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It is to be hoped that, at the banquet to be
given him at Halifax, within a few days, Sir
Charles Tupper will take occasion to reply to
the outrageous accusations of the Globe. He
owes this much to himself and the country.

-
- »

THE ceremonies attending the coronation of
the Czar are all over, and His Majesty has re-
turned to St. Petersburg in safety. The Nihil.
ists are, however, by no means quiescent, and
threaten dark things. While the pageant was
going on at Moscow they were quietly perfecting
their conspiracies in St. Petersburg.

4
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OwiNG to the amendment introduced by Mre
Ouimet, of Laval, at the last moment, the
License Bill, so far as hours of keeping open
are concerned, will remain pretty much asin
the Province of Quebec. There is no pros.
pect that the closing at 7 o’clock on Saturdays
will be enforced.

-
-

A VERY wise suggestion is that of Rev. M.
Sentennes, of this city, recommending the dis-
use of allegorical cars on St. Jean Baptiste Day,
and conservating the money intended thereforto
the benevolent fund of the National Socicty.
The disuse of young maples on that day is also
a patriotic movement.

*

*
- %

THERE really seems to be a Jull in the agita.
tion in Ireland. The last of the executions has
taken place in Dublin, and there remains only
the trial of the London dynamiters. The Pope’s
Circalar has really had a quieting influence and
the influenca of the American League is also
being felt in the direction of more pacific action.

THE WEEK.

THE political sitvation in the Province of
A union of disaffected
Conservatives and Liberals is working hard to
embarrass and ultimately overturn the Govern-

Quebec is unchanged.

ment.
-~
- 2

It is very much to be regretted that the
steamship line between Caaada and Brezil is to

be discontinued, owing to want of patronage.

Canada did her share, but Brazil was lacking in

enterprise,
*
> >

OrLp Quebec is beiug helped from the outside.

An English capitalist has made an offer to lease
the worsted factory there, giving a guarantee for

the payment of four per cent. on the stock,

-
. e

TuERE are rumors of the Queen’s abdication.

These, like the reports of her continued ill-
health, are denied in bigh quarters, but a
general feeling of uneasiness prevails all the

same.
-
* *

It is satisfactory to learn that the Quebec
Government purpose appealing only one of the
cases, in each branch, of the business tax.
This will save expense and expedite an ultimate
decision.

*
-* £

IT is not Col. Ouimet of the 65th Battalion, as
first aunounced, who is to lead the Wimbledon
Team for 1883. ‘That honor devolves on Col.
Otter of the Queen's Own. XNo better choice
could be made. ’

-
LR

IT was expected that Sir John A. Macdonald
would make a great historical oration on next
Dominion Day, aud the peoplo were looking out
for it. But unfortunately his occupations will
not allew him to make the effort.

-
. »

Tur tide of immigration is still rushing in.
The North-West is getting the. flood, but the
older Provinces have no reason to complain, ex-
cept the Province of Quebec which, for some
reason or another, is not receiving its full share.

-
*

TuE canonization of the tirst Bishop of Que-
bec—3fgr. Montmorency-Laval—is being ac-
tively prosecuted. A record of nearly 1,000
pages has been prepared by a commission
appointed by Archbishup Taschereau, to be sent
to Rome,

LADY BYRON.

An interesting chapter of Mr. Jeaffreson's
new life of Byron is devoted to Lady Byron and
the poet's sister, Mrs. Leigh. Those who have
read Mrs. Stowe’s papers on the Byron coutro-
versy, published some years ago in the Atlantic
Monthly will be curious to see the treatment of
the subject which is adopted by the latest con-
tributor to the mass of Byrouic biography. We
quote a passage from Mr. Jeaflreson :

There is no need to speak harsh words of the
poor lady who, notwithstanding all her genersl
disposition to goodness and all her strenuous
efforts to move rightly through life, did perhaps
the evillest thing done by any woman of her
race and period. Her lot was hard, her fate
was cruel. The barely conceivible woman, the
one woman in a thousand to be happy with
Byron for a husband, and to make him happy
with her for a wife, would have been an idolizing
wife, and at the same time a wife incapable of
jealousy ; devoted without being exacting ; cir-
cumspect in all her ways (even as Lady Byron
was), and tolerant of his levities and short-
comings ; gracious and buoyant and at the same
time possessing genuine meekness of spirit; a
humorist capable of understanding his wild
speech, a mistress of joyous wit and mirthful
raillery capable of lifting him out of his melan-
choly m without irritating him by apparent
want of sympathy: invariably amiable and
pever vapid. It was less Lady Byron's fault
than her misfortune that she had not this com-
bination of needful endowments—that she was
wanting in most of them. It was altogether
her misfortune that Byron, being whut he was,
insisted on making her love him in spite of
herself ; and that, being what she was, she sur
rendered reluctantly to a suit few women could
have resisted. . .

The last five years had been years of unutter-
able trial, scorching humiliation, and probably
of gnawing remnorse to Lady Byron, who in
every indication of the change of sentiment for
the poet, and every proof of the growing admni-
ration of his genius, saw a sign of the increasing
disrespect in which she was held—or at least
felt herself to be held. It was small solace to
her that the world forebore to upbraid her, and,
under utterances of condescending compassion
for her sorrows, veiled the opinion that the
sorrows, though severe, wers no undeserved
punishment. . .

Ten years since had she told alond the real
story of her husband’s offences against her, the
general verdict on the case would have been in
her favor. But now the fullest statement of
her case would have been received as tantamount
to a confession of her conjugal impatie ,ce, sel-
fishness, and disloyalty. The time had passed
for her to speak to her own advantage. Hence.
forth it would be for her to hold her tongue in
her own interest. She would only provoke ex-
clamation of abhorrence Ly an avowsl that she
had indeed broken away from her husband, he.
cause his petulance irritated her, because hig
unkind words exasperated her, and because his
determination to travel, when he ought to have
been content to remain in England, worried her.
In charity and pity people were sileut about
her ; and their stlence was a whip of fire to her
pride. And while mute tongues declared her
condemnation, the land resounded with the

praises of her sister-in-law. 1t was ever in tho
widow's mind how the glory about Angusta’s
brow might have dwelt upon her own hoad.  f
she had not seen the manuscript of the **Epistle
to Augusta,” which had been withheld from the
press by Mrs. Leigh's care for her sister-in-law's
peace of wmind, Lady Byron knewin;iz_ the
“Stanzas to Augusta” by heart. Lady Dyron
would have had a faultless temper, o flawless
nature to persist in loving Augusta to the last.

A tupture between Lady Byron and Mrs.
Leigh was inevitable, provided they survived
Byrou for a considerable period ; and the rup-
ture took place between the latter part of
November, 1820, and the latter part of Keb.
ruary, 1830, Tiough they quarrelled lke
gentlewoman, they quarrelled bitterly. No oune
will be surprised to‘ixenr that they differed on a
trivial matter, {. e., put their quarrel on a tri-
vial matter, distinct from the real cause of Liady
Byron's soreness against her sistersin-law.

While the two gentlewoman were ditfering on
a0 slight an occasion for serious difference,
other matters happened to nggravate lady
Byroun's dislike of the sister-in-law with whom
ghe had lived for so long a period in close in.
timacy and affectionate confidenve. lady
Byrou's quarrel with Augusta on the trivial
pretext was not consummated till the latter
part of February, 1830—the mouth in which
she read with reasonable indigunation Muore’s
“ Life™ of her husband.

But though sbe made her bitter quarrel with
Augusta on the paltry dispute about the trustees
ship, Moore’s * Life’ may be held largely
accountable for the energy with which Lady
Byron pushed the quarrel in its latest stages,
and for the bitter feeling that animated het
against her sister-in-law even to the grave and
beyond to the grave. It is not wounderful that
she was exasperated, maddened by the book
which, so far as she was concerned, was the re-
production of the defamatory ¢ Memuoims,” for
whose destruction so much pains had been taken,
eo much scandal provoked, and so much money
spent—in vain, so far as her feelings were con-
cerned. The book that clothed the unforgiving
wife with ignominy glorified her sister-in-law.
If Lady Byron had never seen the *‘ Epistle to
Angusta” in manuscript, she now read in type
that sacred outpouring of the aflection, which
had bLeen diverted from the wife, who should
have earned it, to the sister who so richly de-
served it.

Is it strapge that the prond, nervoms, too
self:-respecting woman abhorred Augusta, was
quick to think evil of her, was eager to justify
her abhorrence of her to hier own conscience, was
desirious of making the world share in the ab-
horrence ? Is it strange she could persuade her-
self that Augusta rejoiced in the ‘‘ Life,” had
even inspired much of the book, which was
designed to make Byrou's wife shameful and
Byroun's sister glorious throughout all coming
time?

What followed may be considered by the light
of the fact that Lady Byron lived to detest and
abominate her sister-in-law ;—the Augusta to.
ward whom Lady Byron is rei»re.-scnted by
simple, foolish Mrs. Stowe as overflowing to the
Iast with Christinn charity. It is not suggested
that Lady Byron deliberately set herself to work
to frame and disseminate defamatory stories of
her sister-in.-law, knowing the stories to be false
inventions at the moment of making and divul-
ging them. Had she been guilty of even that
wickedness, human charity woald not be with.
out excuses for the miserable woman, groaning
under a burden of shame too heavy, writhing
uwcler torture too acute, for her powers of en-
durance. But it is far more probable—indeed
it may be taken for certain, in so far as such an
hypothesis may be dealt with as a certainty—
that Lady Byron (a rightly meaning, though
often a vers wrongly feeling, woman to the
last ; a woman sincerely set on being good and
doing good) believed everything she said to her
gister-in-law’s diseredit ; believed the monstrous
and absolutely false tale she told to Mrs. Beecher
Stowe, and (with divers variations) to so many
people, that there is no ground for questioning
substantial accuracy of Mrs. Stowe’s record of
the communications made to her.

it is the fashion of many persons to speak of
Lady Byron as the victim in her later years of
monomnnia on this subject ; but the word in no
fair way represents the condition of her mind,
which never was mad or unsettled, or disordered
in such a manner as to justify & writer in rating
her with sufferers from iusanity. To the last
she was a clear and precise observer, expressed
her thoughts with lucidity, coherence and vigor.
To the last she had a subtle znd logical miud.
By no definition of insanity that wonld be en-
tertained seriously by a commissioner *“ de luna.

tionably sane, she could take so mad and
absolutely wrong a view of her husband, whom
she regarded affectionately after his death, and
of the woman who had been her close and be.
Joved friend for nearly fifteen years ?
difficult to answer this question. At all times
an sssiduous reader of her husband’s. works,
Lady Byron found a {ascinating employment in
discriminating between the egoistic, ths sym.
pathetic, and the imaginative elements of the
compositions, and in forming a couception of
his character nnd a history of his carcer out of
tho ingredionts she classified under the fust
head. In her well-known and often published
lstier (written in 1818) to Lady Anne Barnard.
she wrote, “'In regard to his"” (Byron’s) “poetry,
egotism is the vital principle of his imagination,
which it is difficult for him to kindle on any

subject with which his own character and iste-
rests are not identified { but by the futrodilction
of fictitious incidents, by change of scens and
time, hie has onveloped his poetic disclosutes it
a system impenetrable except to & very fety, aid
his constant desire of erenting a sensation mahked
him not averse to bLe the object of wonder ant
cutiosity, even though accompanied by some
dark and vague suspicions.”  Exeellent as a

precise and accurate description of Byron's poet-

ical method, this passage is alsa noteworthy as

an illustration of the pleasurs Lady Byron found

in exnmining her husband's works, line by line,

in o detective spirtt—of her practice of rending

them in this spirit—and of her confidence that

she was one of the very few capable of pevetrat:
ing the subtle webs of wystification, undir
which the poet veiled lis egotisiits, hiding bini-
sell even while he was in the act of revenling
hiwself, Taught by the poet himself, as we
have seen in enrlier chapters of this work, to
accopt his poems as aittobiographic confessions,
the multitude took every stanza and line of his
writings, from the first eanto of */Childe Hargld”
to the latest of ¢ Don Juau," as so much inforiit.
afion about the adventires, eXperiences, habits,

Lamper, passious, sentiments of the author him.
sell.  Readers of finer culture and nicer judg-
ment kuew that the sincere sentiments of the
man were puzzingly and iusepatably interm.
ingled with the seutimentalities of the poet and
the pure inventions of the creator: ahd wete
generally of opinion that after throwing off one
of these medleys of genuine fedling, playful
fancy, and poetienl coneeit, the poet himself
would have been unable tb say what of it waa
fact, what was fiction, and whiat was simpiy
perverse contradiction of fact.  To most of these
readers of culture and discrimination it was
enough to enjoy the poem without troubling
themselves to inquire what of it came from the
writer's henri, and what from lis brain, and
what from the pure waywarduess of his nature,
what of it came from his personal experiences,
and what from the experiences of other persons,
At the same time there were a few readers to
whum the chiel delight from a new povm by
Lord Byron was the pleasure they fmm«i in dis.
secting i% and in analyzing it, dind separatiiig
the Byronic realism from the Byronic idealism
of every passage. Lady Byron was one of the
very few who could penctrate all the mysteries,
solve all the riddles, and explain all the per.
plexities of every ‘! poetical disclosure ; ”---one
of the very few who could seize the real Lotd
Byron under auy disguise, and never mistook
for a piece of real man auything of specious show
which he had used for the sake of its misleading
effectiveness on the uninitiated vulgar. Reading
Byron's works in this way in the second year of
her separation from him, Lady Byrou continned
to read them in the same spirit, and with the
same confidence in her sagacity, in the fifth
year of her widowhood—and afterward, when
animosity against Angusta, impairing her cri-
tical perceptivity and disturbing her judgment,
disposed her to helieve any evil thing of her
husband, provided her sister-in.daw showed na
the companion and sharer of his guilt. In
these later stages of her career, the Byron who
rose to Lady DByrou's view out of the misread
and miserably mis-bronded-over pages of *Man-
fred” and *“ Cain,” was indeed ““un object of
wonier and curiosity ;" but instead of being
the real Byron, he wus a fictitious monster be-
gotten of the reader’s *‘ dark and vague sus.
picions,”

THE TERRIBLE DISASTER AT THE
BROGKLYN BRILDGA,

The Brooklyn Bridge, dedicated with such
dclot on the 24th of May, had not been in usca
week before it became the scene of a most shock-
ing disuster. For the first three days after the
opening immense crowds of curious people
rushed across these rather nacrow steps. While
the crowd was at its worst, a woman descending
the steps slipped and fell; another woman
seeing the mishap uttered a scream, those be-
hind rushed forward to see what was the trou-
ble, and in an instant three or four persons wess
carried off their feet and fell. Those on the
promenade above the stairway, knowing nothing
of the fearful crash on the steps, surged shend
with irresistible force, and in a moment the
whole stairway was packed with dead and dying
men, women and children, piled one upon an-
other in a writhing, stmm:&ing mass. Cries,
shrieks, yells and gronns filled the air at the
stairway, while those on the promenade nbove
yelled and shouted as they wers pushed forward
and rolled and tumbled over dle peor unior-
tunates who were being crushed and trampled to

tico inquirendo” was she an insane person.
How then did it come about that, being unques.

