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ST. PATRICK'S HALL.

HE rapidity with which the aspect of Mon-
treal is changing is really marvellous.

ole streets are being widened at great cost,
and hundreds of stores demolished, whilst in
their places are springing up magnificent blocks
of buildings, which would challenge admiration
in any city upon this contineut. Everywhere
the marks of increasing wealth and solid pros-
perity are visible, and especially is this true with
regard to the public buildings that have been
erected in Montreal during the past year or two.
These facts are sufficiently evident to every one
acquainted with our good city ; and.we propose,
from time to time, to afford our friends at a dis-
tance the opportunity of becoming familiar with
the more important of those recent structures,
‘which are the pride and ornament of the com-

mercial metropolis of Canada. Our plan will
also include buildings in the course of erection,
and we commence the series with the fine en-
graving below.

St. Patrick’s Hall will be, when completed, a
fitting monument of the taste, energy, and
patriotism of our Irish fellow-citizens. The
building will extend 140 feet on Victoria square,
and 100 on Craig street and Fortification lane.
Tt will be 71 feet high to the top of the cornice,
and 90 feet to the apex of the roof. Inthe base-
ment, besides the keeper's department, and the
fuel and boiler room for heating the hall by
steam, there will be eight cellars that can be
rented separately from the shops above, if found
advantageous to do so. A convenient entrance
will lead to the whole from the rear.

On the ground floor, as may be seen from
the engraving, there will be eight first-class
shops, varying from 40 to 94 feet in depth—

ST. PATRICK'S HALL.

six shops on Victoria square, and two on Craig
gtreet; the whole of which will be furnished
with show windows, and every modern con-
venience.

On the second flat there will be four spacious
ghow rooms, and a large billiard room, all of
which will front on the square. To their rear
will be a large reading room, and a library, as
also a hall 56 by 40 feet for the uge of the various
Irish societies. Two committee rooms will con-
nect with this hall, and closets for the banners
and regalia of the societies renting the hall.

The finest room in the building—probably the .
finest and most commodious in the Province—
will, however, be in the third flat—namely, the
GraNp HaLL of St. PaTrick, which will be 134
feet long by 94 feet wide, within the walls, and
46 feet high. Its stage, or platform, will be 52
feet wide, and 25 feet deep, and on either side,
and at the ends, will be placed cloak, dressing
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10ms, &e, Sotne wdei of tns maguheent rouis
may be tormed from the fact, that st will cun-
tan ubout SUuY syaare feet mute than the City
Concert Hall, and that 3t well accommodete,
culuforlubly siung, twu thousamd prersuns, o,
wihien used tor public mectings, &, 0w tv
UV prersons.

The grand or punuipal entrance to the hall
will be on Victorm syutte,  Theee will alsv be
cutraees on Crayg streetamd Fotbbication lane,

The hatl 18 1 be buddt i thie most solid and
substanual manuer, of Muntreal bineatone, aficr
the pluns aud desigos of J. W, Hophaus, Esy.,
archtect, by Messes, Howley & Shicindan, who
have taken the contract fut the whols wurk,

Ground was bivhen un the 2ith September,
and the contracturs are pushing forward the
work with energy, and will sy e the foundations
well in and secare this fall. The curner stone
will Le fittngly Lud, wah appropriste  cere-
mouies, on the next St. Patrich’s Day.

The style of archutecture ot the hall is purcly
Jrish, copicd frum Cornmch's Chapel on the
Rock of Cashel.  This chapel was erected vne
thouzand years agu, vic., A.D. 880, by Curmack
Mac Cuhisan, hiug ot Musnster, and Archbishop
of Cashel.

70 QUR SUBSCRIBERS.

TE ae scuoible that fur some weeks past
\\ we have, from cauges which are so geae-
rally known that we need not advert to them,
trespussed somew hint upun the furbearance of our
teaders.  The purchase of this journal from the
susolvent estate of the late publisliers is particu-
early gratifying to us, a3 it rawoves wany
of the difliculties which have beset us. 8till
it must be patent to all that in the uncertair,
aud, to speak plainly, unpleasant position in
wlich we have been placed during thie past two
months, it was impussible tv make new seeange-
ments, or even in some instances to complete
thuse which were commenced.  We may still
liave, fur a short time, to_crave the indulgence
of our readers, more particularly with reference
o llustrations, but we are pleased to be able to
state that negocintions are in progress which
will, we are convineed, when completed, give
sausfaction to all.  Every pledge made at the
commencement of this volume will be redecmed,
and the costly <xperiment of publishing an
1LLisTRATED Reapeir will be fairly tried. We
are Lot without strung hiopes that the increase
1v vur subscription list will enable us to ~ontinue
tho 1Mustrations permanently , and with this
view, we ask our friends to aid us in swelling
our circulation, and thercby strengthen our
haads to compete with the flood of torcign ard
sensatiopal periodicals with which Canada is
deluged. No cffort will be spared by cither
publisher or cditor to infuse new vigour into
the Reapen, and to reuder it more worthy of the
position it uccupies as the only literary paper
publisbed in Canada,

THE UNION OF BRITISH NORTH
AMERICA.

HIS question has again been brought pro-
T minently before the public, but the field of
cuntroversy has been transferred from the colo-
nies to the British metropolis.  Mr. Juseph Howe,
of Nova Scous, re-opened the campaign in o
pamphlet in which he denounced the contem-
plated Confederation of Bntish North Amernica
as a measure wlich would be attended with
ruinous consequences w the Maritime Provinces,
winle 1t would be Inghly prejudicial to Imperind
interesta. Dr. Tupper, the chief of the Nova
Scotian Government, and one of the delegates
from that provance to arrange & plao of Union,
has angwered Mr. Howe sa a lotter to the Sccre-
tary for the Colomes, As aeither of these produc-
tions 1s of much value, as bearing on the merits
of the subject at :ssue, we shall not attempt
to repeat the writers' arguments, or what they
arc pleased to call such; and the personaliticsin

wilich they both indalge, precludo their utter-
mcts from our columns, which eschew mero
party or partizan warface.  Wo shall only say
un that hiead, that Mr. Howe's reasoning would
apply with almost cqual furce against the univn
of the United Kingdom, of Germany, or Italy, as
agninst that of the British Provinces, and that
Mr. Tupper's great object is to prove Mr. Huwo's
incunsistency, inasinuch as in former days that
gentleman was one of the most zealous ad vucates
of the scliemo wluch he now s bitterly condemns.
Ia that respect, the Nova Scotian delegate has
been, we regret to say, but tov successful.  Mr.
Howo might entertain what views he pleased on
the matter of Contederation, and although his
past public services, and his reputation as a
politician, might entitle him to a respectful con-
sideration of his opinivns, especinlly in Nova
Scotin, it i3 not at all likoly that the people of
British North America would be led by him
further than their own convictions coincided
with his. In Canada, at least, we do not swear
by Mr. Juseph Huwo, though doing full justice
to his talents, as displayed in former years. But
i the present instance, Mr. Tupper’s exposure of
his tergiversation, duplicity or fully, is so com-
plete, that it can scarcely be rvead without o
mingled feeling of pan, shame and surprise—
prin and shane that a man who hag filled such
a position in these Provinces as he has, should
be guilty of the meanuess of belying his former
sentiments ; surprise, that he sho't be silly
ctough 10 du su, with the record of wosse senti-
ments 1o the possessivn of his oppunents,  Mr.
Tupper has convicted bim out of his own
mouth, bis speeches and writings have been
produced 1n cvidence against him, and nothing
short of the improbable plea of forgery can save
hum feom the reprobation and cuntempt of all
luvers of manliness and truth, We imagined that
when Mr. Howe came fresh from Washington,
last spring, with his fictsitivus account of Fenian
preparatious fur the mvasion of these Provinees,
wnd of the mynads of discharged Amercan sul-
diers who were ready to join them, we imagined
that be would have been satistied with that
flight 1nto the regivn of romance, and had been
taught a useful lesson by the filure. But it
seems not, and we suspect the babit bas become
incurable with hiwm. Yet we caunot sec the
necessity of such a course, for be miglt quite as
well have said that he had chaonged his views
on the Union question, in consequence of the
changes that had t ken place on this continent
within the last few years, that the rebellion of
the Southern States had metamorphosed the ad-
Jointng Republic into a great military power,
and that anuther Confederacy in their oeigh-
bourhood was no longer safe or possible, All
this and more, Mr. Howe might bave asserted ,
but, then, he would be no longer the infallible
guide that ho wished his admirers to belicve
that he was, and so he sacrificed bis rectitude to
his vanity, Truly, British North American
statesmen are nut likely to be in the odour of
sanctity 1o England for some time to come; the
Toronto Giobe has described some of them as
sots incapable of attending to the duties of the
departments over which they preside, and MMr.,
Tupper has shewn “the foremost man of all
Brtish North America,” as his culogists call
him, to be nothing but a clever charlatan, who
has invented a tale of danger and distress to
deceive and mislead those who may place faith
in his doubtful patriotism and deep-mouthed
loyalty. One thing is certain, however, and
that is, that Mr. Joseph Howe has forever ruined
himself in the estimation of every hopest manin
Eagland who takes an interest in colonial affairs
and bas read Mr. Tuppecs pamphlet. The
worst of the matter is that he will not be the
only sufferer, but that while debasing himself,
he will lower the colonial character in the eyes
of the world.

But though there can be no denial of the abi-
lity with which Mr. Tupper cxposes Mr. Howe's
duplicity on this Lniop question, we cannot
extend the same praise to the remaining
portion of his letter to the Colonial Secre-
tary. In this ho undertakes to show that the
Briush Parliament can pass what measures it
pleases, regardless of the wishes of the people,

—————

and that the Prosincial legislatures puosey
the samo right, in their respective junisdi
tions, He consequently claims that the lope
rial Parlinment is justified, if not buund, tu pay
an act uniting these North American possessivy
of tho Cruwn, at the request of their sevemiln
gislatures, without considering whether the s
were or wero not in accurdance with the pyw.
lar will.  In short, Mr, Tupper argues thal iy
public havo nothing to do with the affuir, ity
a yueostion fur their ropresentatives alone to de.
cide, and he quotes divers learned authoriley
from Bacon and Sumers to Blackstone and Burke,
and thence dvwnward to Mr. Juseph Huwe, o
support of the position ho thus assumnes. N,
we have no inclination to dispute this Ju
trine. We freely admit the omniputence
Parlinment under the British system of Goren.
meat , nay, we arc willing to concedo thy
the Queon, Liords and Commons can perform g
impossible feat of “making & man a womsy’
the supposed only barrier to their power, by
in the matter of the union of the provinces, x
have uot to deal with & point of law, but wity,
question of justice, cquity and policy. A Pn
vincinl Parliament has the power and thogh
stract right to disfranchise the great mass f
their constitugnts, as was lately doue in Ny
Scotin to a considerable extent ; they may ensz
almost any vicious measure, to the injury ¢
the comyunity, and contrary to tho wishesd
those who clected them ; they may dirvctly «
indirectly subvert much of the existing cunsw
tution aud many of tho existing laws , but wa
it be contonded that tho British Govornmentay
Legislature must necessarily give effect by lmpe.
ial interference to such changes, because inlegu
ot cunstitutional theory they have the righiw
du su ? Their duty is to consult the wishesd
the culonial people, before thouse of the Coloxy
Parliaments. This they Lave always done,w
the best of their judgment ; and wo ure cos
dent that they will be guided by the same pr
ciple when the questivn of Cunfederation coey
before them.

We are sincerely desirous of the unwa «
the British Pruvinces of North Anmenca, w
tho assent of a majority at least of the pevpled
each of the colonies is, a sine qua nun, 4wl
tion precedent, which is absolutely indispensaté,
In Canada, the legislature has declared ia favz
of the meusure by large majorities of buth buus,
and tho tacit coasent of the people way e
ly be inferred from the absence of oppusitiva s
their part by petition or otherwise , .o N
Brunswick the peoplo and the legislature bsne
voted fur it , and in Nova Scotia it Lias been a
ried in the legislature, but so far, the peopleds
not scem to concur in the views of their repn
sentatives. In fact, Mr. Tupper admits thaitx
electors, if appealed to, would reject Confedes
tion. He says . “ No one, my Lord, knowsbe.
ter than Mr, Howe that if the legisiaturo wer
dissolved to-morrow, expresely on the Confeds
rate question, it would be impossible to obta
the unbiassed judgment of the province, T
measure providing for the support of compas
school education, by direct taxation, which kit
Howe advocated 8o ably, but never ventured
peril his administration by passing, has beenpe
on the statute-book by the presint Goverames,
in a spirit of self-sacrifice, at the shrino of t
publio good, For every vote that would be &
fluenced in a goneral election by the qqestioa
Confedoration, two would be given on the &
noxious subject of direct taxation, 5o revolty
to all young countries.” It will be scen, thy
that be the causes what they may, the peopled
Nova Scotia would cast their votes agaiost s
contemptated union, Thefact isevident wheta
their motives be those ascribed by Mr. Tapp,
or thoso jnsisted unon by Mr. Howe. Of Pt
Edward Island and Newfoundland we ghallexh
say that, up to this time, they may be considz
ed, tke oue 1s unfavorable, the otheras doubtf?
or averse to the measure. But Conicderat
could be effected independently of them ; and
Northwest and tho Pacific colonies must be €]
to the future.

Under these circumstances, it becores nect
sary to ask :—What ought to be done? Bredi]
possible, it will be doubted if it wero wise
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prsent at all events. [t hag been sanl that

iton. 10 the hope that by a longer continuanco
of oup present disorganised eondition, the Pro-

wehed W the Mother country and Boaiush 1usti-
rations 3 and 1f Cunfederauon 1s so weak that 1t
canneL SUTVIVE &t year's pustpunement, 1t 1s tvu
sickiva plant to Le worth the trouble of renning,
For ourselves, weare confident, that under pro-
yer management the Cmon sentiment will in-
crvase. multiply and strengthen, until it becomes
aawversal and grresistible ; and in the meuntime
the delay may be used to good purpose.

We have exceeded our assigned limits,
and must reserve any  additional remarks
on tins momentous subject for anvther ocea-
wn  We mny observe, however, that it the
mpertal anthorities  should decline to con-
apmate the unmediate union of the Provinces
ke marner demanded by the goverments of
Canadity New Bruaswick, and Nova Scotia, there
would probably be legs difficulty in prevaling
upon them to pass an Act gubject to the necept-
ance of il the Provinces, or the dissentient Pro-
vinees only.  Of the successful result of such o
weasure, we are persuaded that no fear need be
entertamied,  Had the people been consuited in
the first mstance, all the trouble and obstacles
that Contederation has coconntered might have
teen avorded.  If there baud been less hurry,
teere wonid have been moro speed 1n the attan-

there stitdl not now be a repetition of the same
wiscnievous mnstake.

unine o the non-artivil of “ copy ~ frum the
tughsh publishers, we are without our usaal
msialment of ¢ The Lion i the Path,"  We
tope to cuntinue thes exciting story m our next
wsue, and also to give then we concluding
chapiers of ¢ The Ucean Wait,’

LITERARY GOSSIP,

—

Nr. Jubn Stuart Mall 15 now engiged, nt Avig-
o,  editingg the collected works of the late
Mr, Buckle, the author ot the « Histury of Civi-
lzation.”

Germany, which has hitherto been without a
weekly political newspaper, 1s nbout to have
oe. It will be started by the proprictors of the
daly Kolnische Zewtung, under the same name.
Mr. Hannay is about to produce a work
entitied # Three Hundred Years of a Norwan
House.” The “house” in question is that of
ke Gurneys of Norfolk, whose ancestors wero
the Lords of Gournay, i Normandy, from which
place they derived their name.

Mr. Gruncisen, who, during the Spanish War
of Succession in 1837-8, acted as the correspon-
dent of the Morning Post, and who was taken
prisoner, and ultimately released, owing to the
certions of Lord Palmerston, then Foreign
Secretary, is writing a history of the struggle
in question. He is now in the Basjue Provinces.

Iuss saud that the new, and we presume revised
and cxpurgated, cdition of Mr. Swinburne's
joems, with a prose prefuce, in which he will
osuco the judgment pronounced by the presson
the edition which Messrs, Moxon & Co. with-
drew from circulation, will be published by Mr,
J. Camden Hotten,

The Inverness Courier prints the foliowing
wnedited letter, wnitten by the poet Burns to Lord
Woodbouslce, and now in the possession of that
Judge’s grandson, Colonel Fraser-Tytler, of
Aldoune ¢ Sir,—A poor cauff, dnving as 1
am this moment with an Excise quill, at the
rate of dovil take the hindmost,” 13 ill qualic
ted 10 round the penod of gratitude, or swell

ment of the object anned at ; and we trust, that

|

wiitic to drag three of those five Provinces, I the pathos of sensibility, Gratitude, like some
Lehehat 13 mtended to Jomn together into a wnion | othicr anuiable yualitics of the mind, isuowadays
shich they are unwilling to center, for the j sv much abused by impostors that I have some-

limes wished that the project of that sly dog

tetay world be attended with danger, and that | Momusg, T think it is, bad gono into cffil—
s desired by the encuies of Briush cunnec- | planting a window in the breast of man.

I
that cuse, When a pour follow cuties, as 1 do at
this mument, befure his benefuctor, tonguc-tied

vinces may dnft nto the arms of the United | with the sense of these very obligntions, he
wrates.  Ts 18 true 1 symeo degree; but the | would have nothing to do but place Limself in
AureXALIONISS nong uy are few 1 nuwber, | frout of his fricnd and lay bare the workings of
the great budy of tho population 13 strongly at- § his busom, 1 agin trouble you with anothier, and

my lust, patcel of manuscript, I am not in-
teresied su any of these—blot them at your
pleasure. T am much indebied to you fur taking
the trouble of currecting, the press work. One
instance, indeed, mny be rathier unluchy , if the
lines to Sir Jubin Whitifurd are printed, G,
ought to read—

“And tread tho shadowy path to that dark world

unknown.”
“ Shadowy” instead of ¢ dreary,” as [ believe
it stands at present. I wish this conld be noticed
in the errata. This comes of wnting, as 1
generally do, from the memory.—I1 have the
honour to be, sir, your deeply-indebted, humble
servant, Ropgnr Byuxs.—Gth Decr.,y 1795.”

