in the colony.

The Earl of Stirling’s son becoming
involved in difficulties, sold his Ameri-
can privilege to a French colonist ; and
by the treaty of St. Germain, in 1632,
these North American British colonies
were all ceded to France. At the treaty
of Utrecht in 1713, they became again a
British possession, but on a new founda-
tion, as if they had never belonged to
Britain before. Perhaps the govern-
ment might have restored any family
claims og a reasonable kind that could
have been shown to be lost by the
French conquest, but the Alexanders,
as we have seen, had disposed of their
right. Though some persons were from
time to time spoken of as representa-
tives of the distinguished family, no one
made a serious attempt to resume the
title and its privileges, until the present
century, when the individual above
meationed, laid his plans in the remark-
able manner which we are now going to
describe,

The name of the gentleman in ques-
tion was Alexander Humphrys or Hum-
phreys. His first step was, in 1824, to
obtain a royal license to assume the
name of Alexander. He stated in his
application, that he had a maternal
grandfather of that name, and he wished
to assume it, ‘ as well out of grateful
respect to his memory, as out ot respect
for the wishes oftentimes expressed by
his deceased mother.” It is believed
that any person may obtain a license of
this sort who states any such plausible
reason, and pays the necessary fees.
It could have no effect in a lezal point
of view. But the expression ‘royal
license” has a great influence on com-
mon minds—a secret known very well
to second-rate inventors, who always
announce their wares as authorised by
‘“ Her Majesty’s Royal Letters-Patent.”

His next steg was to show his descent
from the old Stirling family, and get it
in some way judicially certified. The
connection he tried to establish was
this: His father, William Humphreys of
Birmingham, had married Hannah
Alexander, granddaughter of the Rev.
John Alexander. This reverend John
was the son of another John Alexander,
of Donaghadee, in Ireland; and he was
said to be a son of the Honorable John

Alexander, fourth son of the Earl of
Stirling. There had long existed in
Scotland certain formalities, by whicha
person could obtain a public and judi-
cial certificate of his pedigree, or his
connection with the succession to cer-
tain progerty. Without entering into
any technical particulars, it may be
sufficient to say, that until certain im-
proved practices were established, these
‘‘services,” as they are called, used to
be carried through as mere matters of
routine. A narrative was made out,
and some documentsread ; and then the
persons assembled, taking for granted
that everything was regular, certified
their belief in it. If the whole be a
tissue of lies and forgeries, which is
sometimes possible, it has generally to
be examined afterwards, as in the
present case, when there is an attempt
made to obtain any property or other
advantage, and the attempt is resisted.
The reader wi!l perhaps remember that
in the novel of ““Guy Mannering,” when
young Bertram is discovered, a process
of thir kind is adopted by Pleydell, as
the fir:t step for asserting the young
heir’s right. Colonel Mannering says :
‘ Well, have you carried through your
law business ? ”?

‘“With a wet finger,” answered the
lawyer; ‘“got our youngster’s special
service returned into Chancery. We
had him served heir before the macers.”

‘ Macers ! who are they ? 7’

‘“Why, it is a kind of judicial satur-
nalia. You must know, that one of the
requisitions to be a macer, or officer in
attendance upon our supreme court, is,
that they shall be men of no knowl-
edge.”

“Very well,”

“Now, our Scottish legislature—for
the joke’s sake, I suppose—have consti-
tuted these men of no knowledge into a
peculiar court for trying questions of
relationship and descent, such as this
business of Bertram, which often in-
vo ve the most nice and complicated
questions of evidence.”

The ease of getting through with
such ceremonies will account for the
circumstance, that before any steps
were taken against him, Mr. Humphreys
had, undisturbed, possessed himself of
the documents thus certifying hie pre-
tentions. He first certiﬂe&lin this way
his descent from the Irish Alexanders.
He next certified his descent through
them from the first Earl of Stirling. He
made himself out to be heir to the pro-
Ferty and honors of that nobleman by
urther proceedings; which not only

certified that he was descended from
him, butthat other andnearer branches
of the family had all become extin-
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guished. It was appointed in the
original charter of Nova Scotia, that
Sir William Alexander and his descend-
ants were Lo go through the mere formal
rocess of investment by a ceremony
n Edinburgh Castle, and this ceremony
was gone through,

Still, there was besides the circum-
stance that the American estates had
been disposed of, another serious diffi-
culty to be overcome. The earldom
and the estates were both united to
heirs-male, and Mr. Humphreys repre-
sented a female descendant. To get
over this a document was produced,
which purported to be a co;iuy of a
charter granted by Charles I. in 1639,
which renewed the grants to the Earl of
Stirling, and widened their character,
80 that they embraced heirs-female as
well as male. We shall see in the end
into what a position this document
plunged Mr. Humphreys and his claim.

Mr. Hamphreys now gradually as-
sumed thetitle of Earl of Stirling, spoke
of his mother as the late countess, and
gave his immediate relations the usual
term of ‘‘ Honorable’” So and So. In
an election of a Scottish representative

eer, which took place on the 2nd of

une, 1825, the first person who appears
on the roil of voters is *the Earl of
Stirling ; ” and it is stated in the min-
utes of election—thebusinessbeing con-
ducted by Sir Walter Scott, as Principal
clerk of Session—‘“upon the title of
Earl ot Stirling being called, Alexander
Humphreys Alexander claimed to vote
as Earl of Stirling, as being heir-male
to the body of Hannah, Countess of
Stirling, who was lineafly descended
from William, first Earl of Stirling, and
who died on the 20th day of September,
1814, and thereby under the destination
of a royal charter, or letters-patent of
Novodamus under the great seal of
Scotland, dated 2nd December, 1639,
granted bz His Majesty King Charles 1.,
etc.; and his vote was received by the
clerks.” Here, again, Mr. Humphreys
appears to have had the advantage of
taking people by surprise. The narra-
tive was well put together; it looked
feasible even to a person so well ac-
guainted with history and genealogy as

ir Walter Scott; and as there was no
other peer who could take it on him to
say that the whele statement was a
hallucination or a {raud, the vote was
taken. At another meeting for the

election of peers in 1830, when the name
of the Earl of Stirling was called, the
Earl of Rosebery said he would not
opsose the vote to be tendered, as it
had been admitted at a previous elec-
tion; ‘“‘but, at the same time he was
desirous of expressing an opinion, that

it would be far more consistent with
regularity and propriety were those
individuals who conceived they were
entitled to dormant peerages, to make
ood their claims before the House of
ords, previous to taking the titles and
exercising the privileges attached to
them,’”” Nothing could show better how
cautiously and effectively Humphreys
or his advisers had conducted their
project, than this extremely mild pro-
test against a man who had no more
right to vote at the elections than the
olr(;er of the room where ‘they were
eld.

But the so-called earl obtained still
more substantial acknowledgments of
success than these mere titles. He was
extremely poor at the beginning of his
career, Traces were found of his having
had to move abruotly from place to
place, to avoid his creditors, and using
all the shifts and evasions which need
men learn the art of exercising. e
required large funds, however, to carry
on his operations; and he made his
claims appear so plausible to the
moniy-lenders, that they advanced to
him £13,000,

It must be remembered by those who
may feel astonished at the success with
which these proceedings were con-
ducted to a certain extent, tha. the
Canada possessions made the carldom
of Stirling almost the only peerage on
which a sheer impostor could have
much temptation to make an attack.
In general, the property belonging to
the other peerages which have lain dor-
mant has gone into other hands, and
been rendered irrecoverable: still, cases
of claim to both title and property are
not uncommon ; in some instances the
rizht to property being dependent on
the vindication of a right to title. In
whichsoever way it is, the claimant has
usually to go through a litigation with
some other person, who urges a prefer-
able claim. The peculiar temptation to
aim at the Stirling peerage, was the
right it conveyed over the vast terri-
tory in America. This had not been,
like the British estates of the other
dormant peers, in the hands of pur-
chasers or other persons, who had an
indisputable claim to possess them.
The greater portion of the territory was
still unappropriated, and was in the
hands of the crown, to be disposed of
t - emigrants. If a claim preferable to
that of the crown could be made our in
favor of Hum hre?vs, he would derive o
greatrevenueby disposing ofallotments
to emigrants. Accordingly, after hav-
lnF obtained the documents already
alluded to, and accustomed peopl: for
some years to consider him as Lord
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Stirling, he proceeded to act on the
American property. His first step was

one of princely gratitude. A Mr.
Ohristopher Banks had been his chief
agent in all his operations. He had

especially found for him the documents
on which he raised his claim to repre-
sent the Alexander family. On the 14th
of July, 1831, * the Earl of Stirling
made a gift to Banks of 16,000 acres of
land in Canada, and appointed him a
baronet of Nova Scotia. Sir Christo-
sher, like his patron, took the title and

ignity. He required, however, to have
some royal sanction to his elevation;
and he applied to the Lords of the
Treasury to confirm the grant; but he
was not even favored with an answer
to his application, and in other pro-
ceedings which he adopted he fared no
better.

Now came out a heap of proclama-
tions, and other documents, about the
American possessions in a truly royal
style. One of these, which was a
prospectus for an allocation of grants
ofland on a large scale, began in this
manner. It will be seen how ingenious-
ly the Earl makes use of the documents
which we have already described.

“The Earl of Stirling, hereditary
lieutenant and lord-proprietor of the
province of Nova Scotia, and the lord-
ship of Canada, was, on the 2nd day of
July last, duly served nearest and law-
ful heir in special to his great-great-

randfather, Sir William Alexander
grst Earl of Stirling, under the royai
charters granted by their Majesties
King James and Charles 1., which were
afterwards confirmed in Parliament in
1633. This verdict of heirship was duly
returned to the Chancery in Scotland;
and in virtue thereof, by a precept from
His Majesty, directed furth of his
Chancery to the sheriff of the county of
Edinburgh, his lordship was infeft in
the whole territory, with all its parts
and pertinents, the offices of His
Majesty's hereditary lieutenant of
Nova Svcotla, ete., (New Brunswick and
the adjacent islandsincluded), by sasine
taken at the Castle of Edinburgh, on the
8th day of the said month of July, in
terms of the powers, extent of territory,
etc., contained in the charters of his
said ancestor.”

Now, as these statements, so far as
they went, were literally true—for
Humphreys really had obtained these
documents—how could any one doubt
that he was the person he announced
himself as being ? The English courts
of law had so little doubt of it, that they
admitted his privilege of freedom from
arrest. The colonial authorities were,
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according tothe accounts of Mr. Banks,
who had been sent ambassador to
America, preparing to actin conformity-
with his pretensions. To keep up to his
character, when Lord Durham was
appointed governor of the North
American colonies, Humphreys issued
a protest against the terms of the ap-
pointment, as an infringment of his
{!rivile es. It is a curious circumstance
hat this was published only in the
French newspapers. In the British
press, however, a skilful series of
articles kept up the delusion. It was
aided from time to time by judicious
paragraphs. For instance, there ap-
geared. as quoted from the ¢ Stirling
ournal,’”” an account of the arrival of
the earl to visit the seat of his ances-
tors. ‘The circumstance of his lord-
ship’s arrival was no sooner known to
the magistrates, than the bells were set
a-ringing ; and about eleven o’clock
to-day they waited on his lordship, to
congratulate him on his visit to the
residence of his noble ancestors.””

Meanwhile, the crown-lawyers, who
had been wntchinF these proceedings
thought it was high timethat an en
should be put to the farce, especially as
the so-called earl was taking some legal
steps of such a nature that,if he were
successful, it would be very difficult to
counteract. For instance, it was of
great moment that he should establish
the validity of the charter which he
said was granted in the form of a
renewal in 1639 : it was on this that he
rested not only the restoration of the
American grants to the Earls of Stirlin y
but also his own claim through a female
representative. We shall see after-
wards what kind of document this was.
In the meantime, the crown, not content
with opposing his attempts to prove its
authenticity, became the assaifant and
commenced proceedings for puhing
down his whole fabric.

Of the several questions, one of course
was, whether theJ)edigree by which he
attached his grandfather, the Rev. John
Alexander, to the Stirling family, was
accurate, On this subject, there were
produced two affidavits of the early
part of the eighteenth century. One of
them was of a vague character, but the
other was extremely distinct. It bore
that the person who made it was
‘“intimately acquainted with the rev.
minister, John Alexander, grandson,
and only male representative of John
Alexander of Gartmore, the fourth son
of William, first Earl of Stirling in
Scotland, which said John Alexander
wasformerly of Antrim.” Thc afidavit
not only completed the pedigree, but
it contained an account of the charter of
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1639, the terms of which the claimant
was 80 anxious to prove, if he could not
get possession of the original. This
afidavit bore the signature, admitted
to be genuine, of Baron Pockhngton, of
the Irish Exchequer; but there was
something suspicious about it suiting so
fu‘ecisely with the claimant’s case, and
t had a curious appearance. It was
submitted to two eminent chemists,
who stated that the paper above the
signature had previously been some
other writing, which must been
chemically removed, theaffidavit having
been written inits place. At the same
time, there was produced a copy of an
inscription on a tombstone, professing
to have been raised over the remains of
John Alexander of Antrim, who died in
1712, 1t stated, precisely in the same
manner as the affidavit, the descent
from the St.irllng family. It contained,
indeed, so precisely what Humphreys
wanted to make out his claim, that the
<]udge could not help remarking, that
t was very strong in his favour—‘as
strong as if it had been composed for
this very case.” But there were futal
defects in the evidence adduced in
favour of its accuracy s a copy of the
original inscription, and the tomhstone,
itself had long disappeared. Infact. it
was not proved that such a tombs one
had ever existed; and unless the
claimant could get over this defect,
the inscription was of no use to him.
How it was attempted to be got over,
we shall fresently see,

But while the crown thus removedthe
foundation from the claimant’s case,
the&y distinctly proved something that
told strongly against it. It was shown
that John Alexander, the fourth son of
the Earl of Stirling, from whom
Humphreys claimed his descent, had
by his wife, the heiress of Gartmore,
only a daughter. The person whom
Humphreys claimed as his great-great-
grandfather,John Alexander,therefore
could. not be his son, unless he had
married again.