. them to death.

It i3 not |

death beneath them.  Within a few minutes
there were piles of crushed and bleeding pieces
of humanity at the foot of each flight of stairs,
and the panic-stricken’ crowd was tramping
The scene now became dreadful
pust description. Unfortunately, very insufli-
cient police precautions had been adopted, nnd
it was many minutes before any efficient mea-
sures could be taken to keep back the crowd,
which constnutlg’ advauced from ench direction?
and to rescue the wretched victima lying in a
struggling heap on the floor. When at last
order was restored, it was found that no less
than twelve persons—men, women and children
—had been crushed to death, while thirty.five
others had received more or less severe wounds.
The terrible scene on the bridge was followed
by others uo less affecting at the lospitals, to
which the dead and wounded were earried, as
friendds of the victims recognized husband, wife
or child in the battered wrecks of humanity,
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I01-BAS.

Tei-bra tous tous los lilas meurent

Tous les chants des oizenux sont courts;

Jo réve aux 6tés qui demeourent
Toujours...

Tei-bas los 1evres efiourent

Sand rien Inissor de leurs velours;

Je révo nux baisers qui demeurent
Toujours...

Ici-bas tous les hommes pleurent

Leursamitiés ou leurs amours ;

Je réve aux couples qui demeurent,
Toujours..,

A ludy sent me these charming verses of Sully
Prudhomme, one of the latest acquisitious of
the Freneh Academy, with o request that [
should English them if possible. The following
is the feeble result :

Hers lilaca their potals gast,

And short-lived is the warblor's lay ;

I droam of summers that last
Alway...

Here lip to lip elings fast,

But nono of thoir delight will stay ;

I droam of kisses that last
Alway...

Here mortals weep aghnast

O er loves and friemdships of n day ;

I dream of wooings that last
Alway...

JUHN LESPERANCE.

ABD-ElL-KADER.

The carcer of this distinguished soldier and
honorable man seems at last ended, although
since the year 1§73 roports of his death have
been circulated and denied several times. Abd-
el-Kader became famous by reason of the cour-
age and success with which he defended his
country against the inroads of the French,
and his history was practically that of Algeria
from the year 1832, when with an army of
10,000 men he marched to attack Oran, then
occupied by the enemy, until the year 1347,
when he surrendered to General Lamoricivre, on
condition of being allowed to withdraw to Alex-
andrin or St. Jean d’Acre. This condition the
French Government immediately violated,bring.
ing their august prisoner to France, and detain-
ing him successively in a fort at Toulon, in the
Chiteau of ’au, and in the Chiteaun of Amboise,
for five years, until he was liberated by the
third Napolron, on the date of the proclam-
ation of the Fmpire, December 2, 1832, Abd-el-
Kader having taken an oath on the Koran not
to return to Algeria, but to reside at Brousss,
in Asia Minor.

This oath, notwithstanding many and great
temptations to the contrary, was faithfully kept.
Not only so, but the Algerian chieftain went
out of his way to manifest his loyalty to the
spirit of it. The town of Broussa having becn
destroyed by an earthquake, he obtained per-
missicn to remove to Constantinople, and after-
ward to Damascus, where in 1860 he presented
the singular spectacle of defendingthe Christians
against the attacks of the murderous Turks, his
generous and cflicient public service being recog-
nized by the award of the ribbon of the Legion
of Honor. In 1870 he wrote to the Emperor
Napoleon to offer himself as commander of the
Algerian soldiers who had come 1o take part in
France's struggle against Germany. The next
year he made the same offer to the Government
of the National D fense, nnd a few wecks after-
ward, having leurned that his eldest son was
trying to free some of the Arab tribes from
French rule, he uvhesitatingly disowned him,
and plr dged again his unswerving fidelity.

After his liberation Abd-vl-Kuder was granted
a pension of twenty thousand » year. He visited
the P'aris Exposition in 1867, aud was present
at the opening of the Suez Canal in 1869. He
lived very quietly at Damascus, with his three
wives and - eleven children, devoting himself
chiefly to speculations in pearls and dirmonds.

THE HEAD OF RICHELIEU,

Cardinal Richelin was buried in the vaults of
the Sorbonne. At the revoelution the Sorboune
was pillaged for five days. The magnificent
mausoleum of Richelieu was saved with dith-
culty by tne intervention of Lenoir; but a
certain M. Cheval contrived te possess himself
of the embalmed face of Richeliew, which seems
to have been severed from the buck part of his
head. For a time he boasted of his relic, but a
time came when he was afraid it might com-
ypromise him, and he bLegged an ableé called
Armez to relieve him of it.  The abbé carried it
with him into Biittany and gave it to his bro-
ther, who, finding that the skin which covered
the face was likely to deeay, had it varnished
with a yellow varnish used in bird stufling. So
it remained until about sixteen years ago, when
one day a man arrived at the Tuilories with a
smnll casket under his arm, which he presented
to Napoleon 111, who found that it contained
the mask of tho great cardinal.  Finally, after
s0 wany vicissitudes, it was restored toits place
in the mausoleum of the Sorbonne. Before this,
however, o drawing was mnde from it, which is
reproduced in tho Gazette. Very ghastly it
looks, but still strangely lifolike, with the long
white moustache falling over compressed lips,
amd the shaggy eyebrows aver empty eye-
sockets, and the Roman nose still giving an im-
posing charactor to tho face.

ITAWTIHORNE'S HOME,

“The Wayside,” at Concord, Mass., is the
only house Hawthorne ever owned. It is a
quaint aud picturesque old house, situated abiout
amile from Concord village on the Lexington
roud. The house was built before the revolu-
tion, and, although its gambrel roof has been
changed in its original outline, and many of the
huge beams have been coverad, it still wears its
auncient aspect. Hawthorne purchased it in 1852,
and made pumcrous alterntions in it, erecting a
tower over the L., in which be fitted up a stuay.
Ha waa buried from there, and the house has 1e-
mained in the lawthorne fumily ever since,
until now, when it was purchased for a summer
residence by Mr. Daniel Lothrop, of the Boston
publishing house of D. Lothrop & Co.

A UNIQUE PRESENT.

James Kennard, of Manchester, N.H., recent-
ly received from his brother, who is a resident
of Cleveland, O., a clock which is securely
inclosed in a framework of wonderful minerals,
specimens having been obtained for this frame
from more than forty different mines. These
minerals are cemented together, and are arranged
in the most fantastic and attractive firm, with
a representation of a miniature lake at the buse.
This collection, as viewed either in the glow of
sunlight or gaslight gives an opportunity for
enthusinstic and instructive study, aud has
greatly intetested several who are familiar with
ths science of mineralogy. The collection is
almost wholly composed of minerals from the
centennial State of Colorado.

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

Loxpox, May 25.

Tue new halfpenny daily paper is to be called
the National Liberal.

Tue Reform Club has adopted the old Tory
color—blue—for its note paper.

Sy, Brasse haa done * royally”—which half
of the horse is royal we do not know.

Turre is to be avother exhibition of ancient
musical instruments. It is naturally te be a
loan one, and will be given by the New Royal
College of Masic.

Tur Earl of Bective is about to sell his cellar
of valuable old wines. It is very rich in clarets,
champagnes and sherries, many of the best vin-
tages being represented.

I'r is announced that thierc is no intention aof
selling the collection of portraits of the late
Lady Waldegrave's friends, and that no picture
ture or article of interest will be sold.

It is denied that Mr. Bright is going to be
married a third time, and this time to a de-
ceased wife's sister. A Liverpool paper started
the on di¢, which was cousidered highly pi-
quante.

Tur. treasures of Blenheim Palace are not yet
exhausted. Mevsrs, Christie are about to sell
the enamels, china, and drawings by old
masters from the matchless Sunderland collec-
tion.

Mr. F. B. Cuarrerrox, the ex-manager of
Drury Laue, is making a hit with his readiugs.
He 18 a capital entertainer, adding the quahty of
a clever pianoforte player to that ol an able
elocutionist.

Tuene is one industry in Ireland which ought
to be flourishing. An exhibition of Irish luce
will be shortly opened at the Mansion House,
and it is said that it has given such a filip to
the industry that every lacrmaker in Irelund hag
been busily employed for tho last three mounths.

TirRe is no truth whatever in the recent
rumor to the effect tnat Mr. Burdett Coutts has
been converted to Libersl opiniens, Oun the
contrary, itis likely that he will fyght fora seat
in the Conservative interest at the next general
election. There is a desire that he sheuld stand
for Grantham.

It appears that Mr. William Chambers died
before the houer of u baronetey was really prac-
tically conlerred on him. He leaves a nephew,
who will cany on the business, and to whom
the baronetey wight now be given on the same
principle as a buronetey was bestowed on Sir
George Jessel’s von,

Tug French and Jersey tichermen are threat-
ening to go to war. Evgland must net staud
by and see the country thut sent us the Jursey
Lily put upon. The sjustion is who shall net
mackerel, aud, we presume, other fish, some
seven miles to the east of Jeisey ? Jersey says
says it is her property by birthright, being Bri-
tish, el produces patriotism.

Tur legal life of n sovereign, as calculated by
the most experieuced oflicers of the Miut, is

cighteen years, by which it is mcent that on
the average it takes eighteen years of wear and
use to reduce a sovereign. This experience of
Mint oflicers will not ve confirmed by others
who have had some practice with sovercigns.

Mabave Ansaxi a fortnight ago refused an
offer of 400 guineas to sing four times at the
approaching Gloucester Festival—she, or rather
her husband, Mr. Gye, demanding 450 guineas,
She has this week retused an offer of 400 guineas
to sing four times at the Leeds Festival—the
demand in this case being 500 guineas for four
concerts, or 600 guineas for five.

No expense has been apared in providing for
the comfort of members of the National Liberal
Club,  The ideal of club furviture has been
aimed at and attained. Everything is in the
newest fashion ; chairs easy and durable, if not
luxurious ; sofas for weary Nutional Liberals to
rest their bones upon. A semi-wsthetic tone
pervades the carpets and the wall paper, which
are mainly chocolate and gold.

I't i3 taken for granted that, even if the Go-
vernment do not sanction the annexation of
New Guinea by Queensland, that big island will
in some way or other henceforth form part of
the Biitish dominions. It will be a tolerably
large addition to the Empire. A good idea of
its size may be obtained from the fact that from
one end to the other of it is about as far as from
London to Constantinople.

Tue late Mrs. Crayeroft, who recently died
at Dorking, was the sister of Sir John Franklin.
She had spent the greater part of her fortune on
the divers expeditions which had been sent out
to the Arctic regions in search of the great
explorer. Even at the advanced age of nivety-
one she still entertained the hope of being the
means of bringing to England further relics of
Sir John Franklin to add to those already pos-
sessed by the family.

Tur. proposed subscription to reimburse Mr.
Newdegate for the cost incurred in wbat the
hon. gentleman likes to call *‘ vindicating the
authority of Parliament,” grows very slowly.
It will probably be filled up in the end, as the
Conservative party could not very well exist
under the scandal of leaviug the extreme cham-
pion of their opinions hampered with these
mouey charges. DBut in the meantime there is
a general disposition to wait and see what some
one else will do.

A VILLA, or as it is generally called modestly,
a cottage on the Thames, has become almost a
necessary adjunct to the town house of a rich
man ; and building sites up the river have,
within the last few years, risen enormously in
value. Up river this season a form of hospital.
ity, peculiarly appreciated by business men, pro-
mises to become very popular. 1t is quite the
fashion now for the po~sessor of a river cottage
to issus invitatious fur a ** Suturday to Monday"
visit, and these gatherings are among the most
pleasant and most. exclusive of the entertain-
ments of the season.

AMoxasT others who have attended the Fish-
eries Exhibition and eaten a sixpenny dinner of
turbiot and cod, is the Princess Mary, Duchess
of Teck. There is a considerable diminution
now in the numbers visiting the Exbhibition, but
the interest of the visitors is undiminished.
The exhibits continue to accumulate, and it
will probably occupy another week before the
Exhibition can bLe called really complete. 1t is
absolutely essential to rvepeat the ficst visit
before an adequate idea of the extent and novel-
of tue collection can be ohtaiued e.ther by the
expert or tho amateur.

It is reported that in addition to their other
defects the Law Courts are unsanitary. The
Judges and the Bar anid the solicitors are in-
deed in their usunl health, and itis not asserted
that anv nnplea-ant eflluvia has been detected
Ly practitioners or suitors or officinls, at least,
in the daytime. But there are a considerable
number of persgus who sleep on the premises,
and these have been afll cted with zymotie
disenro. One of the Judyes is said 10 have
testily remarked that the only gool thing ubout
the Couris was the ventilation ufforded by the
cracks in the roof. It is true that i sowe places
the sky is actually visible through erevices in
the wood work. Many of the chents cousider,
too Jate, that u cracked place was best suited to
them.

~ Sanvixt leaves Awerica worth S600,000, all
made withiu the last ten years. He has wade
& vow to retire from the stage before he reaches
the age of fifty-five, and he has hut two years
before him, as he celebrated his fisty-third
birthday ou the Ist of January lust. Salvini
intends to remain in quiet repose with his family
at Florence until October, when he will make a
theatrical tour in Spain, He will then visit
Moscow and St. Petersburg s after which he
will return to Americs, nud make an extensive
tour of the country, winding up with Mexico
aud Central America.  While sportsmen will
run any amount of danger and futigue for the
sake of making a good bag of pame, so will
actors traverse *“ all erention' for the purpose of
bagging the dollars,

No one must suppose that Sir Wilfred's jokes
are impromptu. On the contrary, they are
carefnlly prepared and selected as to the choicest
vintage of champagne from silver goblets tossed.
Maintaining all his antipathy to d:ink snares,
the member for Carlisle haa no objection to lay a
little trap on his account. A favorite catch of
his is, when addressing a large audience, to say,
in-tones of much solemnity, mistaken Ly the
uninitiated for the real article, asking, * What
is it that causes drankenness? Pussibly no
reply comes, and the question is repeated with
greater solemnity than before. It isa thousand
to one that in nineteen cases out of twenty some
person or persous canuot refrain from distin-
guishing themselves by volunteering the irre-
sistible answer—*‘ Drink.”” Then, Sir Wilfred
imwediately retorts, ** Ah! you see, what an
advantage it is 1o talk to an intelligent au-
dience.’’ Thereupon, the shouters perceive that
they have made a mess of it, and adjourn to
drown their sorrow.