Wo find some gossip about Lord Byron in the
Munchester Exwminer, which says -—‘ Among
the miscellancous articles advertised for sale this
weck is an antique folding writing-table, formerly
the property of Lord Byron. ltappears to have
passed subsequently into the hands of the late
Dr. Raflles, of Liverpool, a well-known collector
of antiquitics and ¢ worshipper” of autographs
and vther relics, by whom the table is duly and
furmally authenticated. If it be true that the
author's cupyright interest in  his published
works lasts fur furty-twy years after his death, as
stated by Mr. Authuny Trollupe in his paper
rcad the other day before the Socinl Science
Coungress at Manchester, then this year bas seen
the eapiration of the copyright of Lord Byron's
wurhs, as the puct died in April, 1924, 1t ape
pears that in 1709 copyright was limited to
fourteen years from publication, in 1814 the
term was cxtended to twenty-ight years; and
it was only jn 1812 that it was extended to its
present duration of furty-two years from publi-
cation, or to the end of the authot’s life, if he
shwuld cbanco to gutlive that period.  The late
Maryuis de Buissy, it may nut be genvrally
known, marrivd about fiftcen years ago the
Countess Guiccioli, Lourd Byron's great friend ”
We may add that the “ Byron tomb” in Harrow
cliurchy ard 15 about to be repaired. Yet another
bit of Byrun gossip appears in the Publishers
Circular, whidl states that the album which
Sir Jobn Buwring gave to be keptus a rceord of
the visitors to Hucknall-Torkard Church, where
‘ron is buricd, bas been clandestinely sold and
en to the United States.

BROUGHT TO LIGHT.

BY THOMAS SPEIGHT.
Continued from page 150,

B
ta

CHAVTLR XXIX,~AT GRELLIER'S ALMSBOUSES.

A cheerless wintry morning, with a clouded
sky, and a bitter north-east wind blowing shrilly
through the denuded wouds of Belair. But the
discomfort outside served only to ¢nhance the
charming coziness of the bright litle murning-
room which owned Miss Spencelaugh for its
mistress. There sho sat, the most charming
object 1 that rvom, 1 & luw chair on one side
of the glowng fire-place, bier winte dressing-rube
falling 1n ample folds around her, and all the
wealin of her raven hair, held only by a band of
biue velvet, flowing looscly down her back. On
the opposite side of the fireplace sat homely Jane
Garrod, in strange contrast with this lovely
visiwn. There was an expression of doubt and
perplexity on the fuce of Frederica. She was
shinking ntently, her chesk resting on the tip
of bLer forefinger, while her other hand held the
Statemont which had been draswn up by John
English, and scnt to her through Jane Garrod,

———

and which she bad just finished reading nloud.
Each point lid been verbally annotated by Jane
as she read, and slic was now thinkingover the
strunge story which Lad thus singularly Leen
bruught to et knowledge, and as to the mcrits
of which shie was nuw called upun to dedide.

“Youur vyes are brighter, my bYonny one, than
when I saw you last,” muttered Jane to herself,
while waiting for Frederica tu speak , ** and your
checks have got back sue of the colour they
used to have in them when you were o girl.
Whatcver your truuble was, you have pulled
brasedy througli it There is vie honest heart
I hnow of that loves you fondly. Do you fel
any fuint fecble flutterings that way, I wonda ?
I think you do=I think you dv.”

“This is o vory strangs story, Jane,” said
Ticditicn at length, v aud I really don't kuow
wunt to think of it.  Jt scams 1o bear the stamp
of truth on cvery line, and yet some of its state-
ments are almost incredible. The points that
stil want clearing up are many and diflicult ;
and the whole affiii is certainly rendered more
complivated by the unaccountable disappearance
of Mr. English.  Even supposing him to have
been suddenly called away, 1 cannot understand
why hie bas not written to you sinee bis depar-
ture.”

“Theie’s sume treachery at work in the mat-
ter, Miss Frederic, you tthe my word for i,”
said Jane with cuergy,

#1 have ouce or twice had the smne thought
myself, but then you tell me that y ou have uscer-
tained that Mr, Eonglish did really quit Pevsey
Buy by a certun Uain, baving tahen a tichet fur
Loundon.”

s Just so,” suid Jane.  © Still, T am none the
less certun that some treachiery has been at
work. He may harve heen entied away by a
false message, and be nather able to write nor
come back,  Oh, Miss Frederica, darling, sume-
thing must be done, and that at unce!”

«1 feol with you, nurse, that sumething must
be done,  The truth or falschood of this State-
ment must be proved.  If whatis here put down
be true, then has a funl and hideous wrung been
dune, and the sooner gt is biought to dight, and
the perpeteators of it putiishied, the better it will
beforaliof us, I, on the contrary, it be nothing
but an ingenivusly woven web of lies, then the
writer of it"——

“But it is nut & web of dies, Miss Frederica,
but guspel truth every word of at,” burst inJane
vehemently. ¢ Tlunk of the hikeness—so strong
that after twenty years it scared me as if 1 had
sven & ghost.  Thank of the strange mark ou bis
shoulder—thie cuviled snuke holding the mystic
lutus-fluwer 1a 1ts mouth. Thiok ovver, oue by
onc, the defferent things he has put down on that
paper, and then you must be as firmly convinced
as I am that he has not written a word more
than the bare truth.”

“ You are letting your enthusiasm, and your
liking for Mr. English, ran away with your
zeason,” said Frederica. ¢ In the unexplained
absence of that gentieman, and as he has ap-
puated to me, I will, with Heaven's help, have
this story sifted to the bottom, and so deal with
it as I shall find it truc or fulse!” Her cheeks
wore an added flush as she said these words ;
but in her cyes there was a solemn, almost me-
laucholy hight, as though she felt that the duty
she bad taken upon herself to perform would
lead her perforce through dark and troubled
\vuul:{s, tv a goal wlich us yet she discerned not
at all,

« Spuken like my own bruve darling™ said
Jaue admiriugly. * We want nothing but the
truth.”

Frederica ran her eye over the Statement
again, * Italmost scems tume,” she 8aid, “that it
would be better for me not to interfere personally
in this wattcr at all, but to put it as it now
stands into the hands of my lawyer, Mr. Pen-
ning, aod leave bim to test its value in whatever
way he may deem advisable. And yet the in-
terests involved in it are so peculiar, and there
are those under this roof who would beso deeply
compromised if what this narrative contains be
true, tbat I cannot help feeling reluctant to let
it pass out of my bands without at least giviog
onc yerson whom it deeply concerns & knowledge
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of the case cqual to my own, so that she may be
preparcd at the proper tme tu disprove ilsstate-
meuts, should she ever be cllad upon to do su.
Then, agatn, the story s such an sncredible vae,
and there are sv many weah pots about e at
present, that T question whicther quict, maiter-
otfuct M1, Pewnung would not poshepusl t
altugethier, and sunle cumpassiviaicly apou me
tor allowig mysell to put dals s so pudpabic
an absutdiy,

s Cannut sume ot thuse weanh poiats b strength-
ened ¢ sad Jane,

wHow so ! sud Fredetoa,

“ M. hoglisl mahes mention thero of a toun
in which Le was shut up betfure he was taken
acruss the sea—ot 1 touin waih bareal wandow s,
wm winel there was o budeous bad that toghitcoad
lum mto a it une day. Now, there twasl base
been such a rovin, Maiss Frederien,

CPhere may bave been sudea roum catainly,
nurse; or it may have had an existence merely
m the magmaton of Mr. Buglish,  Bat even
granting the room to have been a real one, what
then?  Where are we to find ot 2—and if fuund,
1 what way woubd 1t benchtour case '

Wt a0 iy Miss Fredeua, please,” saad
Jane, «Besudes what Mr. Enghish Las put
down on that paper, he tuld e mwany litile
things thiat cane anto bus ewory, bit by b,
when we were tadhing together about Tus watly
hie; and muny a lotyg ik about b we had
Among other things, he told tie sumcthing mote
abont that house with the barred wandows,
which would sten to show that e was shiut up
there for some tune.  Wheneser e cned o be
taken back to the place hie had beas brouglit
from, and could not be quictud any vther way,
the people of the huuse used Lo tithe Lim down
stars, and hold him over a dark hole or well,
in one of the lower roums, wmto which they
threatened to throw  luw ualess e bilavad
better.  The recolecuon of that hornible well
had been wmpressed su strongly on lis culdish
nund, that he could stull recall the 2hudder with
wiich long afterwards he would avwahe at night
from a dreamn of bty cast beadleng dulo it
Now, there was sumething n all this that struck
mic i a way I cannot explain. I've Leen tarn-
ing 1t over and over in my nund—churning 18,
tike—ever since Mr. Eughishitold me abuout at,
and it was only tus very moruing that the idea
flaslied all at once mto my head that the lovus,
he spuhe about cuuld bave been no ovilier than
White Grange, & lonely farmhvuse among the
hills, about & dozen wmules from Kingsthurpe.
You hnow, Miss Fredenea, that I was brought
up not many mules trom diere, and onee, when
I was i thun ship of & giel, ey father, who was
s nudler, had oceasion tu gu to White Grange
on busumess, and ho tovh e an the cart with
tum.  Whether the windows had iron bars oat-
side them ur nut, T cant just say , but I durecol-
lect beng shiewn an ooe of the yut-louses adeep
grm-lovhiig well—they tovk off the wouden
cuser, su that I might sce down into it—and
very fogliened T was, more pacticalarly when
*acy tuld me the story that was counccted wath
1. Tt was saud that wore than a hundred years
before that tune, a traveller, who had Just lus
way, and had begged a nighus shelter at the
Grange, had beea foully murdored, and lus budy
thrown into the well, and never after that time
would anybody touch a drup of the water that
was deawn frum at.  The name of the family
that ived at White Grange wlen T huew st was
Sandyson, and they didnt bear an over-good
name among us country-folk . many guecr
things were whispered about tucin.—Now, sup-
posing, Miss Frederiea, that it was really Whate
Grange where Mr. English was shut up as a
child, mightn't it bc worth our while just to
inqire whether any of the family who Lived there
five-and-twenty years ago can now be found ?
and Jf they can be found, whether anything can
be got from them as to such a child haring been
shut up there, and for what purpose?  Would
it pot be worth our while to try this "

Miss Speacelanghi agreed that it might, pec-
haps, be worth while tu make such inquinies, but
was doubtful as to their resulung i anything
tangible. It was, however, ulumately decided
that Jane should do what sbe could in the mat-
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ter, and that no further steps should be taken
until shie had done so.

So Jaue set abuat making cautious juguities
wimong hor Tnends aud neghbours theougls the
country -~ide, which inquinies resulted in the dis-
wovery that the family that had occupied White
Glange twenty years presiously were, with vue
wacepuiut, eitdier dead or gone abroad, Thatone
cactplion wag an old woman pow residing in
Gradhier s almsbouses at Bastringbam, Withtlys
wfurmation, Jane went onee more tu Frederiea,
and neat afternoon the Belair brougham wats put
.ty requisition, and the heiress and her humble
cotugnnuit were driven vver (o the place in
question,

Grudlieds gaft to the puor of Easteingham—to
teelve relicts of deeayed teadtsmen of the burgh
—wits o fuundationof ancientdate.  Tthad been
i existened for three centurnies, but although it
Ladd waxed fat and plethoric upon the wecumu-
Jated interest of its capital, and the increase of
revenue dericed from tho advance in the value of
its lands nand tenements in different parts of the
county, it liad not yet scen its way clearly to
substutute for the tumblesdown, incunvenient vld
ulifices 1 which su many guuerations of puor
uld women had breathed their tast, a row of sub-
stantial mudern-built cottages, or to increase
the seanty stipemd doled vut weehly toits ancient
tediprents, wiuch, in these days, was hardly suf-
fiicnt w0 heep budy aud svul together.  But
Grelliers clhanty had a goveenor and directors
of its own, all gentlemen of wealth ana stand-
g, who met in the buard-room twice a ycar,
to audit the accounts, fill up vacancies, and dis-
cuss a chuice luncheun from the Royal Hotel ;
and if they were satisfied with the state of Grel-
lier’s affairs, surely uo one clse had any right or
reason to complain,

I want Margaret Fennell.  Can you tetl me
- which of these cottages I shall find her ?”
asked Fredeuca of an old crone who was airing
hersclf feebly in the wintry sunshine.

The old woman put ker hand to Lier eyes, and
Ulinked weakhly for a momcat or two atthe “.right
vis0n befure her.  © Margaret Fennell 13 1t sour
Leddyslup is axing fur? she saidatlastin atlbin
quavering vuice. ' There's no such budy living
here.—Stay a ity though,” she added, with a
clutch of her thin brown hand at vacancy. “ It's
mebbe Owd Meg as your Leddyship is looking
for.  She lives, Owd Meg docs, in the top hvuse
but twy, and she's a cat, that's what she is, aud
every body will tell you the same, The top huuse
Lut two, your Leddyship. And does your Leddy-
slup happen to have an ounce of tes ur a it of
suufl in your pochet, to comfurt a poor ¢ld budy
with?  It's precivus Little of cither we gets here.
They tahe goud care of that—that they do.’
Fredeniea had dropped some money into the old
wumau s hand alinust before shie had done speak-
ing, and so left her, staring specchlessly at the
Lrght siser coins in her skinny palin,

The ¢ top house but two" looked, if possible,
more ruinous and unfit for & human being tolive
n thau any of its neighbuurs, except that it was
clenn both wside and out, as, indeed, were all
the almshouses . the mateon was very particular,
and pruperly so, un the scure of cleanliness, and

had a tongue of hier own, which she rattled about
the ears of the feebie old dames to some purpose
wheaever she found anything that offended her
tuce sense of the virtue that comes next to god-
Liness an ber frequent rounds of * saiffing and
prying,” as her domuciliacy visits were icrever-
ently termed by the inmates.

Frederica knuched timudly at the heary onken
door. ¢« Why don’t you come in, yon imp—yon
desal! instead of knocking there? How many
umes do you want telling ?” screamed a harsh,
high-pitched voice from withn.  Frederica
opcned the door the door & few inches, and,
lovking 10, had a vision of an old woman smug- |
ghug a black botle and a short black pipe
rapidly out of sight. Looking again, she saw
that this svoman was very old, with a hook nose
and a pointed chin, which nearly met, and with,
black eyes, that still retained something of their |
former bold bright look. Her long gray hair
was without covering of any kind, and fell in a
wild dishevelled mass over her shoulders,  She

was wrapped in an old woollen shawl of many

faded colonrs; and when Frederica saw her fim
was crouching over a meagro spark of fire, by
rose suddonly as lier svisitor entered, displayuy
as shic did suy a furm tall beyond the ol
liight of woumen,

¥ Beg your pardon, my pretty lady,” she za,
"but 1 thought it was that rapscallion o ¢
baker's boy, who always will hnock, aul g
1y puur bunes acruss the the flour o vpen ue
dour fur him.  Yah! 11 Licak « e bidlows ore
his head mnext time he comes!” she adiy
vicivusly,  Then chunging swddenly iuto o bt
whining, half-caressing tune, she said, cyy
Meg can guess what has brought liuse bugy
eyes here,  Crogs her hand with a bonny bitd
yellow gould, and she'll tell the beanuful vy
hier furtune, as predicted by the slars, wl ue
firmed by the clinnges of the cards, Which ca
not lie when shuflled by the hands of & sy
woman, Cross my palm with a bouny bit¢
gould, and I'll tell you your fortune truel”

“ You mistake the purposo which bashroug,
me here,” said Frederica with a smile, o1 4
not want my fortune told at present.”

“Then what should bring a fine lady lis
you to such a hole as this?” said Mg soyp
ciously.

1 have comein search of certain infurmann
which I believe you can supply me with,”

“ Me supply you with information!  Nay, s,
you're mistaken there.  What should a puyred
woman .like me know, unless it was the pres
of butter and cheese, and such like, wi
maybe, now and then & comforting wxt «
two."  Her face broadened into a wiched
a3 she said these words, ¢ Besides thay,” st
added, “my memory's 50 bad that at ume |
ean’t recollect what happened tho day befr
yesterday, let alone things years agone. N,
nay, you'll get no information out ot’ Old Meg*

Miss Spencelnugh in nowise daunted, &
vancea into the ruum, fullowed by Jane Gamd
and stood looking down for a moment or twon:
the niiserable creature, who had suuk e =
chair again, aud drawn her shawl round her, ad
was cowering over the embers, taking no furte
heed of hier visitors.,

¢ Five-and-twenty years ago, if I am nglir
informed,” said Frederica, ¢ you went 1o
with Jub Suudyson as houscheeper at Why
Grange.”

“ Five—and—twen-ty years ago,” mutierd
Meg slowly. “That's 2 long, long time to et
back to. Wdl—maybe I dud, and maylx!
didn't—vhat then 27

¢ One-and-twenty jears ago—try to cam
your mind back to that time—a clild, aby
about five years old, who belunged in ny wayts
any one lving in the huuse, was takento Wi
Grange, and after being shut up there for soved
weeks in one of the upper roumis—a raom wid
barred window s—was fetched anay after duk
one dark night, by a man aud two women,”

+ A lame man and one woman 1" screamedt
hag. * 1 allus said we should hear of it, Il
Nance so a dozen times, and my words b
come truc after all these years!”

“Then you do recollect thie circumstance !
mention ?” said Fredericneagerly,  Inherstsie
ment respecting the child stic had buldly hazard
ed a vague surmise as & fact, and she feft
her courage was about to be rewarded,

t Curses on this babbling tonguc of mise”
hissed Meg from between her toothless gess
“ You mustn't nund an old wuman's wanderizgy
my sweet muss,” she added. My heads abd
Light at odd times, and then I fancy all sortsd
rubbish.”

“ But I am certain that you can tell me wkst
I want to know,” said Frederica, “and I+
pay you well for your information.” With bt
she took out her purse, and counted five sot
reigns, onc after another, on to the diriy litt
table. Meg's head came round with a twitchss
the pleasant chink of the gold fell on heresy
while over her face there crept such an expre
sion of mingled greed, cunning, and fiendid
maligaity, as czused Fredericn to draw backa
horcor. ¢ There ate five sovereigns for yo,
said Miss Spencelaugh with a shudder, #s
you shall havo five more if you answer my quer
tions truthfully.”




THE SATURDAY READER.