Thus, it was necessary for carrying
out his claim that, besides some minor
points on which it is unnecessary to
enter, Mr. Humphreys should prove
three things, which were as yet destitute
of support: 1st, The terms of the charter
of 1639, on which so much depended;
2d, The existence of the tombstone and
its inscription: and 3d,That the fourth
son of the Earl of Stirling had married
a second wife, who bore him ason. The
marvellous manner in which evidence
of these important matters arose just as
it was wanted, is the most romantlc part
of the whole case. A son of Mr
Humphreys, or of the earl, as he was

termed, calling one day at the shop of
De Porquet and Co., booksellers of
London, who had published for his father
a book in defence of his claims, wastold
that there was a packet there for * the
Right Hon. the Earl of Stirling.” It had
been enclosed in a parcel addressed to
the firm, and containing along withit a
note in the handwriting,apparently, ofa
lady. It bore to be from a * Mrs {nnes
Smyth,” a person of whose existence
none of the parties professed to know
anything. It stated that she had
intended to call with en-losure, but
found it expedient to send it by post;
and terminated with a particular
request, that the publishers * will for-
ward it instantly to the Earl of Slirlinf,
or any member of his lordship’s family
whose residence may be known to them.”’
The precaution was taken of opening
this packet in the presence of unques-
tionable witnesses. It disclosed aninner
packet with a parchment cover, and
sealed with three old-fashioned seals,
This bore the inscription, ‘“some of m
wife’s family papers,” in a handwriting
said to be that of the claimant’s father.
Along with thisinner parcel was another
note. Itcontained a statement,that the
Earcel was found in a cash-box which
ad been stolen from the late William
Humphreys, Esq.” The thief, it said,
had just died ; and in continuationit was
said, that ¢ his family being now certain
that the son of Mr Humlphreys is the
Lord Stirling who has lately published a
narrative of his case, they have re-
quested a lady going to London toleave
the packet at hislordship’s Publlsheu—
a channel of conveyance go nted out b
the book itself, and which they hope is
uite safe. His lordship will perceive
that the seals have never been broken,
The family of the deceased must, for
obvious reasons, remain unknown.
They make this reparation, but cannot
be expected to court disgrace and in-

amy.”

'I‘gls useful packet contained evidence
to fill up the greater part of the blanks
inthe previousproof;amongother things
a genealogical tree, giving an account of
the second marriage which had been
wanted for John Alexander of Gartmore.
His second wife was Elizabeth Maxwell
of Londonderry, and by her he had a
son, John, “sixth Earl of Stirling.”
Along with this, there were several
letters, which very neatly supplied
deficiencies in some of the affidavits
previously produc.d.

But there were some documents still
required to make the deficient evidence
complete, and we shall now see how
they came to light. Mr. Humphreys
had an acquaintance in France—a Ma-
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demoiselle Le Normand, whose position
it is dificult for people of this
country fully to understand. She was
a kind of fortune-teller, and united to
this profession a wonderful facility in
discovering a solution of any important
mystery, and especially in finding lost
papers. Notwithstandingsuch question-
able occupations, she appears to have
held a considerable social po.ition in
her own country. She was a literary
woman, and had a very extensive cor-
respondence with authors and men in
office. She wasabout seventy years old
at the time of these proceedings. It ap-
pears that she had an early intimacy
with Mrs. Humphreys,or‘‘the countess,”
and predicted that, after a time of trial,
she would rise to greatness. The ac-
count which Mr. Humphreys gave of
her when examined by the court was
this: ¢ Interrogated, what is Mademoi-
selle Le Normand’s profession ? Declares
that he has the highest respect for
Mademoiselle Le Normande, but has
nothing to say as to her peculiar talents:
that she is auteur libraire. she publishes
and sells her own works. Interrogated,
if he does not know whether she has
any other occupation or employment ?
Declares, that he can only say, that she
has been consulted by persons of the
highest rank—sovereigns and others.
He has nothing to do with her in any
other way than he has explained. And
reinterrogated. and desired to answer
the question. He can only answer that
on her door is inscribed Bureau de Cor-
respondance. More than this he cannot
say : that she is consulted by all sorts of
persons. Interrogated, if she is not
generally known in Paris as a fortune-
teller, and consulted as such? Declares,
that in the common acceptation, he
believes that she is 8o considered. Be-
lieves she tells fortunes by means of
cards. Specially interrogated, ifhe has
seen hertell fortunes by means of cards?
Declares, that being advised by his
counsel to answer the question, he says
that he has seen her do so. Believes
that she is paid by those who consult
her to tell theirfortunes, Interrogated

againdid she tell him his fortune onthe
cards or otherwise? Declares, she cer-
tainly did at one period—as thousands
have had the same curiosity—that he
then paid her five Napoleons; that this
was a long time ago.”’

He explained that he had kept uga
correspondence with this lady about his
claims, vecause her varied correspond-
ence and intimacy with literary and
official people might enable her to pro-
cure documents about the American
possessions of the Stirling family,
during the French possession of

North America. Mademoiselle had
8o much faith either in her for-
tune-telling, or in her capacity to
find documents, that she advanced a
considerable sum to Humphreys, to
enable him to carry on his litigations—
cert.inly, a very unusual act for a
fortune-teller.

In considerable dejection after the
signal breaking down of his case in the
Court of Sessions, Mr. Humphreys was
travelling abroad. He admitted that
he travelled under a feigned name, but
would not reveal it. Naturally, he
called on his old friend the fortune-teller
andfrom her he received, to his astonish-
ment, a mysterious packet, just as his
son had from the London pub-
lishers, Like the London packet, it
had been anonymously deposited, all
trace of the party who had communi-
cated it being cut off. In fact, it was
found oneday droppedinmademoiselle’s
chamber, after two ladies of high rank,
on a professional visit to the seeress,
had departed. The packet was accom-
panied by a letter, dated from Ver-
sailles, and signed only with the initial
letter M It stated, that the writer was
aware of the lively interest which ma-
demoiselle took in the success of the
Englishman Alexander, in his claims to
possess the inheritance of hisancestors;
thathe wasunderdeepobligationstoher,
which he endeavoured in some measure
to repay by the documents which he
enclosed. He intimated, that being in
office, he could not come personally
foward in the affair, or permit his name
to be known. When Humphreys was
guestinned, if he knew who this indivi-

ual could be, he said he did not know,
but had his suspicions,and they pointed
to a personage su august and lofty, that
he dared not name him.

The package contained a large old
French map of Canada, covered over
with other documents, which sup-
plied all that was wanted for complet-
ing the evidence of the claim to the
earldom and estates. Here was full
evidence to confirm the copy of the
charter of the year 1639, which had
already been produced, but which
required confirmation. There was a
copy of the inscription on the tombstone
alread! mentioned, accurately authen-
ticated; and there were several other
writings confirming the genealogical
statements.

It seemed now necessary to puta stop,
in an effectual man er, to a system of
such audacious fraud. On the 29th of
April 1839, Humphreys was brought to
trial for forgery. The case involved
a very protracted and complicated
investigation, and it lasted for four
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days. It was soon very evident, that of
the actual forgery there could be no
doubt—-the counsel for Humphreys
gave up the point. The question was
whether he was guilty either of having
himself committed the forgeries,.or ot
having used the documents in the know-
ledge that they were forged by others.
e numerous documents which were

the subject of the trial, may be divided
into three main groups: the documents
left with the London booksellers; the
contents of the packet left with
Mademoiselle Le Normand; and the
charter of 1639, restoring the Canada
estates to the Stirling family,and open-
ing the succession to female heirs. The
first set of documents is not much
worthy of attention. The map, and
other documents deposited with the
French seeress were, however, ex-
tremely curious, and one can now see a
fac-simile of the whole in one of the
reports of the trial. Of the inscriptions
on the map, some were signed appar-
ently by persons who might have
occupied unimportant offices in France,
and of whom all traces might be sup-
posed to be lost. But their statements
were supported by the testimony of
very great men indeed—such as Esprit
Flétchier, Bishop of Nismes; the illus-
trious Fénélon; and Louis XIV. The
strange circumstance was, that all these

' people seemed to take an intense
interest in the charter conferred on the
Earl of Stirling, and the pedigree of the
family, certifying in the most minute
manner every little fact connected with
them, as if it were a French affair of
state, or something in which theyhad a
personal interest. Thus one of the
unknown certifiers,named St. Etienne,
speaking of the charter, and a note of
it contents, says: ‘‘The above note is
precious. I can certity that it gives, in
a few words, an extremely correct idea
of the wonderful charter in question.”
He goes on to say, that * this extraor-
dinary document extends over fifty
Fages in writing.” and is very minute
1 his description of it. Then Bishop

Fléchier says: “I read lately at the
house of Monsieur Sartre, at Caveirac,
the copy of the Earl of Stirling’s char-
ter. In it I remarked many curious
particulars, mixed u(i) with a great
many uninteresting details. I think,
there‘ore, that the greatest obligations
are due to M. Mallet for having, by the
above note, enabled the French public
to judge of the extent and importance
of the grants made to the Scottish
nobleman. T also find that he has ex-
tracted the most essential claures of the
charter, and in translating them into
French, he has given them with great

fidelity.”” Fénélon was equally earnest.
The idea of two great French prelates
occupying themselives incomparing and
certifying copiesof a Scottish law-paper
of fifty pages was truly ridiculous.

At the trial,some French antiquaries
skilled in old writings, were examine
about these papers. They at once pro-
nounced them to be forgeries ;said they
were made with a mixture generally
employed in France for imitating old
writings; and seemed to treatthe whole
matter very lightly. The most conclu-
sive evidence, however, was this: the
map was made by De ﬁisle, the cele-
brated French geographer. It bore the
date 1703. This might agpear to be the
date when it was published; but there
were various things engraved on the
map which could not have been there
earlier than 1715, and others which
showed a still later date. It will be
sufficient to mention one of these. De
Lisle is on the map called * first geo-

rapher to the king.” It was proved

y documenis from the proper office in
France, that he did not obtain this title
until the year 1718, It appeared, indeed,
that the date of the first publication
was kept on the map, to mark the be-
ginning of the copyright, but that this
particular map could not have been
printed off until after the year 1717; not
only many years after the date given to
the inscriptions on it, but some years
after Louis XIV., Fénélon and Fléchier
;u;hgse signatures were attached, had

ed.

The evidence about the charter was,
if possible, more conclusive. Such
documents are, in Scotland, always
recorded in a public register. There
was a good reason, however, why the
Earl of Stirling’s (-iw.rter, of the year
1639, was not recorded, for a portion of
the record, including the year 1639, had

been long known to be lost. It would,
of course, be very unjust that Mr,
Humphreys should Jose his rights

becausc the record was lost; and it was
but fai- that he should be at liberty to
establizh the substance of the chaiter
from cthersources. His advisers, how-
ever, not being entirely acquainted
with Scottish law proceedingr, were
not aware that a royal charter had to
pass through several offices, in each of
which, if it were not fully recorded, an
account ot it was kept. There was no
account of any such charter in favor of
the Earl of Stirling to be found in any
of there offices. Further, although the
record for the year 1639 was lost, there
was an index of its contents in exist-
ence, and that contained no mention of
such a document. It was so long, too,
that the whole blank made by the lost
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records would not contain it. It con-
tained a reference to the volume of the
records from waich it professed to be
extracted; bat the keeper oftherecords
said, that that was not an old fyrm of
referance, but one which he had himself
introduced a foew years ago, when bind-
ing the records up in volumss. It was
shown that Archbishop Spotswood, one
of the alieged witnesses of the charter,
was dead before its date. There were
many other little inaccuracies proving
the forgery, but these were sufficient.

The jury found that the documents
were forged. By a majority, however,
they found it not proved that Hum-
phreys was guilty of the forgery, and
thus he was, though very narrowly,
acquitted. If he was really innocent, he
must have been the victim of a most
extraordinary system of complicated
deceit. Of course,by this result of the
trial, the whole of his claims at once
fell to the ground.

What became of the so-called Earl of
Stirling, on this signal failure of his
pretensioas, is not known. The case
created a considerable sensation in
Edinburgh at the time.

I
WITH A WISP OF HAY.

The following true story of a unique
acceptance of a proposal was related by
the gentleman chiefly concerned, who
was living in Pictou county, 'Nova
Scotia, at the time the incident oc-
curred:

She said “wull” for * will” and
Pronounced ‘“‘have ” ag if it werespelled
‘ hay,’” and she could neither read nor
write, but her voice was sweet enough
to make any pronunciation gassable,
her eyes were charming blue, her com-
plexion clear and soft, her figure most
graceful, and I, who could both read
and write, and pronounced most of my
words correctly, was very much in love
with her. I do not remember exactly
what I said, for I was very much con-
fused in sYibe of my superior knowl-
edge, but I do remember that she said
“no,” and that I turned abruptly and
left her. I had not expected a refusal,
for she had treated me kindly and we
had exchanﬁed pictures,and I was very
much cast down for several days, and
being ashamed to show my face to her,
kept out of the way; but about a week
after the Froposal on returning to my
room at night I found a package lying

on my bed. How it got there and what
messenger brought it I have never
learned, as she would not tell me. On
opening the package I was surprised to
see my own picture. This, I thought.
was adding insult to injury, and I

angrily tore the picture in two and
threw the pieces on the floor; but then
I noticed something in the paper which
still lay on the bed that made me pick
the picture up and lay the pieces care-
fully together on the bed. Besides the
picture the package contained a piece
of wool, a small bunch of hay, and a
piece of paper, on which was roughly
sketched a human eye. Placing these
articles on the bed beside the picture,
Iread: * Eye wool hz:ly gou." he had
changed her mind, and being unable to
write had adopted this way of letting
me know. Had [ not been” acquainted
with her peculiar pronunciation the
signs would have been unintelligible to
me, but to her I knew a piece of wool
represented ‘“ will,” a bunch of hay was
a good symbol for ¢ have,” and my
gicbure answered the purpose of ‘ you.”

he evidently wished to say “I will
have you.” It is hardly necessary to
say that the torn picture was carefully
pieced together, and now occupies a
place in my album beside one of a very
pretty woman whom I call my wife
and whom three lovely children call
‘““mother.” The bunch of hay and the
piece of wool are also carefully pre-
served, although they are not in my
album. My wife is now a well-educated
woman, and I feel that I have more
reason to be proud of the energy she
has shown in her studies since our mar-
riage than I have to be ashamed of the
fact that she could not read or write at
the time I first courted her.

- -
CONVERSATION IN THE HOUSE.

Few things are more important in a
home than is conversation yet thereare
fewer things to which less deliberate
thought is given. We take great pains
to have our houses well furnished. We
select our carpets and our pictures with
the utmost care. We send our children
to school that they may become intelli-
gent. We strive tobringinto ourhomes
the best conditions of happiness. But
how often is thespeech of our household
left untrained and undisciplined? The
good we might do in our homes with
our tongues, if we use them to thelimits
of their capacity of cheer and helpful-
ness, it is simply impossible to state.
Why should so much power for blessing
be wasted? Especially why should we
ever pervert the siift and use of our
tongues to do evil, to give pain, to
scatter seeds of bitterness. It is asad
thing when a child is born dumb, but it
were better to be born dumb and never
have the gift of speech than, having the
gift, to employ it inspeaking onlysharp,
unloving or angry words.
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THE TAVERN IN SPESSART

PART II.