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Paris, May 26.
THERE was a belief last week that there would
be another outbreak in Paris of typhoid, but
the high rate is decreasing. The sanitary ar-
rangements of Paris have been improved since
the last epidemic.

A BOOK or brochure is promised which pro-
fesses to be the true” and faithful revelation of
the arts employed by a croupier who was the
right-hand maun and accomplice of the two cele-
brated grees, “ True and faithful.” These be
noble words. At any rate, the soft people are
on the tip-toe of expectation for the revelations.

A NEw arrangement of the trains on the
Lyous line will now enable travellers from Lon-
don to reach Geneva in twenty-four hours
exactly. This ought to have been done years
ago, but it was necessary for the St. Gothard's
line, via Ostend to Switzerland express, to shake
up the Lyons directors into activity.

At the sofrée, which will be given on the
28th by the Viscomtesse de Courval, a grand
amateur ballet will be produced. The epoch
represented will be that of Louis XV, when, we
believe, it was not the customn of fair danscuse
toask the American query, *‘ How is that for
high?" The gentlemen will, unfortunately,
have to figure in calves; but we are assured,
they, at least, will be senseless.

Tue Parisians are delighted to hear that their
man has outdistanced all the other representa-
tives of Courts at the coronation at Moscow, M.
Waddington having been received by the Czar
first, and in private ‘“grand” audience. The
Ewmperor forgot to put on his Qrder of the
legion of Honor, and retired hastily when he
observed the omission. Reappearing, he swiled
to M. W, and said, 1 am in ‘urder’ now.”
This sounds like a pun.

Sven is the avidity of British managers after
Parisian Opera Comique that a train has beeu
chartered by them, accompanied by critics,
great tenors, and soprani, to be preseut at the
first night of La Tig: de Lotus; that will be on
the 30th of this mouth. All that we know about
this puit direct, bui this munch is true (no
otfence to what we wrote at the beginniny) is,
that the theme of the operetia is Japuuese,
wsthetic, and utterly too-too. Perhaps, ou this
line, British madness may be explained.

-

Ix early days of June there will be a grand
marriage. Estates will meet estates, hearts
hearts, and hereditary rank hereditary rank.
More could not be asked for by wortal man and
woman meeting in holy matrimony. Count
Frederic de Renesse marries the Baronesse S:.
domie de Tornaro. Some teu centuries ayo the
count’s family were reigning viscounts of Z-a-
land, and in modern times the father ot the
baroness was Minister of State of the Grand
Duchy of Luxembourg, and Chamberlain of the
King of the Netherlands,

M. . Jaxer in the Revue des Dewa Mondes
enunciates views tuat are the echo of (nose
which we really gunoted as Lord Beaconstiehl's
on religion and tue future Stste. M, P Junt
says : —*¢ Never will the human wind ateram
from these grand but cruel problems ; never wiil
the heart remain mute before the inanimit-
body of a wife ora son ; it will make-its apjeal
1o the mind, and torment it until some auswer
is obrained. That answer may wpot sari-ty
everybody ; it may hardly satisfy the one who
makes it to himself ; but to occupy itself with
such great problems is o uoble an: joyous ent.
ployment for the soul; to seek for Lmmortahity
1s to deserve it."”

JAN'T GET IT.

Diabetes, Bright's Disease, Kind-y, Urinary
or Liver Complaints cannot be coutracted by yvon
or your famuly if Hop Bitters are used, and of
you slready have any of thexs diseases Hop B t-
tery is the only medicine that will positively

cure you.  Doun't forget this, aud dou't get somo
putled up statl thut will ouly harm you.
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BARBARA'S FLOWERS.

My ganlen must languish, untended,
sing of another. to~day,

Where rare floral beauties are blended,
'Tis Barhara’s, over the way.

What, over the way ? was [ dreamiug,
Alas, that the way it so wide, .

That highways athwart it are gleaming.
S0 many, our homes to divide.

But spirit than flesh should be stronger.
As mind rises matter above,

And, though she isuear me nolouger,
'l esll her * my neighbor in love.™

My friend ie no fanciful maiden,
A truc German matron ix she,

Whose shoulders with burdens areladen,
Whose thrift is a wonder to see.

No so:\«i&\ing neighbor derided
When Barb'ra had produce to sell :

The ways of her household ghe guided.
And looked to hergarden, as well,

So. when the best damask enfolded
Her table on Festival days,

Her firm, yellow butter was molded |
To forms that a sculptor would praive.

Aud fancy her picture is showing
A dresr without wrinkle or speck,
A crimson Geranium plowmf
Agaiost the soft white at the neck.
How oft were mny weary tasks lightened’
By thoughts of our Father's kind eare,
Beholding the Lilies that brightened
Her borders, and braids of her hair.

The words of the sage are far-reaching,
And millions are guided and led :
S0 Barbara followed the teaching
(f Froebel, the wise, when he said,
Come, let us consider the duty
To live for our children each hour,
To train to symmerrical beauty
Aund pourish each bud into flower.™

No plant in her window was able
By beauty of growth to out-vie
The ** Mive-plants,” circling her table,
That cheery south window close by,
Q, children, wherever I'm roaming,
I cannot forget vou, I know, R
Who tripped_past my ¢ot in the gloaming.
Blithe Callie, and Aggic, and Ju.

The lowing of cows, and the clatter,
As homewnrd you fullowed along,

With antics and qusaint (serman chatter,
Commingled with snatches of song.

In autumn, perchance. you would linger,
*Till trees of their leaves were all shorn ;

The mother had taught each deft finger
To weave thew your home to adorn,

Thus sine 1 the praise of the woman,
Whorse tact, li?ie a magieal loom.
Could fashion from fibres so ecommon,
Such wonders of beauty and blown.

In s0il that no winter can karden,
With treasures of life’s frigid hours,

Still brighty in mewmory’'s garden,
Are blossominr Barbara’s flowers.

—Mges. L. V. AL

THE LITERATURE OF FRENCH
CANADA.

A paper read before the Royal Society of Can-
ada, on the 23nd May, 1S83.

BY JOHN LESPERANCE, M.A., F.R,C §.

1 shall perhaps be taxed with exaggeration
when | state ts at the maintenance of the French-
Canadian race in the fall foree of their homo-
geneity, since the Congquest, is one of the most
remarkable phenomena of modern times. Yet
such is my deliberate judgment. When we con-
sider the disintegrating influences of altered
political iustitutions ; the bewilderment axrd dis-
couragemment hrought on by 2 total change of
social conditions ; the rankling sense of inferi-
ority that deteat, surrender snd military occapa-
tion inevitably induce, and the resistless sweep
of Anglo-Saxon speech and commercial domina-
tinn on this continent, the wonder may well be
that this people have continued to exist at all.
But they have continued to exist. Nay they
they have flourished. Not only have they in-

_creased and multiplied within their original

barders, but they have spread from East to West,
leaving the literal imprint of their footsteps on
the geographical chart of Ameries, from New
Englund to the base of the Rocky Mountains,
und all over the Mississippi Valley. Nor did
their progress stop there. Not content with
physical advancement, they went further and
frmnded u literary microcosin of their own, To
me thi<is a greater marvel than the material
fact of their preservation, and I have taken soch
an interest therein, that 1 venture to make it
the text of a brief memoir before the loyal
Society.

It is, indeed, altogether fitting that a repre-
sentative hody like ours should take cognizance
of such a suhject, heing imbued with the prin.
ciplelaid down by Dr. Johnson, thal however
much soldiers and statesmen may achieve for
the renown of their native land, the chief glory
of a-eountry lies with its authors. .

I.
ORATORS,

I find Iittle trace of intellentual activity from
the downfall of Que-bec in 1759 till abont 1820,
The ohlast inhubitants had not recovered from
the blow to their destinier, and the rising gen.
vrations were only gradually reconciling them-
selves to the new onlder of things. But toward
the latter period there was a general awskening
tan policy of sell-assertion, grounded on the
iten of French -Canrdiag antonamy, as a resuli-
©1t o a stiict iuterpretation of the tresty of
¥irie. This sentiment was manifested in the
+stablishment of one or two militant papers, and

iy sirong appeals from the Legislative Assembly.

Several valiant tribunes of pen and spoech then
arose in the persons of the two Papineans, Tasch-
ereau, Blanchet, Bedard, Paunet, Vallieres de
St. Real, Bourdage, Denis Benjamin Viger, Bi-
baud and Parent. 1 group these together for
the sake of classification, although their services
extended promiscuously over a term of five and
twenty years. They have the further advan-
tage of giving we & starting-point and enabling
me to trace the arigin of French-Canadian liter-
ature to its orators. Papineau stands facile
princeps smong these. His coutemporaries de-
seribe him as a Mirabean, both in variety of
learning and the higher gifts of voice, gesture
and inspiration. His speeches have unfortun-
ately not been preserved, but from the seraps
that have reached us, we may easily account for
the admiration of those who eng'oycd the advan-
tage of hearing him, either in the halls of Parlia-
ment or in the immensa uprisings that led to the
rebellion of 1887-38. Since thosedays, Papinean
has hed a long train of brilliant disciples. Chief
among them is the Hon. P. J. A. Chauveau,
Vice-President of our Society. M. Chauveau is
essentislly an academic orator, accurately rhe-
torical, delicate in feeling, judiciounsly impas-
sioned and a thorough stylist. His panegyric
of the Braves who fell at the battle of Ste. Foye,
in 1760, is a masterpiece, worthy of the place
it has long held in the various collections of ele-
gant extracts. | have only space to mention
next the Lafontaines, Morins, Papins, Laberges,
Dorions, Lorangers, and Labreches. These all
flourished in the eventful days from 1348 to
1867, In our own time, the traditions of oratory
have not been lost. The Province of Quebec
can boast to-day of two born orators such as are
not surpassed in any part of the Doiwinion, nor
in aay period of the country’s history. 1 refer
to Chaplean and Laurier. 1have heard some of
the most illustrions masters of speech in the
United States and Furope and can safely say
that, in natural gifts, none of them apyear to me
to excel either of the two orators | have just
mentioned. In a larger sphere, and before au-
diences that wounld atford an ampler measure of
publicity, both of them would achieve a conti-
nental reputation. Mercier is not far benind,
and he is followed by a long line of young
speakers, such as Charland, Christin, Tremblay,
Poirier, Cornellier, Thibault and othbers who are
training for eminent positions in the parliamen-
tary career.

The circumstances of the Roman Catholic
system in French Canada are particularly favor-
abe to the development of pulpit oratory, and
it is easy to enumerate such distinguished
preachers as the Racines, Colins, Martineaus,
Levesques, Gibands, Hamons, Paquet, Bruchesi,
Belanger, Legare, Beaudoin.

I know of no better school for the vouthful
student of oratory than the sacred tribune,
where, as at the feet of Gamaliel, he may learn
from men of deep scholarship the art of combin-
ing the graces of elocution with appropriste eru-
dition and logical sequence of thought. This
upnion is the more to be sought after, as, not.
withstanding my admiration for our French
orators, | am Lound to confess that they too
frequently rely on natural advantages, to the
neglect of serried argument and learn. d illustra.
tion.

I
HISTORIANS AND BIOGRAPHERS.

There is no department of literature that pre-
supposes more intellectual vigor in a young
country than that of history and biography.
Happy is the people that has a history of its own
to be written and a historian of its own to write
it. French Canada has hoth, Considering the
circmmstances under which it was written, and
the resources at his command, Garneau's history
is a remarkable performance, coustituting an
epoch. It is a monument both to the man and
to the land, and Garneau's son has fulfilled at
ouce a filial and patriotic duty in issniug a new
edition, with an iutroduction from the pen of M,
Chauveau. With broader meens of information,
and working on a different plane, Ferland fol.
lowed in the wake of Garnean, produeing a work
of invalnable importance, unfortunately left in-
complete by the author's premature death. The
two works supplement esch other nicely, and
the details which they have left uutold or unde-
veloped ure supplied by the monumental work
of Faillon, * Histoire de la Colonie Francaise
dans la Nouvelle France,” of which, however,
only three quartos have appeared, and the still
later volumes of Sulte, ** Histoire des Canadiens
Francais,”” now in process of periodical publica-
tion. Among minor works or monographs re-
stricted to certain periods, I may mention with
praise ‘¢ Bedard’s ¢ Histoire de Cinquante
Ans,”” Tureotte's history of ¢ Le Canada sous
1'Union,” an epoch stretching from the union
of the two old Provinces in 1841 to the broad
era of Confederation in 1867, and the history of
the rebellion in 1837-8 Ly . O, David. M,
David has alse produced quite a number of
hiographies of eminent men, ecclesiastical and
lay, written in & fluent, agreeable style, and a
rare xpirit of isnpartiality. The chief of French-
Canadinn  biographers is, however, the Ahbe
Caggrain, whose life of the Venerable Mother of
the lucarnation is sufficient to establish any
writer's fame. Bat the Abbe has by no means

contented himself with that work, and 1 may as
well state here that this prolific and elegant
writer has published with success a number of
volumes ol light literature, descriptive of the
legends sndjrraditions of the old Quebec district.
He deservedly ranks as one of the best pens in
Another important contribution

tbe Province.

to biography is ** Les Canadiens de L'Ouest,”
by Joseph Tassd, which won for its author a
pince in the Royal Society. This work has
special interest from the fuct that it chronicles
tLe adventures of many of those remarkablo
Canadiaus who first explored the Great West,
from Detroit to Vancouver, and abounds with
incidents that cannot be found elsewhere. The
Abbé Desmazures has contributed a number of
interesting biographical and historical sketches
notably, on Colbert and Talon. Another
work o! inestimable value is the ‘ La Géuéa-
logie des Familles Canndiennes,” by 1'Abbé
Tanguay which is a perfect storehouse of useful
reference. Of other detached biographies the
number ruasinto the scores, and of course I am
precluded from naming them.