165

Megs brown skinny arm and thin cramped
ugers came suddeniy out from the folds of her
bawl, and pounced on the gold as suvagoely as
hough 1t were sume lLivaug thing fur whose
eart’s bluod shie was hangering, A moment
r two shie gazed ut the brighit yellow picces in
or open pulne, und then she sput on them.
«Thats for luck, shoe muttered. Then pro-
wang & dicty bit of rug frum sume mysterious
worket, sho fulded the suvereigus carefully in it,
od dettty smuggled the package out of sight
mong ber tattered hatatiments.  « Remember,
jee wore before you go away,” she said in an
ager whispier.
w] shait keep my pronnse,” said Fredcrica.
« Tien ax me what you hke, and I'll answer
ou as far a8 1 know the truth.”
«You remember a child being brought to the
White Grange twenty-one years ago ?”
Ay, I remember.”
wWhose cinld was it, and what was its
name ¢7
# dun know.”
“\Who took it to White Grange?”
o Ms, Wincl, laudlady of the Hund and Dag-
ger at Normauford,”
« Who fetched it away 7"
«Mrs. Winch and her brother the lawe doctor
—Kruff or Kreefe was fus nawme,”
wHow long was the chitd kept at White
Grange "
#For six weeks.”
« ¥as he kept tocked up all that time >
«Yes, all that tirae, 1n the strong room 1t the
wp of the house. Once ho screamed hiuselt
wtoa fit and we had bard work to get him
round again,  Once or twice, when e was in
s tantrums—crying to be let out and taken
tack home—O1d Job, he took him dowa stairs,
aad taking the lid off the well, threatencd to
ptel bun headfust in, and so fghtened him in-
to being quret for a while.”
« Describe the appearance of the child, as far
a5 your memory will serve to do so.”
“Hc was as bandsome a lad as ever 1 sce,
with black haie and & devil of a temper.
“You say that he was fetched away by Dr.
Krecfe and bis sister 7
« Ay, they came for him onedark night. They
tad a little covered cart waiting just outside
the gate ; und they put the lad intoat,and drove
away with bim ; and 1ve never clapt eyes oo
uim from that day to tins.”
“ You are pogitive that you koow notbing as
1o the chitld's name or parcatage 1
« Nothing at ail—I'll take my oath,” said
Yeg cmphbatically. *UQld Job Sandyson, he
knew who the cinld belonged to; and Jim Bil-
lings, be knew : but neither my girl Nance nor
me wag ever told.  Old Job ga2 Nuonce and me
1wo sovereigns apiece the day after the lad wus
taken away, and told us never to*say a word,
or bed twist our necks for us; and he would
bave done it as soon as look at us.”
“Job Sandyson bas been dead many years, I
“am told,” said Frederica; ® But who was Jim
Billings? and how (id you become aware that
. be knew anything respecting the child 7°
“Jm was a footman at Belair at that time,
ead was courting my Nance; and sbe suft-like,
a3 all wenches are when they're in love, let out
everything to him about the lad, and asked him
whose child e thought it was. Jimlayghed at
ber, and calied her a young fool, and said he
knew well enow whose child it was, and all
about 1t ; but that ho wasa't going to tell her
or anybody clse, beeause it was a secret, and he
reant to make o lot of money out of it.”
“And what became of this man? Did he
reany your daughter ?? .
“Not him,” said Meg. ¢ He got into trouble
soon after that-—was mixed up in some way with
8 robbery—and got twenty years across the
berring-pond. Nance went to sce him when he
wa3 1 the stone-jug, and dido’t forget to ask
bua about the child~—jyou see, we thought we
might as well mako a bit of money by the
sec2et, now ho was going away. But do what
Nance would, she coumldn't get him to split.
“The secret will keep,” said he. I shall be
back before ten years are over, and then Ishall
make my fortune out of it.” But we never saw

Jim Billings after that day, and whcther he's
alive or dead, I neitber know nor care.”

After a few more questions of miner impor-
tance Frederica laid the remaining five sovereigns
on the table, and roso to go. *1 shall call and
see you nuvther day, if you will let me,” she
said—" not about tlus matter, but about 3y uvur-
selfi. I want tu see yuu with more comfurts
round you, and in a happier frame of mind thano
you are at present,”

“ Ay, 4y, bless your sweet fuce, miss, I shall
allus be glad to see you, But Meg liag been o
bad oze all ber life, and u bud un shell dis—
yes, abad un ghe'lt die?

June Garrod, tuching to look s she fullowed
Frederica out of the room, saw Meg winking,
and beckoning to ber to go back and take a
friendly dram out of the black bottle, whicksho
had already brought from its hiding-placo,

CHAPTBR XXX.~~A FRUITLBES VIGIT.

Onleaving Grellier's almshouses, Miss Spence-
laugh drose into Normanfurd, and wus sct duwn
at the flund und Dagger. After hearing Old
Meg's narrative, she had at once decided to call
upon Mrs. Winch, There was just a faint possi-
bility, Frederica thouglt, that when the laad-
lady learncd bow much was konown to her
already, she might sco the usclessness of further
concealment, and dcem it best to mmake a full
confession of ber share in the abduction of the
child. At all cvents, the chance wasone worth
trying, What sho hiad just heard at Eastring-
lun only served to coufirmn more fully her be-
ucl in the truth of John English's strange
story. Having taken this matter in hand, she
was determined to go through with it, happen
what might.

It was the slack time of the day at the Hund
and Dagger, and Mrs. Winch wasseated at work
in her own little room. She rose in some con-
fusion as Frederica was ushered in, and a dark
frown passed like o spasm over her fuce, but
she recovered hierself immediately, ¢ This is
indeed an hooour, Miss Spencelaugh,” she said.
with a respectful curtsey, *I sincerely trust
thiat Sir Philip is no worse , and her Lady ship—
I hope that she is quite well—)Muria, a chair
for Miss Spencclaugh—Will you allew e to
offer you a gluss of sherry and a biscuit 2

Frederica declined the refreshment, butaceept-
ed the chair. She had come in alone, leaving
June @Qarrod in the brougham, She was per-
plexed in what way to begin what she wanted
to say. She felt, rather than saw, thelandlady's
culd inquisitive eyes fixed upon her, and per-
ceived more clearly than she had hitherto dune
the difficultics of the task before her. She
would have feit more reassured could she bave
known how timidly the widow's usually fearless
hicart was beating——could she have known what
gnawing aonxicty, what haunting fears, were at
work bebind that pale, colourless face, intenton
nothing more important just then, us it seemed,
than the neat folding up of a picce of embroi-
dery, the completivn of which Miss Spence-
laugly's arrival had delayed.

“You are, I belicve,” said Frederica, “ac-
quainted with a gentleman of. the name of Mr.
John English 7"

& Mr. English? O yes, I know him very well,”
said the landlacy with a ready smile. *“He
slept bere two nights on his first arrival at
Normanford; and a more affable, pleasant-
spoken gentleman I don't kuow anywhere.

¢ Mr. English had, I believe, on one occasion,
some conversation with you on a retherpeculiar
topic. I darcsay you know to what I allude.”

% Pardon my stupidity, but really I do not,”
said the widow as cool as an icicle. “Mr.
English and I had many conversations together.
Will you oblige me by giving me more precise
details as to the topic in question?”

Frederica flushed slightly. There was a
lurking defiance in the widow's manner of say-
ing these words that clhafed her. Mr. English
gpoke to you ome onc occasion respecting o
child,” she said, with that cold metallic ring in
her voice which was never heard except when
her pride was touched—“a child who was
taken to America, by your brother, Dr, Kreefe

and his wife.  Yua, Mrs Winch, were by when
the child was put ou board ghip.  Mr. English
asked you the child s nnme, and to whom it be-
longed, and Eam Lere to day to ask you the
same question.”

“0h," gaid the widow with a little shrug, s
thatull? What a tifling matter to need so
claburate a preface! I auswered Mr. Engis1s
question, as I nuw answer yours, Miss Speuce-
laugh.  The cbild belonged to n friend of my
brother, who had emigrated about a year pre-
vivusly, and Jeremiali ageeed to take him nut to
rejoin his parcats at New York. The circum-
stance was such a trivial one that I had really
forgotten it till Mr_Euglish recalled it to my
recollectivn.  Mr. English was quite eatisfied
with my cxplanation, =nd I am certainly at a
loss tv  nderstand why su great o lady n3 Miss
Spencelaugh should——"

“Stop one moment, if you please,” said
Frederica coldly.  ‘ Mr. English was not satig-
fied with your explanation, otherwise I should
not be hers to-day. Do you mean to ussert
positively, Mrs, Winch, that you know nothing
more respecting tho child who was taken by
your brother and his wife to Awmerica than you
have just now told wmo 7"

“1 do agsert so, most positively.”

“ And yet it was this very child, Mrs Wineh,
who was taken by you to White Grange; nnd
after being locked up thore for six wecks, was
fetched nway surreptitiously after nightfull by
yoursclf and your brother? And yet you tell
me that you do not know its nume 1"

The widow’s pale face grew a shade paler gg
Frederica spoks, nnd an evil look came into her
eyes,

“Whero did you learn all that?” she
exclaimed, “A lie! a lie! every word of it,
I tell you. Andecven if it were true, which I
deny that it is, what right have you, or any
other person, to come prying into my private
affairs? I will not be qguestioned thus ahout
matters that concern myself alone. You have
got my answer—I know nothing about the
child; andif you question me till doomsday, I
have none other to give.”

% Take care!” snid Frederica gravely as she
rose from her seat, “ The net is closing round
you slowly but surely ; the links of the chain
are being forged ~ne by one, and but few are
wanting now. Be warned in time  Reveal
everything, and so save yourself wkile you can
yet do so, Soon it will be too late.”

% Go, goi” said the widow in a hoarse whis-
per, with onc hand pressed to her heart, while
the other pointed to the door ¢ Go, before
do rayself or you an injury. You presume on
your position, Miss Spencelangh, to come and
insult me in my own house. But [ can bear it
no longer. Go!”

Frederica bowed her head, and drew her veil
over her face, and passed out slowly without
another word,

#Who told her about White Grange, I
wonder ?” said the widow to herself as soon ng
the door was closed belind her visitor. ¢ Why
who could tell her but old Meg Fennell | There’s
no one else left alive that knows of it, To
think that thie old witch should tell, after keep-
ing the secret so faithfully ail these years! But
she would sell her own soul for gold. T thought
I had buried her alive, put her out of the way
of being found by anybody, when I got her in-
to the almshouses at Bastringham,  But though
they've found out all abeut White Grange,
they've yet to prove who the child was that
was taken there ; and who is there now living
that could tell them tbat, except her Ladyship
and myself? And cven if, by some miracle,
they got to know it, and the worst came to the
worst, why, even in that case, we should bavo
nothing really to fear—Ah! Miss Frederica,
deayr, it is plain to see who has won your proud
beart at last ; but you little dream that at the
end of your search yau will find yourself in the
arms of a skeleton.” There was sometbiag
diabolical in the laugh with which the widow
onded these words. Shethen took a purse from
her pocket, which she proceeded to open, and
drew from it a piceo of paper folded up into a
very small compass, wh.ah sho opened and
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smoothed out very carefully. Itwas atelegram,
and the information it conveyed was comprised
in one short line. A ‘triumphant smile lighted
up the widow’s pale face as she read it, ¢ So
ends the tragedy,” she said. ¢ The heroine
may weep for her hero, but he will never come
back again; his is the sleep that knows no
waking. I will go up to Belair after dusk this
evening, and shew this paper to my Lady.
What a weary load it will lift off her heart!”
She carefully refolded the telegram, and put it
away in her purse. “Poor young gentleman!”
she murmured. ¢ How kindly, and brave, and
handsome he was! He deserved a better fate.—
Maria, bring me a small glass of cognac.”
To be continued,

—

A GOOD SHOT.

It is now many years since, in the very place
where I stand, I ventured to ;take one of the
most daring shots that ever was hazarded. My
wife was sitting within the house near the door,
thechildren were playingabout her, anJ I was
without, busied in doing something to a waggon,
when suddenly, though it was mid-day, an
enormous lion appeared, came up, and laid
himself quietly down in the shade, upon the
very threshold of the door | My wife, either
frozen with fear; or aware of the danger attend-
ing any attempt to fly, remained motionless in
her place, while thé children took refuge in her
lap. The cry they uttered attracted my attention.
Although the animal had not seen me, umarmed
as I was, escape seemed impossible; yet I
glided gently, scarcely knowing what I meant
to do, to the side of the house, up to the window
of my chamber, where I knew my loaded gin
was standing. By amost happy chance, I had
set it in the corner close by the window, so that
1 could reach it with my hand, for the opening
was too small toadmit of my having got in ; and
still more fortunately, the door of the room was
open, so that I could see the whole danger of the
scene, The lion was beginning to move, perhaps
with the intention of making & spring. There
was no longer any time to think ;I called softly
to the mother not to be alarmed, and, invoking
the name of the Lord, fired my piece. The ball
passed directly over the hair of my boy’s head,
and lodged in the forehead of the lion immedi-
ately above his eyes, which shot forth, as it were,
sparks of fire, and stretched him on the ground,
8o that he never stirred I—Scenes in Africa.

“WITHOUT HOPE OF CHANGE.”

TENNYSON'S MARIANA.
Davs when I lived a happy maid,
‘When we three little sisters play'd,
Bright days that Knew no touch of shade.

Come back, ye days, or ever I
From out the rose-grown balcony
Had look’d upon him passing by,

And burn’d with the unbidden flame,
That made me shudder at his name,
Flush at his praise, nor brook his blame.

Iloved bim, all my girlhood through
Across my squl his presence grew,
Thro’ thought of him cach thought I drew,

Of him I dream’d; my dreams were sweet,—
In dresms we ever seem’d to meet,—
‘Waking I listen’d for his feet.

At length he came, woe worth tho day!
‘Woo’d Margaret, and bore away,
Plighted to be his own for aye.

Al slowly aow my hours crept,
And yet I mourn'd not, neither wept;
Within myself my grief I kept.

1lived, my lot was very harg,
From him I loved for ever barr'd,--
Loving unloved my life was marr’d;

I kept no count of that dull time,
My beauty faded from its prime,
And then (O God, forgive the crime)

Despairing evermore I said,
‘I would that Margaret were dead!”
She dicd, my prayer was answered.

He came, Isaw him yet again,
I strove to win him, all in vain;
Edith he chose—it turn’d my brain.

Edith is his, my blackest spell
Can work them naught but what is well;
For me, I live in present hell.

There is what time I would repent,
But all in vain my knees are bent,—
Ah me! my day of grace is spent.

I see the dreaded shadow come,
But know not horror of the tomb,—
I fecl my everlasting doom.
J. C. 1. J.

OLD STORIES RE-TOLD.

TWO GREAT MURDERS IN RATCLIFF-HIGHWAY,
LONDON (1811).

HERE are many events of the pastand pres-
ent century—murders, wrecks, riots; trials,
amines, insurrections—familiar by name, but
the details of which are unknown to the younger
men of this generation. Every one has heard
something of the Luddites and their outrages ; of
Thurtell the gambier, and the cruel murder he
committed ; of that agonising event the burning
of the Kent East Indiaman ; of the savage execu-
tion of the Cato-street conspirators ; of the trick-
eries of old Patch ; of the tragedy of Spafields ;
but there are foew who have had either time or op-
portunity to collect, compare, and read at full
length, the newspapers, pamphlets and street bal-
lads which refer to them. It is only those who
have, who can know thoroughly the truth or false-
hood of traditional accounts. It is only by read-
ing interesting orv vivifying details, that the real
nature of the social catastrophes and remark-
able occurrences of the past century can be ascer-
tained. Some of these pages of old Time’s chroni-
cle we would present for reperusal,

Before gas-lights and the new police had ren-
dered London ag safe as it is at present, the east
end of the metropolis was infested by the dregs
of the ruffianism, not merely of Europe, but ofall
the world. Outlaws of all countries sought re-
fuge among the crews of our Indiamen, to obtain
sanctuary from pursuers, or to earn money enough
for a revel on shore. Thievish Hindoos, cruel
Malays, manslaughtering Americans, savage
Frenchmen, brutal Germans, fiery Sclavonians,
butcherly Russians, the lees and outcast of both
Christendom and savagedom, frequented by
the brandy-shops and low dancing-rooms of
Wapping, Stepuey, Poplar, Ratcliff-highway,
and the purlieus of the Docks. With this sce-
thing mass of villainy, it could scarcely be won-
dered at that a great crime should be at last com-
mitted.

Within a few minutes of midnight, on Satur-
day, December 7, 1811, Mr, Marr, a young new-
ly married man, keeping a small lace and hosi-
er's shop at No. 29, Ratcliff-highway, sent out
his servant girl to pay a baker’s bill and to get
some oysters for supper. Mrs. Marr, was at the
time in the kitchen, rocking her baby in its cra-
dle. The apprentice, ayoung ruddy Devonshire
lad, named Goven, aged fourteen, was either
busy in the shop or at work down-stairs, The
girl .was alarmed as she left the house on that
peculiarly gloomy December night, by seeing
a man in & long dark coat standing in the lamp-
light on the opposite side of the street, asif watch-
ing her magter’s house. The watchman, a friend
of Marr’s, had also previously noticed this myste-
rious man countinually peeping into the window
of Marr’s shop, and, thinking the act suspicious,
had gome in and told the proprietor. A few
minutes after Mary the servant left, as the watch-
man was returning on his ordinary half hourly
beat, Marr called to him to help him put up the
shutters, and the watchman then told Marr that
the man who had been skulking about had got

scared, and had not been in the street since. In
the mean time, the girl looking in vain for an
oyster-shop still open, had wandered from
street to street and lost her way. It was
nearly haif an hour before she got home; when
she arrived there, to her surprise she found
no lights visible, and no sound within the house.
She rang, and then gently knocked, but there
was no reply. She rang again, after a pause,
but violently. Presently (we take this fact,
with some slight doubt, from Mr. De Quincy’s
wonderful narrative of the tragedy) she heard
4 noise on the stairs, and then footsteps coming
down the narrow passage that led to the street
door. Next, she heard some one breathing hard
at the keyhole. With a sudden impulse of al-
most maniacal despair, she tore at the bell and
hammered at the knocker : partly, perhaps, un-
conscious of what she did, partly to rouse the
neighborhood and paralyse the murderer, feeling
now certain that a murder had been committed.
Mr. Parker, a pawnbroker next door, threw up
his bedroom window, and the servant told him
that she felt sure that her master and mistress
had been murdered, and that the murderer was
even then in the house. Mr. Parker half dressed
himself, and, armed with a kitchen poker, vault-
ed over the low brick wall of his back yard, and
entered Mr. Marr's premises. A light was
still glimmering through the half-open back
door, by which the murderer must have just es-
caped. The shop was floating with blood. Marr
lay dead behind the counter, near the window,
his skull shattered to pieces by blows of a mallet,
and his throat cut. The bodies of Mrs, Marr
and the apprentice, algo killed in the same way,
were lying in the centre of the shop floor. The
wife had apparently been murdered as she came
up-stairs, alarmed by the scuffle ; the apprentice
boy after some resistance, for the whole counter
and even ceiling was sprinkled with his blood.
Some one in the crowd suggested the search for
the child. It was found in the kitchen, crushed
and with its throat cut, the cradle beaten to pie-
ces and the bed-clothes piled over it. At this
aggravation of a hideous series of crimes, the
mob gave a scream of horror. The servant girl
became speechless and delirious, and was carried
away by the neighbours.

The murderer must have worked with terrible
swiftness and sagacity. The watchman remem-
bered that, a little after twelve, finding some
of Marr’s shutters not quite secure, he called to
him, and some one answered, ¢ We know it.”