The party assembled in the upper
chamber slowly recovered their tran-
quility after this scene. As is usual in
cases of great misfortune or sudden
danger, their spirits would probably
have been all the gayer from the
re-action, had they not been filled with
concern for the fate oftheir three friends
who had so lately been carried into
captivity before their eyes. They were
never tired of expressing their admira-
tion of the young goldsmith, and the
countess shed tears of emotion when
she thought of the vast debt of grati-
tude she owed a youth to whom she irad
never done a kindness, and whom sLe
scarcely knew. It was a consolation to
all to think that the courier and the
student had gone with him; and the
cherished the hope that these experi-
enced travellers would be able to find
some means for their escape. The
<consulted together what course eac
should adopt. The countess, being
bound by no oath to keep faith with the
robbers, resolved to returnimmediately
to her husband, and make every exer-
tion to discover the retreat of the
prisoners, and set them free. The
carrier promised to ride to Aschaffen-
burg, and call out the officers of justice
in pursuit of the villains. The compass-
maker determined to continue his
journey. ]

The travellers were not again dis-
turbed during the night. The stillness
of death reigned throughout the tavern
80 lately the scene of such fearful an
startling events But the next morning,
when the countess’ servants went in
search of the landlord to make prepar-
ations for their departure, they came
back in great haste and announced that
they had found the landlady and her
household lying bound in the kitchen
and imploring earnestly to be released.

The travellers were greatly surprised
at this information.

‘“ What®’ cried the compass-maker,
¢ can it be that these people are inno-
cent ? Can it be that we have done them
injustice, and that they are not in
alliance with the robbers?

‘“Iwill consent to be hanged in their
stead,” answered the carrier, ‘‘if we
have done them injustice. All this is &
plot to avoid being convicted. Have
you forgotten the suspicious look of the
place? Have you forgotten, when I
wished to go out, how that dog refused

to let me pass, and how sullenly the
landlady and the hostler demanded
what 1 wanted? 8till, these things
were the cause of the countess’ present
good-fortune. 1fthingshad looked less
suspicious in the tavern, if the land-
lady’s conduct had not been so singular,
we should not have remained awake to
stand by one another. The robbers
would have had us at their mercy, and
this fortunate exchange would never
have been made.”

They all coincided in the carrier’s
opinion, and made up their minds to
accuse the landlady and her servants to
the proper authorities. But more effec-
tually to carry their project into
execution, they thought it best to
excite no suspicions of their intention.
The carrier and the servants descended
therefore to the kitchen, released the
wretches from their confinement, and
showed them all the sympathy and
attention they had it in their power to
feign. To console her guests as much
as she could, the landlady made out a
very moderate bill to each,and invited
them politely to come again.

The carrier paid his reckoning, and,
taking leave of his companionse, con-
tinued hisjourney. The two journeymen
also took their departure from the inn.
Light as the goldsmith’s bundle was it
fatigued the delicate lady not a little.
But still heavier was her heart, when
the landlandy, standing at the door
held out her treacherous hand to bid
good-by. *‘ Why, what a young lad
you are, truly !’ said she atsight of the
delicate woman. ‘So young, and
wandering already! You must be a
naughty boy,surely, whom your master
has expelled from the shop. Well, it’s
none of my business. Come and see
me when you come back. Pleasant
journey!

The countess could not answer from
fear and agitation, dreading to betray
herself by the softness of her voice.
The compass-maker, noticing this, took
the arm of his comrade, and, singing a
merry song, strode into the forest.

‘In safety at last!’’ exclaimed the
countess, after walking a hundred

ards. ‘‘Iwas in constant terror lest

hat woman should detect me, and

order her men to seize me. Oh, how
shall I thank you all! You, too, must
come to my castle ; youmust rejoin your
comrade there.”

The compass-maker assented, and
while they were speaking,the countess’
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carriage overtook them. The door was
instantly thrown open, the lady took
her seat inside, and, having taken leave
once more of the young Journeyman,
the carriage drove off,

About this same time the robbers
reached with their prisoners the camp-
ing-ground of the troop. They had
ridden at a rapid trot through an
unfrequented forest road, exchanging
no words with their captives, and only
whispering occasionally to each other
when the road changed its direction.
They halted at length before a dee
detile. The robbers dismounted, ang
their leader helped the goldsmith to
alight, excusing himself at the same
time for his hard and rapid ride, and
asking whether her ladyship felt much
fatigued.

Felix answered, in as soft a voice as
he could assume, that he felt much in
need of rest, and the captain offered
his arm to escort him into the glen.
They went down a steep declivity
Where the footpath was so narrow and
precipitous that the captain was often
compelled to support his prisoner, to
preserve her from falling. At last they
reached the bottom. Felix saw before
him, by the dim light of the approach-
ing morning, a narrow defile less than a
hundred yards wide, and completely
concealed by overhanging cliffs, Six
or eight huts had been erected here
built of rough logs and boards. Severa]
dirty women were staring curiously out
of these hovels, and a pack of twelve
huge dogs and their countless progeny,
ran barking and yelping towards the
new arrivals. The captain led the sup-
Eosed countess into the best of these

uts, telling her that it should be
devoted exclusively to her use; and
a'so assenced to her request that the
courierand thestudentm ghtbeallowed
access to her.

The hut was spread with deer-skins
and mats, serving at once for floor and
seat. A few wooden jugs and dishes,
an old fowling-piece, and in the further.
most corner a couch made of a couple
of boards and covered with woollen
rags, were the only furniture of this
luxurious palace. eft alone in this
miserable hovel, the three captives for
the first time had now a chance to
reflect on their singular position,
Felix, though he felt no regrets for the
generous action he had performed, had
some apprehensions notwithstanding
for his future, in the event of a dircov-
erv, and had begun to give audible
utterance to his fears, when the courier
hastily approached him, and whispered
in his ear: ¢ Be silent for God’s sake,
my dear lad! Do you think we are yet

out of hearing ? "—“If you speak a
single word, the tone of your voice may
excite instant suspicion,” added the
student. Nothing was left to Felix, but
to weep in silence.

‘ Believe me, courier,” said he, *I
am not crying from fear of these
robbers, or aversion to this wretched
hut; my sorrow has a totally different
cause. I weep to think how easily the
countess may torﬁet what I told her,
and people will take me for a thief, and
I shall be miserable for life.”

“ Why, what is it which so distresses
you? ” asked the courier, surprised at
the lad’s demeanor, so different from
his recent courage and firmness, I

‘‘ Hear my story, and you will justify
me,’’ answered Felix. ‘" My father was
a skilful goldsmith of Nuremburg. My
mother, before her marriage, had been
in the service of a lady of rank, and
when she married my father, was
generously endowed by the countess
her mistress. ' Tuis kindness was not
forgotten by my parents, and when I
came into the world the same good lady
became my god-mother, and gaveme a
handsome” sum of money. Both m
parents dying soon after, my god-
mother took pity on my unfortunate
condition and sent me to school ; and as
soon as I was old enough, wrote to
enquire if I had any inclination for my
father’s trade. I joyfully assented, and
at once obtained a place in the shop of
& master-goldsmith of Wurzburg. 1
showed a taste for the business, and
made such grogress that I was soon

ronounced fit to commence my travels.

wrote to inform m{ god-mother of
this, and she immed ately answered
that she would supply the money for
my expenses. She also sent me some
Lewels, which I was to farnish with a
andsome setting, and bring them to
her myself, as evidences of my skill. I
ad never yet seen her, and Kou may
imagine how deeply I felt her kindness.
I worked at the trinkets day and night,
and succecded in making them so
eleiant that even my master was filled
with admiration. " When finished I
Eacked them carefully away in the
ottom of my knapsack, and, taking
leave of my master, set o@t for my
god mother’s castle. Then came,” con-
tinued the lad, bursting into tears,
‘‘these infamous robbers, and over.
threw allmy hopes. For if the countess
were to lose these jewels, or should she
forget what I said to her and throw
away my worthlessknapsack, how shall
I ever have the face to enter the pres-
ence of my kind benefactress? How
shall I ever exonerate myself? How
replacethestones? Ishallseem toheran




ungrateful wretch, shamefully throwing
away her promised benefits. And after
all, no one will believe me when I tell
them of thisstrange accident ?”

‘“Have no fears of that,” answered
the courier. ‘I feel sure that your
jewels are perfectly safe in the countess’

ands ; and, if not, she will undoubtedly
make their loss gooc to her preserver,
and add her testimony as to the truth
of these events. We will leave you now
for a few hours, as we stand much in
need of sleep, and after the exertions
of this night you must yourself want
rest. To-morrow we will try to forget
our misfortunes in conversation, or,
what is better still, devise some means
of escape.”

They bade him good-night, and Felix
made his best endeavors to follow the
courier’s advice.

When the courier came back with
the student, several hours later, he
found his young friend in better spirits
than on the previous night. He told
Felix that the leader of the band had
directed him to take the greatest care
of the lady, and that in a few minutes
one of the women whom they had seen
among the huts would bring her some
coffee, and offer her services to wait
upon her. They resolved, for the sake
of privacy, not to accept these hospi-
talities ; and when the old, hideous
gypsy came with the breakfast, and
asked, with a friendly leer, if she could
be of any service, on her delaying to
depart, the courier took her by the arm
and pushed her out of the cabin. The
student then described the result of
their observations in the robbers’camp.
“The hovel you occupy, lovely count-
ess,” said he, ‘“appears to have been
originally intended for the captain. It
is not so roomy, butis mnch handsomer
than the others. There are six others,
in which the women and children live.
One of the robbers stands guard not far
from this hut. another above here on
the road up the hill, and a third is on
the lookout atthe entrance of the defile.
They are relieved every two hours. In
addition,each man hasa couple of large
dogs lying near him, and thev are so
watchful, that one cannot set his foot
outside the huts without being immedi-
ately challenged. T have abandoned all
hovres of effecting our escape.”

Five davs passed away, during which
Felix, the courier, and the student,
remained the prisoners of the robber-
band. They were well treated by the
captain and his subordinates, but still
they longed for their release from
captivity. as every day increased their
chances of detection. On the evening of
the fifth day the courier informed his
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companions that he was determined to
force his way out of the camip that very
night, even if it cost him his life. He
encouraged his comrades to the same
resolve, and showed them how their
ﬂight could be accomplished.

‘I take upon myself to dispose of the
sentry nearest us. It is a case of neces-
sity, and necessity knows no law. He
must die.”

“Die!” exclaimed Felix, horrified.
“Will you kill him ?”

“I am resolved upon it,”’ answered
the courier, ¢ for thereby I save two
lives. I have lately noticed therobbers
whispering mei acingly together, and
tracking them into the fo'est, have
overheard the old women in their
angry discussions betray the wicked
purposes of the gang. They abused us
bitterly, and I was able to make out
that, in case the robbers w-re attacked,
they would show no mercy to us
prisoners.”

“What will we do!”’ cried thelad in an
agony of alarm, burying his face in his
hands.

“They have not yet put the knife to
our throats,” continued the courier,
“ and we can yet be beforehand with
them. When it grows dark I will creep
along to the nearest sentry; he will
challgenge me ; Iwill whisper to him that
the countess has been suddenly taken
very ill; and while he hesitates, I will
strike him dead. I will then return and
take you along with me; and we shall
have as little trouble with the record
sentinel as the first ; as for the third, it
will be child’s play.”

As he spoke these words the courier’s
face wore so dangerous an expression
that Felix felt greatly terrified. He
was on the point of entreating him to
renounce his bloody purpose, when the
door of the hut gently opened,and a
man made his appearance. It wasthe
captain. He cloced it carefully behind
him, and, making a sign to the two
prisoners to be silent, seated himself
near Felix and said:

¢“My countess. you are in a danger-
ous situation. Your husband has not
obeyed your request. He has not only
neglected to send the rameom, but he
has also called the authorities to his
assistance, and an armed force is now
working its way through the forest on
everyside,to capture me and my people.
I warned your husband that I should
put you to death in case he made any
attempt to arrest us; but it seems he
sets little value on vour life, or he has
no belief in my resolution. Your life is
in our hands, and is forfeited according
to our laws. What objections have you
to oppose to this proceeding?
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The captives were silent from terror
and dismay, and Felix was well aware
vhat the confession of his deception
would only enhance the peril of his
situation.

I find myself unable,” continued the
robber, ¢ to assail the life of alady who
has gained, as you have done, my pro-
found respect. I will make you there-
fore a proposition for your rescue, the
sole means of escape which remains to
you: I will fly with you !»

The prisoners looked at him in be-
wilderment. He continued: ‘*The
majority of mg band have formed the
resolution to fly into Italy and take
service with a celebrated band of
brigands in that country. Pride will
not permit me to obey the orders of
another, and I cannot therefore Jjoin
them in their determination. If you ‘will
flve me your sacred word, my lady, to
ntercede for me and influence your
powerful relatvives in my behalf, it is
not yet too late for me to set you at
liberty.”

Embarrassment checked Felix’s utter-
ance. His honest heart was reluctant
wilfully to expose a man, anxious to
save his life, to a danger from which he
could not a{berwards protect him. The
cnPtuin went on :

‘ Soldiers are now everywhere in
demand. I will be content with the
humblest rank of service. I know that
{our influence is great, but I ask noth-
ng more than your promise to give me
Yyour assistance in the attainment of my
wishes.”’

‘“ Well,” answered Felix, casting
down his eyes, ‘I promise to do all in
my power to be uf service to you. It is
a consolation to me, whatever the result,
that you voluntarily retire from this
life of robbery.”

The captain kissed the gracious lady’s
hand with much emotion, and, whisper-
ing to her to hold herself in readiness
two hours after night fall, lefv the hovel
as silently as he had entered. The
prisoners breathed more freely after his
departure,

* Truly,” exclaimed the courier,
‘“Heaven has influenced his heart |
How wonderful will be our escape ! My
imagination never could have (ﬂ'eamed
that an event like this could have haf:-
pened in the world, or that we should
€ever meet with so wonderful an adven-
ture !’

‘* Most wonderful,indeed !’ answered
Felix. “But is it not a sin to deceive
t}’us man? Of what use can my protec-
tion be to him? Am I not leading him
blindfold to the gallows if I keep from
him who I really am ? »’

‘ Nonsense, my dear boy; pray

banish all such scruples, answered the
student. ‘ After playing your part
with such consummate skill, too ! No,
your conscience need not suffer for this
fraud; itis a case of pure self-defence. He
committed a crime in daring by shame-
ful violence to capture a noble lady
from the high-road,and, had it not been
for your assistance, who can tell what
would have been the countess’ fate ?
No, ﬁon have done no wrong; besides, I
think he will meet with lenient treat-
ment from the authorities,if he,the very
head of this gang of villains, surrenders
himself to justice.”