HIL
POETS.

And now the poets. Here French Canada can
afford to smile in the assurance that she will
never sink into oblivion, caret quia vate sacro.
This department is well stored, and with works
of superior sxcellence. The limits of my paper,
barely allowing of enumeration, will not admit
of avalysis, and much less of criticism, and
hence 1 will not stop to justify the opinion that
no country of its size or duration of intellectual
life can point to a higher record in the realms
of verse. The Canadian French are fond of music
and song, are gay of temperament, particularly
susceptible of the tender passion, greedy of ad-
venture, and keenly imaginative. All these
qualitjes point to a thirst for the poetical ele-
ment, nné the want has been abundantly sup-
plied. The roll is a lengthy one of those who
have voiced the aspirations u: their country-
men, sung of their joys and sorrows, celebrated
their glories, described the simple life of their
village homes, and interpreted the meaning of
their destinies. They are the two Garneaus,
father and son, Lenoir, Fiset, Chauveau, Don-
nelly, Prudhomme, Marchand, Poisson, Rou-
thier, Chapman and Lajoie. The latter has
immortalized himself by a single ballad, * Un
Canadien Errant,” just as Sir George Cartier
would be remembered by his *“ O Crnada, Mon
Pays, Mes Amours,” even if he had not been one
of the Fathersj of Confederation. Blain de St.
Aubin has also written charming songs, set to
music by himself. Among the poets of a higher
flight, or who have produced more ambitious
works, 1 give the first place, after much reflec-
tion, to Cremazie. e was'a mun of creative
genins who would have made his mark in any
country, and had circumstances allowed him to
cultivate his great talents in quietude of mind,
he wnuld have written poems of sublime worth.
As it is, barring a few weak lines, here and
there, which he never had the heart to revise,
his ‘* Vieux Soldat,”” * Drapeau de Carillon,”
snd *‘ Les Morts,"” are perfect and stir the sonl
like the blare of clarious., Cremazie deserves =
monument &t the hands of his countrymen, aud
that monument ought to be a pational edition
of his works. Fullowing closely is Frechette, a
poet in the loftiest sense of the term, and atill
in the maturity of his powers. He has done hix
full share toward spreading the knowledge of
his country abread, by winning from the French
Academy the Monthyon Award, an honor some.
what equivalent to that of the Oxford Univer-
sity Prize Poem. Cremazie is the Hugo, Fre.
chette the Lamartine of Cunada. The Baranger
is Sulte. This poet is, perhaps, more distioct-
ively nationsal than any of the others, because he
contines himuelf to the songs of the people. 1lis
“ Patineuse” is a little gem. emay has
written a number of long poems, but in my
opinion, the best of themis his translation of
‘* Evangeline.” You will doubtless smile when
1 venture the statement that some of the lines
are an improvement on the original, but [ am
happy to add that Longfellow himsell concurred
in this view., At least one clergyman Las not
deemed it derogatory to cultivate the muse in
the intervals of his parochial ministrations, and
it is some satisfuction to be able to say that he
is almost as good a poet as he is a faithful pas.
tor. “ Au Foyer de mon Presbytere,”” by the
Abbe Gingras, is a dainty little volume, by no
means faultless indeed, chiefly through lack of
revision, but containing many tender and strik.
ing pusasges, with a novelty of treatment such
as might be expected from the heart of a celi.
bate priest.

It 18 perbaps owing to the geueral disapproval
of the clergy that, notwithstanding their tuste
for the theatre and the natursl histrionic gifts
of the people, the French writers of Canada
have not cuitivated dramatic composition. The
only J;lays of any note that I can fiud are a
j tragedy written by Gerin-Lajoie in his youth
, for Nicolot College, the ** Papinean,* and
|« L Exile,” of Frechette, and two or three
" comedies of  very superior order by Marchand.

I m
!

NOVELISTS,

Aftor the posts naturally come the novelists.
Here again the field is wideand it has bern well
cultivated. As was to be expected, tha histori.
cal romance predominates, that being one of the
most eflicient meany of popular instruction und
entertainment in a sphere that is so particularly
rich as are the anunals of New France. Every
vuriety of picturesque naterial is at hand. There
is the ern of discovery and ssttlement—Cartier,
Champlain, Mrisouneuve ; that of heroic resis. .
tance to the Iroquois through a hundred yeara
of wnrhre—[)oliml and. Vercheres ; that of

daring adventure in the pathless wilds—Joliet
and Lasalle ; that of apostleship and martyr.
dom—Brebeeuf, Lallemant and Jogues ; that of
diplomacy and administration—Talon, the great
disciple of Colbert; that of military glory—
Tracy aud the lion-hearted Frontonac; that of
debauchery and corruption—Bigot and Penan |
that of downfall and gloom—Montcalm and
Levis. Canadians ought to be proud of such a
history, and it is no wonder that their ro-
mauncers should take pleasure in describing its
varied scenes. The venerable De Gaspe may be
said to have led the van in this department
with “ Les Anciens Canadiens,” a work of ab-
sorbing interest, in spite of its occasional ditfuse-
ness. Mo was followed by Marmette, who has
published three or four historical novels of more
than ordinary merit, “L'Intendant Bigot”
being particularly worthy of mention. * Une
de Perdue, Deux de Trouvees’’ by DeBoucher.
ville deals, in its second part, with the events
of 1887, and gives a graphic picture of the bat-
tle of St. Denis. Tho destruction of L.’Acadie,
‘ home of the happy,” and the banishment of
its faithful inhabitants form the subject of
Bourassa's *‘ Jacques et Marie,” a work which I
have always regarded as altogether superior in
its class, notwithstanding frequent traces of
hurried composition. It contains pages of ad-
mirable coloring, and such richness of style as
to induce regret that this gifted man should
have had his mind diverted to other branches of
art.

In other and lighter forms of romance 1 have
two or three names to signalize. Chauvenu's
** Charles Guerin”’ is a sweet picture of haditant
life, which has retained its charm of freshness,
although dating back some thirty years, An-
other masterpiece that is destined to live is the
“Jean Rivard"” of the late Gerin.Lajoie, a
description of pioneer life in the Eastern Town-
ships or Bois Francs, of renewed interest in
our time when the tide of French colonization is
rolling to the fertile plains between the Ottawx
and the foot of the Laurentian Mountains., |
may mention, too, a series of short domestic
stories by Charles Leslere, a young writer full
of promise, who was cut off in his primwe.

V.
ESSAYISTS AND CHRONIQUEURS,

A favorite species of composition, drawn from
the practice of old France, is the Chronigue.
This is a slight form of the ess‘.\j‘ in which topica
of carrent interest are touched off in an airy,
jaunty style. Many of our writers have distin-
guished themselves therein ; this being specially
true of Casgrain, Routhier, Legendre and Mont-
petit. Routhier has produced much of late in
other departments, and, if he continues, will
establish a most enviable reyulation. Both
Montpetit and lLegendre wield a graceful pen
that writes the French launguage to perfection.
But the prince of chroniqicurs is Fabre, a true
Parisian in temperament, possessed of that
subtle esprit, which is supposed to impreguate
the atmosphere of the houlevards. Here is a
man who has not done justice to himaself, inas-
much as he does not produce half enough.
Buies, belonging to the same school, is another
writer of exceptionally brilliant talent, now
caustic in satire, then rollicking in humer, and
at times tenderly pathetic. In 2 somewhat
difforent vein, becuuss rather inclined to melaw-
choly, is Faucher de St. Maarice, unquestion-
ably one of the chief gloriea of Freuch-Canadian
literature. Faucher 1s & careful, conscientious
writer, and every work of his is worth attentive
pernsal. His sketches of travel-——and he has
travelled much—are full of entertainment, while
his volume of sketchea enmtitled ‘*A La Bru.
nante’’ has some ravishing bits. M. Faucher
enjoys the distinction of having been elected an
honerary mewmber of L« Societz des gens de leltres
de France. Among essayists of a more serious
cast, the lead is taken by Oicar Duon, whose
““ Dix Auades de Journalisme” contain a num-
ber of important studies on moral and philoso.
phical subjects, written in a fine judicial spirit
and the purest French. This purism is further
manifested in the “‘Glossaire Franco-Canadien,"
a little book in which the author catalogues and
accounts for terms that are exclusively French.
Canadian, 'The world of Canadian litersture
lately sutfered a great loss by the death of Larue,
one of the most dashing and captivating writers
of Quebec, and it is to be regretted that De.
Tache has not continued to put forth such
legends, sketches and studies au remdered his
earlier career xo britliant. A namber of the best
essayists may be found among tho clergy, such
a8 Messry. Desanlniers, Raymond, Desmazures
and Liacnsse. 1 shall not trespass on your time
by enumerating the large class of miscollaneous
writers, but content mysell with namiog the
well-written dissertations of Simeon Lesage on
agricultural matters, the useful volume of Paul
de (azes on the resources of the Province and
Dominion, the admirable work of Krnest Guy-
non, ou the ‘* Chaunts Populnires du Canada,”
the memoirs of Meillour and Chauveau on the
progress of education in French Canada, the
descriptive studios of LeMoaine, eclipsed, as they
ure, however, by his numerous works in Ea-
glish, and the writings of the Abbé Provancher,
in siibjects of natural history.

Vi,
JOURNALISTS.

It i3 woll known that in France journalism is
a training school of literatare, through which
most of the chief writers have passed at some
epoch of their career. [t is the suma in Canada.
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Our French countrymen are certrinly not very
general ycaders, yet the number of their news-
papers is greater than is usually supposed,
while in some branches of higher journalism
they nre aomewhat shead of ourselves. There
are four French dailies in Montreal, four in
Quebec, which is quite up to the Toronto seale.
{l)(-re are three prpers in Three Rivers, two in
St. Hyncinthe, two in 8t. Johns, on the Riche-
h_cu, and one in every little town of the Pro-
vince. Furthermore, they have one monthly
literary review, which is more than we can boast
of, one illustrated weekly, three or four literary
weeklics, and such popular periodicals ag the
Soirdes Canuediennes where authors deposit their
fugitive picces. 1t will be allowed tllmt this is
not at all a bad showing, What detracts con-
siderably from the character of many of these
Journals is their iutensely personal style of pole-
mics, but that uppears to be in the hubits of the
eople and they seem to enjuy it.  Ou the other
iand, it must be said that some of the writers
on the Freuch press rank umong the best in the
country.  De Celles wields a vigorous pen and is
master of a brond style. He hag many of the
qualities of Venillot.  Provencher is possessed
of a grim humorand is a powerful writer withal.
Dansercau left a profound trace during his carver
in journalism.  Then there are Trudel, Bieu-
veny, Gelinas, Beaugrand, Demers and Trem-
blay in Moutreal 1 Tarte, Desjardins, Tardivel,
Houchard, Huot, Lévesseur, Cangelier and one
or two others in Quebec, )

The French population may be set down, in
round numbers, at r million.  Of this numnber,
takiog the ususl average of ten per cent., not
more than 164,000 ean be said to be educated,
and of the latter-~according to another estimate
—only o fourth, or 25 0, form what is called
the reading public.  [u view of these ligures,
the literary vitulity of our French writers is a
very notierable fact, and deserves all the atten-
tiun that we have endeavored to give it.

vii,
* WANTS,

In this necessarily rapid review, and going
over so many names, [ have naturally chosen
the best, and, sy naturally wy opinion is cast in
the mould of praise. It does not follow, how-
ever, that 1 am insensible to eertainly deficiens
cies of French-Canadian education and litera-
ture. Uf course | have no time even to teuch
upon these, but 1 may say generally that, if the
present harvest 15 destined to be continued, a
thorough cultivition of the voil will be necessary.,
A strong clussical edueation will have to be in-
sisted upon. A smattering of Latin and an
utter ignorance of Greek, together with a mere
elementary knowledge of the exact seiences, are
not conductive to the evolution of solid intel-
lectuality. Literature is & tlower. There are
single flowers and double flowers. The former
are the off-shoots of nature ; the latter are the
creation of scicuce allied to wsthetic tastes, |1
naturally have no mission to touch on the vexed
question of the Laval University, but 1 am safe
uot to be gainsaid when 1 aflirm that one real
universitas in the good old scholastic sense is
quite ample for the needs of « millian people.
The other colleges should he merely aitihutions,
not rivals, and they should grouud their pupils
thoroughly in the humanities. The intermediate
or grammar schools should be much stronger
than they are, supplying & neel tor that large
cluss which eircunwmstances debar from an voiver-
sity curriculam. I am happy to know that
these views are coucurred in by the best educa-
tors in the Province, and that i combined etfory
is being made by the Catholic Baard of Public
Instruction to bring about this consummation.
If such should prove the case to the extent that
I anticipate, the future of the literature of French
Cauada will be brighter than is its present, and
what i8 now a promising child may grow into a
benign and exuberant giant.

VIIIL
SOUNCES OF LITERARY INSFIRATION,

‘The field, indeed, has been only partially
cultivated,  The primeval wood is just begin-
ning to be cleared, The possibilities are im-
mense and the sources of inspiration extraor-
diuary. 1 have already alluded to the back-
ground of history—of daring, devotion aund
heroism such as few countries can boast of.
Then there is our grand, our magnificent nature
—the unpruned forests, the surging mouuntaius,
the roaring floods, the thunderous cataracts aund
the sublime sweep of billowy prairies rolling to
the setting sun, The St. Lawrence has been
and will be an unfailing source of inspiration to
(Canadians. There is no nobler river—girdling
one-half of a continent, Rising iun the great
lakes, tumbling in fonn at Niagura, murmuring
around the cradles of the Thousand Islands,
bearing the fleets of the world from the old
Point o Callicres at Moutreal, throbbing with
conscious pride at the foot of Cape Diumond, it
preserves its wonderful identity amid infinite
variety till it dashes into the sea at the break-
wator of Anticosti.