That must have been the murderer. Not more
than two guineas had been stolen from the house.
An iron headed-mallet, such as ships’ carpenters
use, and with the initials J. P. on the handle,
was left behind by the murderer, It was quite
clear that the wretch must have stolen in the
moment the shutters were up and while the door
was closing. He had glided in, first steaitbily
locking the door, and then asked to look at
some unbleached cotton stockings. As Marr
had turned to take these from a pigeon-hole be-
hind the counter, the first blow must have been
struck, for the stockings were found clenched in
poor Marr's hands. The murder of the child
scemed alone to prove that revenge had been
the motive. .

Next week many persons were arrested about
Shadwell on suspicion of the murders, but they
were all exonerated and discharged. A sailor,
half crazed with drink, accused himself of the
murders, but his insanity was soon discovered,

On the Sunday week, the Marrs were buried ;
thirty thousand labouring and seafaring people
watching the funeral with faces of “ horror and
grief.” All London was stricken with fear; fire-
arms and thousands of rattles were purchased.
There was & horrible alarm that the unknown
monster, having failed to secure plunder the first
time, would attempt further crimes ; the bravest
man dreaded the approach of night.

That dread was too well founded. On Thurs-
day, the 19th of the same month—only twelve
nights after the Marr murder, and near the same
place—another butchery took place. Itoccurred
at the King’s Arnrs public-house, at the corner
of New Gravel-lane: a small street running at
right-angles to Ratclift-highway, Mr. William-
son, a man of seventy, and his wife, kept the
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house , the other mmntes were o widdic-nged
Inshwoman who cleaned the pots and waited in
the taproom, a little granddaughter about four-
teen years old, and & young journeyman, aged
about twenty-six, lodger. Mr. Williumson was
arespectable man, always inthe habit of turning
out his guests at cleven o'clock, and finally shut-
hog up at twelve, when the Iast neighbour had
snt for his ale,

Notlung particular happened in tho house
whnle it was open that night, except that some
umid persons noticed n palo red-haired man,
wit ferucious eyes, who kept in datk corners,
‘went in andd ont several times, and had been met
wandering in the passnges, much to the land-
lord’s annoyance.

When the guests had left, and the lodger had
gone to bed in the sccond floor (the child being
asleepon the first), Mr, Willinmson was drawing
teer vo the ground floor, Mrs. Willinmson was
moving to and fro between the back kitchen and
the paelour. The servant was cleaning the geate
aod placing wood for the morning.

The ludger, nervous in bed, and only able to
doze, woke at half-past eleven, thinking of Mr.
Williamson's wealth, the murder of the Mares,
and his landlord’s carclessnessabout leaving his
door open 80 Iate in o dangerous and ruflinuly
neighbouchood.  Suddenly he heard the strect
door Lelow stammied and locked with tremen-
Jdous vivlence. He leapt out of bed, and lowering
lus head over the balustrade, heard the servant
scream from the back pavlour, “ Lord Jesus
Christ, we shall be all murdered!” e felt a
once it was the murderer of the Marrs, Half
crazed with terror, and unconscious of what he
du, Turner crept down-stairs and lovked through
the glass window of the taproom (Mr. De Quincy
says throngh the door that wasajar). He conld
not sce the murderer at first, but heard him
bebind the door, rapidly trying the lock of a cup-
bosrd or escritoive.  Presently there appeared »
tall well-made man, dressed in o rough drab
bearskin coat, who kuelt over the body of the
landlady and rifled her pockets.  He pulled out
varions bunches of keys, one of which fell with
a clush on the floor. The listening man noticed
that the murderer's shoes creaked as he walked,
and that his coat was lined with the finest silk.
With the keys now stolen, the murderer retived
again to the wmiddle section of the parlour.
Eveu in his fear Turner felt that there was now
a moment or two left for escape. The sighs of
the dying woman, the clash of the keys, and the
jioghing of the money, would prevent his foot-
steps on the creaky stairs from being heard,
Softly and with his bare feet he ran up-stairs to
escape by the roof, but in his terror he could not
find the trap-door. He then ran to his room,
forced the bed to the dvor as gently as he could,
and tied the sheets together to drop from the
window, which was twenty-two feet to tho
ground. This rope he fastened to an iron spike
he luckily found in the tester of the bed. Ina
feww minutes ho let himself down, and was caught
by & watchman who was passing at the time.
His fiest thought had been to save the child, but
ke was afraid she might cry if he awcke her
suddenly, and then Loth the child and o would
have been murdered.  Almost speechless, all
Turuer conld do, on reaching the ground, was
to poiut to the door of Williumson's house, and
stammer, “ Mare’s wmurderer is there” It was
not twelve o'clock yet, and several persons soon
assembled : two of the most resolute men, named
Ludgate and Hawse, armed themsclves with iron
crows, and broke open the door, They found
the budies of Me3. Willinwmson, and the servant
Bridget Harrington, with the throats cut, near
the ficeplace in the parlour. In the cellar they
discovered the body of the laudlord, which bad
been thrown down-steirs. He had defended
himself with an iron bar wrenched from the
cellar window ; his hands were cut and backed,
his leg was broken, and his throat was cut.
The little grandcblild was discovered tranquilly
asleep. A rush was then made behind, where a
noise was heard of somebody forcing windows;
and a3 the door was forged, a man leaped out,
crashing down the glass and window-frame.
There was behind tho house a large piece of
waste ground with a clay embaskment, belong-

ing to the London Dock Company, and across
thus the man escaped through the rising mist,

The agitation of the neighbourhood at the
news was irresigtible frenzy.  Peopla leaped
down from windows; every house poured forth
its inmates. Sick nien rose from their beds.
Ono man, who died, indeed, the next week,
snatched up a sword and went into the street.
‘Tho one desire was to tear and hew the wolfish
demon to pieces in the very shambles where he
had been found. The drams of the volunteers
beat to armg; the fire-bells rang. EKvery cart
and carringe was stopped, every boeat on the
river and overy house in the neighbourhood was
searched, but in vain. Rewnrds of fifteen hun-
dred pounds were offered by government and
the parish of St. Georgo.

The very next day an Irish gailor, named
Willinms, ulias Murphy, was apprehiended at the
Pear-Tree public-house, kept by Mrs. Vernillot,
where o lodged. About half-past one on the
night of the first murder, be had come up iuto
the loft, where there were five or six beds, two
Scotchmen and several Germans, The watchman
was crying the half hourat the time. The Ger-
inans were sitting up in bed with a lighted
cancdle reading; but they put it ont becauso
Williams said, roughly, ¢ For God's sake put
out that light, or something wilt happen!” In
the morning a fellow-lodger, named Hurris, told
him of the murder before he got up. Heo replied
surlily, “ I know it.? Since then lc had been
restless at nights, and had been heard to say in
lis sleep : * Five shillings in my pccket?—my
pockets are full of silver.,” Alarmed, at the
Marrs', the murderer had taken nothing there,
although there was a sum of one hundred and
fifty-two pounds in the house, besides several
guineas in Marr's pocket. The mallet left, with
another maul and an iron ripping chisel, at
Marc’s, was identified as belonging to Peterson,
& Norwegian ship carpenter, who bad left it in
a tool-chest in Mrs. Vermillot's garret at the
Pear-Tree, from which it was now missing,
Mrs. Yermillots children remembered the maltlet
from having often played withit. The prisoner's
washerwomnan also proved that a slart which he
had recently worn came to her bloody and torn,
and he had told ber he hiad had a fight. It was
proved that he knew Marr and \Villawmson, and
several publicans certified that they had resolved
to refuso him their houses because he was always
meddling with their tills. It was also proved
that he had recently cut off bis whiskers, aund
that muddy stockings he had worn had been
found hidden bebind a cliest.

This was on the Friday ; on the Saturday be
was committed for trigl. Ou his way to prison,
but for a powerful escort, he would have been
torn in picces by a fierce mob, At five o'clock
he was left in Lis cell at Coldbath-fields, and
his candle rcmoved. In the morning he was
found dead, hanging by his braces to an iron
bar.

A few weeks later, the gnilt of this horrible
wretch was finally and completely proved. In
a closet at the Pear-Trce public-bouse, somie
men, searching behind a heap of dirty clothes,
found ptugged into a mouse-hole a large ivory-
handled French clasp-kuife, tho handle and blade
both smeared with blood. Williams had been
scen using the knife about three weeks before
the Williamsons' murder. They also found a
blue jacket of Williams's, the outside pocket of
swhich wag stiff with coagulated blood, as if the
murderer bad thrust the money into this pocket
with his band still wet.

A lady who saw Willinms at the police-court
examination, described him to De Quincey asa
middle-sized man, rather tinn and muscular, and
with reddish hair: his featares mean and ghastly
pale. It did not secm real blood that circulated
in his veins; but a green sap welling from no
buman heart., He was known for an almost
refined and a smooth insinuating manner; he is
even 8aid to have once asked a girl he knew, if
she would bo frightened if she saw him appear
about midnight at ler bedside armed with a
knife? To which the girl replied:

©0h, Mr. Williams, if it was anybody else I
should be frightened, but as soon as I heard your
voice T should be tranguil.”
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The interment of this wretch was ghastly
cnough, A quaint grim print of the procession
still exists.  Un Monday, December 30th, the
body was taken in procession from Cold Bath-
fields to tho watch-house near Ratclift-highway.
Tho corpse lay on a high platform, in a very
high cart, drawn by one horse, The platform
was composed of rough deal buttened together,
and was raised at the head so as to slope tho
body, while a partition at the otherend, townrds
the horse, kept the feet from slipping. The body
was dressed in a clean white frilled shirt open
at the ueck, the hair was neatly combed, and the
fice washed. The countenance was ruddy, the
bare arms and wrists were a decp purple; the
lower part of the body was covered with clean
blue trousers and brown stockings (no shoes,)
and at the head was the stuko that was to bu
driven through the suicide. On the right leg
was fastencd the iron which Williams had on
when he was committed to prison. Thoe fatal
mallet was placed upright at the left side ot his
bead, and the ripping chisel on the other side,

About six o'clock the procession of three
hundred constables and headboroughs, most of
them armed with drawn cutlasses, moved slowly
towards Marr's house, where the cart stopped o
quarter of an hour, The jolting having turned
the murderer's head away from the house, n
man clambered on to the platform and placed it
direetly facing the spot. The procession then
moved on, down Old Gravel-lane and Wapping
High-street, and, entering New QGravel-lane by
Wapping-wall, reached the second house, where
the constables again halted the cart. Then,
entering Ratcliff-highway, they turned up Can-
non-street, and near the turn-pike, where tho
New-rond crosses, they reached the grave—
which was dug purposely small aud shallow.
After a deep and solemn silence for about ten
minutes, the body was jolted into its infamous
hole, amid the yells and cheers of thousands.
The stake was driven through the body with
the murderer’s mallet, quick-lime was thrown
upon thie carcase, and the grave was filled in,

It is useless to discuss the motives of Wil-
liams’ crimes. Mr. De Quincey hints that Marr
and Williams bLad sailed to Caleutta in the
same Indinman, and that on their return they
had both courted the young woman whom Marr
afterwards married. The sccond murder may
have been the resuit of a wish for money with
which to find mweans for cgeape: a thirst for
money and an unguenchable lust for blood, are
apparent in both. This good, at least, arose
from the horrible tragedies : they showed to the
cxcited and terrified city the utter incompetence
of the old watchmen; and prepared men’s minds
for the necessity of a larger, younger, and more
digciplined, body of police.

There were many rcasons for these murders
arousing such intense public attention. Tho
papers of the year previous to the Marr and
Williamson murders, record many undiscovered
crimes. Theso had alveady cxcited an amount
of fear which Willinmg's crimes hoightened to an
universal paroxysm. Every sailor or dock-
labourer found stabbed or drowned, was suppos-
ed to be another victim of the mysterious gang,
that no one doubted haunted the east end of
London. Uutil Williamns hung himself in his

:l, and until the clay-stained trousers and tho
gory kuife and jacket were found, the panic
continued and made night a hideous time. But,
then, the great storm of fear subsided slowly
into n ground-swell of sluggish distrust and
apprehension, The military patrols were soon
denounced as dangerous to the liberties of the
country, and discontinued; and tho constables
resumed their incfficient and sleepy pottering
about the broader streets and tho ncighbour-
hoods of favourite public-houses,

Qas, introduced into London on August 16,
1807, began, towards 1814, to got more general
in the larger streets; the clearer and fuller light
gave confidence to lonely pedestriaus, and
geared the prowling thief and the lucking
nssassin. Tmprovements moved slowly in the
Tory conntry. It was not till 1829 that Sir
Robert (then Mr.) Peel remodelled the police,
and gavo us for our greater security tho'present.
force. .
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Mr, DeQuincey, in his picturesque hut ratler
erroneous version of the double tragedy, has
drawn attention in & 1.ust thnlling way to its
chief points of pathos and intensity. He has
likewise passed over in silence sume points of
the highest interest, and in his dates has even
given the wrong year. Let us notice a fow of
his errors,  He makes Marrs servant girl absent
an hour. She was really abseat only thirty
minutes, seeking in vain an oyster-shop stiil
open, and during those thirty minutes she
returned once, looked in at the window,and saw
ber master, already doomed, still busy behind
the counter,  Mr. DeQuincey says there was no
noise heard by the neighbours during the mur-
der; itis in cvidence that a neighbour did hear
a chair being drawn about the floor, and also
beard the apprentice call cat as if he were
being struck or scolded. Mr Do Quincey dwells
w1th a tragic power that places him high among
prose pocts, on the awful moiwncnts between life
and death, where the journeyman, Turner, stood
watching through a glass door the murderer
plying his work ; but he forgot tho still more
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dreadful urisis when the wan, flying from red- |

handed death, aud crazed with fear, sought in
v for the trap-door 1n the rvot, well known to
him. Mr. De Quincey elsewhere colours too
highly. The poor frighteued man had no time
nor preseuce of mind to tear his sheets and
blankets into strips, or plait and splice them.
No; he did as any one clse would } ave done.
He sought no claburate iron support; he tied
the sheets together and dropped from the w v, “ow,
‘The lull of the mob .ben the herd con: table
gave orders for silence, in order that the mur-
derer's whercabout might be detected, is Jso a
finely conceived fiction, While a butcher with
his axe and a smth with a crowbar were forcing
open the cellar-flap, and some neighbours were
also throwing the front door off its hinges, the
murderer was actually heard dashing through a
lower back window, and escaping up a clayey
embankment, where his footprints were fouud.
Hence, next day, any men seen in Wapping with
clay-soiled trousers, were arrested.

But, from the first, judgment was close upon
the murderer. e was known to be acquainted
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with the Marr and Williamson families; he hel
been observed hanging about tills, and susp:
cionsly haunting taprooms and pubhc-hous
passages; he was scen washing suspiciously
dirty stockings and trousers, which he the
concealed ; he cut off his whiskers for no apps-
rent reason ; besides other clues of evidence
already mentioned. To crown all, Williams wvas
80 notorious an infamous man, for all his olf
and suaky duplicity, that the captain of bu
vessel, the Roxbnrgh Castle, had always pre
dicted that whenever he went on shore he woald
mount the gibbet,

DESIGN FOR A BRONZE FQUNTAIN.

Periiars no city on this continent is mor
rapudly improving in the character of its arch-
tectural and other decorations than Montresl
We offer the above olegant design for a bronzt
fountain for the consideration of Canadisa
artists in any future embellishments of our good
city in this direction.




AN QLD STORY.

NEVER A fiyrer ship sct #art on the gleaming ocean,

Neser a goodlicr crew smiled under the morning star,

Mo for the brave, brave wand, and the thar, 2ad the
ceaseless motion !

Ho! for the proud swel g, Lo earry hier over the
bar!

It was tho tivst of June. 1 stood near the water s
breaking,

' Aud saw the wavelets laughing, and rippling
fect;

Never acloud in the sky, but only the old sun streak-
ing;

Below, the sea; and abevo, the ¢)iff, and the heather
siveet,

upto my

£ was tho first of June. I stogd and 1 watched her
fecting—

Watched her my beautiful slip, sail over the summner
sea;

Beard tha shouts of the callors, my heart all throb-
bing and beating;

Aod thus, in the sunlight of morning, shefaded away
frors me,

- * ® . >

Crly an old, ol story—you've heard it times out of
pumber,

A cruel rock in the darkness, a rent in the vessel's
side;

All hands Jost—not & soul saved—the strong men
rocked jnto slumhier,

Waera the waters lie derk and deep, by the ebb and
fow of the tide.

Only 8 nino days’ wonder! You might hear them say
ia the City,

" Havo you heard of the dreadfil wwreckt” o you
passad tho folke in the streot.
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* Was shic fully Tusurcd?  Yon <ay not” More's the
pity.

Pray, what was her tonnage—her deck was how many
feet®

7
< vuly an old, uhd stury, nos seldom. it ceer, ela L
 Lonly raneaber the e whion shy eded on 8 morn-
ingin May.

Uh, My beautiful shup! sce then, in the darkness
‘ belated,
i How iy cyes have grown weary with watching for
’ youin the bay!

f Quly an old, uld stury, yet none the Jess bitter or
crishing,

Oh, for o sight of her sall on the utmost hine of the
sea’

In the night-timo I wake and 1 weep, for ¥ hesr tho
waves rushing, )

Stud L hnow that my beaatiful ship can never come
back to me* L M

THE HAUNTED HOUSE ON THE
ST. LAWRENCE.
BY MRS. J. V. NORL.

Aurior o5 * Tk SECRET OF $STaNLEY HALL, BIC.

l {OW prouc the iniaginative are 1o supersis

tion ! Indeed mostminds are tinctured less ot
maore with o belief i the supernatural, although
the fear of ridicule way prevent their acknow-
ledging their credulity.” ifow eagerly n ghost-
story is read ! Tndeed, any tale relating to the
unseen spiritual world i3 )istened to with ioterest
by most people.

And why isthis? Is it notbecause the human
mind seeke » connecting link between thisstate
of cxistence, and tho upkuown futurc—some-
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thing that will bridge the chasm separating us
from the departed ? ~ How, as we listen to some
well-nttested tale of the spectral world, does our
tond huwan heart theill with the conviction that
life eals not indeath, while the pleasing thought
Suggeaid itsdf, that vur loved ones thoagh lost
s gur sight on earth, may in reality still be neat,
hovering uround onr daily path.

L ain wow guing to relnte sowe incidents con-
nected with an old house on the St. Lawrence,
in the vieinity of B—— which wil}, 1 hope, in-
terest the veader, and which cannot fail to do so
ifhe is a believer in ghosts, and one of those who
luves to sit round the fire in & wintry night and
Y¥isten to stories of visitauts from the spectenl
warld,

A voyageacross the Atlanie, in the year 1830,
wag not accumplisbed so quickly or 50 plensant-
1y as at the present time.  There were then no
veean steamers plying between Canada and tho
shores of Brituin.  The slower, but mong grace-
ful looking sailing vessel wag the only means of
commuuication between the two continents
then.  And now they ace bridged by the woa-
derful Atlantic cable which fiashes deily or
hourly  cominunicativn through the tackless
deep.