This last argument calmed the con-
science of the young goldsmith. They
passed the succeeding hours full ofhope,
and yet filled, too, with a gloomy ap-
Prehenslon for the success of their plan.

t was dark when the captain again
agpeared for a moment at the door of
the hut, and said, laying down a bundle
of clothes :

‘ Madam, it will be necessary for you
to put on these men’s clothes to facili-
tate our flight. Prepare yourself to set
out in an bour,”

He then left the captives, and the
courier had some trouble to suppress a
hearty laugh.

“This will be ¥our second disguise,”
he cried, “and T will take my oath it
will please you better than the first!

They opened the bundle, and found
in it a handsome hunting-coat, which
became Felix extremely. When he had
finished dressing, the courier was about
to throw the countess’ clothes in a cor-
ner of the cabin; but Felix prohibited
it, and, laying them together in a little
bundle, said he should request the
countess to make him a present of them,
that they might serve during his whole
life as a memorial of these eventful.days.

The captain came at last. He was
completely armed, and brought the
courier his rifle and a powder-horn. To
the student he gave a musket, and to
Felix a huntingl;sword, with the request
to hand it to him in caseof need. It
was fortunate for the three prisoners
that the night was dark, for the look of
exultation with which Felix received
this weapon might have betrayed to the
robber his true character. As they
issued softlg from the hut the courier
noticed that the usual sentries had not
been posted round the houses. It was
thus possible for them to creep unnotic-
ed from the camp; but the captain
avoided the usual path which led from
the deflle into the level forest, and
advanced towards a cliff which lay
before them, perpendicular and appar-
ently insurmcuntable,

(To be Continued.)
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LADY MARJORY ST JUST

CHAPTER V.

For days succeeding this scene with
Mrs. Danton I was sensible of being
closely watched, and literally a prisoner
in my own house. Fibsey attended
upon.me, but she looked scared and
bewildered, spoke little, and avoided
entering into conversation. It is true
that she was always accompanied by
Mrs. Danton, who had evidently re-
gained all her former influence over the
old woman, doubtless by humoring her

rejudices and foibles; for Fibsey,
Sespite an affectionate nature, was
often obstinate and domimeering. Mrs.
Danton treated me as a petted child
coaxing and caressing; but I quaile
beneatE her eye, and when I clung to
my ancient nurse, intreating her not to
leave or forsake me, but to send for
Mrs. Edmondstone, sile looked appeal-
ingly at my tyrant, who whispered
something in her ear, and turned to me
with an authoritative air, oddly
mingled with a show of tenderness—a
show indeed, for I read hate and
revenge in the expression of her
countenance.

How inexplicable was my situation !
What did it portend? Was I mad, and
were they treating me as a lunatic?
Never left alone; watched night and
day; and even my dear old nurse
leagued against me! Those resolutions
for the guidance of my future conduct
which I had formed in the solitude of a
sick chamber when too feeble to express
them resolutely, I determined now to
impart to Mrs. Danton in Fibsey’s
presence: they might free me from perse-
cution, and relieve me from Don Felix’s
hated addresses. That evening, as
Mrs. Danton satbeside me, Fibsey busy-
ing herself about the apartment, I
opened the subject by commencing—* I
have long wished to speak with you,
Mrs. Danton, on a painful topic from
which I shrink; nevertheless, I must
delay no longer informing you of my
unalterable decisions respecting the
future. I am utterly careless of the
constructions that maybe placrd on my
conduct, for this misery is greater than
I can bear.”

“And what may be your sage re-
solves?” said Mrs. Danton, with a
pitying smile of contempt. %

‘“Never to assume the hated title
which my uncle’s son inherited—never
to touch the fatal wealth! To cast it
from me as I would cast the wages of

iniquity, and in povert, reproach and
humiliation, to lead & 1ife of self-sub-
Jjection ; for I have tampered with guilt
—not the black guilt which you impute
tome—but vhat which is more shadowy,
and more leniently viewed by the
world—the guilt of contemplating with
satisfaction the possibility of the unfor.
tunate boy’s accidental decease. Oh,
Mrs. Danton, say you have trifled with
me; say that his end was accidental—
that he fell not a victim by your contri-
vance and at my suggestion ! Spare
me, spare me, or take my life too; for
reason is nearly unseated !

I tried in vain to check the hysterical
paroxysms that gained the mastery,
and I thrust their proffered services
away with violence Then I overheard
Mrs. Danton whisper to Fibsey, ‘I fear
we cannot hush up the matter much
longer; she is becoming worse, and we
must call in he:f:." I saw Fibsey shake
her head, and I essayed to speak
calmly, but my struggles nearly choked
me .

‘“ Fibsey, Fibse{' what does all this
mean? Iam notill—I am not mad ; but

ou will make me so! Send for Mrs,

dmondstone, Who dares preventit 2

Mrs. Danton exchanged a look of con-
cern with my nurse; to me that look
conveyed a plot of deep-laid villain
and daring on her part, and I saw that
she had belied me to my old attendant.
Suddenly my resolve ‘was formed; I
became passive and received Mrs. Dan-
ton’s farewell for the night, she bendin
over me, and hissing in my ear, “ To-
morrow, Lady Marjory St. Just, you
and I must come to an understanding.”
Aloud she added—* Pleasant dreams,
Countess May !

Fibsey slept in an adjoining chamber
which communicated with my apart-
ment, the door being left open. I
refused the night-potion, saying I felt
drowsy without it,and closlni my eyes,
as if asleep. Very soon I heard ' in-
dubitable signs that Fibsey was in a
deep slumber, and soon after the mid-
night chimes, I rose, threw on m
clothes, and a large warm cloak and
hood which amply protected me. The
key of my chamber door was in Fibsey’s
pocket, which, with the rest of her
apparei, lay by her bedside : trembling-
ly I extracted it, applied it to the
keyhole, and stood in the corridor,
where the moonlight streamed in as it
had done on that well-remembered
night previous to Mrs. Danton’s de-
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parture for the coast. Allwas still, yet
my poor heart throbbed almost to suffo-
cation: here,in my own house, to be
stealing out like a criminal, it was
verily strange and dreadful! I hadbut
one overpowering desire — to reach
Barley wood, to throw myself on the
protection of those dear friends, and to
unravel or break the meshes of that
detestable web which was closing
around me like the grave.

I gained the garden entrance at the
end of the corridor, and succeeded in
unfastening the door. Mrs. Danton’s
room was at the other end,and I did not
fear that she would detect the noise. I
sprang down the steps—across the
~~gensward, glistening in the cold moon-
light with heavy dew; 1 threaded my
wayamong the well known but intricate
paths and defiles—past the shrubbery—
down towards the valley and the
streams—through the wicket-gate—out
into the open pastures: there I stood
alone—Barley Wood ten miles off, my
weak frame tottering, but my spirit
brave. ‘Onward, onward, or death!”
I cried. I have no clear idea how I
gained a small farmhouse, distant about
a mile and a half. Farmer Aston, the
proprietor, had loved and respected my
tather, who on more than one occasion
had befriended him in times of need. I
succeeded in gaining admittance, and
in persuading the farmer to drive me in
his covered cart to the spot I yearned
to reach. I made Dame Aston compre-
hend that 1 was flying from persecution
and despair, though she glanced at her
good man with a puzzled air, as he
dubiously shook his gray head, and
hinted that I had best return to
Edenside.

“No,no!” I cried: *if you will not
have pity on me, I musttoil on on foot;
but I must reach Barley Wood ere day-
light dawns; and can you do wrong,
Farmer Aston, in conveying me to the
good Mrs. Edmondstone ?

“Nay, nay, I don’t think I can, your
ladyship, though my missis and I be
sore grieved to see ye in such a plight
like. But I’ll put to Dobbin, and carry

e over to the minister’s in less nor an

our.”

I bade him go to Edenside on his
return, and tell Fibsey that I had sought
refuge with Mrs. Edmondstone; for
notwithstanding her late singular
behaviour,I knew how agonized the

soul would be when she awolc and
found her caged bird tflown.

1 gained the blessed haven 1 nestled
in my early friend’s bosom. Busil held

my hand, and in a torrent of wild in-
coherent words I dischargcd my
bosom’s load. Passionate floods of t¢ars

HOME.

came to my relief, relieving the over-
charged brain, and assisting to clear
my clouded apprehension. I was
sensible they did not loathe me; they
believed me innocent; and I sank to
rest in Mrs. Edmoundstone’s arms, and
slept like a wearied infant. ‘I had
heard Basil say, ‘* We will talk over
these distressing mattersin the morning,
my dear Lady Marjory ; but be com-
forted--put your trust in Him from
whose scrutiny nothing is hid.”

Ila the mornin‘u1 1 recapitulated to
Basil and his mother all that had taken
place: 1 made a full confession of the
past: of my own weakness and culpa-
bilivy in harboring thouﬁht.s of * possi-
bilities,”’ suggested by Mrs. Danton; of
the horrible suspicions she had
awakened by hertone of voice and looks,
and of my shame to breathe these foul
suspicions to any human creature; of
the frenz{ her letter from the coast
wrought in me—all the rest they knew
—atuributing my iliness to the sudden
shock. But one circumstance had im-
pressed them strongly against Mrs.
Danton, which was this: Fanny, the
deceased child’s nurse, now a domestic
at Barley Wood, having partially
recovereu from her attack of lethargic
headache (which she persisted was‘‘ a
very odd one "’ ), unexpectedly entered
the apartment where ﬁrs. Danton and
Don Felix d’Aguilar were closeted on
their return from that fatal excursion.
Fanny had not learned the disaster, but
she heard them laughing and talking,
andsought the little earl. Mrs. Danton
whose back was towards the entrance o
the apartment, indulged in prolonged
bursts of merriment,l mimicking some
absent individual (Fanny declared it
was me), until a sign from Don Felix
caused her to loog round; when, on
seeing Fanny, she assumed a grave
countenance, and put her handkerchief
to her eyes. But it was too late: the
panic-struck girl listened with dismay
to the sad tale of the child’s accident
and loss, but she shrank from Mrs.
Danton with ill-concealed disgust.

This was the occasion of Mrs. Edmond-
stone’s marked coldness to that lady at
Edenside ; for a suspicion of the realit
had never crossecP her pure mind.
“Basil, my dear,” she said, ‘‘can you
not fathom Mrs. Danton’s motives for
committing this crime—was it not to
secure Lady Marjory’shand and fortune
for her brother, by terrifying her into
compliance if all other means failed?”’

“That was one of her motives
assuredly, mother,” he replied thought-
fully. Hereafter 1 drew from Basil an
elucidation of another motive which
had influenced this beautiful fiend.

B




I impressed upon these dear friends
my resolution of never profiting by the
child’s death—of never claim ng the
title or property. I told them that

eace of mind had flown forever; that
Klrs. Danton’s belief in my guilt em-
bittered existence ; and that I must live
forever a prey to remorse.

‘ Lady Marjory, she does not believe
that youare guilty of aiding or abettin
herin this crime of darkness,’’ said Basi
Edmondstone; “but she affirms it in
order to obtain a hold and mastery over
your actions. I perfectly agree with
you in the noble resolution you have
formed as to the title and its adjuncts,
and 1 advise that immediate steps
should be taken as to the necessary
disposal of these affairs. I will also
instantly depart for Edenside, tax Mrs.
Danton and her brother with the crime
she has boldly confessed to you, and
deliver them “up, if needs be, to the
hand of justice.”

‘‘ But remember, Basil, my dear,” said
his mother, ‘“that we have no proof,
She may deny her own words; and
besides, what a situation it would place
Lady Marjory inif the wretched woman
accuses her publicly of consenting to
it!”

‘“ Alas ! mother, I see it all,’”” sighed
Basil. ““What a mesh of entanglement !
Nevertheless, we must walk in the plain
honest path, and leave the rest in His
hands who will not suffer the innocent
to be wronged.”

‘‘But you must not go to Edenside,”’
I cried in alarm.

‘“ Wherefore ?
astonishment.
do?”

¢ Oh, I am afraid of that fierce, des-
perate man: he may insult you, Basil;
and then —— 7

‘“Then what ?”” said Basil smiling, as
he tenderly took my hand. Do you
forget that I am a man of peace—my
office, my garb His insults, Lad
Marjory, will glance off the armor
wear without injury to me.””

He spoke with gentle dignity, and I
felt reassured, though I had betrayed
more than a prudent maiden would
willingly have done as to the state of
my affections. This was not the time to
speak or dream of love, yet there was a
softness in Basil’s eye, and a tenderness
in his voice, to which I had been long a
stranger,

Farmer Anson had seen Fibsey, ac-
cording to his promise; bnt when Mrs.
Danton heard of my escape, her rage
knew no bounds, and she accused Fibsey
of neglect, who in her turn began to
3uspect that her credulity had been

replied Basil, in
‘“What else remains to

imposed on, and her young mistress
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ill-treated. Mrs. Danton had told my
nurse that I had tempted her by bribes
to remove the impediment; but that
she, the gentle Mrs. Danton! had re-
jected them with scorn, and had taken
the boy with her out of harm’s way.
She made Fibsey believe that I was in.
sane, for that I'actually accused her of
the deed, which T myseif had originally
suggested, but which the interposition
of an Almighty hand had aecided in
the way already known. She promised
Fibsey never to divulge my premedi-
tated guilt, and impressed upon her the
necessity of not calling in a witness.
Poor old foolish Fibsey! she believed
me mad—notguilty; and self-reproaches
shortened her days whenshe found that
Madam Danton had deceived her, But
she had such winning ways,” quoth
Fibsey, “that she most made one be-
lieve black was white, if she had a
mind.” And in this, alas; I was able
too fully to corroborate my nurse,

But she had flown from Edenside with
her brother Don Felix hours previous
to the arrival of Basil Edmondstone,
Every means was used to trace the fu i-
tives, but without success, and the
affairs were speedily placed in compe-
tent hands. My existence being so little
known beyond the retired precincts of
my home, curiosity was not aroused,
save in the distant heir who so unex.
pectedly succeeded to the property,
and the wary lawyers who were en.
galged in transferring it.

was eventually the affianced bride
of Basil Edmondstone. Long, long, I
had combated with my own heart, and
refused to listen to his addresses, until
the foul aspersion cast upon me by Mrs.
Danton was cleared away. ‘‘And how
can that ever be hoped for?” said
Basil; in all human probability you
will never hear of her again, and would
yousacrifice my happiness, Marjory, to
a false notion of honor? Do not I know
your purity and innocence? If you
wait to become my bride until nez
Danton does you justice, you may wait
in vain. Marjory, she is a disa ;pointed
and a revengeful woman !’ Xnd then
he told me a tale which caused m
cheeks to tingle, and my eyes to see
the ground—a tale he never would have
betrayed t > mortal man or woman save
to her about to become his wife.