There is another mine of inspiration in the
domestic and social life of the people. The
habitant is o typo in himself. The Freanch vil.
lnge is liko nothing olse on this continent, If
you take thu male character, you have a rangs
trom tha cowrcur drs bois and the raftsmau
to the village notary, and the omnipotently
beneficont curd.  If you take the fomale model,
you have tho iucipiont maiden, with the white
veil of the first communion Nlowing from her

blonde hair, to the joyous factory girl decked
out as a Dolly Warden, and the rustic Kvange-
line homeward from church returning with God's
benediction upon her,

The climate of French Canada is hard ; the
winters are long, but there is literary inspiration
even there.  Indeed winter must and doesenter
largely into the framowork of French-Canadian
romance and song. We may take this picture
as including all the elements. A huuter is out
in.}»ursnit of the wily moose ; he tramnps over
miles of untrodden snow, from the first streak
of dawn till the last gleam of sunlight lingers
in the western sky. The beast is weary ; he is
weary.  But the weaker yields to the stronger—
la raison du plus fort est towjours lie meillewre—
and the broad antlers are bowed in the sub-
nission of death. Dragging his trophy behind
him, in a last cffort of exhausted nature, the
hunter turns his face homeward. The way is
long and the snow is deep, but the faint heart
buoys itsell in the hope of a reward from wife
and children. A turn in the road, and from
afar the squares of yellow light beam from the
well-known window punes. The slender bridge
is crossed, the pathway to the familiar threshotd
is traversed, the welcome door is opened und—
all is over. Here is my Canadian picture—a
hard day’s work in the cold, cold world, and, at
night, rest in the arms of love, at the warm
fircside of home.

THE EGLANTINE.

The question is frequently asked, what is the
Eglautine ? The name is not one in common
use in our time, and its significance can be best
understood by refereuce to early writers. Its use
is now coufined mostly to poetry. Webster
quotes what Nures has to say about it, as follows:
¢ Milton has distinguished the Sweet-brier and
the Eglantine, .

Through the Sweet-brier, or the Vine,
Or the twisted Egluntine.
—L' Ay ro.

Eglantine has sometimes been taken for the
Haneysuckle, and it seems more thau probable
that Milton so understood it by his calling it
¢ twisted.' If not, he must have meant the Wild
lose.”  The reason for this last supposition is
not stated, but some early writers have used the
word in this sense, aud it is now nsed in this
way by the French. Alphonse Karr, in his
“Voyage Around My Garden,” in describing a
sucker that has started up from the roots ot a
budded Rose tree, says, * Wait a yearand it will
become an Kglantine bush. Bruise its leaves,
it exhales a Pincapple odor peculiar to one
species of Eglantine.”” Here its name is used
as a common term for the Wild Rose, but evi-
dently the ‘“one species” is the Sweet-brier,
and it is with reference to this particular plant
that Euglish writers have most used the word,
Eglantine.

The Swect-brier is, botanically, Rosa rubigin-
osa. 1t is a native of Great Britain and Europe,
and in Frunce iIs much employed as a stock
plaat for budding florists’ varieties of Roses. 1t
1s a plant that usually grows about six feet high,
butis inclined to clitab, and with a little en-
couragement can be trained quite a height. The
stem is armed with strong amd hooked prickles,
and also some slender and awl-shaped oues.
The leatlets are doubly serrate, and the under
side is downy and beset with russet glands that
especially when bruised, extale a pleasant fray-
mnee. The flowers are small, pinkish, and
mostly solitary, with a pear-shaped hip.

That its thorns are large and strong enough to’

be a protection to it there is suflicient mention.
Herrick says,

From this bleeding hand of niine,
Tuke the sprig of Exlantine,

Which, though sweet unto your smell,
Yet the frettul Briar will tetl,

He who plucks the sweets shadl prove
Muny thorns to be in love.

So Spenser says,
Through which the fragrant Eglantine did s&-rcml
His prickling anns, enteayl’d with Roses red.
Which daintie odvurs mund about thew threw.

The same author, in the following lines, con-
trasts the prickles with the fragrance of the
leaves :

Sweet is the Rose, but grows upon a breres
Sweet is the Juniper, but sharp his bongh
Sweet 19 the Eglantine, but pricketh near 3
Sweet is the Firbloom. but his branches rough §
Sweet is the Uypress, but his rind is tough ;
Sweet is the Nut, but bitter is hiz pill

Sweet is the Broom fower, but vet sour enouxh;
And sweet is Moly, but his root is ill;

20 evory sweet with seur is tempered still,
That utiketh it be coveted the more
Fur exry things that may be got at will,
Mozt sort of inen do set but littie store.
Why then shonld 1 acecount of little pain,
That endless pleasure shall unto me gain?

The fragrance of the Sweet-brier iy the quality
that endears it.  We can seent the odors as we
read the following lines, from Midsummer
Nights’ Dream :

I know g bauk where the will Thyme blows,
Where Oxlips aud the podding Violet grows;
Q‘uilc over-canopied with lush Woudbine, |

With sweet Musk Roses, and with Eglantine.

But Shakespenre surpasses even this allusion
to its fragrance in the simile, or shall we say
hyperpole, contained in the following lines from
Cymbeline :

Thou shalt not lack
The flowor that's like thy face, pilo Primross ; nor
The axured Harcboll, like thy veins: no, nor
Thaloat of I":&bmt.ino. whon not te shl.mit:r.
Qut-sweotened not thy brouth.

In the following lines of Shenstone weo feel
ourselves transported at once into the midst of
the loveliest country scenes in spring time :

Come, gentle nir: and while the thickets bloom,
Convey the Jasmine’s breath divine;

Convey the Woodbine’s rich perfume,

Nor spare the sweet-leaved Eglantine.

Keats refers to the *‘ Dew.sweet Eglantine,”
and Cowper says, :

Grateful Eglantine regalas the smell.

Scott, describing the scene in * the Trosach’s
wildest nook,” where James Fitz-James lost his
steed, gives us the following lines, and, perhaps,
for their beauty, our readers may pardon us for
quoting at more length than is real{y relevant,

Boon nature seattered, free and wild,
Eaeh plant or lower, the mountain’s child ;
Here, Eglantine embalwed the air,
Hawthorn and Hazel mingled there:

The Primrose pale, and Violet flower,
Found in each cliff a narrow bower.
Fux-glove nod Nightshude, side by side,
Emblems of punishment und pride, A
tirouped their dark hueg with every stain
The weathier-bewten crags retain ;

With boughs that quaked at every breath,
Gray Birch and Aspen wept benenth §
Aloft, the Ash and warrior Oak

Cast nnchor in the rifted rock :

And, higher yet, the Pine-tree hun

His shattered trunk, and frequent flung,
Where seemed the cliffs to meet on high,
His bows athwart the narrowed eky.

In the same poem are the lines,

The Wild Rase, Eglantine and Broom,
Wafted around their rich perfume.
The same writer not unfrequently mentions
this plant.
Leaving the poets, we may say that the Sweet-
Yrier has béen cultivated in this country from
an early time in its settlement, and in many
{»Iaccs the plants are to be found growing wild,
1aving spread by seeding. It is found in many
of the best gardens, and will always be prized for
itself and its associations.

VARIETIES.

TuE great representative of wstheticism has
had his hair cut quite utterly short. Thisisan
incident which bas profoundly moved society.
There must be something in it.

Tiue Fisheries Exhibition has suggested
various povelties in trinkets apropos of matters
piscatorial. A gold net, in which a pretty mer-
maid has been caught, is a pleasant whim for a
pin.

Tur Albert Exhibition, which is to be erected
close to Battersea Park, was commenced recent-
ly, and will be finished in three months. The
materials of the Dublin Exhibition was pur-
chased for this undertaking.

Durixe: his sojourn at Hawarden Mr. Glad-
stone has done some hard work in felling trees,
It is said that he has also made a convert to his
amusement of the Earl of Belmore, a nephew by
marriage, who has had some experience of lum-
ber work, derived from a residence in Australia.

THERE has been an offer made to Miss Violet
Cameron for a professional tour in the States—
there was said to be a prospect of a honeymoon
tour. Which is it to be! London would be
grieved to lose her entirely, and would prefer its
being a Yaukee tour, if absence it must be,

Tur novel sight of skating along the road was
witnessed recently iun the mneighborhood of
Lord’s. The performers were on 8 kind of
roller skate, but much larger. They wentalong
at a good pace, but the natural query was what
sort of a break could they put on in case of
need?

AMoxo the curious advertisements of the day,
aud they are odd enough sometimes to create
amusement and excite keen curiosity, is this
one: *‘The late head boy of a wvery excellent
private school desires to recommend it, after be-
ing a pupil in it upwards of seven years.—Agd-
dress,” &c. No doubta very forward boy.

M. Caxerox, the special correspondent of
the Standard in Madagascar, has been followed
by two other correspondents of dailies—iu fact,
they have arrived, so we shall soon have news
and interesting matter about the island which
will set imaginations at work, and possibly
tempt & few daring ones to turn their steps in
that direction, as there is always something to
be picked up in the Island. Our Goverument
will also be able to get inforination about Mad-
agascar, of which it is very deficient.

OxE of the items that the ¢ Savages” have
pmrosed in order to win money for the Rayal
College of Music, is a fancy dress ball at the
Albert Hall. But as the payers will in that
casae contribute the show and supply the enter-
tainment, the gentle and benevolent Savages
will have to do something more that is solely
their own work., We believe, as we said last
week, they will repeat the programme with
which they entertained the Prince of Wales, and
also add to it.

Dr. Mary llowairp, an American woman
doctor in China recently attended the mother of
Princo Li Hung Chang, and although she did
not save het life, showed so much skill that she
was called in to treat the wife of the great min-
ister.  From all parts of North China letters
from the wives of mandarins and high oflicials
entreat her to come o them or to ‘‘send other
wise woman from America.” Hastern wemeon of
rank dio of obscure disenses rather than submit
to operations. performed by male surgeons.

A RECENTLY issued report shows that the
output of coal in the United Kingdom of Great
Britain, during the year 1882, amounted to
156,499,977 tons, which was an increase of
nearly two and a half millious of tons over the
output of the year preceding, although there
were thirty-three fewer mines operated. There
wera 503,087 persons employed in and about the
mines, of whom 4,652 were females. There were,
during the year, 876 fatal accidents in the coal
mines, by which the death of 1,126 persons was
occasioned.

Oxe feature of Ascension Day in the City was
a preposterous custom known as beating the
boundaries. A number of men and boys parade
the City flourishing bundles of canes, neatly
tied with blue ribbon, Their appearance is
strongly suggestive of a certain useful vocation,
and if they were to cry “ Chairs to mend I”’ no-
body would be surprised. This is one those
ridiculous usages on which the City champions
30 greatly prife themselves. The idea that Sir
William Harcourt's embryonic Bill might sup-
press the boundary beaters fills every civic bosom
with indignation. -
Manaume Tussaup’s will perhaps ascend yet
a step higher—it will certainly be removed ere
long a few steps off. Great as has been its popu.
larity and high its dignity in wax, greater popu-
larity and higher dignity will be achieved in
the new home which is being prepared near the
Baker-street station. There will be mueh more
room ; indeed, the saloons will be extremely
spacious, and, therefore, to the old attractions
many more will be and must be added. Itisto
be hoped that increased space will be given to
that pet of the public * the horrors,”” and more
and original horrors will be foand for the new
room. There might be a room of terrors—a step
in advauce.

THE Aquarium seems likely to come into more
frequent use for better entertainments than are
usually to be found there. Itis very likely in-
deed that the members of the Savage Club, when
they give their entertaiament, at the Prince of
Wales's request, on behalf of the Royal Musical
College, will make the Aquarium their tempo-
rary wigwam. This night is looked forward to
with some anticipation. Bohemia ia full dress
will appear in force to amuse Belgravia, and the
result’ is likely to be a large addition to the
funds of the college. Every Savage who can do
anything is to be called upon to do it; and on
this particular evening there will be something
like a fair at Westminster,

Tue birthday of the new knight, ‘Sir Tol-
anthe Pinafore Patieuce,” was celebrated in
grand style on Sunday ; the number {just mis~
sing the fatal one) sat down at his mansion in
the Queen’s Mansions to a most recherché repast
of dainty dishes fit to set before two Royal
Highnesses, the chief and the second in rank,
the Lord Chamberlain, the fature Liberal Pre-
mier, and some Ambassadors being of the party.
During the performance there was a communica-
tion per telephone with the business manager
in the Savoy Theatre, and the D'Oyly Carte
representatives sang music appropriate to a
birthday féte. This was not ‘‘the carte,"’ but
asurprise. Messages were sent back per tele-
phone with wine of course.

Variouvs incidents, more or less interesting
in their character, are reported in connection
with the visit paid by the Newhaven fisherfolk
to London aver the Fisheries Exhibition. While
at Windsor Castle, for instance, Maggie Flucker,
one of the matrons of the village, when near the
Princess Beatrice, asked, ‘* Who's yer mither,
mem " At the Maunsion House, again, the
Lord Mayor led off a dance with Jeanie Wilson
—a damsel, probably, of the Christie Johnstone
type—and afterwards danced ap Irish jig with
Sophia Main, another Newhaven beauty. It
seems, however, that the travellers were some-
what disappointed with the presents they re-
ceived in tYle great metropolis.  One of the girls
was gifted with *three water bottles,” and the
entire company were each presented with a
““ halfpenny copy of St. Luke’s Gospel !”

Sterx1ak, in his * Underground Russia,®
thus describes a secret printing-office of the
Nihilists : “‘I went over all the rooms in which
+he work was carried on. The mechanism was
extremely simple. A few cases, with various
kinds of type; a little cylinder, just cast, of 2
kind of gelatinous substance, closely resembling
carpenter's glue,and somewhat pleasant to swell;
a large, heavy cylinder, covered with cloth,
which served as the press; some blackened
brushes and sponges in a pan ; two jars of prin-
ting ink. Everything was arranged in such a
manner that it could be hidden in a quarter of
an hour in a large clothes press standing in a
corner. They explained to me the mechanism
of the work, aud smilingly told me of some little
artifices which they employed to divert the sus-
picion of the drornik who came every day with
water, wood, etc. The system adopted was not
that of not aliowing him to enter, but precisely
the roverse. Under various pretexts, they made
him see the whole of the rooms as often as pos-
sible, having first removed everything which
conld excite suspicion. When these pretexts
failed, others were invented. Being uuable to
find a plausible reason for him to enter the inner
room, Mme. Krilofl one day went and told him
there was a rat there which must be killed. The
dvernik went, and certainly found nothing ; but
the trick was played. Ile had seen the whole
of the rooms, and could bear testimouy that
thero was absolutely nothing suspicious in them.
Once n month, they invariably had people in ta

clean the floors of all the rooms."
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THE LITTLE COMFORTER.

I have alittle Comforter,

That climbs upon my kaee,
And makes the world seem possible
When things go wrong with me.
She never is the one to say,

** If you had only been
More eareful and more sensible,

This thmﬁ had been foreseen.”