It was late in the spring of the above year,
that a noble-looking vessel, with freight and
cabin passengers for Quebee, might be szen en-
tering he wouth of the St. Lawrence, baving
safely passed the Gulf, the navigation of which,
at that early season, i3 often Aangerons oz ac-
count of the icebergs floating into the Atlantic
from the Arctic ocean.  Solemnly the darkness
of night was cloging over the wide-spread waters
shutting out the dark outl’ e of the high and
rugged coast, and impressing tho mind with that
intease nervous dread whick the gloom of night
onthe surging waters often inspires, carcying to
the timid a deeper conviction of insecarity. The
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favourable breeze, which had during the day
driven the vessel on its course at the rate of
several knots an hour, was freshening, and the
night threatened to be stormy. All the passengers
had gone below, gloomily impressed with fears
of coming danger, with the exception of two, a
gentleman and lady, who still remained on deck,
engaged in conversation, as they sat sheltered
by the bulwarks. After the lapse of half an
hour, the moon, breaking forth from the dark
clouds which had before obscured it, gleamed
out in fitful brilliancy; catching the white sails
and making them look shroudlike in the ghastly
light.

The two figures who had been sitting to-
gether, so lovingly conversing in the tender
tones of affection, now rose, and, leaning over the
bulwarks, looked out upon the moonlit river.

“ Is it not worth waiting for, Alice? I told
you the scene, when the moon came out in that
angry sky,would be grand I’ exclaimed the young
man addressing his companion.

“1It is strangely beautiful,” she replied, in
tones of admiration; * those surging waters,
shimmering in the moonbeams, and the huge
masses of fantastic-looking clouds, edged with
silver, and driving rapidly through the stormy
heavens.”

“I fear we shall have a dreadful night,
Maurice. How the ship heaves ! and the tall masts
creak and swing to and fro with the increasing
wind !”

“ Do not alarm yourself needlessly, dearest;”
and the young man’s gaze fell pityingly on the
blanched face of the timid Alice, while he fondly
encircled her slight form,as if he would shield her
from the threatening danger, in those strong
arms,

“ Remember that this is not the first gale we
have encountered in our passage out, and we
have come safely through every danger so far.

“ 8o we have! but the voyage is not ended
yet, although we have left the ocean oehind, and
are, they say, in a river.”

“ And what a magnificent river it is! nothing
in the old country to compare with this! Is there,
Alice? Did I not tell you Canada is a maguifi-
cent land | such forests and such lakes as you
have yet to seel”

“ I haveno doubt it is all as you describe, but,”
and she shivered—* I only wish we wete safe on
land ; you know what a coward I am.”

“ You will never cross the Atlantic again, I
suppose,” said Maurice, smiling. .

‘ Nothing would induce me to brave its dan-
gers again. And there will be no necessity for
my doing 80, now when we are all out here, Aunt
Russell, and Grace, and yourself, dear Maurice,
we shall spend the rest of our life in your beauti-
ful Canada, we shall never see the Green Isle
again,” she added, with a sigh of regret,

Alice was silent for some minutes ; thoughts of
the beloved land she had left for ever, swept a
wave of sadness over her mind, which fears of a
danger, her timid nature maguified, helped to
swell ; she felt unable to converse calmly.

Soon the flying masses of clouds again shrouded
the moon, and now the wind increased consider-
ably.

"‘yI do so dread the night! ifit only were over,
and the daylight come, that we might see our
danger,” she piteously exclaimed.

“ Who talks of danger? why, the night is a
splendid one! and the breeze just the thing we
want to drive us up the river. If it keeps on
like this, we shall be in Quebec to-morrow
night1”

These encouraging words, spoken in the rough
but kind voice of the skipper, reassured Alice,
8he began to hope that the danger was not after
all g0 great.

“Do you think, Mrs. Fitzroy,” the captain
contidued, ‘ thatif there really was the danger
you dread, I would let the Mary Anne carry so
much 8aill No, no! my dear Mrs. Fitzroy, the
breeze i3 favourable, but the night is too rough
for you to continue any longer on deck ; take my
advice, go down below, and retire to your state
room, you can sleep quietly till morning ; there
is nothing to dread from the wind or the waves,’
I agsure you.”

And the captain was right, for though the

night was certainly tempestuous, still as the
breeze was favourable, the danger, which some
of the passengers dreaded, passed away, and as
the morning Yjght broke upon the Mary Anne, it
found her bearing safely and swiftly on her
course up the river. The weather was too un-
favourable to allow the scenery on either shore
to be seen to advantage. On the second day,
however, it cleared up, and as the Mary Anne
sailed proudly into the harbour of Quebec, the
gorgeous hues of a Canadian sunset were tinting
the various features of the imposing scene which
burst upon the view of the delighted passengers,
There it stood, that stronghold of Canada, the
fortress of Quebec! looking so proudly down
upon the harbour it protected. How impreg-
nable it seemed! how antique in a country
where everything else was modern ! The scenery
too in the vicinity of this picturesque looking
city, with its embattled walls and formidable
fortifications, was so grand, so beautiful, the two
noble rivers mingling their waters in the com-
modious basin at the foot of that lofty promon-
tory, the romantic village of Point Levi, the bold
mountains in the distance—all excited admiration
a3 well as surprise ; for most of the emigrants
were not prepared for a scene so imposing.

¢ I wish we were going to remain here, to live
in that grand old city,” was the wish expressed
by Grace Ratledge, the young sister of Mrs.
Fitzroy, as she sat on deck in the fading twilight,
watching the lights which twinkled, like,stars
in those Canadian homes, perched high above
on the summit of those lofty cliffs looming up
from the water,

I-think I shall prefer the quiet village to which
Maurice is taking us,” replied the young wife.
“ He says its situation is delightful on the banks
of the St. Lawrence, and the society too is good.”

- ¢ I suppose you will like it best, because he
does; the honeymoon is scarcely over, Alice,”
and Grace smiled archly. « But a quiet village,
eventhough romantically situated, is not, in my
opinion, preferable to a gay delightful city like
Quebec. Remember, Alice, I am not married yet,
and the chances of promotion would, assuredly,
be greater in a garrison town than a secluded
village. Think of the numerous red coats! ah
me! how dull it will seem without them! You
know we saw lots of dashing officers in Dublin,
dear old Dublin! that we have left for ever !

T do not know what good seeing the officers
did you, Mrs, Grace,” gravely remarked her aunt,
Miss Russell; “ you know we were not in a posi-
tion to mix in the society they did.”

“ But it would be different in Quebec, aunt.
Maurice says Canada is so unlike the old country
in that respect ; people here are not so exclusive ;
aad if you only have money, you will be admitted
into society.”

“1 don't believe it, Grace; however the
moncy has still to be made ; and in the mean-
time, a quiet home in B— will, I think, suit
us best,”

They were now joined by Maurice; he had
gone on -shore when the Mary Anne anchored
in the barbour, and he brought the information
that the steamer, which was to take them to
Montreal, was coming alongside the ship for
themselves and their luggage.

“ Are we to go on to-night, and not have a
nearer view of Quebec?” asked Grace, in a tone
of disappointment.

‘1 fear we must do without secing Quebec,
this time, Grace. Staying at an hotel is expen-
sive, besides I am anxious to get to B——, my
business has been too long neglected. When
you get married,” he added gayly,” you can then
visit Quebec; you will make a bridal tour some
day, you know.”

Twenty minutes later, the John Molson
steamed up beside the Mary Anne, and took off
Mr. Fitzroy and his little party. While they
are slowly steaming on their upward course,—
the trip to Montreal was not performed  so
rapidly thirty years ago as at the present day;
there were then no floating palices on the St.
Lawrence,—I shall inform my readers of a few
particulars connected with the characters just
introduced.

‘Sothte few years prior to the time this tale
opens, Maunrice Fitzroy first visited Canada,

seeking a home for himself and the young girl
to whom he had plighted his troth, before leav-
ing his native city Dublin. He was fortunate
80 far as to procure immediate employment on
landing at Quebec; but for sometime his salary
was small, and the fortune he coveted would
not come. However, a bright day came at last;
his application to business, his good conduct
and pleasing manners, at length won the estecem
and friendship of his employers, and they gave
him the charge of the forwarding business car-
ried on by the firm in B——, increasing his
salary considerably. After a couple of years
Maurice found himself in a position to gratify
the desire of his heart. He returned to Ireland,
married Alice Rutledge, and, shortly after the
ceremony, again set sail for his adopted land,
carrying with him, beside his young wife, her
sister and & maiden aunt her only relatives.
These two were not dependent on him, as Miss
Rugsell had an annuity sufficient for her own
wants and those of her niece.

On arriving at Montreal the travellers pro-
ceeded without any delay to B——. It was
morning, a bright balmy May morning when the
steamer Great-Britain, passing swiftly along the
wooded precipitous cliffs below the village,
landed Her passengers at J——'s wharf,

“ Here we are at last!” exclaimed Maurice
joyfully, glad to find himself at home again, and
doubly glad on account of the dear one he had
brought from a distant land to grace that home.

The first sight of the picturesque village
pleased Miss Russell and her nieces. “ Canada
is, indeed, a beautiful country " exclaimed Alice.
“How delightful to live within sight of that
magnificent river studded with those wooded
islands!” Her house, too, pleased her, though its
exterior was rather gloomy. It was a large
stone building situated almost on the brink of
the 8t. Lawrence, separated from it only by a
small lawn. Two old trees, the growth of ages,
skirted this laiwn, and hung their drooping
branches over the river. Steps from a broad
balcony, running in front of the house, led down
to the lawn, and beneath the shady trees were
rustic benches, which Grace declared was just
the place to sit and enjoy an interesting book,
on a warm summer’s day. In the rear of the
house was a garden, and beyond this the forest,
for Maarice Fitzroy’s house was in an isolated
situation a little distance from the village. The
interior of her new abode also pleased the young
mistress. A wide hall divided the lower apart-
ments, and from this two doors opened, one into
the garden, the other on the balcony. The
staircase was wide, leading into a large unfinish-
ed part of the dwelling, and from this doors
opened, into three airy bed-rooms well-lighted,
and commanding an extensive view of the St.
Lawrence and its wooded shores. Before he
left B~ for Ireland, Mr. Fitzroy had furnished
his house comfortably if not luxuriously; and
now as he led Alice through it, he was pleased
to see that she was perfectly satisfied with all
its arrangements,

“ The only thing that surprises me about this
house, Maurice, is its very low rent,” observed
Miss Russell, as they sat on the benches under
the trees on the lawa just before tea, and Mau-
rice had come home from his office for the even-
ing,
“ Well it is low, certainly, for such a large
house; but then you see, aunt; few strangers
come to B , a0d the demand for houses is not
frequent.” 0

“ What an old house it is! one cau see that,
notwithstanding its newly-painted doors and
windows,” observed Alice. .

“ Soitis! the oldest house in B——T1 have
heard.”

“ Really! then I am sure it is haunted,”
broke in Grace, a new interest flashing into
her pretty young face. ¢ [ thought it looked
ghostly the moment I set my eyes on it. Won't
we have fun, Alice; you're not afraid of ghosts,
you know,” and she smiled archly at her timid
sister.

“ Grace, how you talk!” exclaimed Mrs, Fitz-
roy, nestling closer to her husband’s side as if
she already saw a spectral visitant,

“ Now, Alioe, you may as well make up your
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mind to the disagreeable necessity of sharing
your new home with its old occupants,” said
Grace, with assumed gravity. « The house is
haunted, no doubt of it! just look up at that
window, with the curtain drawn a little aside ;
do you not see a face peeping out at us, recon-
noitering the new comers.”

Mrs. Fitzroy smiled. * That is to be your
room, Grace.” .

“ Ah! so it is! Well, thank goodness, there
is a door of communication between it and
aunt's, and if I am disturbed by any nocturnal
noises, I will take refuge with her.”

% Nothing will disturb you, Grace,” observed
Miss Russell, gravely ;” I wish, child, you would
not talk about such nonsense. Have I not
always tried to impress upon your mind the
absurdity of a belief in the supernatural ?”

S0 you have, dear aunt, and failed never-
theless,” replied Grace, laughing. ¢ It is no
use trying to make me believe there are no
ghosts, after all the stories I have heard proving
the contrary; and that there are such unwel-
come visitors in that old house, I feel confident.
The very fact that Maurice got it for so low a
rent, is itgelf suspicious.

“ Well, nous verrons,” said Maurice, rising to
return to the bouse, for the tea-bell was at this
moment rung by Bridget their maid of all work.

That night the travellers retired to bed early,
and slept soundly, being fatigued after their
long journey. In the morning, Maurice asked
Grace, laughing, if she had seen the ghosts ?

“ Not yet,” she answered, gaily ; ¢ they are
too considerate to trouble us the first night,
knowing we wanted repose.”

One week passed away—a pleasant week to
Grace, for the days were spent receiving visits.
She liked their new acquaintances very much,
and began to think her life in B would not
be so dull as she had expected.

“T wonder how every one asks so particularly
how we like our new home,” Alice observed one
day after some visitors had just left.

“ There is nothing remarkable in that,” said
Miss Russell. ¢ People generally ask such
questions,”

« Yes, but there i3 a peculiar expression in the
look which accompanies their inquiries. I am
afraid there is something wrong about this
house, which was concealed from Maurice ; but
do not say that to Grace,” Mrs. Fitzroy added
hastily ; ¢ it will only excite her again about the
ghosts, and she has been silent on that subject
lately.”

A few days afterwards, the Fitzroys and
Miss Rutledge received an invitation to a
party at a lady’s house in B——, Grace was
delighted at the prospect of an evening’s amuse-
ment, and the day was spent in preparing for the
importantevent.

The party was a pleasant one, and Miss Rut-
ledge, who was a very pretty girl, graceful and
well-dressed, attracted much attention. One
gentleman, a merchant in B ——, was particu-
larly struck with the fair young stranger, and
paid her marked astention. The evening passed
off pleasantly, and, at a late hour, the Fitzroys
returned home, Grace being escorted by her new
admirer, Mr. Talbot. The night was fine, and
they walked slowly homeward along the silent
road leading from the village,

“[s it here you live ?” asked Mr. Talbot, in
surprise, a3 they approached the house, which
loomed up gloomily before them in the starlight.
He had been absent from B ——, and had only
lately returned to the village.

“ Yes ; it is a pleasant situation; is it not?”

41 hope you may find your residence in it
pleasant,” he answercd, Iis tone was rather
doubtful, Grace thought.

“Itis a very old house, I believe?” she re.
marked, wishing to lead him to speak about it,

« It i3, and has been but little inhabited for
some years.”

“ Why ?” asked Grace, hér old fears returning
to her mind. .

“ People did not seem to like it; they never
stayed long there, In fact, it hasbeen deserted,
because they say it is haunted—rather a foolish
reason, is it not ?”

“I do not think so; it i3 a very sufficient

reason, in my opinion,” answered Grace, seri-
ougly.

@Phen you are superstitious, Miss Rutledge ?
I believe all the Irish are.”

“ Yes, because they are an imaginative people.
But, about this house, in which we are unfortu-
nately domiciled, can you tell me the cause of
its being haunted ? Has it been the scene of
some crime ? There is, 1 suppose, some story
connected with it ?”

“1 believe there is, but I really know little
about it. Iam notat all credulous ; I have no
faithin ghosts; I am notimaginative,” he added,
archly, ‘but this I do know, that the person to
whom this property belonged, who lived there
till his death, was a very wicked man. It i3 his
spirit, and those of his evil companions, who
haunt the building, itis said. Anyway, people
find it impossible to live there long. I am sur-
prised Mr, Fitzroy did not hear of thig”

¢ He must be ignorant of it, I think,” observed
Grace. Notwithstanding the temptation of the
low rent, I do not think he would have taken
the house bad he known it was haunted. But
Maurice had heard these stories ; but being
one of those strong-minded people who laugh
at such tales, he was not deterred by them
from hiring a comfortable house, which he got
almost for nothing.”

“You have not yet been disturbed by these
nocturnal noises, I suppose 7"

‘ Not yet, but there is time enough. We have
not been long here.”

“The spectral visits are periodical, I have
heard—not of nightly occarrence.”

“There is some comfort in that, and now good
night, and thank you for your pleasant informa-
tion,” said Grace, laughing, as she ascended the
steps of the verandah, and joined Mr. and Mrs,
Fitzroy at the hall-door.

Mr. Talbot stood on the lawn, unwilling to go
away, or leave the presence of one who had evi-
dently fascinated him,

“ Are you fond of boating, Mrs. Fitzroy ?” he
agked, as they still stood waiting for admission,
for something delayed Bridget's coming to let
them in.

“ Yes, when the water is very calm,” she re-
plied.

“ Well, if you will allow me, I will take you
and Miss Rutledge out on the river to-morrow
evening. We can cross to the opposite shore,
and visit Yankee land.

The ladies expressed their acknowledgments,
and Mr, Talbot bowed his adieu, ag a light gleamed
through the hall, and Bridget's footsteps were
heard approaching.

“ What kept you so long, Bridget ? Bless me,
what's the matter ?” asked her master, as his eye
fell on the pale face of the woman,

“ Bedad, sir, meself doesn’t know, but the
sthrangest noises is going through the house since
bed time. The saints defend us this blessed
night!” :

Bridget ‘was a late importation from the
Green Isle, She had come out with Miss Rus-
sell.

¢« Shure I wag afzard to stir out of my bed to
let you in, only I did not want to lave you out
all night.”

“ That wouldn't be at all pleasant; but did

ou see anything stranger looking than your-
self 7”7 asked Maurice, laughing, for Bridget's
night costume was rather picturesque,

“It's no laughing matther, Misther Fitzroy.
Wait till ye hear the noises yourself, sir,

« What are they like, Bridget ?” asked Grace,
whose pale face showed no lack of interest in
the servant's information.

“Oh, such banging of doors and thramping
about, Miss; it bates Bannagher éntirely, so it
does I” )

“ Well, Grace, here are some of your ghosts
at last, making themselves heard, if we can be-
lieve Bridget,’ said Maurice,

“ 8o it appears,” remarked his sister-in-law,
quietly, as she took a light off the hall table and
began to ascend the stairs. She did not like
then to relate the information she had received
from Mr. Talbot.

¢ Has Miss Russell been disturbed, Bridget?”
asked Alice, who was trembling violently.

“Sorra bit! Shure she’s deaf with that bad
cold she got, and it’s well for her ! I wishIwas
meself.”’

“ It ig rather strange,” remarked Mr. Fitarey,
a3 he and Alice ascended the stairs after
Grace,

As they reached the top, they distinctly heard
steps in the hall below ; the door of the dining-
room was thrown open—then violently shut.
Alice and Grace looked aghast, and clung to-
Maurice in their terior.