Mrs. Danton had confessed her love
for him unasked. She had flung herself
in his wag, and passionately sought
him. Need it be added, that not her
excessive beauty, talents, or fascina-
tions, had power to touch a heart like
Basil Edmondstone’s, when modesty,
that first and sweetest charm of woman,
was wanting. He mildly but decisively
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repulsed her; and he told me (blessed
assurance!) that my image at the
moment reigned in his bosom, and for-
bade the entrance of another, even if
that other had been everything he could
have loved. I returned to Edenside to
complete final arrangements prior to
quitting it forever, and taking up my
rest at Barley Wood as the pastor’s
helpmeet—sweet title !—blessed hope!
Yet I was not hapgy ; for though I tried
to be convinced by Basil’s arguments
that Mrs. Danton did not in her secret
heart attribute consent to me, yet to
recall that precious child to life again
I would wil inglz have renounced my
most cherished hopes.

CHAPTER VII.

Happy? oh far from it! I was not
even tranquil. The storm in which my
goung life had been passed had swept

y; but the surges it had left still
rose black, and dreary and ominous
around me. Was it possible that a
fault like mine could be so atoned?
Were we really at that conclusion of
the history in which it was said, in the
fairy tales, I loved when a girl, ¢ and
then they lived happy all the rest of
their lives?’’ I could not believe it—at
least never when alone. When Basil
left my side, with love on his lips, and
hope and heaven in his eye, I looked
strangely after him ; and then, turning
round, I gazed as if expecting to see a
phantom. I wondered what was to
come next, and whence it was to come.
I felt as if it was a denying of Provi-
dence to suppose that the end had
already arrived.

This idea more especially beset me at
night. Oftenhavel satup in my solitary
bed to listen for what was to come; to
try to penetrate the darkness chat sur-
rounded me like fate. In the daytime,
when Basil was not with me, I went
about like one in a dream; and when
any one talked to me of my approach-
ing happiness, I stared with a wonder-
ing an incredulous look. This. it may
be said, was the remains of mfr fever—
an affection of the nerves! It wasan
affectionofthe conscience ; it wasan in-
stincet of faith; it was the heart’s secret
acknowledgment of a just, awful and
mgsteri ous God.

ome evenings I was alone, for Basil’s
time was always at the command of the
distressed and the dying, and on such
occasions I loved to saunter along my
favorite path, bounded on one side by
a solemn pine wood. One evening the
twilight was more than usually beauti-
ful, and I looked, in passing, with more

than usual admiration down the vistas
formed here and there b{ the trees
where the dim religious light faded
away into impenetrable gloom. At this
hour the picture was rarely ealivened
by the human figure; but on the occa-
sion I refer to, some belated wanderer
appeared to be threading the paths of
the wood, for I saw, although only for
an instant, a woman appearing and then
vanishing among the trees. It wasa
feature of the picturesque which in
another frame of mind would have
interested me, but just now I felt dis-
turbed, as if bi an intrusion. Suddenly I
found that the gloom had increased,
and that there was a chilliness in the
air which warned me to return; and
retracing my steps, I hastened home.

‘‘Has anything alarmed you?” said
Mrs. Edmondstone.

‘ No, nothing.”

“Did you meet any one in your
walk ?”

‘“No one ; the only person I saw was
a woman coming out of the wood.”

‘“You look pale, my love : you should
go to bed and rest: the early morning
would be a more cheerful timefor your

solitary walks.” mr

I did go to bed. I had not seen Basil
for many hours, and perhaps that made
me more uncomfortable thanusual ; but
I remember my last waking thought
was—I wonder what is to come? Yet
m{ eyelids were heavy,-ndI sleptsoon.
I know not of what I dreamed, orifI
dreamed atall; but in the middle of the
night I awoke suddenly, and sat up in
my bed. What fantastic tricks are
Played by the imagination! The be-
ated figure which I had seen only dis-
tinctly enough to recognise it as that
of a female, was now before my mind’s
eye, and it was associated, nay, identi-
fied with that of her who had caused the
unhappiness of my life! The figure,
which I had forgotten before I went to
bed, now haunted me after my sleep
was over; and the solemn wood, the
dim vista among the trees, and the
flitting female, were before me till night
and its spectral show were dissolved in
the dawn.

The next evening I was again alone
and I wasglad of it. This, however, I
tried to conceal from myself, for I was
ashamed of the sickly fancies which had
beset me. I set out, nevertheless, on
my lonely walk, skirting the pine-wood
anew, examining anxiously every vista
I passed, and coming to a dead pause at
the one where I had turned back the
evening before, I looked down the
natural alle t' trees, their branches
meeting at the top like the arches of a
cathedral, and the dim light fading




OUR

slowly away in the gloom beyond. I
felt awed, and yet firm; and when a
figure emerged from the farther dark-
ness like a spirit, and glided slowly u
that solemn aisle, I stood still and self-
possessed, as if I had come by appoint-
ment to hear its errand.

As it approached, I wondered how it
was that my eyes had notrecognised at
a glance the truth which my heart felt
by instinct ; how the ﬂFure should have
lmqressed itself slightly and dimly, like
an indifferent thing, upon my memory
and have there burned, and’ deepened
and blackened, like hot iron! here
was no mistaking that noiseless foottall
that gentle carriage, that gracetui
form! and long before her slow step
brought her to me, I was prepared to
see, to hear, to confront Inez Danton.
She was shrouded in a long black cloak,
the hood of which concealed her face;
and so silently and shadow-like did she
glide along the path, that I might have
supposed her to be a messenger from
the dead.

She threw back her hood, and I was
startled by the alteration in her ap-
pearance. Her eyes were hollow and
sunken, her cheeks emaciated and
sallow ; excessive mental suffering, and
thestruggles of passion, wereimpressed
indelibly on every lineament of her face.
Perhaps it was ‘weakness on my part,
but I had loved her once, and 1 was
touched by these traces of sorrow and
misery.

h“ Youpity me, Lady Marjory?” said

e

?

‘I do, from my heart.”

‘*“ You find me changed ?

‘“Oh yes.”

‘‘And you? —are you happy?” I
recoiled from the hissing tone with
which she spoke these words.

‘“You know,’” she continued, ‘ you
are about to be married to Basil Ed-
mundstone. Is not that hai) iness ? Is
there anything in this world for which

ou would exchange such a fate?
5ome, bethink yourself, for impossi-
bility is a fable. Is there anything in
existence—any boon so vast,sounheard
of—as 1o buy back your plighted
hand ?”

‘“This is futile, Mrs. Danton !’ I cried
in some alarm, my trepidation increas-
ing each moment asI beheld her excite-
ment. ‘Let me warn you that in case
you are discovered, your person will be
secured. Pass on your way, and suffer
meto pass on mine—our paths are dif-
ferent for the future, believe me.

‘“Not so far apart as you may ima-

ine, Listen, Lady Marjory St. Just|—
cil, Earl of Mertoun, lives|?”
“You are mockingme, Mrs, Danton] !’

) vaou have enough to do. The
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I cried in extreme terror.
Was on my arm,

Her hand
and her dark eyes

flashed fire.
“ Nay, I am not jesting or mocking,
Lady Marjory,” she said in a rave,

low voice; ‘‘ that child lives in Eealt.h
an(’l’safety,and I have come to tell you
80,

‘‘Then you willrestore him—then you
will hear my blessings heaped on your
head ’—I had thrown myself on my
knees before her, for I doubted not the
truthof her asseveration : her tones and
gestures bore the stamp of veracity.
**Oh, wherefore have you layed this
cruei part, Mrs, Danton? hy did you
affirm his death, and hasten my poor
father’send?” 1 scarcely knew what I
said or did, the rush of mingled feelings
was 80 tumultuous banishing reason
momentarily; but Mrs, Danton quickly
recalled my scattered intellects by

sternly rejoining--*‘ Heed not the past,
Lady Marjory St. Just—with the realentrf
arl o

ertoun lives 1tell you. I transferred
him to my brother’s vessel, which hov-
ered a tew miles from the coast. Safein
the mountains of the Ronda the boy is
concealed; but he shall be restored
uninjured within a month from this da
if you are willing to abide by the oondly-
tion I propose. If not ’--her counten-
ance grew, oh, so dark and dreadful—
** his fate rest on your head--you will
never see or hear of him more."

‘* Name the condition : it mustbe hard
indeed if I refuse compliance,”Iuttered
steadily, meeting her gaze as she slowly
and deliberate f' said, “You must
swear, as I shall dictate, never to be-
come the wife of Basil E‘]dmondstone-
and, moreover, not to reveal to mortni
au;'z!:t of what has now passed between
us!”

(To be continued.)
L
A HEALTHY OLD WOMAN

A New Hampshire woman, aged
eighty years, when asked recently how
she had kept herself so rigorous and
healthy, replied: “By never allowing
myself to fret over things [ cannot help ;
by taking a nap, and sometimes two,
every day of my life; bg never taklnﬁ
my washing, ironing and baking to be
wﬂ,h me, and by oiling all the various
wheels of a busy life with an_implicit
faith that there is a brain and a heart
to this great universe, and that I could
trust them both.

~a

~Windsor Salt, purest and best,
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THE MONTH OF APRIL.

If we represent the winter of our
northern climate by a rugged snow-clad
mountain, and summer by a broad fer-
tile plain, then the intermediate belt,
the hilly and breezy uplands, will stand
for spring, with March reaching well
up into the region of the snows, and
April lapping well down upon the
greening fields and unloosened currents,
not beyond the limits of winter’s sally-
ing storms, but well within the vernal
zone—within the reach of the warm
breath and subtle,quickening influences
of the plain below. At its best, April is
the tenderest of tender salads made
crisp by ice or snow water. Its type is
the first spear of grass. The senses—
sight, hearing,smell—are as hungry for
its delicate and almost spiritual tokens,
as the cattle are for the first bite of its
fields. How it touches one and makes
him both glad and sad! The voices of
the arriving birds, the migrating fowls,
the clouds of pigeons sweeping across
the sky or filling the woods, the elfin
horn of the first huney-bee venturing
abroad in the middle of the day, the
clear piping of the little frogs in the
marshes at sundown, the camp-fire in
the sugar-bush, the smoke seen afar
rising over the trees, the tinge of green
that comes so suddenly on the sunny
knolls and slopes, the full translucent
streams, the waxing and warming sun—
how these things and others like them
are noted by the eager eye and ear!
April is my natal month, and I am born
again into new delight and new sur-

rises at each return of it. Its name

as an indescribable charm to me. Its
two syllables are like the calls of the
first birds—like that of the phebe-bird,

Snows
are fertilizing, and are called the poor
man’s manure.

Then its odors! Iam thrilled by its

or of the meadow-lark. Its ver

fresh and indescribable odors—the per-
fume of the bursting sod, of the quick-
ened roots and rootlets, of the mould
under the leaves, of the fresh furrows.
No other month has odors like it. The
west wind the other day came fraught
with a perfume that was to the sense of
smell what a wild and delicate strain of
music is to the ear. It was almost
transcendental. I walked across the
hill with my nose in the air, taking it in.
It lasted for two days. I imagined it
came from the willows of a distant
swamp, whose catkins were affording
the bees their first pollen—or did it
come from much further—from beyond
the horizon, the accumulated breath of
innumerable farms and budding forests ?
The main characteristic of these April
odors is their uncloying freshness.
They are not sweet, they are often
bitter, they are penetrating and Ayrical.
Iknow well the odors of May and June,
of the world of meadows and orchards
bursting into bloom, but they are not
so ineffable and immaterial and so
stimulating to the sense as the incense
of April.

The season of which I speak does not
correspond with the April of the almanac
in all sections of our vast geography.
It answers to March in Virginia and
Maryland, while in parts of New York
and New bng]and it laps well over into
May. It begins when the part,ridge
drums, when the hyla pipes, when the
shad start up the rivers, when the grass
greens in the spring runs, and it ends
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when the leaves are unfolding and the
last snowflake dissolves in mid-air. It
is the first of May when the first swallow
appears, when the whip-poor-will is
heard, when the wood-thrush sings,
but it is April as long as there is snow
upon the mountains, no matter what
the almanac may say. Our April is, in
fact, a kind of Alpine summer, full of
such contrasts and touches of wild,
delicate beauty as no other season
affords. The deluded citizen fancies
there is nothing enjoyable in the coun-
try till June, and so misses the freshest
tenderest Eart. It is as if one should
miss strawberries and begin his fruit-
eating with melons and peaches. These
last are good—supremely so, they are
melting and luscious, but nothing so
thrills and penetrates the tastes and
wakes up and teases the papill® of the
tongue as the uncloying strawberry.
What midsummer sweetness half so
distracting as its brisk sub-acid flavor,
and what splendor of full-leaved June
can stir the blood like the best of leaf-
less April ?

One characteristic April feature, and
one that delights me very much, is the
perfect emerald of the spring runs while
the flelds are yet brown and sere—strips
and patches of the most vivid velvet
f{reen on the slopes and in the valleys.

ow the eye grazes there and is filled
and refreshed! I had forgotten what a
marked feature this wasuntil I recently
rode in an open waggon for three days
through a mountainous, pastoral coun-
try, remarkable for its fine springs.
Those delicious green patches are yet
in my eye. The fountains flowed with
May. Where no springs occurred,
there were hints and suggestions of
springs about the fields and by the road-
side in the freshened grass—sometimes
overflowing a space in the form of an
actual fountain. The water did not
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quite get to the surface in such places,
but sent its influence.

The fields of wheat and rye, too, how
they stand out of the April landscape—
great green squares on a fleld of brown
or grey !

Among April sounds there is none
more welcome or suggestive to me than
the voice of the little frogs piping in
the marshes. No bird-note can surpass
it as a spring token; and as it is not
mentioned, to my knowledge, by the
poets and writers of other lands, I am
ready to believe it is characteristic of
our season alone. You may be sure
April has really come when this little
amphibian creeps out of the mud and
inflates its throat. We talk of the bird
inflating its throat, but you should see
this tiny minstrel inflate its throat
which becomes like a large bubble and
suggests a drummer boy with his drum
slung very high. In this drum, or b
the aid of it, the sound is produced.
Generally the note is very feeble at
first, as if the frost was not yet all
out of the creature’s throat, and only
one voice will be heard, some prophet
bolder than all the rest, or upon whom
the quickening ray of spring has first
fallen, And it often happens that he is
stoned for his pains by the yet unpaci-
fied element, and is compelled literally
to ‘““‘shut up’’ beneath a fall of snow or
a heavy frost. Soon, however, he lifts
up his voice ags.in withmore confidence,
and is joined by others, and still others,
till in due time, say towards the last of
the month, there is a shrill musical
uproar, as the sun is setting, in every
marsh and bog in the land. It is a
plaintive sound, and I have heard

eople from the city speak of it as

onesome and depressing, but to the
lover of the country it is a pure spring
melody. The little piper wiﬁ sometimes
climb a bulrush, to which he clings like
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a sailor to a mast, and sends forth his
shrill call. There is a southern species
heard when you have reached the
Potomac whose note is far more harsh
and crackling. Tostand on the verge
of a swamp vocal with these, pains and
stuns the ear. The call of the northern
species is far more tender and musical.

here is yet in my mind some uncer-
tainty about the truth of the opinion
held by naturalists, that these little
frogs presently take to the trees and
become the well-known * tree-toads
whose call so frequently announces
rain,

Is there anything like a perfect April
morning? One hardly knows what the
sentiment of it is, but it is something
very delicious. It is youth and hope.
It is a new earth and a new sky. How
the air transmits sound, and ‘what an
awakening, prephetic character all
sounds have! The distant barking of
a dog, or the lowing of a cow, or the
crowing of a cock seems from out the
heart of Nature, and to be a call to
come forth. The great sun appears to
have been reburnished, and there is
something in his first glance above the
eastern hills, and the way his eye-beams
dart right and left and smite the rugged
mountains into gold, that quickens the
pulse andinspires the heart.