She blesses me,
Carosees me.

And whispers,** Nevermind ¢
To-maorow night
All will be right,

My papa, good and kind.”

To give me wise and good adviee
Ii)a\'e of friends a score:
But then the trouble ever is,
I knew it all before,
And when one's heart is full of care,
QOne’s plans all in a mess,
The wisest reasoning, I think,
Can’t make the trouble less.
My Mamie's way
Is just to say,
** Oh, papa. don’t be sad :
To-morrow night
All will be right,
And then we shall be glad,”

Some think I have been much to blame:
Sotwne zay, I told you so ;"
And others sigh, ** What ean't be helped
Must be endured, you koow.”
Of course. if trouble can be helped,
Then erying isip vain :
But when 8 wrung will not come right,
Why should 1 not complain ?
In Mamie's eves
I'm always wise ;
She never thinks me wrong :
It’s understood
I'm always good—
Good as the day is long.

All day I've kept a cheerful face,
_All day been on the strain ;
Now I may rest, or I may sigh,
Or, if I like, complsin.
My duughter thinks as papa thinks,
And in her loving sight
I am a clever, prudent man,
Who has done all ¢hings right.
Faith so complete.
Oh, it is sweet,
When neither wise nor strong :
But Love stands best
_The better test
Of Sorrow and of Wrong.

Then come, mr little Comforter,
And climb upon my knee;
You wake the world seem possible
When things go wrong with me.
For vou've the wizdom far beyond
he reach of any sage,
The loving, tender, hopeful trust,
That best can strenxthen age,
Say, " Papa, dear,
Now don't you fear:
Before to-morrow night
The cares you dreai
Will all have fled
And everything be right,”

THE GENTLEMEN OF SARSAR

BY SHERWOOD BONNER,

I.

Sarsar! The very name of the place was sin-
ister. Who dres not remember De Quincey's
¢ Sarsar wind of desolation,” and the chill
shuddering that quivered through the soul as the
harsh adjective came blowing like a discord into
the musicof that incomparable writing ?

Not a misgiving, however, crossed my heart
when, shortly befure Christmas, my father asked
me if I thought myself possessed of the qualifi-
cations necessary for collecting a bad debt.

*“The business of collecting, father," said I,
with what malicious friends called my * prize-
poem manner,” ‘‘is odious in some of its
features to & man of spirit, but it may bring
into play some of the finest faculties of the hu-
man mind."

*“ And body,” added my father, in a quiet sort
of way.

¢ If courage is needed,” said I, lsughing, ““I
am the son of my State—the State that deesnot
know how to surrender. Asfor my tact, civility,
address, urbanity, and downright stubborness,
these desirable qualities are surely mine by right
of inheritance.”

* Well, well,” said my father, meditatively,
it is a pretty rough place, Sarsar is. The debt
is one thousand dollars; and if you get this
summ, or any part of it, I don’t mind saying it
is yours for a Christmas-box.”

For many reasons these were delightful words.
First, while I fully intended that my life should
teem with good things, at present it was as bare
and empty us 8 sun-dried skull. My father,
with the best intentions in the world, wasy so
indifferent to the doctrines of Malthus as to be-
come the parent of a perfect brooC of young ones,
each of whom had to stand on his own legs as
soon as they were strong enough. I was at the
beginning of my carcer, and made shift to get
on, but such a sugar-plum as a thousand dollars

had never dropped into my mouth. As befitted
my slim purse, I was madly, unutterably inlove
—in Jove with Angie Bell, the prettiest girl, 1
wonld swear, among a million picked beauties.
With the thousaud dollars fairly mine, I should
be able to offi r her those delicate attentions man
delights to lavish on the woman he ad~res—
bugygy drives and bonbons, new music, books,
and bouquets, Thus I should weave myself, ay
it were, 1nto her hife, keep her little heart in &
serpetual simmer of kindly feeling, and dispose
{Jer to look tenderly on mny encroaching passion,
nor resist when its tide should aweep her from
her moorings into my arms. Unless, reflected

solely on my werits, and, the betrothal an ae-
complished fact, spend all the sum in the pur-
chase of a troth gift in some degree worthy of
her inspiring beawty.

Absorbed in the pleasing perplexity of such =
question, I was only aroused from my reverie by
my father's tones, raised a good deal above their
ordinary level.

** Yes, old Ruck is as sancy and rough a tonic
as any wman could swallew. You will need all
your mother-wit in dealing with him. The old
scamp swears it is not a just debt, and pay it he
will not.”

¢ Sarsar—nothing more than a backwoods
settlement, is it 1"

¢ Nothing. And there are people up among
those hills who actually try to vote for Geneial
Jackson to-day ! A good many worthless ne-
groes have congregated in the place, who fight,
quarrel, and steal without much interference
from anybody. There are a lot of rough fellows,
however, calling themselves * the Gentlemen of
Sarsar,’ who regulate things after their own
fashion. Chief among them is vorr man—Aundy
Rucker. He has unbounded intluence with his
clicutéle, and, they say, understauds how to use
the shot-gun better than any man in the
county.”
¢ Never think to daunt me, father,” said I,
briskly. “1shall go to Sarsar, and shall fetch
back the mouey.”

A few days later 1 got ot at astation ten miles
east of Sarsar, and, hiring a horse, set out for a
ride across the country. The hills were steep,
the road rough, the people rougher. At the
cabins where | stopperto ask the way, they
looked on me as a stranger from a far-off land.

“Do git down and look at your creetur,”’ was
their invariable remark, and one that puzzied
me exceedingly, until 1 found it was a hospitable
invitation to dismount for a rest.

Reaching Sarsar, 1 was directed to *‘ the
widow Joplin’s ' as o place of entertainment,
The widow, a tired-looking woman, with her
lips drawn down at the corners as if they needed
kissing into shape, put me into the hands of a
bright mulatto boy, whom she jealled Dee Jay.
This worthy conducted me to my chamber, and
asked if I would like some oysters for supper.

¢ Oysters, by all means—a couple of dozen,
fapcy roast.”’

¢ Lor’, marster, we ain't got so muny in de
hause ; an' ¢/ we had, 1’clar te gracious, mar.
ster, two dozen two-ponu’ cans would kill you,
sho”.”’

“Cans! Is it canned oysters you otfered
me "

““Yes, sir—{ove. We had some fresh ones
onst—I disremember what year it wuz. But,
lor'! we didn't kuow how ter open 'em, an’ we
jest pounded away at 'em wid brickbats, till
Mars’ Andy come an’ showed us huw. Ain't it
curus haw dey kin live an’ breathe de brefl o
life shet up in dem tight shells?”

Declining to enter into a discussion on oysters,
1 asked if Mars’ Andy " was Mr. Rucker.

“ Yes, sir. Captin Rucker we mostly calls
him. You acquainted wid him ¥’

““No; but to make his acquaintance happens
to be my business here.”

““ I8 dat so?' cried Dee Jay, with increased
respect in his tones. ** An’ 1 made sho’ you wus
a-drummin’ for seggars. Mary' Andyain't very
fond 0" dem drummin’ men,” he went on, con-
fidentially ; “ in fac’, dey ain’t popular wid
none o’ dem lazy, long-legged Rucker boys. Dey
kin fairly devil a stranger out o' toun if dey
takes a mnotion. Hope you ain’t gwine ter
tread on de captin’s toes, marster. He's a awful
man to have arassel wid.”

* He must be a terrible fellow,’’ said I, langh-
ing.
& Lor, dey ain't no harm in Mars’ Andy.
He’s de head man in dis town. He's as foll o
pranks an’ capers as a unbroke colt ; but he's
got as much sense as a horse.”’

With that compliment, in every way worthy
of a returned Gulliver, my innocent Yahoo took
me to the widow Joplin’s dining-room.

Before I had welll’ finished my supper a tall
man strode into the room, followed by two of
the daintiest, prettiest little black-aud-tan
thorough-bred pups I had ever seen.

‘“ How Angie would dote on them !’ thought

The master of the pups was a noticeable man.
Tall and broad-shouldered, with eclean-cut fen-
tures and bright black eyes—so far not differing
from apy other. But his hair marked him among
men as Samson’s among the Philistines, l.ong
and heavy, and iron-gray in color, it fell in actual
ringlets to his shoulders, and gave almost a look
of ferocity to his countenance. :

‘¢ A character ! said I to mysell, and longed
to hear him speak.

The wish was not allowed to grow cold, ashe
came directly to me with :

‘¢ I hear, sir, there is a stranger in town who
wants to see Andy Rucker. That’s my name.
Yours ig—""

¢ Ned Merewether, at your service,” said I,

1, it might be better to trust to. winning her

rising, with extended hand. * You have met
my father.”

“Ob, Yes; I am well acquninted with Jack
Merewether,” he said, giving me a prolonged
Jook. ‘¢ Well, Ned, let's take a drink.”

Knowing the offense 1 should give by a
refusal, 1 assented, though dreading the villain.
ous cornpound I should have to swallow uuder
the name of ** Oll Bourbon."”

One drink followed another, and my hend
bugan to buzz a little, Several men dropped in,
who were introduced by Mr. Rucker as kinsmen
and friends. I proposed a bealth to ** the Gen-

} tlemen of Saruar,” and the scene grew convivial.

* What d'ye think of our country, mister I”
said an ill-looking youth, whom they addressed
by the tender title of ** Honey Rucker.”

T4 It as fine a country as | ever saw,’ re-
sponded 1. But you don’t have many richk
nien, I suppose ¥’

* Rich men 1" cried Mr. Rucker, ina tone of
compassion ; ** why, youngster, we are all rich,
ouly we don't like to show off. Good families—
like the Ruckers—never make a parade. Now
and then such a fellow as Youell wants to spread
himself. You rememter, boys, how he went to
old Nathan Weeks's funeral 1

“ Rather 1" said Honey Rucker, inu gloomy
tone.

* 1t was n big funeral, and most of us walked,
for carringes are unhandy on our roads. But
Yowell wanted to make a show, so he and his
must ride. He and his wife wers in a four-
wheeled g1g, and every Juck and Gill of his seven
children was toted by a likely negro hoy, who
sat astride a two-hundred-dollar mule. Now each
one of those Africans would have sold for fifteen
hundred dollars—aggregate, ten thousand five
hundred dollars ; the mules summed up to four-
teen hundred dollars, making a clean sum of
eleven thousand nine hundred dollars winding
along these hills as unconcerned as a snake.
What do you think of that for style !

** Quite in the style of the * Arabian Nights,’
said 1

*¢ ¢ Better worth sceing than the aurora berea.
lis,” " quoted Mr. Henry Rucker.

““Ah'? there are some queer people up here
among these hills,” said Captain Andy, with a
shake of the head.

““ What do you do in the way of sport " ask-
ed 1

** Everything—chase foxes, run deer, spear
fish. DBut our grand sport”’—with sudden auni.
mation—**our Christmas frolie, is & nigger
hunt.”

“ Aehat 17 .

““ A negro chase, perhaps you would call it.
You see, our jail is such a ramshackle affair that
it is next to impossible to keep a prisoner in
bouds, if he has any get-up-and-get in his make-
up. The rascals breai out and take to the hills.
And wheun the humor takes us we huut them
down.” :

There was a laughing devil in Mr. Kucker's
eye, and [ knew not what tothink. Determined,
however, not to seem unsophisticated, I said,
coolly.

1 should think such game would give yon
but a short rup."”

**Humph ! put twenty hounds on a black
rascal’s track—they can scent it after it's a day
old—and he will run faster than a deer, and out-
man«:uvre a fox in dodging corners.”

*¢ Poor souls !"

‘* They haven't any souls, 1 faney,” said Mr.
Rucker, easily ; ** * poor bodies’ would be more
to the point, as they have to clip it to a gal-
loping tune. Come, sir, no use walking on
stilts awsy from home. Join us in our next
hant.””

The man seemed as sober asa christened saint,
tut I felt I was the butt of a joke, and secretly
resented it.

“ Well, sir,” said I, ** I did not come here to
make acquaintance with the sports of the
gentry.”

“ And may 1 presume to ask why you did
come 1" inquired Mr. Rucker, with vast polite-
ness,

““ You should know best, sir, as I represent
the firm of Avery & Merewether.””

‘“Ahat I remember something wasg said of
certain moneys that your people fancied [ owed
them.”

‘* Fancy me no fancies, Mr. MHucker—cer-
tainly the whiskey had gone into my heal—
* the mimey has to be payd M

*“ And are you the man that's to get it ! Well,
well, it would be a pity you should not have
what you have come so far to gain—all, aod
wnore. 1 insist you should have more. 1 myself
ought to make you a slight gift.”

“Very well,”” I eaid, good-humoredly, ‘1
will gladly accent these little beauties'’-~and 1
caught up Mr. Rucker's pups.

‘“ For your sweetheart I’

** For the prettiest girl in the county," said 1,
laughing, and with & warm glow atmy heart at
the bare thought of my lovely little angel, Angie
Bell.

11

Awaking with a clear head the next morning,
1 hurried out to seek Mr. Rucker; but 1o my
annoyance, that eccentric gentleman was no-
where to be found. FEvery one of whom | in-
quired was too stupid even to guessat his where-
abouts. .

¢ De captin is jes’ like de sun,” said my
sympathizing valet, Dee Jay: ‘‘ sometimes he
will shine out on folks, an’ agin, when de no-
tion takes him, he will go under n cloud, an%you
;:an't'yut your finger on de place whar he is
hid.'

““ And how Jong is it his Majeaty's plessure to
stay under a cload ?”

“’lt "'ud take a wizard man to tell dat, mary.
ter,’

“ T went to his house, hoping to sce some
membor of his family ; but no one came to the
door, though I rapped and pounded half an
hour.”

¢ He ain't got no family, De Rucker blood is
purty nigh run outin dis county.”

" Why, | thought every man in it was a
Iucker.”

T S I
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< Wall, Jdey is mostly cousing, or dey jes' tuk
de nume for glory. Mars' Audy had u lot of
brothers onst, ra' a par ; but dey wuz killed, all
along through de war—one a-husnwhackin’, one
a-fightin® wid Morgan, one wid de fever, an® so
on. Mars' Andy hissell had a squenk for his
life oust on a time. He wuz lyin’ on de field
bleedin' from seventeen or eighteen wounds,
when along comes a cavalryman a-swingin® of
his savior—"

“ Proe Jay ! what in the nmne of Heaven are
you saying 1" .