#Samebody has got into the house,” he ex-
claimed with excitement ; and disengaging him-
self gently from his wife, who wished to detain
him, he ran down stairs.

. Come back, Maurice " called Grace, lean-
ing with a white face over the balustrade.
Alice had retreated, shivering, to the door of
her room,

On reaching the hall, Maurice burst open the
door of the dining-room, and was about to enter,
wh.en the light he carried was suddenly extin-
guished. « Bridget, bring a light I he shouted,
but Bridget had disappeared, and was buried be-
neath the covering of her bed, saying her prayers
very devoutly.

Mr. Fitzroy now rushed up stairs. ¢ Grace.
give me your light,” he demanded eagerly.

“ Wait till I get another ; we cannot be left
in the dark,” she answered faintly,

Then, entering her aunt’s room, she lighted a
small lamp on the dressing table, and brought
it to her brother-in-law, who was waiting im-
patiently.

“I would advise you not to go down again,
Maurice,” she said impressively; it isno use
fighting with spectres {”

“ Spectres I he exclaimed, with derigion. I
tell you somebody has got into the house, and
we will be robbed ; what else could it be 7 You
gurely do not believe it is a ghost; you are not
really so silly, Grace.”

Then, taking a pistol from the mantel piece
in his room, he hurried down stairs again.
Grace, who, notwithstanding her credulity, was
a courageous girl, descended the stairs haif way.
Alice sat down, unable to support herself, at the
door of her room,

Entering the dining-toom, Mr, Fitzroy held up
the light, and surveyed it eagerly.

“ There is no one here 1" he called out.

«I thought so. Maurice, come back ; it is no
use looking for what is not there,” urged Grace,
from the stairs.

“ Wait till I search the drawing-room ; some
one may be hiding there.”

He opened the door of that apartment and
looked in, but no robber met his eye.

“It is very singular !—quite unaccountable,”
he said, as he once more entered the hall,

Just at this moment a laugh, mocking, hor-
rible, unearthly, fell upon his éar, freezing the
blood in his veind, and making his very heart
cease its beatings, He sprang up stairs, three
steps at a time ;- and, as he did so, the door of
the room he had left was slammed and shaken
violently, Grace had stood on the stairs while
Maurice was searching the rooms ; but when
that peal of horrible laughter broke through the
house, she fled to her sister’s room, to find her
lying senseless on the floor.

Tenderly Maurice Fitzroy lifted the fnani-
mate form of his yonng wife in his arms, and
laid ber on a couch near the window, which
Grace hurriedly threw open, flinging back the
shutters,

The first grey light of morning was breaking
in the eastern sky to the great reliefof Grace.

“Qur nocturnal visitors will leave us now !
What a blessed thing is the light !” ghe exclaim-
ed : “how it reassures and gladdens | even the
most timid natute feels comparatively brave in
the day time.” .

The cool fresh air soon restored Alice to
couscioushess, and the morning light gave her
courage.

“Oh, Maurice, how dreadful that laugh was I
she said shivering at the recollection. “ Who
conld it be "

“The old gentleman who owned this house,”

‘replied Grace, “ Mr, Talbot told me all about it,
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Did youknow it was haunted, Maurice 7’ and sho
looked inquiringly at Mr. Fitzroy.

‘ Well, I heard something to that effect, but
I didn't believe it. It seemed absurd to give
credence to such tales.”

“But you believe it now, I doubt not. Hear-
ing is believing in this case.”

{tWell, I suppose it is; but if we are to have
any sleep at all, it is time to go to bed now,”
« -remarked Maurice, with irritation. He felt pro-

voked to find his pleasant home rendered uncom-
fortable, and scarcely knew what to do in this
emergency. The trouble was where to find a
suitable dwelling, there were really so few houses
to rent in B——, and none at present that he
knew of, :

Some days passed away, and although th
members of Mr. Fitzrcy’s household retired trem-
bling at night to their beds, still nothing occur-
red to disturb their slumbers. Maurice began to
hope that the evil might not be as bad as it first
appeared. He determined to continue to reside
in the haunted house until a new one, which was
being quickly built, could be ready. There was
no help for it, he declared, unless they went to
board in a tavern, which would be not pleasant,
and very expensive. '

Mr. Talbot’s attentions to Miss Rutledge be-
came the topic of conversation in B, He
was frequently at the Fitaroy’s, and certainly did
admire their young handsome sister exceedingly.
The conversation during these visits often turn-
ed on ghosts, and Mr. Talbot declared Grace
had made him quite a convert to her belief in
the supernatural. One night, when they were
deeply engaged discussing this interesting sub-
ject, they were surprised by a loud knocking at
the front door. Who could it be at this late
hour ? It was just twelve by the small French
clock on the mantel-piece in the dining-room,
where they were sitting at supper. Shortly
afterwards Bridget's step was heard in the hall,
the door leading on the verandah was opened,
and then shut quickly a moment after, and her
tall square figure stood at the dining-room door,
her face wearing a nervous expression.

“ What is it, Bridget ? who is at the door ?”
asked her master.

‘“ Faix nara one that I can see, sir, and it's
bright moonlight. Well, Old Nick take ye who
ever ye are,” she continued, as & rapping was
again heard, but this time at the door opening
into the garden. With a quick step she crossed
the hall, and opened that door, but only to be
again disappointed. No one was there.

“ This is very strange I’ said Maurice, start-
ing up from the supper table and going into the
hall.” Again the knocking was heard, and at
the other door this time. Mr. Fitzroy, whose
hand was on the lock, opened it instantly, and
stepped out on the balcony, sure of catching the
person now whoever it was. To his amazement
no one was seen. The moon was high in the
clear heavens, and every object was distinctly
visible. There was no time for any one to have
escaped from the verandah, his reason told him
this, and yet he went down the steps into the
lawn, and from thence to the rear of the house
but no human creature was within sight, It wm;
unaccountable; a cold shiver ran through his
frame, as he hurried into the house again.

‘ There they are at the kitchen door now, sir,”
?aid Bridget, a terrified expression in her pale

ace.

“ Who is it, Bridget ?”

¢ Ah, who but the ghost themselves, sir,”

“ Bridget is right, I think, observed Miss Rus-
sell, who with the rest of the party were now in
the hall. ¢ Nothing human could be so swift in
their movements, passing from one door to an-
other like a flash.”

_“We had better vacate these rooms for to-
night, I think,” said Mr. Talbot, with a faint
smile, as he prepared to take his leave,

“Faix that’s just what they want,” put in Brid-
get ;  they don’t want any one down here any
longer.”

Well, it is & mercy the ghosts do not trouble
us upstairs,” remarked Grace, as on Talbot’s de-
parture they all left the lower part of the house.

¢ 1t is fortunate they do not,” said Miss Russell,
s she and her unmarried niece retired to the

.

room they both occupied since these nightly dis-
turbances. .

« Mr. Talbot says they confine their visits to
the rooms downstairs, because the old man lived
there altogether. Listen to that, aunt,” Grace
continued, ker face becoming more deadly pale,
as at this moment heavy steps were heard, as-
cending the stairs. ¢“If they come up here, I
shall die of terror.”

“Be calm, dear Grace ! I thought you
had more courage,” said Miss Russell, sooth-
ingly, for she saw the young girl was very
much excited, ¢“It is a shame for Maurice
to keep us here ! we will go away to-morrow,
won’t we, aunt ? he and Alice may stay if they
like. How could he bring us to such a house !
He knew it was haunted.”

A low knock at their bedroom door now made
Grace shriek hysterically.

«Qh it's only meself, Miss Grace, let me in for
the love of heaven 1"

The voice of Bridget calmed the fears of Grace.
«Was it you who now came upstairs ?” she
asked.

« It was then ! Shure I was afeard to stay be-
low by meself. Ifye'd let me sleep anywhere
till morning.”

“Yes, certainly, you can remain here, and
sleep in that small closet next my room,” said
Miss Russell ; “ you can occupy it while we re-
main in this house, which will not be long now,
I think.”

Grace and her aunt now hurried into bed, and
tried to fall asleep, anxious to shut out from their
senses the unearthly noises downstairs. But
that was impossible. The sounds that came up
from below on this night were fearful. The hur-
rying to and fro of spectral feet, the opening
and shutting of doors, the dinof voices, the clat-
tering of knives and forks, the jingling of glasses.
A spectral feast was evidently being enjoyed.
For three long hours this continued. At length,
at the first faint light of morning it ceased, and
all was quiet.

% Nothing would induce me to pass another
night under this roof,” exclaimed Miss Russell
in a decided tone. And she kept her word.
After the occurrence of the night, Mr, Fitzroy
also declared they could stay in that haunted
house no longer. The next day they removed
to a boarding house. Before the summer was
quite over, Grace Rutledge visited Quebec, the
bride of Mr. Talbot. After this, the haunted
house on the St. Lawrence was abandoned to
its nocturnal visitants,

THE LADY OF ST. QUEN’S.

A STORY OF WOMAN'S LOVE.

N the eighteenth century there stood in the
island of Jersey a noble, castellated pile, in
size and massiveness worthy of the name of
castle, built by Renaud de Carteret, the faithful
friend and companion of Duke Robert, that
wild and untoward son of William the Conque-
ror, about the year 1101.

Situated in a plain of unusual fertility, the
surrounding estate sloped down on one gide to
the lovely bay of St. Ouen’s to meet the bois-
terous waves ; on the other it was encompassed
and sheltered by an extensive forest; while in
the background the commanding heights seemed
fortified by nature to resist invasion.

A rivalet meandered through the meadows,
and midway between the chateau and the sea
there was a large sheet of water—an inland lake,
ever clear and fresh ; while far to the right, in
the distance, rose the lofty towers of Grosney
Castle, smrrounded with gigantic crags and dizzy
precipices washed by the sea, and with a bound-
less expanse, the nearest land in a direct line
being the then undiscovered shores of America.

This domain, in the time of our English Henry
VII, was the patrimony of a young nobleman
named Philip de Carteret, a direct descendant
of Renaud, the founder. Philip, with features
of most noble expression, a magnificent, athletic
person, and a spirit in unison with the daring
chivalry of a chivalrous age, was & fit lord of
such ademesne, worthy the illustrious ancestors

from which he sprung, and the brave progeny
who were destined to transmit the name of De
Carteret from the twelfth century to the nine-
teenth unsullied by a stain.

At the battle of Bosworth Field he had fought
with all the fiery enthusiasm of youth by the
side of the Earl of Richmond, and when the
fortunes of that memorable day decided in favour
of the Tudor, Philip de Carteret was amongst
the foremost nobles to swear fealty to their
sovereign lord, King Henry VIL

The king was anxious to attach the young
noble to his court and person, but his native
island contained a prize more attractive to De
Carteret, and of more sterling value than the
favour of princes ; so, shortly after the battle, he
returned to Jersey and his own manor, and
settled down amid his people.

At that time the castle of Grosney was held
by a proud old baron, of illustrious descent but
impoverished fortunes, Henriot de Harliston.
Unable to maintain the retinue suited to his
rank and the size of his castle, he yet clung to
the abode of his forefathers with a gloomy tena-
city, seldom stirring abroad, but devoting him-
self to books—a species of learning which, in
those days, was looked upon, especially by the
lower classes, as something uncanny, and more
or less intimately connected with magic or the
Black Art.

But this was by no means a popular taste, and
the noble De Harliston was troubled by few
visitors at his bare and rugged castle, save and
except the newly-returned Lord of St. Quen’s.

The vassals and old retainers at St. Ouen’s
manor shook their heads ominously when their
young lord’s visits became frequent and long.

% No good,” said they, “ can ever come from
that old sorcerer. Our young master is bewitch-
ed'"

Bewitched, perhaps he wag, but by no magic
more baneful than the charming face and ways
of Marguerite, the young and only. child of the
Baron de Harliston ; hers was the power which
attracted Sir Philip to her father’s dismal towers.

Sir Philip de Carteret had travelled far, and
had, in many lands, seen enough of men, and
women too, to know that an heroic soul of
spotless purity, set in a casket of the most
exquisite feminine loveliness, was a jewel of rare
occurrence. So, despite her want of dowry,
and the weird character her father bore, the
young Lord of St. Quen’s wooed and won the
lovely Lady Marguerite ; and one fair summer
morning, when the birds were singing, and the
dew lay thickly glistening on the grass, he
brought her across the rocky pathway down
through green lanes and shady woodland, from
the lordly castle of Grosney to his own manor of
St. Quen's—that happy home whose windows,
and turrets, and stately gardens the fair young
bride had often looked upon from the heights of
Grosney, with a fluttering of hope that she
should one day be the beloved wife and mistress
there.

1t chanced that the fair face and gentle man-
ners of the Lady Marguerite had attracted other
suitors besides Sir Philip, and the most eager of
these was no less a personage than the King's
gubstitute, the Governor of Jersey, a widower,
Sir Matthew Baker. '

This unworthy man, whose rapacities and
cruelties were bitterly resented by the islanders,
had, upon being eclipsed in his love affairs by
De Carteret, conceived the bitteresf personal
hatred of his young rival, treating him on all
occasions with studied insolence, and eagerly
striving for an occasion of quarrelling with or
insulting him, He further endeavoured to im-
plicate him in some of the intrigues with France,
so common among Jerseymen of that period.
In this also he was invariably foiled, for, though
nearly related to many French families of dis-
tinction, De Carteret wassodevoted and staunch
an adherent of the Tudor dynasty, and at the
same time so beloved in the island, that it was
no easy matter to impeach his loyalty. But Sir
Matthew Baker was both crafty and malicious ;
80 he quietly bided his time, solacing himself by
practising every cruelty and extortion he could
devise upon the unfortunate islanders over
whom he was ¢ Capitaine.”
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Woe to any luckless denizen of St. Ouen’s
parish whose petty crime or debt br.ought him
in the power of Governor Baker—neither mercy
nor justice might he hope for or receive; h}s
parish was sufficient to doom him before his
accusation was ever heard.

These acts of arbitrary violence at length
grew so frequent and oppressive that Philip de
Carteret, who had long been restrained solely by
the earnest entreaties of his wife, who dreaded
equally the power and the malevolence of the
governor, determined no longer tamely to sub-
mit to the injustice done his vassals and fellow-
islanders.

He therefore remonstrated with him, and
finding his temperate conduct was but the signal
for fresh exceses, at length summoned the
cruel governor before the Cours Royale for res-
titution of some property he had seized in excess
of what was really his right. .

This cause was tried by twenty-four jurymen
and a bailiff, somewhat synonymous with our
judge. As these twenty-four men had all 'suf-
fored more or less from the governor's rapacious
insolence, but had never dared to bring so pow-
erful a personage to account for his tyranny, a
verdict adverse to the governor was returned
with remarkable promptitude and unanimity.
This public defeat filled up the measure of De
Carteret’s iniquities in the eyes of Matthew
Baker. . .

Robbed of his bride, exceeded in popularity,
and now publicly rebuked by this hated rival,
he determined upon a speedy but secret revenge.

To effect this detestable object he called into
his confidence a certain Roger Boutillier, a false
amd treacherous friend, who had received great
benefits from Sir Philip. o

It was not long before the two companions in
mischief, so well matched as Governor Baker
and Le Boutillier, hit upon a suitable plan t:or
carrying out their hatred against Sir Philip,
whose domestic happiness had been increased
by the birth of a son and heir ; and in the midst
of the rejoicings they resolved to strike the fatal

low.

b They accordingly concocted a letter, purport-
ing to be written by De Carteret, Lord of St.
Ouen’s, in Jersey, to his noble Felauve in Nor-
mandy, offering to betray the island yvnhm a
certain time to the French, for a specnﬁpd sum
of money, and conditionally on his being ap-
pointed governor himself. )

‘And here it should be mentioned that the
island of Jersey, together with Guernsey apd
‘the smaller Channel [slands, having been origin-
ally united to the English crown by William
the Conqueror, being until then an appendage
to bis own Duchy of Normandy, had remained
faithful to England ever since, although treated
in somewhat shuttlecock fashion. Their prox-
imity to the French coast rendering them pecu-
liarly attractive to that nation, who ever and
anon fitted out ships and men for the purpose of
retaking these islands, and sometimes with par-
tial success.

In past years Margaret of Anjou, the queen
and sovereign of the unfortunate Henry VI,
blinded by ambition to every principle of honour,
had entered into a secret agreement with a pow-
erful Norman baron to cede to him the fair
igland of Jersey, conditionally on his assisting
her husband against the York faction with men

money.
an%he Noi'man, dazzled by so seductive an offer,
brought 2000 men to England to the King's re-
lief, while his son took an equally strong force
to Jersey; and the governor, havmg received
his orders from Queen Margaret, admitted them
into the fortress of Mont St. Orgueﬂ by night.

For six years the French occupied the island
in every portion save one. The then Lord of
St. Ouen's alone defied them, and for six years
stoutly maintained the integrity of his estate
against both force and stratagem. The Count
de Shaulevrier, for thus was the Norman baron
named, tired, at length, of molesting so indom-
itable a foe; and shortly afterwards, Edward
1V., having ascended the English throne, made
Queen Margaret's gift null and void, and dis-
pa.tched the vice-admiral of England to compel
the Normans in the fortress_ to surrender. The

admiral having blockaded the island by sea,
the inhabitants, led by the valiant De Carteret,
invested them by land, and soon compelled the
French to quit their ¢ castle of pride,” and the
island to boot.

It was, therefore, natural that the English mon-
arch looked with an eye of jealous suspicion on
the contiguity of France to these small but much-
prized possessions, and full well wily Matthew
Baker knew no surer road to the king's dis-
pleasure could be found than to hold communi-
cation with that mainland. It was for this
cause, therefore, he endeavoured to fix upon the
Lord of St. Quen’s the crime of treasonable cor-
respondence with France; and, by the aid of
his confederate, having written the letter, Le
Boutillier threw it into a dry ditch near Longue-
ville, & spot which the governor was to pass in
going to the Royal Courts at St. Helier, from

“his residence in the large and gloomy fortress of

Mont Orgueil. Of course, according to agree-
ment, the governor as he rode past in full state,
saw the letter lying there, and directed one of
his esquires to give it into his hands. The ac-
complished hypocrite at first assumed a face of
the deepest concern upon reading the contents
aloud to the assembled nobles and followers;
then, putting spurs to his horse, he rode straight
to the Royal Court, where he was bound,*and,
with much apparent}emotion, proclaimed the
Seigneur de St. Quen a traitor to his king and
country.

The bailiff and the jurats, shaking with fear
at the governor's known tyranny, and dreading
for their own safety, were fain to give credence
to the accusation, and the more readily, perhaps,
because Roger le Boutillier, stepping forward in
the fashion of those times, threw down his glove,
offering to give battle to De Carteret as a false
traitor.