Across the fields in the earl{ morning
I hear some of the rare April birds—the
cheewink and the brownthrasher. The
robin, bluebird, song-sparrow, pheebe-
bird, etc., come in March; but these two
ground birds are seldom heard till
toward the last of April. The ground
birds are all tree-singersor air-s ngers;
they must have an elevated stage to
speak from. Our long-tailed thrush, or
thrasher, like its conézeners the cat-bird
and mocking-bird, delights in a high
branch of some solitar
will pour out its ric

tree whence it
and intricate
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warble for an hour together. This bird
is the great American chipper. There
is no other bird that I know of that can
chip with such emphasis and military
decision as this yellow-eyed songster.
It is like the click of a giant gunlock.
Why is the thrasher so stealthy ? It
always seems to be going about on
tip-toe. I never knew it to steal any-
thing, and yet it skulks and hides like a
fugitive from justice. One never sees
it flying aloft in the air, and
traversing the world o enly, like most
birds, but it darts along” fences and
through bushes as if ﬁursued by aguilty
conscience. Only when the musical fit
is upon it does it come up into full
view, and invite the world to hear and
behold.

The cheewink is a shy bird also, but
not stealthy. It is very inquisitive,
and sets up a great scratching among
the leaves, agparently to attract your
attention, he male is perhaps the
most conspicuously marked of all the
ground birds except the bobolink, being

lack above, bay on thesides, and white
beneath. Thebay isin compliment tothe
leaves he is forever scratchin among
—they have rustled against his breast
and sides so long that these parts have
taken their color ; but whence come the
white and black? The bird seems to
be aware that his color betrays him,
for there are few birds in the woods
8o careful about keeping themselves
screened from view, hen in song,
its favorite perch is the top of some
high bush near to cover. On being
disturbed at such times it pitches down
into the brush, and is instantly lost to
view,

This is the bird that Thomas Jefferson
wrote to Wilson about, greatly exciting
the latter’s curiositvly. Wilson was just
then upon the threshold of his career as
an ornithologist, and had made a draw-
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ing of the Canada jay, which he sent to
the President. It was a new bird, and,
in rePly, Jefferson called his attention
to a ‘curious bird ’’ which was every-
where to be heard, but scarcely ever to
be seen. He had for twenty years
interested the young sportsmen of his
neighborhood to shoot one for him, but
without success. ‘1t is in all the forests,
from spring to fall;’’ he says in his
lettc., *and never but on the tops of
the tallest trees, from which it per-
petually serenades us with some of the
sweetest notes, and as clear as those of
the nightingale. I have followed it for
miles, without ever but once getting a
good view of it. It is of the size and
make of the mocking-bird, slightly
thrush-colored on the back, anda gr;fv-
ish white on the breast and belly. Mr.
Randolph, my son-in-law, was in
ossession of one which had been shot
Ey a neighbor,” etc. Randolph pro-
nounced 1t a fly-catcher, which was a
good-way wide of the mark. Jefferson
must have seen only the female, after
all his tramp, from his description of
the color ; but he was doubtless follow-
ing his own great thoughts more than
the bird, else he would have had an
earlier view. The bird was not a new
one, but was well known then as the
round-robin. The President put
ilson on the wrong scent by his
erroneous description, and it was a
long time before the latter got at the
truthof the case. But Jefferson’s letter
is a good sample of those which special-
ists often receive from intelligent
ersons who have seen or heard some-
hing in their line, very curious or
entirely new, and who set the man of
science agog by a description of the
supposed novelty—a description that
generally fits the facts of the case about
as well as your coat fits the chair-back.
Strange and curious things in the air,
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and in the water, and in the earth
beneath, are seen every day except by
those who are looking for them, namely,
the naturalists. @~ When Wilson or
Audubon gets his eye on the unknown
bird, the illusion vanishes, and your
phenomenon turns out to be one of the
commonplaces of the fields or woods.

A prominent April bird that one does
not have to go to the woods or away
from his own door to ses and hear is the
hardy and ever-welcome meadow-lark.
What a twang there is about this bird,
and what vigor! It smacks of the soil.
It is the winged embodiment of the
spirit of our spring meadows. What
emphasis in its 2-d-t, z-d-t,”” and what
character in its long, piercing note. Its
straight, tapering. sharp beak is typical
of its voice. Its note goes like a shaft
from a cross-bow; it is a little too
sharp and piercing wlhen near at hand,
but heard in the proper perspective, it
is eminently melodious and pleasing,
Itis one of the major notes of the fields
at this season. In fact, it easily domin-
ates all others. ‘Spring o’ the year!
spring o’ the year!” it says, with a
long-drawn breath, a little plaintive,
but not complaining, or melancholy.
At times it indulges in something much
more intricate and lark-like while
hovering on the wing in mid-air, but a
song is beyond the compass of its in-
strument, and the attempt usually ends
in a breakdown. A clear, sweet, strong,
high-keyed note, uttered from some
knoll, or rock, or staks in the fence, is
its proper vocal performance. It has
the build, and walk, and flight of the
quail and the grouse. It gets up before
you in much the same manner, and falls
an easy prey to the crack shot. Its
yellow breast, surmounted by a black
crescent, it need not be ashamed to turn
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to the morning sun, while its coat of
mottled grey is in gerfect keeping with
the stubble amid which it walks.

The two lateral white quills in its tail
seem strictly in character. These quills
spring from a dash of scorn and defiance
in the bird’s make-up. By the aid of
these it can almost emit a flash as it
struts about the fields and jerks out its
sharp notes. They give a rayed, a defin-
ite and piquant expression to its move-
ments. This bird is not properly a lark,
but a starling, sn.{ the ornithologists,
though it is lark-like in its habits, bein
a walker and entirely a ground bird,
Its color also allies it to the true lark.
I believe that there is no bird in the
English or European fieldsthat answers
to this hardy pedestrian of our
meadows, He is a true American, an«
his note one of our characteristic April
sounds.

Another marked April note, proceed-
ing sometimes from the meadows, but
morefrequently from the rough pastures
and borders of the woods, is the call of
the high-hole, or golden-shafted wood-
pecker. Itis quite as strong as that of
the meadow-lark, but notso long-drawn
and piercing. It is a succession of short
notes rapidly uttered, as if the bird
said, “if-if-if-if-if-if-if.” The note of
the ordinary downy, or hairy wood-
pecker, suggests, in some way, the
sound of a steel punch; but that of the
high-hole is mucg softer, and strikes on
the ear with real spring-time melody.
The high-hole is not so much a wood-
pecker as he is a ground pecker. He
subsists largely on ants and crickets,
and does not appear till they are to be
found.

In Solomon’s description of spring the
voice of the turtle is prominent, but our
turtle, or mourning dove, though it
arrives in April, can hardly be said to
contribute noticeably to the open-air
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sounds. Its call is so vague, and soft,
and mournful—in fact, so remote and
diﬂ'l}sed, that few persons ever hear it
at all.

Such songsters as the cow blackbird
are noticeable at this season thouglh
they take a back seat a little Iater t
utters a peculiarly liquid April sound.
Indeed, one would think its crop was
full of water, its notes so bubble up and
regurgitate, and are delivered with
such an apparent stomachic contrac-
tion. The females are greatly in ex-
cess of the males, and the latter are
usually attended by three or four of
the former. As s on as the other
birds begin to build, they are on
the qui vive, prowling about like
Eypsies, nottosteal the young of others,

ut to steal their eggs into other birds’
nests, and so shirk the labor and
responsibility of hatching and rearing
theirown young. As these birds do not
mate, and as, therefore there can be
little or no rivalry or competition he-
tween the males, one wonders—in view
of Darwin’s teaching—why one sex
should have brighter and richer plum-
age than the other, which is the fact.
The males are easily distinguished from
the dull and faded females by their
deep, glossy, black coats.

The April of English literature corre-
sponds nearly to our May. In Great
Britain the swallow and the cuckoo
arrive in April ; with us, their appear-
ance is several weeks lacer. Our April,
at its best, is a bright laughing face
under a hood of snow like the English
March, but presenting sharper con-
trasts, a greater mixture of smiles and
and tears and icy looks than are known
to our ancestral climate. Indeed, win-
tersometimes retraces his steps in this
month, and unburdens himself of the
snows that the previous cold has kept
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back ; but we are always sure of a num-
ber of radiant, equable days—days that

0 before the bud when the sun em-

races the earth with fervor and deter-
mination. How his beams pour into
the woods till the mould under the
leaves is warm and emits an odor! The
waters glint and sparkle, the birds
gather in groups, and even those un-
wont to sing find a voice. On the
streets of the cities, what a flutter,
what bright looks and gay colors! I
recall one pre-eminent day of this kind
last April. I made a note of it in my
notebook. The earth seemed suddenly
to emerge from a wilderness of clouds
and chilliness into one of those blue
sunlit spaces. How the voyagers
rejoiced! Invalids came forth,oid men
sauntered down the street, stocks went
up,and the political outlook brightened.

Such days bring out the last of the
hibernating animals. The woodchuck
unrolls and creeps out of his den to see
if his clover has started yet. The
torpidity leaves the snakes and the
turtles, and they come forth and bask
in the sun. There is nothing so small,
nothing so great, that it does not re-
spond to these celestial spring days,
and give the pendulum of life a fresh
start.

April is also the month of the new
furrow. As soon as the frost is gone
and the ground settled, the plough is
started upon the hill, and ateach bout I
see its bri%lc’tened mould-board flash in
the sun. here the last remnants of
the snow-drift lingered jesterday the
plough breaks the sod to-day. Where
the drift was deepest the grass is
pressed flat, and there is a deposit of
sand and earth blown from the fields to
windward. Line upon line the turf is
reversed, until there stands out of the
neutral landscape a ruddy square visible
for miles, or until the breasts of the

OUR HOME,

41

broad hills glow like the breasts of the
robins.

Then who would not have a garden in
April? to raketogether the rubbish and
burn it up, to turn over the renewed
soil, to scatter the rich compost, to
plant the first seed, or bury the ﬁrlt
tuber! Itisnotthe seed that is planted,
any more than it is I that is glanted; is
is not the dry stalks and weeds that are
burned up, any more than itis my gloom
and regrets that are consumed. An
April smoke makes a clean harvest.

II’think April is the best month to be
born in. Oneisjust in time, so to speak,
to catch the first train which is made up
in this month. My April chickens
always turn out best. They get an
early start ; they have rugged constitu-
tions. Late chickens cannot stand the
heavy dews, or withstand the preda-
ceous hawks. In April all nature starts
with you. You have not come out your
hibernaculum too early or too late ; the
time is ripe, and if you do not keep pace
with the rest, why, the fault is not in
the season.—John Burrows, in * Birds
and Poets.”

e, —————
WILLOW BASKETS.

A general mistake is made about
baskets, most people supgosing that the
white willow basket is the best, said a
baskes maker recently. It looks best,
but is b{ no means the strongest. The
white willow slips are cut in the autumn
and kept green all winter by packin
their stubs in wet sand or water, an
when spring comes the bark eels off
with a twist of the hand. The buff bas-
kets, on the contrary, are made from
dried willow slips, which have beeu
steamed and then peeled. While not so
handsome, they are much stronger, and
will wear far longer than the white.
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THE DINNER MAKERS

Cookies.

One cupful of butter, two of sugar,
five of flour, a teaspoonful of baking
powder, four of milk, one egg, flavor to
taste. Roll thin, cut in small rounds
and bake quickly.

Gems.

One pint of flour, one of milk, an egg,
half a teaspoonful of salt. Beat the
egg until light, add the milk and salt to
it, and beat gradually into the flour.
Bake twent{ minutes in hot gem pans.
A dozen cakes can be made with the
quantities given.

Potato Soup.

One carrot, oue onion, and two large
potatoes chopped fine. Boil, and put
through colander. Then add pepper
and salt to taste; add a good-sized
})iece of butter, and one quart of milk.
«6t come to a boil and serve.

Spanish Bun.

" One cup of brown sugar, half a cup of
butter, yolks of three eggs, two tea-
spoonfuls of ground cinnamon, one tea-
spoonful ground cloves, one teaspoon-
ful of soda, half cup of hot water poured
on soda, essence of any kind ; add flour
to make a stiff batter, bake in square
pan; when done, add the whites of
three eggs, and three tablespoonfuls of
white sugar, beaten to a stiff froth,
spread over top of cake, and return to
oven to brown slightly.

Cocoanut Cookies.

One cup butter, three cups sugar, one
cup milk, two eggs,one-half cup shred-
ded cocoanut, one teaspoonful soda,
lemon. Flour enough to make them
stiff enough to roll out.

Potato Straws.

Cut raw potatoes about two inches
long and about one-eighth of an inch
thick; fry in boiling fat till a golden
brown, and crisp ; drain well on a sieve
before the fire and serve in the centre
of a dish of cutlets,

Bananas for Dessert.

Slice the bananas, but not too thin
scatter pulverized sugar over them and
before it dissolves squeeze the juice of
one or two lemons over them, or
oranges may be cut up and mixed with
them, or they may be served with
cream and sugar. 'They are very nice
with whippe cream, sweetened and
flavored with vanilla.

To Corn Beef,

For fifty pounds of beef make a pickle
with two gallons of water, four pounds
of salt, one and a half pounds of brown
sugar, one and a half ounces of salt-
petre, half an ounce of saleratus. Put
these ingredients on to boil, and when
they boil, skim, and put away to cool.
When cold, put the beef in it. Put
weights on the meat, to keep it under
the brine.
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Scalloped Salmon.

One can of salmon, drain off liquid,
mince the salmon fine, butter the dish,
then place a layer of salmon on, and a
layer of bread or biscuit crumbs alter-
nately, seasoning each layer with salt
and pepper, have the bread crumbs on
top, pour the liquid over, then fill to
top with milk, bake three-quarters of
an hour,

Welsh Rare-Bit.