“ Along comes a cavalrymnn on a big black
horse, a-swingin' his savior in de sir till it look.
od as round as a cart wheel, au’ tlashed like de
moon on fire. Mars' Aundy shet his eyes an’
begun ter say his prayers ; when pop ! bang !
off went a musket from behinid a tree, an' down
went Mr. Rider jes' like a grasshopps{when «
turkey-gobbler nips him offf a sweet-pertater
vine !

¢ De eaptin tuk on mightily about our side
gittin’ beat,” coutinued Dee Jay, encouraged by
my Jaughter ; ¢ he ain'tlet his hair grow seuve
Vicksburg fell, an’ it turned grisly gray dat
same night, It was jex' struek all of a heap.
Dat’s why de people here think so much o
Mary’ Andy. Dey has sech respee’ fur bis strong
feelin's.”

* 1 wish his strong feelings would Jead him to
pay hix debts,” muttered 1,

Mr. Rucker was not so cruel as to stay under
a cloud all day, 1n the afternoon he burst into
myv reom, beaming like the sun to which he had
been compared.

s all settled, my friend,” he eried,

“What ! the debt 1

* Bother the debt ! A question of money
should not arise between gentlemen.”

** Gentleruen should pay what they owe,’
1, gritly.

“* Sottly, lad, softly.  You ure alinost on the
wint of being unvvil, in which case I should
}mw to leave you to yourselt.”

- Dreading unother disappearance on Mr. Ruck-
er’x part, | said :

* Really, sir, 1 had no intention of being un-
civil.  What is it that is settled 17

‘¢ The chase—the hunt for the horny-heeled
son of Ham.”

*“ That joke again 7'

““ No joke about it.  There i an idle fellow
here —Bud Kane by nawme —who was caught
hog stealing about & mouth back. e Las been
biding amoug the Lills, and we think it well to
get him otf our hands before Christmas.”

* You wouldu't kitl the man 7

“ Oh, no ; only scare him a bit.  If he gives
ns a good run we will let him otf seot.free. And
he i the tleetest scamp in the country.  Lucky
to be able to oifer you such sport,”

“My good Mr. Ruocker,” said [, atterapting
to speak with great woderution, ** unequalled as
suvh Sport must lw, you must wllow me to de-
cline a share in it. You kuow my chject in com-
ing here—"'

* My dear fellow,” tntermpted Kucker, “‘that
is all tight. 1 have plenty of money burning lor
your pocket, Hut just now I can't think of any-
thing but the merry hunt. Come, let us have
it over, and then to business, 1 will promise
that youshall be fully satistied.  DPerhaps, how-
ever, you are not a rider (7

It was silly of we, but 1 was really piqued,
and thought I should lke to show this rough
man of Sarsar whether | could ride ormot. |
reflected, too, that it might be well to hutior his
wish and join his hunting party—at wouid pro-
bably turn out some portentous joke playea by
the Gentlemen of Sarsar.  After it was “played
out,” Mr. Rucker could hardly fail to mest wy
demands, hand over the money, and et me get
back to civilization-~civilizution and  Angie

Jell.

Well, well,” said | ocarelessly, * get me o
decent mount, und I'll join your party,” whereon
Mr. Rucker gave & tremendous grin and hurried
away.

At aridienlously carly hour the next morning
I was aroused by a wild “* Haloo " under my
window. Lookiungout, I saw the Gentlemen of
Rarsar in force—some twenty or more vagaboud-
looking fellows, mounted on lorses too nobly
built for such riders, all langhing, gesticulating,
aud oceasionally firing at the incantious chickens
roosting in the trees about the house. They
were rigged out like a lot of bandiiti. Some were
armed with rilles, and all seemed to have equip-
ped themselvey with what was lett over trom
their war equipments, including horse-pistols,
and bowie-knives, cavalry boots, und devil-may-
care hats, | must say [ felt uncommonly ticklish
~-as much soas if 1 had been in Arubia with a
set of Bedouins inviting me for *‘sport” to
plunder one of the desert caravans. However, |
gulped down my scruples with the morning cock-
tail which we all took st the bar of the widow
Joplin, and listened putiently while Mr. Rucker
grsconaded about the wonderful shots he had
made, the tremendous leaps his horse had taken
over gullies and logs.

* Unless you con stand rip.racing through
tho country us if you were trying to shnke hands
with the hghtning,” said he, *“you had better
not try to keep up with the hant, but take o
stand on some overlooking hill--"

* Mr. Rucker,” cried 1, “ spare yoursell any:
fears for me.”

¢ All right, then. Let’s beoll, boys.”

They leaped to their saddles with Texan
agility ; hall a dozen stage-hounds were brought
to the frout ; and with another ** Halloo " we
wera off,

Never shall [ forget that ride. The keen morn-

said

ing air was o stimulus that thrilled every sense
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to nlortness. Mr. Rucker carolled, in a robust
voice :
** Last night, in my late rambics,
Allin the inle of Skye,
I met a fovely crenture
Allin the wounteing high,”

But the only lovely crenture we met was the
lady moon, queen of this wild world of wood
apd mountain aud stream, now almost out of
sight, us day was beginning todawn.  The hills,
near and far, rose like waking ginnts to meet the
pule, blinking stars ; lights twinkled from the
valloy below ; little piping birds mingled their
shrill notes with the sound of the wood-choy-
per’s axe.

We rode at a brisk trot, Mr. Rucker and I in
the rear. Suddenly a cry was heard from one of
the advance-guard. 1 pressed forward, my mind's
eye filled with a fine buck, who snifted the
** tainted gale,” and sprung with beautiful fear
from his pursuers.  Instead of which I saw a
figure on two leys- -hut

 Whetherman or womnan,
Whether ghonl or buman,”

I could not tell at the distance-—spring across
the field as if Satan’s fiends were after him,

Frowmn this time all is confusion in my memory,
Wild, wild riding 1 recall, and a sense of reck-
lens delight that vented itself in shrill cries to
my horse. The sun was just darting up in slim
gcarlet lances. A light wind blew, and the very
drops of blood i my veins geemed to dance like
the pine needles in the wind, What we pursued
I no longer knew. I was beside myself with the
prasion of the chase.  Logs, bogs, nor brooks
uppulled me. Fencesand gullies were as shadows
leaped over ina dream. The iofernal buving of
the hounds was music to my ear.  Noble sport
this, truly.  Now and then there was a glimpse
of & flying fligure—a male Atalavta boundiug
over the ground with splendid speed ; and
finally a sudden pull.up—a somathing at bay-—
and a sound of ritles snapping and houndy yelp.
ing.

“ Fire, lad, fire V" eried Mr. Rucker.

““For God's sake tell me—i3 it a man 1"

“ Fire in the air if you have any doubt,” he
aaid, with a great laugh, and tiring his own ritle
at a tree-top.  Wild with excitement, I essaved
to do the same. My horse plunged-—-my gun
went off-—an uwful ery followed the report, and
a voice shirieked : ¢ He bas killed him ¢ He has
shot Bud Kane!”

I Tenped from my horse and rushed to the spat,
There, truly, lay a man—a muscular, finely-
shaped youug negro, entirely nuide but for a fox-
»kin thrown over his sheulders. e was pauting
heavily, and his blood was staining the yellow
sedge.grass.

I could not believe my eves, 1 was almost
distracted. Had 7 done this horrible deed 1 Huad
1 slain ap inoifensive fellow.creature, whose
hinnds were certainly elean toward me, no mat-
ter how many Sarsar hogs he had stolen ? Inno-
cent | felt tyself, yet guilty with « horrible
guiltinesa ; tor there lay the poor wretch, bleed.
ing like Marco Bozzaris, ami not a man amonyg
them all spokea wonld of comfort.

11,

Alitter was made of the boughs of pine.trees,
and Bud Kane Iifted uwon it Mro Rieker and
| rode in advanee of the bearers, to prepate
Bud's motheo for the reception of her son,

< Man alive ! cried Andy, impatiently, “why
did you not fire in the air 2 Did you not xev
we were all doing so 1"

“1 saw nothing.  Why did you lead me into
such s devil's business ¢°

“ My dear Merewether,” in a ecoal, dry tone,
*like Shakespeare’s Juw, you lettered my in-
struction.”

At the door of a particularly mean-looking
cabin Mr. Rucker called a halt. A veritable hag
sat in the doorway—old, black, Iran, and wam-
kled, but with a head of cnset wool as bushy as
a box plant. This persen was enguged in the
curioun operation of * roping ” her lisir, that is,
dividing 1t iuto small strands, euph one ol_" which
was wrapped tightly to its end with a white cot-
ton string.

* Hello, Aunt Diana ! said Mr. Rucker.

¢ Why, Mars’ Andy " Dat you ¢ What brings
you here dis hour in de mornin’ ¢ Want adrink
o’ buttermilk 1

* No; I've some bad news for you. Bud has
met with an accident.”

* Whai's dat you tell me?”

She sprang to her foet.  Auything more un-
cunny and witch-like than her npycumm‘.c ein
not be imagined. On one side of her head her
hair stood out like an electrified maue, evidently
fresh from a vigorous carding ; on the other 1t
ay lat in little snaky cotton twists, Her cyes
rolled till they seemed all white. One had was
on her hip, the other stretched wward us with
clinched fist.

Mr. Hucker ran over the details of the acci-
dent without mentioning my uname.  But she
pinned me on the spot. . .

“ L w'pose you did it,"” she said, ‘“seein’ as
you are a stranger? Derain't none o’ du boys
here would "n been so clinnsy.” )

“ Yeu, my horre reared, and my gun weat otl
accidentadly. 1 am very sorry-—-" i

 Sorrow don't butter no corn-poue,” she in-
terrupted, in n high key.  ** 1 mstrustad som-
pon wroug yosterday when Mars' Aundy Rucker
wuz lers persuadin’ Bud ter tuke part e hig
onmannerly, onchristinn rmmpage.””

‘* What1” cried I, in a passtou in my turn ;
¢ it was a sell, then, after all ¥ ‘
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Mr. Rucker smiled, and shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“You wouldn't *a thought so,” screamed
S)Iotlu-r' Kane, £if you had "2 heerd him beggin’
Bud un’ bribin' him to take de job. Bud warn’t
noways nnxious to dress hisselfup in a fox-skin
an' go tarin’ over de country, an’ let de hounds
be turned loose on him. Bat says Mars' Andy :
* We will post horses ju de thickets, so that you
eanride from point to andudder, an’ save your
strength to dash across de open ficlds an' vep
ahead o’ de hunt.  An*it will be a big frolic,
Bud,’ he saya; “an’ when it’s done you shell
have a quart o raw an’ five dollars fur de night's
work.” Five dollors looked bigg enough to cover
de wun an’ mooun, it did. So he kin his consent,
an’ here's de end of it—Bud killed, an’ me left
ter scuile along, de heavenly powers knows
how." i

She threw her apron over her head and began
to weep,

' I knowed :ischief wuz comin’,” she sobbed,
“Twarn't on'y las' week dat ole Debby, de
witch "ooman, tole my fortune on de shoulder-
blade of a sheep, un’ likewise de breas’-bone of a
goose. * Troubles dark an' many,”” she says, %n’
a funeral in de house, an’ a hard row ter hoe 1’
An' Ljis tell you, young man”—dropping her
apron, and shaking her extrordinary old head at
me—* /'l have de law of you. Dis ain"t
nuthin’ short of murder, it ain't.”

‘It was an accident,” T eried ; and whatever
I can do to make smends, you may be sure I
will do."

** Den you kin jist han' me over some money
fur de funeral expenses an' odder matters.”

‘ How much do you want 77

*Jes” put it to yourself, sir, Don’t you think
if you wuz tore away from vour pa, an' his ole
age left widout support, he would ax a purty
high figger to cover de loss 7 !

1 think,” said I, with much internal bit-
terness, ** it my father could see me at this mo-
ment, he would thivk twenty-five dolars a high
value for my head.”

¢ Well, gimine dat, marster, an' I'll be satis-
fied.”

I hianded her the sum, and we left the house
just as the men tearing Bud on the Jitter came
in sight, and the old mother began her distract-
ing screamns,

* Rucker,” said I, as we rode away—
“ Rucker "—-and my voice trembled with rage—
*“as Vam a living man you shall give me satis-
fuction for this.”

“ Let a harmless jest go by,”, he said, coldly,
‘“and consider your own position. I am hound
to tell you that you are in some danger. The
negroes here are a wild lot, and, backed by cer-
tain lawless white men I could mention, would
just as soon lynch yon as not.”

“That 1 own wonld be quite in keeping with
what [ have seen of the Geutlemen of Sarsar.”

* We will discuss the watter farther when you
are rested ; you look fagged out,” said Mr,
Lucker, with an air of paternal interest.

At the widow Joplin’s 1 shut myself into my
raot, and throwing myself on my bed, fell into
ax profound a sleep as if to shoot a man before
breskfast was nothing more serious than to bag
a lot ol birds.

Toward noon Mr. Rucker came back. His face

was drawe into solemn lines, his ringlets hung
s damp and uncurted.

i ORane is dead,” e said.

{ Nal'

“The wound seemed a trifle at first ; but
trautiatic tetanus set in, aud he went off like a
shot.”

¢ would give my right hand to undo this
worning's work."”'

“Come, man, don't be cast down. My advice
is that you come with mie at once to a magis.
trate and give yvourself up. 1 will go bail for
your appearanes at the April court. 1 need not
axk if von will be sure to be on hand ¥

¢ If 1 allow vou to Le my bondsmaun, such a
yuestion is aninsnit,” said I, hanghuily.

o Fxactly, [ will goyour bail for, say, two
thousand dollars.  And since this sum, like the
rod of Aaron, swallows up the smaller amount
you eate to eolleet, we will fet that matter rest
over until you come on to your trial—eh '

“ 1 qan in your hands, Mr. Rucker,”” said 1,
fiercely, and feeling hkea rat in a trap, *‘and
have no alternative but to do as you suggest.
Pt wy father will be here as my legal adviser,
and 1 ¢an tell you this whole thing will be well
sifted.”

“ Your father maey count on my aid and
friendship,” said Mr. Rucker, with the air of a
generons potentate, **both for his sake and
yours,”

As he spoke there was avap ut the door, and
a trim mulatto girl answered tomy ‘‘ Come in."”
There was o gypsy beanty in her bold bluck eyes,
and mischief Turked in the corners of her mouth ;
but she made o tolernbly modest courtesy, and
said,

“If you please, sir, I wuz gwine ter be
wareied.”