A battalion of soldiers proceeded to the manor
house, and, tearing De Carteret from the
arms of his wife, accused him of conspiring to
deliver the island to the French, and conducted
him, without any form of trial, to Mont Orgueil,
where, after being bitterly reproached and in-
sulted by Governor Baker,he was thrown into
a dungeon many feet below the castle walls, and
by some supposed to be below the level of the
sea. There, in perfect darkness and solitude,
the wretched De Carteret lay, his life scarcely
sustained by scanty food, while the eventful day
fixed for the mortal combat, that was to decide
his innocence or the guilt of his accuser, rapidly
approached, but not so rapidly but that the
noble knight's strength was well nigh spent
before it arrived, and he scarcely could stand
upright, far less defend himself in the lists.

According to the laws of combat, Le Boutil-
lier, the challenger, was also sent into close
confinement until the day arrived, but with this
difference—that while the unfortunate knight
was slowly undergoing starvation, Le Boutil-
lier's captivity was cheered by every luxury his
friend the governor could command; and he
fared sumptuously and roamed about the castle
at his case.

To make the fate of De Carteret even more
secure, and prevent possibility of escape, the
governor compelled the bailiff to issue an order
prohibiting any boat or vessel to leave the island
without a special permission from himself, so
fearful was he of the friends of De Carteret
bringing him assistance before the day of trial.

Then, to render his own share of the conspi-
racy less conspicuous, he took ship for England,
intending to lay before the king his own version
of the affair, at the same time exculpating him-
gelf from any blame in the death of a nobleman
who had hitherto held, and justly, so high a
position in the royal favour.

Now Marguerite de Carteret, the fond and
faithful wife of Sir Philip, remained at the manor
house, for she had become the mother of a son
but a few days previous to her husband’s appre-
hension. Vainly had she sought accgss to her
husband’s dungeon; all communication was
strictly forbidden. The heroic wife had risen
from her bed, and even sued for an interview
with her rejected lover, in order to plead her
husband’s cause. This also was refused ; and
the Lady Marguerite received an intimation

from a secret friend that she would do well to
consult her own safety and that of her boy, for
that the governors hatred was such that he
would not be satisfied until he had exterminated
the whole race of the De Carterets, and seized
their fair possessions for his own.

Marguerite, therefore, hurried, with her new-
born babe, to Grosney Castle, where she placed
the boy under the protection of her aged father,
and calling into her confidence a favourite maid,
Micette, whose fidelity she could depend upon,
announced her intention of setting forth imme-
diately to the king, at Windsor.

« For,” cried she, *since there is no hope of
either justice or mercy in this most unbhappy
island, I will to his majesty in person, and plead
the cause of my most injured lord.”

“ Ah! madam,” exclaimed the maid, aghast
at the daring scheme ; would you just rise from
childbed, your infant son not yet a month old,
and cross the sea to English shores ?”

“ If I desert him, who shall defend my Philip ?
Know, girl, I brought your lord no dowry but
my love, Shall I, then, hesitate to risk this
poor body in his service, who rightly claims the
best efferts of my body and my soul ?”

“Oh! my dear and gentle lady,” said the
maid, prostrating herself at her mistress's knees,
«] pray you reflect upon the dangers of the
seas; and, further, every boat is forbidden to
leave the island ; and were you to attempt to do
so without permission, you would perish beneath
the arrows of the guard.”

“ Maiden,” replied Marguerite, turning on her
a face of more than womanly resolution, in-
spired by the courage of the most devoted love—
“ maiden, when thou wast plague-stricken, and
all forsook ‘thee, did not I, and I alone, risk my
life to succor thee? And thinkest thou that a
time like this, when a life to thine and a thou-
sand such as thee were but chaff in the balance,
I can stop to consider danger and weigh
chances? Go, and summon your father to my
presence.”

The waiting-maid sadly withdrew, and re-
turned with her father, a noble specimen of a
Jersey fisherman. The old map, like his daugh-
ter, was devoted to hislord, and the knowledge
of his captivity, beyond the reach of possibility
of assigtance, was bitter to the stout old man,

“ Rudolph,” said the Lady Marguerite, “the
sky is clear, the water is serene. Have you
strength of arm and courage to row me across
to Guernsey 7’

“ My lady,” sorrowfully exclaimed the fisher-~
man, “it is madness. We should be overtaken,
and shot down.”

“ Coward!” cried the Lady of St. Ouén's;
“ darest thou not this little service for thy good
lord and mine ?”

¢« Lady,” responded the man, “I will row to
England, if needs be, at your commands, or
perish on the way.

« Then,” said the Lady of St. Ouen'’s, “at
midnight this very night you will bring your
boat beneath the rocks upon which the castle
stands. We are closely watched, therefore you
must drop anchor in the spot least likely to be
suspected—below the Witches’' Cave. At mid-
night I will be there ; swear ,that you will not
fail me.”

He swore, and the Lady of St. Ouen’s, dismis-
sing him from ber presence, hastily collected
her most valuable jewels, and disposed them
about her person. She also provided herself
with a well-filled purse, and a suit of costly
robes.

Ten minutes before midnight the devoted
wife, taking her sleeping infant from his pillow,
placed him in the arms of her weeping tire-
woman, saying to her—

T entrust to you, Micette, my most precious
possession ; see that you prove worthy the trust.
Let it not be known that I have left the castle.
Take courage ; God will protect me. I repose
my trust only upon Him, Who is the true support
of the poor afflicted ones,”

Then, taking her infant “once more in her
arms, she strained him tightly to her heart,
murmured a prayer over the unconscious sleeper,
and, without daring to trust herself to another

look, resigned him to Micette, and fled down
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the private stairs that led, by many a winding
path, to the shore.

Arrived, after many a stumble, at the Witches’
Cave, the noble lady’s heart sunk to find no
Rudolph there. Was he unfaitbful to his oath ?
Had he played her false? She stood listening
for his footsteps. The cavern—of immense
depth, of pitch darkness—was silent as the
grave, the only sound the occasional dropping
of the water from the damp sides or roof, and
the hoarse roar of the sea many hundred feet
beneath.

The Lady of St. Ouen’s stood listening, and,
as she stood, all the legends and stories of deeds
of blood and devilry with which the Witches'
Cave was associated rushed through ber mind.
But, with a courage rare at the time in which
she lived, she shook off all superstitious fears,
and, sallying forth, again proceeded to grope
her way down the sides of the cliff, in the direc-
tion where she had commended the boat to be
left, while the fisherman ascended to conduct
her to it. :

The darkness prevented her sceing the full

. danger of the descent. Clinging with her hands

1o the rough bushes and underwood which grew |

upon the sides of the cliff, sometimes feeling the
little path cut in the sides of the rock, more
often losing it, with palpitating heart, torn,
bleeding, and bruised, she reached at last the
smooth, pebbly beach, and had the unspeakable
happiness to see the boat and Rudolph waiting
for her. She entered without a word, obedient
to his sign of silence, and it was not until they
were far out at sea, and with a fair wind set
towards Guernsey, the faithful old fellow told
her his anxiety had been as great as her own,
but that he dared not leave his boat to come to
her, for fear of discovering hims:lf to & soldier
of Le Boutillier, who was keeping watchbeneath
the castle wall. God, in whom she trusted,
befriended the heroic lady ; her frail vessel rode
before a favouring wind, and was almost blown
into the port of Guernsey.

As she stepped upon the soil she threw herself
upon her knees, and rendered thanks to the
Supreme Being, who bad guided ber thus fur on
her journey in safety. Then, after close inquiry,
she learned her enemy, Matthew Baker, had that
very night passed on to England. Far from
being discouraged at this intelligence, she hired
a strong fishing-smack, and with Jarge sums
bribed a crew to carry her at once upon her
voyage. Without waiting for rest, refreshment,
or change of clothing, this heroic wife again set
sail, after a previous journey of several hours in
an open boat, exposed to the wind and sea.

Her courage and sad errand inspired her crew
with energy and daring, and, by great cxertions,
they reached the port of Poole, on the south
coast of England, but a few, hours after the
governor had landed there ; and the Lady of
St. Ouen’s would have inevitably met and been
at the mercy of her foe, had not a blinding
storm of hail and sleet driven the governor and
his numerous attendants to seek shelter with the
mayor of the town.

But Marguerite de Carteret sought no shelter
while ber lord lay in a dungeon. She disdained
to rest, but, mounting the fleetest horse the town
could furnish, and hearing that the king bad re-
paired from Windsor to London, she rodeall night,
first to Salisbury and thence to London, to the
residence of Dr. Fox, the good Bishop of Win-
chester, and a member of the Privy Council, To
him she related all her story, entreating his in-
fluence to present her before the king, This
secured, the Lady of St. Ouen’s allowed herself,
at length, a few hours to slumber, and was
greeted the following morning by the cheering
news brought by the bishop, that the king was
then attending mass in the chapel of the Tower,
and would give audience in the presence Cham-
ber immediately on its conclusion.

The Lady Marguerite hastened to dress herself
in the robes of state she had brought with her
for this occasion : a long robe of ruby velvet,
bordered with rich far—a decoration permitted
only to married dames of the noblest birth ; a
small coif of White satin, emhroidered with gold,
upon her head, while her golden hair flowed to
her waist; a girdle and necklace of precious

stones completed her costume ; and she looked
not like & miserable petitioner pleading for a
criminal, but & noble lady, prepared to defend
her husband’s fame with dignity and honour,
The bishop placed her in his own state chariot,
requiring, four strong horses of Flemish breed,
not for mere show, but the stern necessity of
dragging the ponderous equipage over the ruts
and quagmires that lay between the Bishop's
Palace, near the river at Westminster, and the
Royal Palace of the Tower. The cavalcade,
consisting of outriders, running footmen, and
men-at-arms, slowly proceéded by the Strand,
through Temple Bar. All was strange in this
wonderful city of London, to which her fond
husband had often proudly spoken of bringing
her—the great street of Chepe, with its low

shops, heavy galleries overhanging them, filled |

with rich stuffs, and gold, and gems, tempting
to the eyes of womankind. There, too, was the
Cross of Charing, erected to the memory of an-
other devoted wife ; and further on, in St. Mar-
tin's Lane, the shops of the workers in leather—
saddlers, curriers, shoemakers. Every house
bore its own peculiar sign, projecting often into
the street—the ¢ Turk’s Head,” the * Happy
Man,” the ¢ Tower,” the ¢ Ship;” but the
« Gqlden Cross” was the most popular symbol,
and conspicuous on many sides.

The chapel of St. Mary’s of Rounceval, a small,
low-built edifice, dependant of the great Priory
of Rouncevaux, in France, occupicd the site of
the present Northumberland House, and imme-
diately opposite the house of prayer stood the
pillory.

Arrived at the Tower, the bishop conducted
her across & large hall, strewn with fresh rushes,
and filled with soldiers, nobles, knights, all
hurrying to the Court the king was already hold-
ing. A flight of massive stairs brought them to
the door of the Presence Chamber. ¢ Courage,
true wife,” whispered her conductor, as the door
was thrust aside. At the far end of a large,
lofty room, with banners hanging from the roof,
men in armour stationed down each side, sat the
king ; beside him, one on each side, stood his
young sons, Princes Arthur and Henry. A
crowd of the best and bravest of England’s no-
bility stood around. The sight of a young and
beautiful woman, whose dress announced her
noble birth, advancing alone, attracted the atten-
tion of all present. With proud head and un-
1t:inching eye, Marguerite knelt at the feet of the

ing.

«1 plead, my liege, not for pardon, but for
justice.” And, with impassioned eloquence, she
reminded the king of her husband’s faithful ser-
vices, his known fidelity, recounted the unjust
treatinent he had submitted to, and entreated
his majesty to give her noblest knight a fair and
just trial. Henry was deeply moved. He mi-
nutely investigated the case, drew from the
blushing wife the story of the rival suitors for
her hand, and, after a short discussion with the
privy councillors then present, granted an order
for her husband’s instant freedom, without wait-
ing to hear his enemy’s charge. Then, and not
till then, the noble courage of the Lady of St.
Ouen's broke down. She threw herself at the
feet of the king, and, with tears and sobs, ex-
pressed her gratitude. Heunry raised and em-
braced her, and saying, “ Happy is the knight
of so high-souled a dame,” led her himself to
the door of the council chamber, and dismissed
her with the greatest admiration and respect.

Scarcely had Marguerite left the royal pre-
sence, and before she had reached the foot of
the grand staircase, than she met the astonished
governor, Matthew Baker. Radiant with success
and triumph, she passed him without a word.
He passed on to the presence of the king, only
fo receive the execration due to his erimes, and
to be dispossessed of his command in the island.

Resisting all entreaties, the Lady of St.
Quen’s neither paused nor slept, until, accom-
panied &y some noble friends of her hugband, she
once more embarked. After a prospercus voy-
age, she arrived in Jersey on the eve of the day
appointed for the combat, and just in time to
save her husband’s life. Le Boutillier, not
content with the fearful odds hetween a full
ard & famished man, had caused the ground to
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be filled with pitfalls, trusting thus to have his
opponent beyond all hope of escape.

Armed with the king’s warrant, the Lady
Marguerite hastened to Orgueil Castle, a toil-
some journey by a narrow road and rugged hills,
now lightened by the cries and joy of the island-
ers who, in great numbers, joined her escort.
The spacious and gloomy chambers of the castle
were soon filled with eager searchers, while
Marguerite, under guidance of the seneschal,
passing through the chapel, descended to the
cells beneath, where, fastened by an iron chain
to the wall, pale, emaciated, and almost sense-
less, she found her husband. The good news
and sudden change of fortune was too great.
Philip de Cartezet was borne to his home in
solemn silence, not in rejoicing. Long was the
struggle between life and death, but the devoted
love of his wife, like a talisman, won him back
to life. And for many happy years the Lord
and Lady of St. Quen's were a blessing to their
tenantry, and lived to see their eleven sons
acquire the highest distinction in their native
island, and at the Euglish Court, proving them-
selves worthy sons of such a wife and mother
as the Lady of St. Ouen's.

GLIMPSE AT A MORMON NEWS-
PAPER.

NLY a few years have, clapsed since men

J read with wonder of the march of the Mor-
mons from flourishing Nauvoo to the desolate
Salt Lake. That Hegira, as it has also been call-
ed, has been compared with the March of the
Israclites, and one seemed almost as marvellous
as the other. We may, perhaps, best understand
what progress bas been made since the weary
feet of the survivors among the Latter Day Saints
first trod the then arid ground which was to them
as a Land of Promise down to the present time,
by a glance ata Mormon newspaper. The Salt
Lake Duily Telegraph (for September 12) is now
before us, and in its advertisements, paragraphs,
and general intelligence, it shows that the district
is in no degree inferior to any locality where
riches, civilization, and pleasant battles of life
abound. In the advertisements, ¢ Transportation
Lines” rival each other in seducing travellers to
trust themselves for a journey of a thousand
miles or 8o, each line being superior to its rival,
whether the first-class carriages run by rail or
road. There is a little oddity in the Messrs.
Browns' advertisement that they sell school-books,
M‘Guffey’s Readers, novels, history, tobacco,
cigars, and chewing gum! Bankers, scorning not
to he considered tradesmen, proclaim themselves
as ¢ dealers in coin and gold dust.” General
merchants offer ready made clothes and crock-
ery. There is mischief in the numerous adver-
tisements from % Attorneys,” who are also
« Counsellors-at-Law,” and who engage to pay
« particular attention to the collection of debts.”
Then, is a civil engineer wanted? One is to be
found ¢« five blocks north of the Tabernacle.”
The Mormon photographers must be in advance
of others; at least, photographic artists among
the Mormons undertake to ¢ fill promptly all
orders by mail.” Toys of all kinds are on sale,
from France, England, and Germany; and
Messrs, Bowen advertise ¢ Dice and Dice-cups,”
with ¢ English, French, and Domestic china
vases” We learn from another advertisement
that the Montana Radiator is the Pheenix of all
the journals. “ If you want,” &c., “then order
the Radiator,” and so on. Indeed, there is no
want that cannot here be supplied, from a prince-
1y estate down to the last necessity, which is
{0 be had at Henry Dinwoodey’s, the aptly-named
ran who has ¢ Coffins constantly on hand.” Gold
seems to abound, yet some advertisers offer to
« take produce in exchange.” What can * thimble
skein Schuttler waggons” be ? May they serve
to convey parties to the theatre, where Mr, Phelps
wasonlya month ago playing Charles the Twelfth
and Jeremy Diddler, parts acted by him in Cali-
fornia for hundreds of nights? in Great Salt
Lake City! Then Mr. Findlay offers # a hun-
dred cords of wood, for lime, greenbacks, or store

pay.” And we note that coal is four dollars per ton,
and that at the General Grant Saloon wayfaring
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men “ may have a single medl for one dollar,”
the price of a quarter of ton of coal. Further,
royal and imperial titles are given to the best
articles. “ Queen’s ware” is continually at the
top, save in the case of Wests Bradley and
Carey’s “ Empress Trail Crinoline.” There are
others called the ¢ Pride of the World”; these
are ¢ duplex elliptic,” double springed, will nei-
ther bend nor break, and are ¢ the standard skirts
of the fashionable world.” To put them on is to
be decked with grace and beauty; not that any
one at Salt Lake can be taken as lacking either.
A man loses a * horn brand,” and he advertises,
as a matter of course, that ¢ the handsome finder
will be rewarded ou leaving it at Barrow's.”
Again, a mill is advertised, with certain warrant
that the miller may be as ¢ jolly” as the one in
the song, sceing that ¢ it is safely protected from
Indian depredations by a stone-wall fortification.”
One individual reminds us a little of the proud
decayed Irish lady who was reduced to call

4 Butter!” in Limerick market, and hoped to
Heaven nobody would hear ber. Mat White
must be a member of her family, for he brings a
large assortment of goods to Salt Lake City,
not as a common tradesman, but, he being on a
visit, ¢ chiefly as a means of leisure employment,
within the period of a brief tarry among his friends
here.” Such is the honour of it! and there is not
much less in Hannah King’s ¢ Lament to suffer-
ing Ireland,” and who quaintly avows, at the
wind-up of the advertisements, as an announce-
ment of her own feelings “ t0,” and knowledge
of, Ircland,~—

1 know nought of politics, maticrs of State.
But 1 weep o’er the fallen, 1 weep for thy fate !