Half a pound of cheese, two eggs, a
speck of cayenne, a tablespoonful of
butter, one teaspoonful of mustard,
half a teaspoonful of salt, half a cupful
of cream. Break the cheese in small
pieces and put it and the other ingredi-
ents in a bright saucepan, whic put
over boiling water. Stir until the
cheese melts ; then spread the mixture
on ?lices of crisp toast. Serve immedi-
ately.

Baked Eggs.

A great variety of flavors can be
given to baked or, as they are some-
times called, shirred eggs. Heat and
butter the dish,and drop the eggs care-
fully in, so as not to break the ¥o)ks,
sprinkle salt and pepper and small bits
of butter on each egg; place in a ver
moderate oven until the white is just
set and serve immediabe}{y. For variety
you can sprinkle chopped ham, tongue,
parsley, or grated cheese over them.
An»>ther way is to take one large table-
spoonful of butter and put it into a
saucepan, When it is melted add a
generous teaspoonful of flour, stir until
smooth, place at one side of the stove
and gradually add one cup of cold milk,
half a teaspoonful of salt, and a little
pepper. Let this boil up once and then
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pour into the egg bakers. Take six or
eight eggs, and, being careful not to
break the yolks, drop them on top of
the sauce. Sprinkle chopped parsley
over the whole and bake until the white
is just set. Serve at once.

Egg Nests.

Take as many eggs as you require
and separate, keeping the yolks whole
in one half shell; add to the whites a
saltspoonful of salt and beat to a stiff
froth. Cut out pieces of bread with a
large biscuit cutter, toast, and spread
with butter, and moisten the edges in
hot water ; place the toast on a platter
that you can put in the oven, and put
the beaten whites on the toast in high
mounds; make a hollow in the centre of
each mound, and put in a piece of but-
ter the size of a chestnut, and then the
whole yolk; sprinkle seasoning on the
yolk and place in a moderate oven. A
few minutes should set them,

Apple and Rice Pudding.

Boil one ounce of rice in milk till it
is quite soft and can be beaten to a
pulp; scald five good-sized apples
which have been peeled and cored, and
beat them into the rice with a table-
spoonful of powdered sugar, a little
grated lemon peel and a teaspoonful of
lemon juice ; beat the whites of three
eggs to a stiff froth and add them to the
mixture, and whisk them well together.
Have a hot basin veady and pour the
mixture inty it, and put the basin into a
stewpan of boiling water till the egg is
set and firm. Make a custard with the
three yolks, flavor it with cinnamon.
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THE FAMILY DOCTOR

To Relieve a Burn.

The white of an egg applied to a
burn relieves the pain.

After a Bruise.

To prevent the skin from being dis-
colored after a bruise, apply salt butter
quickly. Very hot bathing of the part
is also efficacious.

A Flannel Night-Dress.

A soft flannel night-dress is the best
for rheumatic, an®mic and feeble per-
sons, also for feeble children. Feeble
people generally ought to wear wool
next to the skin from head to foot.

A Wound From a Nail.

For a wound made by running a nail
in the foot, apply a piece of salt pork
and bind it on the foot, and keep the
foot at rest on a chair or a stool for
several days, if need be, to avoid in-
flammation and possibly lockjaw.

Rules of Health.

Those who wish to retain good health
should follow these rules, according to
the Medical News: ‘‘Eat fruit for
breakfast and for luncheon. Avoid
Eastry. Shunmuffins and crumpets and

uttered toast. Eat wholemeal bread.
Decline potatoes if they are served
more than once a day. Do notdrink tea
or coffee. Walk four miles every day.
Take abath every day. Wash the face
every night in warm water, and sleep
eight hours.

Weak Ankles.

Weakness of the ankles in children
may be cured by rubbing with salt
water. One teacupful of common salt
should be dissolved overnight in a pint
of water, and the ankles bathed and
well rubbed with this three times a day.

After Scarlet Fever.

After scarlet fever the room should be
thoroughly fumigated with sulphur,
being shut up for twenty-four hours,
with the sulphur burning in it. After
this all the paper should be stripped
from the walls, whichshould be re-
papered, and the ceiling whitewashed.

Toothache Caused by a Cold.

The toothache caused by a cold in the
facial nerves ma{ often be relieved by
wringing a soft cloth out of cold water
and sprinkling it with strong vinegar.
This should be laid on the face like a
poultice, and will often be followed by
refreshing sleep.

Towels for Babies.

Towels for babies should be of the
softest and most absorbent material.
An old diaper constitutes one of the
best of towels at this early age, and
later in life rather worn Turkish
towelling is excellent. After drying it
is well to rub the baby briskly with the
palm of the hand until the skin is
slightly reddened, in order to establish
good circulalion of the blood. Some-
times rubbing with alcohol or with a
little olive oil is of distinct value for
delicate children.

HERBAGEUM makes the food more nourishing. If one half of a litter of pigs

regularly each day receives Herbageum it will grow right away from the
other half and be much sooner ready for market, and the pork will be sweeter and
firmer. There will be a saving of time, labor and money. This also applies to
beeves, calves, colts, sheep and fowls, as well as to dairy cattle. In fact we are
credibly informed that the extra return from food when Herbageum is used issuch
a8 to make 500 lbs, of any kind of fodder or grain, or even the high-class foods
such as oil cake, cotton seed and pure flax seed, equal to 600 lbs, of the rame with-

out it.
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Beware of Impurities.

Housewives should beware of all sorts
of impurities. Dirtbreeds disease even
when concealed. Out of sight out of
mind ; but it may be fatal forgetfulness,
and the impurities you have been get-
ting out of sight may come back in the
shape of low fever or typhus, and take
you and your househoi? captive.

Oil and Gas Stoves in Sleeping
Rooms.

Oil stoves and gas stoves should never
be kept burning in a sleeping room, for
they are burnt in the open air of the
room, and having no connection with a
chimney flue, throw the poisonous
carbonide oxide of combustion into the
air of the apartment, and make it unfit
for respiration. Even an oil lamg is
injurious in a sleeping-room if left
burning all night, but an oil stove is
worse, because stoves generally feed
more flame, consume more of the
oxygen, and give off more poisonous
gas,

Sleeplessness in Children.

Sleeplessness is a trouble which should
never be felt in infancy, if a child is in
good health and brought up under sani-
tary conditions. Its chief causes are
discomfort of the clothing or bed, indi-
gestion arising from improper teeding,
cold or too much warmth, too much
light in the room, and noise.

o secure comfortable sleep for the
baby, he should, after bathing, be
quietly laid in his cot in a darkened
room, and after he has once dropped
off to sleep, no noise of talkinF or
movem:nt about the room should be
allowed if there is the least restlessness.
He should be put to bed regularly at
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the same hour every night, so that to
fall asleep becomes a custom,and how-
ever much he may struggle to get up
and go downstairs, as often happens
after the first few months of infancy,
this should not be yielded to. Some-
times the nerves have been over-
excited, and the child becomes rebel-
lious, screams, kicks, and cries. It this
should happen it is exceedingly wrong
to resort to punishment or whipping,
as is sometimes done, for the excite-
ment of the nerves may be due to some
pain or indigestion, or to over-fatigue
induced by seeing strangers, or being
kept out too long. To restore peace, the
child, when its passion is a little sub-
dued, should be gently nursed in the
lap. and quietly talked to, while its
limbs and back are rubbed. After a
little a drink of milk may be given, and
the infant will soon fall asleep, and
m;}r be laid in its cot.

uch depends on the way in which it
is laid in its cot, for if the neck be bent
in an uncomfortable way restlessness
will beinduced. Baby should lie nearly
flat with the head slightly raised on a
specially made gillow, which should
come well underthe neck and shoulders.
and the bedclothesshould not be tucked
in too tightly. A drink of cold water
will often enable a child to turn over
and ﬁo comfortably to sleep, and when
the little one wakes its poaition in the
cot should be changed, and its pillow
taken up and beaten, and replaced on
the opposite side to that on which the
chilld as been lying, so that it may be
cool.

il
APRIL’'S CHANGES.

My name is April, sir. and I
As often laugh, as often cry
And I cannot tell what makes me,
Only as the fit o’ertakes me.

SMITH & CO0.
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364 & 366 St. James St.,
MONTREAL.,

Send your name on a postal, and we will
end samples and self-measurement forms.
Agent wanted in your town.

THE
ARTIST'S
DELIGHT

Is pure color; beautiful rich per-
manent color, With such colors pic-
turesare a success ; they last forever.
Winser and Newton make only that
kind ofcolor. Colorslastalong time;
they go along way. It does not pay
to try cheapstuff. Ask your dealer.
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Montreal. for Canada.
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ITALIAN NOVELETTES.

No. III.—Federigo’s Falcon.

[By Giovanni Boceaccio. ]

Copfo di Borghese Domenichi, who
Wwas of our city (Florence), and a man
of reverence and authority in his day,
and from his virtues and manners, much
more than from the nobility of his des-
cent, worthy of everlastfn remem-
brance, being now advance(fin years,
often took pleasure in the narration of
pPast events, to which his retentive
memory and pleasing delivery lent an
Uanusual attraction. Among other inter-
esting events he narrated to us that
there once lived in Florence a youth
called Federigo, son of Messer Philippo
Alberighi, who for feats of arms and
accomplishments was held in higher
esteem than any cavalier of his age in
Tuscany. This young man became
deeply enamoured of a lady called
Monna Giovanna, reputed in her time
one of the most beautiful and agreeable
women in Florence ; and in order to win
her affections he gave a succession of
tournaments, feasts, and banquets, and
spared no expense in his entertain-
ments.

But this lady, not less discreet than
beautiful, paid no regard to all that
was done in her honour, nor condescen-
ded to notice the author of them,
Federigo thus spendingall his property,
and acquiring none in return, was soon
stripped of his wealth, and became sud-
denly impoverished, having nothing
now remaining but a small farm, on the
produce of which he found a bare sub-
sistence; yet he still retained a favour-
ite falcon, which for her rare qualities
was nowhere to be matched. Being
thus unable to live any longer in the

city in the style he was accustomed tca
and being more than ever enamoure
of the lady, he departed to his little
estate in tﬁe country, and there; with-
out inviting anyone to his house, he
amused himself with his falcon, and en-
dured his poverty with tranquil pa-
tience.

It happened that when Federigo was
reduced to this extremity, the husband
of Monna Giovanna fell slck, and feel-
ing the approach of death, made his
will, leaving his possessions, which
were very great, to an only son now
growing up, and in the event of the
son’s death, to Monna Giovanna, whom
he dearly loved ; and he had no sooner
subscribed his will than he died.

Monna Giovanna, having thus become
a widow, went according to the custom
of our ladies to pass her year of mourn-
ing in retirement, removing to one of
her estates very near to the farm of
Federigo. Hereupon it happened that
her son was accustomed to visit Feder-
igo, and takini great delight in hawks
and dogs, and having often seen Feder-
igo’s falcon, he became wonderfully
fond of it and ardently longed to pos-
sess it but did not venture to ask for it,
as he well knew how dear it was to its
owner. Within a short time after this
the voy fell sick. His mother, who had
no other child, and loved him to excess
stood over him the whole day to tend
and comfort him, often asking him and
entreating him to tell her if there were
anything in the world he desired, as, if
it were possible to procure it, he should
have it. The youth, after a repetition
of these questions, at length said :

‘“ My dear mother, if you could by an¥
means procure me l"‘ed{rlgo’s falcon,
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think 1 should recover from my sick-
nm."

The lady hearing a request so far out
of her power, began to consider what
she might do to gratify her son’s wish.
She knew that Federigo had long loved
her, but had never received from her
80 much as a single glance in return.
How then (she reflected) shall I send or
Eo to beg this falcon, which from all I

ear is the best bird that ever flew, and
moreover is now Federigo’s sole main-
tenance; and how can I be guilty of so
great a rudeness as to deprive a gentle-
man who has no other pleasure remain-
ing of this his only recreation? Thus
troubled in her thoughts, she knew not
what to reply to her son. Her maternal
love, however, at last prevailed, and
she determined to attempt to gratify
his wishes, but resolved not to send, but
to go herself to Federigo. She then
said to herson :

““ My dear son, be comforted, and get
well, for I promise you that the first
thing in the morning, I will g0 myself
for the falcon, and bring it to you.”

This promise brought a beam of joy
into the boy’s countenance, and the
same day he showed evident signs of
amendment,.

The next morning Monna Giovanna,
taking with her another lady as a com-
Klnion, proceeded to Federigo’s humble

abitation, and inquired for him. As it
happened not to be a day fit for hawk-
ing, he was in his garden, and desired
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one of his people to go to the gate. He

was beyond measure surprised when he

heard that Monna Giovanna was asking

{lor him, and ran in great joy to meet
er.

As soon as she saw him approach, she

gracefully moved to meet him, and re-
spectfully saluting him, said:
‘‘ Federigo, I am come to recompense
you in some sort for the evil you have
received at my hands, at a time when
you loved me more than was wise on
Your part, and the recompense 1 intend
8 to make myself and my companion
your guests at dinner to-day.”

To which Federigo with great humil-
ity replied, ‘“Alas! madam, I do not
recollect to have received any evil at
your hands, but 8o much good that, if it
were ever in my power, I should be
happy, for the love I have borne you,
and more 80 for the honour of this visit,
to expend my fortune a second time in
your honour;” and thus speaking, he
respectfully led her into his house, and
thence conducted her into his garden,
and there, not having any other person
to introduce her to, said:

‘* Madam, this good woman, the wife
of my husbandman, will waif on you
whilst I prepare our table.”

Livim‘;l in extreme poverty, Federigo
was seldom in a state to receive any
one in his house, and this morning being
less prepared than usual, and finding
noth&g to show respect to a lady in
whose honour he had entertained such
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numbers of people, he was grieved
beyond measure and stood in great per-
plexity, inveighfng against his evil for-
tune as a man bereft of his senses, and
running hither and thither, and finding
neither money nor é)rovimon, and the
hour being late, and his desire being
great to show the ladf some mark of
attention, and happening to cast his
eyes on his favourite falcon, which was
resting on its perch in his chamber, and
seeing no other resource, he seized the
poor bird, and finding it fat and in good
condition, thought it would be a dish
worthy of the lady,and without further
hesitation he wrung its neck,and giving
it to a girl, ordered her to pluck it and

lace it on the spit and carefully roast
t. He then spread on his table a nap-
kin of snowi whiteness, one of the few
things which yet remained to him of his
former possessions, and after some time,
with a cheerful aspect returnei into
the garden to the lady, and told her
that a dinner, the best he could pro-
vide, was prepared for her. On this
the lady with her companion went and
seated themselves at the table, where
Federigo with greatcourtesy waited on
them, whilst they unknowingly ate his
favourite bird.

When they had risen from table, after
Ssome agreeable conversation, it seemed
to the lady to be now a proper time to
make known the purpose of her visit,
and turning politely to Federigo, she
thus spoke :

‘‘ Calling to recollection gour past
life, Federigo, and remem ering my
reserve, which you gerhaps esteemed
hard-heartedness and cruelty, I doubt
not that you will wonder at my pre-
sumption when you learn the object of
my visit; but if you now had, or ever
had had children, and knew the
strength of a parent’s affection, I feel
assured that you would in some meas-
ure pardon me ; and though Jon have
none, I, who have a dear and beloved
8on, cannot yet forego the common affec-
tions of a mother. 1 am, then, by ma-
ternal love and du y, compelled to ask
of you the gift of a possession which I
know is indeed very dear to you, and
]nstly 80, since your evil fortune has

eft you no other comfort in your ad-
versity, The gift then I ask'is your
falcon, which my son is so desirous of
gouensing, that if I do not obtain it for

im, I fear it will so far aggravate the
illness under which he labours, that I
shall lose him, On this account, there-
fore, I entreat you, not by the love
which you profess for me (by which
gou ought in no degree to be governed),

ut by the magnanimity of your char-
acter, which is better manifested in a
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courtesy of this kind than in any other
way, that you would do me the favour
to bestow it on me, so that by this gift
I may be enabled to preserve the life of
mf ear and only son, and I shall my-
self be for ever indebted to you.”

Federigo thus hearing the request of

the lady, and seeing it out of his power
to grut{fy her, as he had served his
falcon for dinner,began in her presence
to weep most bitterly, and became un-
able to utter a wordin reply. Thelady
supposing that Federigo’s grief arose
from his affuction to his falcon, and his
regret to part with it, and expecting a
refusal, prepared herself for the worst.
‘8ince the hour, most honoured
lady,” began Federigo, ‘‘that I first
fixedm a%ection on you, I have always
found Fortune most perverse and cruel
to me butall herblows I consider light
in comparison with the one she has now
dealt me, seeing that you have conde-
scended to visit mY house, which when I
was rich you would not deign to enter,
and entreat me for so small a gift, for
she has so contrived that it is not in my
power to grant it you, and why it is not
ou shall briefly hear. When you in-
ormed me that you meant to honour
me with your comg{any to dinner, con-
sidering your rank, and that it was
only proper that I should paay You due
honour by procuring every delicacy in
my power, as is becoming on such occa-
sions, and recollecting the falcon which
you now request of me, and its many
excellent qualities, I considered it a
dish not unworthy to be placed before
You, and Itherefore this morningserved
t up to you roasted at dinner, a thing
which at the time I considered most
opportune, but finding now that you
wished to possess the falcon alive for
your sick son, my inability to gratify
you grieves me so far that I think I
shall never know happiness more.

In confirmation of his words he then
roduced the feathers and beak and
alons of the poor bird. Monna Giovan-

na at this recital reprehended him for
killing so fine a falcon for a lady’s din-
ner, at the same time, however, highly
commending in her own mind his mag-
nanimity, which it had not been in the
gower of Fortune to abase. The lady
aving thus lost all chance of possess-
ing the falcon, and despairing of the
recovery of her son, thanked Federigo
for the honour done ixer. and for his in-
tended good-will, and departed ver
much dejected. Her son, eit erthrougi

pining for the falcon, or from his com-

laint being aggravated by disappoint-
Pment, died a few daysafter,to the great
grief of his mother.

After having for some time indulged
her sorrow and tears, her brothers see-
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ing that she was left extremely rich,
and was still young, entreated her to
marry again. This she was not desir-
ous of doing, but finding horself con-
stantly assailed by their request, and
recollecting the noble conduct of Fed-
erigo, and this last instance of his mag-
nanimity, in having sacrificed the finest
falcon inthe world out of respect to her,
she said to her brothers:

‘‘ Ishould willingly, if it were agree-
able to you, remainin my present state,
but if you insist that I marry, [ will as-
ruredly take no one for my husband but
Federigo de gli Alberighi.”

On which her brothers, smiling, re-
plied, “ What folly is this? Would you
marry a man who is a beggar 9

To this she answered, ‘¢ Brothers, 1
well know that the matter is as you
state it, but I choose rather a man that
hath need of wealth, than wealth that
hath need of a man.”

The brothers seeing her fixed deter-
mination, and knowing the genuine
worth of Federigo, notwithstanding his
povertY, bestowed their sister on him
with all her fortune. Federigo thus un-
expectedly found himself united to a
beautiful lady whom he had long dearly
loved, and passed the remainder of his
days in peace and happiness.

————
GIN AND WATER.

It is not always necessary to attack a
man with the sledge-hammer of argu-
ment to prevent him from taking a
wrong path. A cleverly turned joke,
administered with tact, often serves a
distinctly philanthropic purpose.

An English manufacturer who was
noted for hisnatural shrewdness, as well
as for the good-will hebore hismen. one
day wanted some work done which
could only be managed by a certain
skilled workman.

Unfortunately, the man was given to
drink, and a bargain was struck that,
besides his wages, he should have un.
limited gin and water.

‘“ Now, mind,” said the master, ¢ you
promise to drink up what I first yrive
You, before you touch a drop more.”

As the work went on, the man asked
for his gin,

““ How much will you start with?”

“Sixpen’orth,”

“Now gin and water, mind you; and
you must drink it all before you drink
again.ld Igot or cold? ”

‘‘ All right. Here goes! Bring me a
pail of water.”

It was brought, and into it the gin was

oured, The man was taken aback, but

he was held*o hi
the work, He
his wages in hi
not to be de
illuminatedb
tion of the jo

Ottawa, Ont,

—————
DANDELIONS’ TIME.

Mid the velvet grasses growing,
Where the early south winds play,

Shine, like sun-laced dials glowing,
Dandelions. glad and gay : :

Gay and glad, to bluebirds showing
—Mounting upward as they sing—
That their gold hearts, set to blowing,

Tell the time is Spring,
Dandelions’ time is true:
All the earth is new.

Wild flowers into bloom are stirring,
Lilies open, silver white ; L

Insects wakened, murmur whirring
Rlow erescendos of delight :

Mists in radiant surrender,
Shimmer by, divine with dew ;

Skies are fathomless with eplendor,
Fathomless with blue.

Dandelions’ time is true ;
All the heavens are new.

Bluebird, stay not in yourlflying,
Sing the joy it is to be!
Reach the far heavens overlying,
Touch the sunniest height'! For me,
Tides of life divine inflowing )
Through v heart, these wonders bring;
Ana a sad wild rapture growing
Tells the time is Spring.
Dandelions’ time is true;
Earth’and heavens are new.

————————
APRIL ON THE HILLS.

To-day the world is wide and fair

With sunny fields of Jucid air ;

And waters dancing everywhere;
The enow ig almost gone ;

The noon is builded high with light,

And over heaven’s liquid height,

In steady fleets serene and white
The happy clouds go on.

The channels run ;'the bare earth’steams H
And every hollow rin and gleams
With jetting falls and dashing streams ;
he rivers burst and fill ;
The fields are full of little ln\(e-:
And when the romping wind awakes
The water ruffles blue and shakes.
And the pines roar on the hill.

The erows go by. a noisy throng;

About the meadows all day long

The ghore-lark drops his brittle song ;
And up the leafless tree

The nut-hateh runs, and nods. and clings :

The bluebird dips with flashing wings;

he robin flute : the sparrow sings;

And the shadows dusk and flee,

I'break the spirit’s bitter bands,
A dreamer in enchanted lands;
Ifeel the heat upon my hands ;
With neither grief nor care,
ar from men and far from books,
All life ir full of sunny looks ;
My heart is leaping like the brooks,
And the wind blows through my hair,

~ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN,
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THE GREAT MEDICINE HAS NO EQUAL.

Medical men of the highest standing,
and a host of others comgetent to judge.
declare that Paine’s Ce ery Compound
is the only effective medicine for the
banishment of all the troubles that lead
to sleeplessness or insomnia.

In the spring season thousands are
restless, fretful, nervous, despondent
and gloomy. They find it {mpoulbleto
obtain restful and sweet slee , and soon
become physically exhaus ed; some
already are mere wrecks of humanity.

Such sufterers cannot with safety trifle
with sleeplessness and continued un-
rest. All in such a condition demand
immediate succor and aid before nature
becomes too overtaxed. The weakened,
exhausted and irritated system must be
strengthened.

For every form of sleeplessness or
insomnia there is but one remedy, one
healer; it is Paine’s Celery Compound,

the only medicine that actsin a truly
natural way to produce sleep and per-
fect reat.

This wondrous remedy of nature
should be used at once if satisfactory
and immediate results are desired. o
not allow your rundown, nervous 8ys-
tem to lead you to the very brink of
the grave in spring time.

Putting off will only complicate your
troubles, and deeper misery will be
yours. Use Paine’s Celery Compound
and you are assured of perfect action
of the heart, stomach, kidneys and
liver, and sweet sleep will be your life
bleaaing.

Get “ Paine’s,” the kind that cures.
Remember that there are miserable
imitations — celery dpreparations that
are worthless and angerous as well.
Ask your dealer for ‘* Paine’s” and take
no other, if you seek for life and health.
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TERMS.

Oux Hour is issued every month from the office of
anbliution 16 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal,

anada, by "lu?n Griffin, editor and publisher.

Our Hoxk ordinarily contains only forty-eight pages,
including cover. Sixty-four or more pages may often
be given, but additional pages over forty-eight are
a gift to the subscriber from the publisher.

Its subscription price is fifty cents per annum in
advanoe for any part of Canada, Newfoundland or
the United States.

Ns::uhsorlptlonl can commence at any time duripg
the year.

Romibt.tlnou may be made by money or postage

8

stamps.

Money for renewals should be sent by each subscriber
directly to this office. We do not authorize agents to
collect money for renewals of subscriptions.

In changing your post office address, always send your
old address as well as the new.

If you do not receive Ovr Howg regularly, write to
this office and the matter will be looked into at once.

Write addresses #0 plainly that no mistake can possi-
bly be made.

If subscribers do not wish to lose any number of Our
Hour they shouid send in their renewal subserip-
tions before they receive the last number of the
term already subscribed for.

Advertising rates will be furnished on application.
Advertisements at all times to be subject to editor-
ial approval,

All new advertisements and changes must be sent in
by the 15th of each month, in order to insure inser-
tion in the succeeding number of Our Howmk.

Address all communications to

‘‘OUR HOME,"”
16 st. Sacrament Street,
MONTREAL, Canada.
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TRIAL SUBSCRIPTIONS.

Our HoME will be sent on trial for
three months to any address in Canada
or the United States outside of the city

of Montreal for ter cents,and to \any
address in the city of Montreal for
thirteen cents. To the subscriber who
sends in the largest number of trial
subscriptions before the 10th of May a
beautiful gold watch will be awarded.
To the one who sends the next largest
number .of trial subscriptions a fine
silver watch will be given. For the
third largest list of names of trial sub-
scribers the prize will be a costly,
gentleman’s silk umbrella with hand-
some handle, while an equally fine,
lady’s silk umbrella will be the fourth
prize. In addition to these prizes a
pretty penknife will be sent to everyone
who sends in ten trial subscriptions
during the month of April.

EVERYONE MAY HAVE A PEN-
KNIFE.

Every subscriber of OUR HOME cannot
win the prize of the gold watch. That
will only be given to the one securing
the largest number of trial subscriptions
before the 10th of May. Only one silver
watck wiil be awarded and only one
gentleman and one lady, or ome boy
and one girl will receive a handsome
umbrella, but every one of the sub-
scribers of OUR HOME may secure a
pretty pearl handled penknife by in-
ducing ten friends to subscribe for OUrR
HoME for three months at the price of
ten cents each. Pretty penknives are
being sent out every day to all who
send in ten trial subscriptions. Those
who win the prize penknives by getting
ten trial subscriptions may alsocompete
for the other prizes.

e ———
AFTER YOU GET YOUR KNIFE.

After you have won a pretty pearl
handled pocket knife by getting ten
trial subscribers for OUR HOME, get as
many more as you can and try hard to
win the gold wetch, thesilver watch, or
a handsome umbrella. While many
are winning penknives by sending in
ten trial subscriptions not many are
sending more than ten. The largest list
of trial subscriptions is not likely to ba
a very big one, 8o it will not be such a
very difficult thing to win one of the
prizes offered.

e il o
THEY SEND ONE OR TWO.

While many peopleall over the coun-
try are winning pretty penknives by get-
ting ten trial subscribers for OUR HoME
there are some friends of the magazine
who, not caring to compete for prizes,
show theirappreciation by sending one
or two trial subscriptions. They donot
get any reward, but the publisher wishes
to thank them for their kindness in
helrning to extend the circulation.
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“Men of the Movement.”
@ ®

Temperance workers and prohibitionists who want to know some-
thing of men who are recognized leaders of the work in Canada
should havc a copy of “ MEN or THE MovEMENT,” a G4 page octavo
book in handsome lithographed covers, containing first-class photo-
gravure portraits of thirty leading Canadian prohibitionists and

biographical sketches. This book

WILL BE GIVEN AWAY

to all who respond to this advertisement, and the advertisement
will not appear again. This announcement is made to test the

value of advertising temperance literature in Our Hox.

THESE ARE THE TERMS :—If you will send twenty-five
cents to pay for a three months’ trial trip to “THE TEMPLAR,”
Canada’s only Prohibition weekly, and state that you saw the
advertisement in Our HowE, "a copy of “ MEx or tiE MoVEMENT”
will be sent you free by mail,

Address your order to

The Templar Publishing House,
HAMILTON, Ontario.




Bottied at the spfing In the Canadian Laurentides.
N o R "I consider Radnor a most excellent and delicious Table Water."”

—8iz Hewry Inving
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Gavt, ONT., DEc. 5TH, 1896.

TrE PUBLISHER,
“Our HomME,” MONTREAL.

Dear Sir :

Enclosed you will find copy for change in our advertise-
ment, and we are pleased to inform you that evidently your
columns are widely read. For several years we have been
advertising in different publications, and .in some of them
with marked success.

Five months ago, we began to use the columns of
“ Our Hoxe,” and we assure you that since then we have had
more enquiries, directly traceable to your publication, than
from any other in which we advertise. Enquiries directly
traceable to it have reached us, not only from the central por-
tions of Canada, but also from outlying provinces, a number
having been received from British Columbia to the West and
Nova Scotia to the East, while it has brought requests for
information regarding our line from as far South as Virginia
and South Carolina.

Trusting that this information, though unasked for,
may be of value to you,

We remain,

Sincerely yours,

THE BEAVER MFG. CO.