Passing to the editorial article, we find the
writer rather deploring that visitors to Utah
have been mostly of a rough class, fellow miners
with gold dust, to gouge fortunes ¢ out of them,”
fellows who withstand, perhaps because they
practise, the ¢ strychnine and cramming ope-
rations” ; but these gold-dust-laden miners are
encouraged by the assurance that ¢ it is prover-
bial in the city, that if a stranger can escape the
¢ strychnine’ clique for three days after arrival,
he is for ever afterwards safe. Generally, the
first twenty-four hours are sufficient to prostrate
even the very robust.” All that the gold-miners
have to do is to partake of nothing they are not
sure of during their first days of sojourn ; though
we do not see how that is to help them and their

. gold-dust, if the strychnine and cramming
cliques, as the slang of the place runs, are deter-
mined to gouge their fortunes out them. Saving
all drawbacks, the editor speaks well of his fel-
low-citizens, somewhat after the tolerable and
not-to-be-endured style. ¢ Though,” he remarks,
¢ we do not say that the people of Utah have
no faults ; yet we do say that, taking their good
faults and their bad faults together, we think
they will pass muster with the people of any
territory or state of the Union, or with any other
community elsewhere.”

In one little “ editorial,” a mild complaint is
made against perspns who % are prepared to
chew Mormons, and readily digest every dirty
piece of falsehood about them.” In a second,
after announcing that a fellow editor, George
West, Esq., is not about to abandon the editor-
ship of the Rocky Mountain News, as reported
his colleague of the Salt Lake Telegraph ex-
claims, ¢ That's right! Keep at it, my boy! mi-
sery likes company!” We may add, that all
Mormon editors are not of the same friendly dis-
position, but they may become so; the fact of
the editors of the Deseret News and the Duily
Telegraph bei ng seen walking together is allug-
ed to as a sign of the promised millennium 1 Then
we come upon miscellaneous paragraphs, put
in where advertisements seem to lack, and a de-
scription of a conspiracy to poison Louis Napo-
leon with Vichy water, and the suicide of the
chief conspirator. One symbol of civilization is
in the Divorce Court. Here is a case of Julia v.
Arthur Haynes. It bad come on by adjournment
from a previous term ; but, meanwhile, the im-
patient Julia had married with another lord.
Whereupon the editor justly remarks : ¢ We are
no lawyer, but the marriage with Mr. Cooper
some months ago and the divorce now seem 1o

make a rather mized case. No doubt it is all
right I’

In the few references made to church matters
and persons, there is still something of interest.
Bishops are engaged in caring for the bodies as
well as the souls of theiv people, and the editor
praises Bishop Hunter for his « strenuous efforts
to have the teams with the flour, salt and other
comforts for the incoming immigrant started
back,” to meet and succour the approaching neo-
phytes. Perhaps the strongest symptom of good
gense on the part of the editor is his protest
against lorig sermons, connexion with services
beginning at ¢« early candlelight” ¢ We may
get a crack for this,” writes the good reflecting
man, ¢ but we can’t help it. We like variety ;
life and short meeting! ... We know that the
great mass of the people are just like us, and
the best and most popular men among us
are the short sermon men—we all like to hear
them!” Then, lest this should be taken for the
voice of the scorner, the orthodox editor pro-
ceeds to say : “ This is not ¢ steadying the arky
or ¢ directing Bishops,"—it is but the expression
of a popular desire ! Excellent man! To the ex-
pression which here finds tongue, the sermon-
oppressed of two hemispheres will say Amen !

MY FIRST WIFE.

11 cannot put it quite away,
As though it never had been there;
The memory of that pure pale face,
Framed in with bands of sunny hair.

The clear brown cyes go full of faith,
The lips so eloquent with truth;

The first that ever stirr’d his heart,
His early bride, his gentle Ruth!

Although for near a score of years
Within the churchyard she has lain;
Her grave made white with Winter snow,
Or green with dripping April rain;—

Although another one has come
To nestle in her vacant place,
With eyes as tender as her own,
With form as fair, as sweet a face;—

The twilight hour will find him oft
Within the busy city’s mart,

1lis eyes with dreamy sadness fill'd,
Old memories stirring at his heart.

The busy scencs that round him lie,
The hopes, the cares, fade quite away,
And in their place he sces a cot,
A garden at the close of day ;—

A fair girl looking shyly up,
Where grape-vines cluster on a wall;
Faint blushes running o’er her cheeks,
While round her apple blossoms fall.

1Ie almost fancies she comes back,—
Steals like a shadow to his side;

Her slender fingers touch his hair,
And o’er his forehead gently glide.

Al me! he cannot quite forget,
As though it never had been there,
That pure, pale fuce, with earnest eyes,
Framed in with bands of sunny hair,
M.C.P.

THE GREAT EARTHQUAKE AT
LISBON.

Our intention is not to discuss the theory of
earthquakes, but to describe one which occurred
at Lisbon more than a century ago, and which
was felt in the greater portion of Europe, parts
of Africa, and even in North America, extending
over a space of fifteen millions of square miles,
or nearly one twelfth of the globe. .

The 1st of November, 1755, will be long
remembered in the annals of Portugal, ashaving
been the day upon which this terrible catastro-
phe occurred. 1t was All Saints’ day, which is

in Roman Catholic; countries a high festival.

The churches and religious houses were crowd-
ed, and the people were thus collected in what
proved to be the most fatal localities, The
morning broke clear and bright, with no sign
of the impending danger. About nine o'clock
the sun began to grow dim, and half an hour
later a rumbling noise was heard, which pro-
ceeded from under the ground, and resembled
the rolling of heavy carts. This noise increased
gradually and with great rapidity, and in a few
seconds resembled the charge of heavy ordnance,
At a few minutes after nine o'clock, when the
noise was loudest, the earth became violently
convulsed, and the first shock was felt. This
was extremely severe, and levelled the palace of
the Inquisition, and many other large buildings,
to the ground. There was a short pause of not
more than a minute in duration. Then foliow-
ed three terrific shocks, which threw to the
ground every building of any considerable size,
including all the churches, palaces, and govern-
ment buildings in the place. In less than five
minutes after the firat.shock was felt nothing
was left of a large and flowishing city but a mass
of fearful ruins, beneath which thousands of
human beings were buried ; some being instantly
killed, while others were compelled to linger
through hours of agonizing torture.

But this was not all. 1n about half an hour
after the severe shocks had cecased, the sea
rushed with terrific violence into the Tagus,
rising more than forty feet above high-water
mark. Fortunately the large bay which the
river forms opposite the Portuguese capital per-
mitted this vast body of water to spread itself,
but for which circumstance it would have
covered more than half the town. As it was,
it looded the lower streets and a strong stone
quay on which three thousand people had taken
refuge, was swept away, and every person
drowned. The water had retreated as quickly

"I as it had come. This was repeated several times

before the sea returned to its usual level, the
wave being less powerful each time.

Sixty thousand persons were buried beneath
the ruins and drowned in the Tagus. During the
evening a smart shock was felt, which was
strong enough to split the walls of several
houses that had still kept their position. The
rents thus caused were more than half a foot
wide; but they closed again immediately after
the cessation of the shock, so firmly that no
trace of them cquld be discovered.

In honour ef the festival, the altars of the
various churches had been elaborately decorated
with lighted candles. When the buildings fell
these were not extinguished, and gave rise to a
new horror. Assoon as it was dark, the city
was discovered to be on firc. Mr. Davy an
English merchant, residing in Lisbon, who
witnessed the disasters, thus describes the
terrible finale :—

« Ag soon as it grew dark, another scene pre-
sented itself, little less sbocking than those
already described—the whole city appeared in a
blaze which was so bright that I could easily
seé toread by it. It may be said without exag-
geratior, it was on fire at least in a hundred
different places at once, and thus continued
burning for “six days together, without inter-
mission, or the least attempt being made to stop
its progress. It went on consuming everything
the earthquake had spared, and the people were
so dejected and terrified, that few or none had
courage enough to venture down to save any
part of their substance; every one bad his eyes
turned towards the flames, and stood looking on
with silent grief, - which was only interrupted
by the cries and shrieks of women and children
calling on the saints and angels for succour,
whenever the earth began to tremble, which was
$0 often this night, and, indeed, I may say ever
since, that the tremors, more or less, did not
cease for a quarter of an hour together.”

The country immediately around Lisbon was
terribly affected. The high mountains were
greatly damaged, and some had their summits
split in two. The whole coast of Portugal and
a part of Spain shared in the suffering. Oporto
Sebutal, Ayamonte, Cadiz, and Gibraltar were
more or less injured by the shocks and the
sudden rising of the sea,
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PASTIMES.

CLASSICAL ARITHMOREM.

The initials will give the name of a Spartan king,
who was killed in battle.

1. 150 and aun == A poet put te death by Nero.

2, 651 ¢ wue = An Egyptian mathematic-
ian.

3. 604 “ o = A famous Latin poet.

4,1602 ‘“ usun = A skiiful Roman command-
er.

5. 12 “ mo = A mythological personage,
who was tied to a burning
wheel.

6. 652 “ mno sea == An emperor of Rome.

7. 662 “ @ sale — A brave Athenian, distin-
uished for his ostentatious

isposition.

8. 1602 ¢ noses == A famous Grocian poet.

ENIGMA.

A hue of colour, and a tree,

Iam at times; and naxt you’ll see

Me where the stealthy waters glide

Of the vast ocean’s moving tide.

Then in the moonlight’s dreamy hour
You sometimes bear me; and I’ve power
To keep at distance all who stray
Unbidden where I take my way,
Exghin my five-fold mission now,

Or I will never wreathe your brow.

CHARADES.

1. I am composed of 38 letters.

My 22, 26, 17,21, 16, is a game which requires
close 1,25, 16, 38, 5, 16, 17, 8, 31,

My 28, 3, 22, 32, 12, 37, is apt to take fire un-
less handled with 35, 27, 11, 7.

My 10, 14, 19, 21, 20, 33, 15, 21, is what
government gives to widows of soldiers killed
in battle.

My 15, 27, 13, 38, is a part of a wheel.

My 29, 16, 25, 18, 23, 34, 3, 21, T, 21, is &
perfume well known in name, but less abund-
ant in fact. .

My 9, 30, 37, is worn by ladies in winter.

My 6, 1, 3, 36, 16, 35, 26, 33, 4, 35, isa gum
from which a great variety of articles are
manufactured.

My whole is a proverb which it is well to
remember when cholera is appreheu(};d. o

.V.0.

M.

ANAGRAMS.

The italicised words give the names of two very
favourite writers of the present day.

1. A labourer declining a tart in which, owing to a
dearth of sugar, honey had been used, replied to his
wife’s question by saying, ‘ No honey tart, Poll.”

2. When fowls were dear in the market, a gentle-
man complained to his good lady that she hardly ever
set one upon table. To which Madam, who was a bit
of a ‘screw,”” as it is called, tartlyrejoined, ‘‘ Chickens
are£s.4.” A.H.

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEM.

Two merchants make equal sumsby trade annually,
but they are not equally economical, since, while one
of them spends only four fifths of what he gains, the
other spends a Jarger sum by £200, and finds that, in
six years, his expenditure will have exceeded his in-
come from trade by a whole year's profits. How
much did each make yearly by his business?

ANSWERS TO ARITHMOREMS, &c., No. 61.
Arithmorems.—(Beasts).—1. Crocodile. 2.

Hippopotamus. 3. Rhinoceros. 4. Elephant.
5. Wolverine. 6. Chinchilla.— (Birds.)—1.
Flamingo. 2. Toucan. 3. Ptarmigan. 4.
Woodpecker. 6. Landrail. 6. Cormorant.

Em;gnw.-—Comets.—Oollingwood, Odin, Mil-
tiades, Epaminondas, Semiramis.

Charades.—1. Wind-mill. 2. Spar-row. 3.
Matrimony.

Arithmorems.—(British Worthies.)—1. John
Manderville. 2. Willianr Caxton. 3. Sir Thomas
Moore. 4. Miles Coverdale. 6. John Lydgate.
7. William Shakspere.

We shall in No. 65 resume the publication of
any answers we may receive to the questions
propounded in this column. Solutions to the
above questions will appear in that number,

TO CORRESPONDENTS,

Commencing with No. 65, we shall resume
our “ Answers to Correspondents,” and shall
be glad to welcome all our old friends to our
letter box, and also ag many new ones as will
favour us Wwith their communications. This
feature of the Reader has not been without
iriterest in the past; and, with an enlarged circle
of correspondents, we hope to give increased
zest to our confidential intercourse,

MISCELLANEA.

—

The South Kensington museum has acquired
a pack of playing cards, woven in silk, and
made for the Medici in the seventeenth century
by Panichi, whose name is on one. Such cards are
not mentioned by any authority on the subject.

Moliére’s M. Josse is a native of all countries,
He has lately turned up in Wiltshire. A worthy
west country incumbent has a church choir
made up of quarrymen. This summer he accom-
panied them in an excursion to Salisbury, and
in the course of that well-spent day they were all
grouped in front of the glorious Cathedral.
They gazed in silence, then spoke in whispers,
and, at last, being asked by their friend and
rector what they thought of it, the foremost
man replied, for himself and fellows, with a
heave of the chest: ¢ Sir, we all think there's a
mortal deal o’ stone there!” It was true, honest
quarrymen'’s criticism,

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

In the midst of towns there is more ozone in
the air at night than during the day.

Plants grown under the light of the electric
lamp show that their green colour is equally
capable of being produced under the influence
of such light as under that of the sun.

A Wgatrer GuUiDE.— Two drachms of cam-
phor, half-drachm of pure saltpetre, half-drachm
of muriate of ammonia, and two ounces of proof
spirits, in a glass tube or narrow phial, will
make & pretty sure weather-guide. In dry
weather the solution will remain clear. On the
approach of change minute stars will rigse up in
liquid; while stormy weather will be indicated
by the disturbed condition 6f the chemical |
combination.

CEMENT FOrR RooMS.— An invention by M.
Sarel, of Paris, is stated to be superior to plaster
of Paris for coating the walls of rooms. It is
used as follows:—A coat of oxide of zinc
mixed with size, made up like a wash, is
first laid on the wall, ceiling, or wainscot
and over that a coat of chloride of zinc ap-
plied being prepared in the same way as the
first wash. The oxide and chloride effect an
immediate combination, and form a kind of
cement, smooth and polished as glass, and pos-
sessing the advantages of oil paint without its
disadvantages of smell, .

How 1o DrY GraN.—Mr. Nicholson, a Not-
tingham land agent, makes what seems likely
enough to turn out a good practical suggestion.
Why not, he asks, dry our corn by sending though
it currents of hot air of a temperature ranging
from 100° to 1202 ? Timber, paper-hangings.&ec.,
are often dried in this way. From 10 to 15 per
cent. of water can be taken out of wood by
driving hot air through it at a burricane rate,
say 45 miles an hour. Corn can thusbe treated
without injury to ita germinating power. Mr.
Nicholson has proved this by experiment. The
effect of the hot currents is very different from
that of the dormant heat of a kiln ; it only hardens
the outer surface, rendering the grain less likely
to reimbibe moisture. The corn can thus be
dried on wire kilns if the air is set in motion.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

——

WHAT tree represents a person who persists in
incurring debts ?7—Willow (will owe).

. A Lapy’s home-dress ought to last a long!
while ; she never wears it out.

Ir c¢ne hundred and twelve pounds make one
hundred-weight, how many will make your wife
wait ? .

A Spmrrual  INQUIRY.—Is it likely that
ghosts talk in the dead languages? -

As aman drinks he generally grows reckless.
In his case, the more drams the fewer scruples.

Ix New York city, the common bats fly only
at twilight. Brick-bats fly at all hours.

Ox» ought to have datesat one's fingers’ ends,

seeing they grow upon the palm.

Tae gentleman whose lips pressed a lady’s
“ gnowy brow,” did not catch cold.

“ So FAR, 80 good!” as the boy said when he
finished the first pot of his mother's jam, )

TaE question is discussed in some of the Mis-
souri papers, whether raising hemp is a good
business. A much better business than being
raised by it.

Tug Editor of the Green River Union inti-
mates that we take ¢ a drop too much.” When
the hangman gives him his due, nobody will
think ke has ¢ a drop too much.”

A Man in battle is not allowed to whistle to
keep his courage up; and the whistling of the
bullets doesn’t have that tendency.

“ I MEAN to abandon my habits of life,” said
a dissipated gentleman-—“ Are you sure, sir,
that they are not abandoned enough already ?”

CaLy & lady ¥ a chicken,” and ten to one she
is angry. Tell her she is % no chicken,” and
twenty to one she is still angrier.

NoveEr SporT FoR THE MiLLION.—A mill-race.

A Facr.—According to the Articles of War,
it is death to stop a cannon-ball,

A Harp Heap.—An old géntleman was
relating a story of one of your ¢ half-horse,
half-alligator” St. Lawrence boatmen. ¢ He is
a hard head,” says he, “ for he stood under an
oak in a thunder storm, when the lightning
struck the tree, and he dodged it seventeen
times, when finding he could not dodge it any
longer, he stood and took nine ‘claps in succes-
sion on his head, and never flinched.”

Wny is oak the worst wood of which to
make a wooden leg?—Because it produces a-
corn.

Tug man who got intoxicated with delight has
been turned out of the Temperance Society.

I ax like a hone,” said a schoolmaster of him-
self. “1I sharpen a number of blades, but I
wear myself out in doing it.”

A Quack advertises a compound that will
cure everything, from a bad character to a bad
temper.

AN author, ridiculing the idea of ghosts, asks
how a dead man can get into a locked room.
Probably with a skeleton-key.

Crass in the middle of geography, stand up.
“ What's a pyramid ?”— A pile of menina cir-
cus, one on top of the other. —! Where's
Egypt 7”—* Where it always was.”—¢ Where is’
Whales?— All over the sea.”——‘ Very well;
stay there till I show you a species of birch well
known in this country.”

A GexTLEMAN who had long been subject to
the nocturnal visitation of thieves in his
orchards, wishing to preserve his property with-
out endangering any one’s life, procured from a
hospital the leg of a subject, which he placed
one evening in a steel trap in his garden, and
next morning sent the crier round the town to
announce that ¢ the owner of the leg left in
Mr. ’s grounds last night, might receive it
upon application.” He was never robbed again.

To soME pungent remarks of a professional
brother an American barrister commenced his
reply as follows:—May it please the court, rest-
ing on the couch of republican equality as I do
—covered by the blanket of constitutional
panoply as I am—and protected by the 2gis of
American libertyy as I feel myself to be—I
despise the buzzing of the professional insect
who has just gat down, and defy his futile
attempts to penetrate, with his puny sting, the
insterstices of my impervious covering,”

Tue favourite motto with Mr. Paradox has
always been, ¢ Time is money.” Acting upon
this principle, he never wastes a single word in
conversation. For instance, he meets you in
the street, and instead of saying “ Good morn-
ing! How do you do ?” it is simply, “ Morning.
Do? If he wishes to inquire of his wife what
she has for dinner, he merely says, ¢ Dinner ?”
And on retiring to bed, in lieu of bidding Mra.
P. ¥ Good night!” in the customary way,
exclaimg, % Night!” Mr. Paradox calculates
that he makes a clear saving of thirty days per
annum by this economical system.