“ That is not surprising’ said Mr. Rocker,
seeing me at a loss how to reply to this unex.
pected contidence,  ** I shoukl think il the
youny bueks in the conntry would bo after you.”

1 ain’t gwine tor boast o' dat, Mars® Andy,
fur you kuows 1 never was one 0 dem flirtin',
owdacions gals dat would jest as soon sleep in de
calaboose ax anywhar else, But I wuz gwine ter
maray decent an’ respectable as auy white ludy,
an’ have u gold ring an’ pillar-shams.  An’ now
hi's gonean’ got Killed, and | ain’t got nobody
ter marry ; and 1 jes' wish | was dead too.”

Here she began to weep, and with a pang at
the heart, I realized that before me stood an-

other victim of my fatal shot. It was Bud Kane
whom she was to marry !

““ My poor girl—" gaid 1.

“Dou't you °poor girl* me 1" she cried,
viciously, “‘ 1'm jest aa free as anvbody, and I
don’t want no foolin' nor soft talk from you ner
no other white gentleman.

** Well, what do you want "’ said I, roughly.

. ““ My circumstances is these,”” she said, check-
ing her tears *‘ that | have giveup a good place
1 had at five dollars a month, an' have spent all
my savin's an’ givin's a-buying’ weddin’ clothes
an’ a feather-bed, which I am meanin’ to swap
ofl ta the widder Joplin for the tombstone of her
fust hushand, an’ set it up over poor Bud, the
verses on it bein’ ekally upproprite, as they only
5aYy8 :
*“‘ He wuz too bright fur earth,

He wuz taken from our hearth.

Of nngels ther wuz 4 dearth,

S0 they welcomed him with mirth. "’

‘That is a fine idea of yours,"” said Mr. Rucker,
‘“ but you wander from the point.”

““ No, sir, I'm jes’ a-comin’ to it.  Seein’ as
I am all throwed out an’ disadvantage, 1 thought
if I had ten or twelve dollars I could go to town,
an' git a place an earn my livir’; an’ it looked
like de gentleman dat shot Bud ough ter holp
me along a little to kerry out my projec’s an’
git de better o'my atllictions,”

My hand was in my pocket. I pulled it out,
holding a bill, and bade good-by to Bud Kane's
interesting sweetheart.

““You did well,” said Mr. Rucker; “a policy
of conciliation now, by all means.”

On reaching the inn I found myself awaited
at the door of my room by an imposing-
looking old darkey with white hair and a stout
cane,

“ Good-day, sir,” said he. “ If your name is
voung Mr, Merewether, I would like a few words
wid you.”

““All right, uncle; come in.”" And I threw
open the door and flung myself into & chair.

‘““ Give me de satistacshun to intreduce my-
se'f,’’ said the old man, with dignity, “asde
parster of de Fust Methodis’ Cburch, limited.”

“ Limited to what "’ said I, profanely.

*“To de godly an’ to de seekers; an’ to dis
latter class our departed brudder Bud Kane be-
longed. He wuz a seekin’ sperrit.”

““ Bud Kane again !"

“ Dat pore wild lad lust his life as so mauy of
our color loses der manly sperret—by submittin’
to de white folks as if dey wuz monkeys instid
o' men. But, in despite of Bud bein' in some
sort a son of Belial, he wanied ter do what wuz
right ; an’ he hed agreed ter give us a small
sum toward erectin’ a edifice for praver an’
praise, de present meetin’.house bein’ subject to
rats, an' bats, an’ rain, an’ de bad boys of Sar.
sar.”

“T really don't see how this matter concerns
me ! ' cried 1, though, alas 1 [ did see with fatal
clearness what he was after.

“1 wus thinkin', marster,” he said severely,
*“ dat it mought be a sort o' balm o' Gilead to
your conscience to supply dat sum."”

“ Better give him a trifle,” whispered Mr,
tucker ; ““he has great influence among the
blacks.”

There was no help for it. A five-dollar bill
passed from my keeping into that of the *¢ pars.
ter of the Fust Methodis’ Church, limited.”

I began to pack my portmanteau.

““ What are vou about " said Mr. Rucker.

* Abaut to leave your town. I can catch the
night train at L—— by making good speed.”

““So you can ; but take my wdvice again and
leave that luggage.”

‘“ Leave my portmantean ! Dut why ¥

“You won't be allowed to get away. The
people are keeping watch. [ can manage it,
however. Start out with me as if for a friendly
ride, and we can get on to L with nobody
the wiser ; but if you start out with that carpet-
sack, 1 won't answer for the consequences. 1
can send it after you in a day or so."”’

Again 1 had to submit—anything to get ont
of the accursed place.

We mounted our horses, Mr. Rucker ostenta-
tiously remarking that we were going out for a
little ride.

“You won’t let him get away, Mars’ Andy 2
cried a voice.

‘“ Have no fear, boys ; he is in Andy Rucker's
charge,” exclaimed another.

Once away from them 1 thought my trials at
an end. But there were yet other ordeals in
store. From a cabin a shade more dingy than
Mother Kane's there rushed out a fat black fe-
male, with three or four childrenjhanging to her
skirts.

*¢ Stop, stop, gentlemen "’ she cried ; and we
reined in.accordingly. She laid her hand on
the bridle of my horse.

‘Ain'y you de gentleman dat killed Bud

Kane?” she asked.

Bud Kane's name was fast becoming the red
tag to the bull,

““ What's that to you " roared I.

““Juy’ thix, sir: these is Dulv’s chillern.™

*“ 1 wounder if there is anything or auybody
in this town that Bud Kaue is not in some way
conunected with I said I, violently. ‘I sup-.
pose yor want a little money to buy a black
frock 1"

“ I ain’t pertickeler ez ter the frock, but 1
need the money powerful bad to help raise the
chillern, for Bud always wuz mighty foud of
'om ;" and she too bogan to weep. ““He always
zaid he meant ter have Juling Cresar eddicated.
Hoe wuz de favorite, becnuse he wuz do oldest,
an’ de fust chile ebber had. Den he made a

gret pet o’ Leounidas, because he wuz de youny-

est, an’ prized accordin’; and de gal, Mary
Margaret—*"

“Why, look here,” said [; 1 have just
secn a girl who told me she was going to marry
Bud.”

“ Yes, sir, he tole me he wuz gwine ter
marry. He wanted me to have him, but lor!
I wouldn't marry Bud, because he dida't belong
to de church.”

1 looked at Mr. Rucker. A grin corvulsed
hig fratures. There was nothing to be said. 1
gave some money to the worthy matron, and we
rode on.

At lust we were well out of Sarssr, and my
spirits began to rise. Suoddeuly we heard the
clatter of a horse’s hoofs coming after us at a
rapid gallop.

“We are pursued,” said Mr. Rucker.

““Let me give him a run for it,”” | eried.

¢ No, no; wait here; guilt Hlies; you risk
nothing in facing whowmsoever it may be.”

The pursuer turned out to be a lean little man,
who introduced himself as Dr. Mellar.

““ ] heard you were about leaving town, Mr,
Merryfield,’” he said, briskly—** Merewether 77
excuse me—and [ wanted to mention to vou a
little bill forattendance on the negro Bud Kane,
his mother being unable to pay, and hearing
you had a fine feeling of honor—"

1 got down from my horse, squared my elbows,
doubled my fists. *“Come on!"” suid 1.

¢ Are you mad T’ cried the little doctor ; and
wheeling his horse sharply round, he fled back
to Sarsar,

Before [ mounted again, I deliberately loaded
my pistol.

“'There is a seven-shooter,” said [ to Mr.
Rucker. ‘“Que ball is for the undertaker, one
for the grave-digger, the odd one for any of the
mourners who may wish to be paid for weeping
at Bud Kane's funeral.”

[ think,” cried Mr. Rucker, reeling slightly
in his saddle, as if convulsed by some interual
emotion—*¢ I really think we have seen the last
of them. You may shake the dust from your
feet, Mr. Merewether : you are out of S.arsar.”

It was shortly before Christmas that this ad-
veuture befell me. Christmas day dawned
brightly, as it seemed, to all the world but me.
I had no heart to go te church, feeling in no
mood for the jubilant services. 1 was alone in
the house, and when there came a ring at the
bell 1 answered the door. There stood a re.
markably tall, lithe negro man, with my port.
manteau in one hand, and in the other a little
covered basket.

¢ (hristwas gift, marster,” he eried.

¢ Merry Chnistmas to vou. You can get a
glass of eggnog in the kitchen. 1 see vou are
from Sarsar. You have brought back my port.
manteau.”

“Yes, sir. Looks like you ought to kuow
me by uume, young master. You nearly shot
my head off onst. Don’t you rewember Bud
Kane !”

¢ Btud Kane !

“Yes, sir, dat’s me. Mars’ Audy tole you I
was dead ; but dat wuz jest a joke o’ his. Some-
body axed him what made him act so hateful to
vou, an’ he snid onst there wuz two men staud-
in’ ou de court-house steps, an’ one of 'ern ups
and knocks de odder off de steps; an’ dey had
him up fur "salt an’ battery. Au’ the judge say,
¢ What made you knock dat man offen de steps ?
he wuz a stianger ter you, an’ not a-doin’ no
barm.” An’ de man says, ¢ knows i, judge;
] didn't have nothin’ agin the fellow ; but de
truth is, he stood so fair I couldw't help it.""

And Bud Kane chuckled as if' 1 would be at
no loss to apply his choice anecdote.

¢ Here's a ncte Mars' Andy sent you,” he
added.

1 took the note, and read as follows:

* Dear Merewether,—1 hope you don’t bear
malice. 1 know you will be glad that Bud Kane
is not dead, and send this note by him to con.
vince you of a fact. Of course the bail business
was a farce. And I return the money you so
handsomely shelled out to the various claim-
ants.

It is the season of forgiveness, so don't
be backward about it. Aund in token of
amity, accept the pups you admired—we call
thers Drince and Pauper—and give them to
vour sweetheart. Cume again to Sarsar on a
different errand, and 1 vpromise you n better
welcome from rough old

* AxDY RUCKER.”

“You take those pups back,” said I, ““and
tell Mr. Rucker I will accept nothing at his
hands.”

¢ Yes, sit,” said Bud, with a look of drellery ;
¢ hut can't I have my eggnoy befo’ [ start back ?
Christmas-time, you know, marster.”

¢ (Oh yes, have all the eggnog you want ; aund
when you are ready to go, come to me for a note
1 shall send to Mr. Rucker.”

While [ brooded over the matter the pups got
out of the basket, and began to frisk about the
room. Then whbo should come in but Angie,
rosy and beautiful, on ler way home from
church. Down shie went on her kuees before
the little beantics in black and tan; and then
she went into such raptures over them, uu'd
kissed them so wany times, that 1 couldn't
stand it. but offered her them and myself on the
spot] She accepted the three of us, and the
next thing 1 kaew [ had Angie, Prince aud
Pauper in my arms, and was pressing a first kiss
on her smiling lips. Pauper happened to be
somewhiere between her heart and mine, nu_d in
conaeyuence was so cruelly squeczed as to give o
hiercing howl ; but it way a rapturous moment.

loved all the world, 1 blessed Andy Racker,
and 1 forguve ths Gentlemen of Sarsar.
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DO I LOVE THEE?

‘“ Da 1 lave thee ¥°

Ask of the bee N

It it loves not the flow'rs of spring ;
Ask of the bird

I it toves not to fly and sing <
Thennswer they return to thee—
1s mine,

And thine,

Marie.

* Do ¥ love thoe **'

Ask of the sea

If it loves not the wind’s shrill hiss:
Ask of the roxe

1f it loves not the dew-drop's kisx;
The answer they return to thee—

1s mine,

And thine.

Marie.

“ Do T love thee ¥

Ask not ofthee,

Iovk in my eyes and read love there :
List to my heart,

And hearit beat in sad despair ;
The answer they return to thee—

1s mine,

Aund thige.

Marie. A. H. Isukr.

A STRANGE TELEGRAM.

BY CLARENCE M. BOUTELLE.

J, Rescoe Anthon, am a bookseller. My
{riend, Arnold Percy, iscsshier in a bank. Our
friendship dates back to bovhoed, and will last
as loug ax life does. We are not very old: 1
am thirty, and he istwo years younger. We are
both well to-do in the world. There is scarcely
s scheme for the material advancement of the
city in which we live in which we have pot a
direet money interest. We each own a little—
not very much—of the stack of the bank in
which wy friend holds a position. This is our
oldest venture, und it pays well. We each own
stock—mere this time—in the new waterworks
and pumping machinery by which the city is
supplied with water.  We are quiet and steady
in our habits. I have the reputation of being
a good business man—in books ; he—in money.

But most men have some enthusiasms outside
of business. We have, In fact, we bave two.
And they are psychelegy and electricity. We
room in the sawne house, on the same floor, and
on exactly opposite sides of the hall. My room
is open to him at any time, and his is to me.
But in the interest of clectrical science we have
each a teb graphic instrument of the most costly
kind on our respective tables and a *line” be.
tween owr roows. Besides this we have tele.
phonic communication. A queer freak, vou
say. So beit.  We enjoy it, and can afford it
and we have it.

Rare tooks, old and new, which treat of
either electrical or psychological questions find
their way 1o our tables and are read and dis.
cussed. )

We amuse ourselves for honrs together with
our instiua ents. Then we will meet in the roomn
of one or the other to read, to smoke, to talk,
and to—ye-, let me confess it—to write. For
we are each at work on a book. Mine is not a
bookseller’s catalogue. It is not a guide to read

or study. 1 will coufess again; itis a book on
dizams. And Arnold Percy, who will never

write anything remarkable on finance, is making
a very readable book on telegraphic communica-
tion.

We are too good friends to be selfish. Arnold
will talk ap eutire evening on whatever pleases
me best. He records his dreams for me, and
helps explain them. That is, he does thiswhen
he has any dreams, We are both too sound
sleepers to dream much. 1, on the other hand,
help him iu every way in my power.

In the preface of my book there are two fun-
damental statements which 1 will copy here.
They are as fullows : ’

*“ It may belp in our study of dreams to assert
that they are the results of defiuite, even if not
understood, causes, and that the study of a
dream should include the study of theday before
the night during which the dream occurs.

*“ As it is difficult to tell just when sleep (and
consequently dreaming) begins and ends, we
sheuld study all events which are closely con-
nected with a dream in the light of the seience
of dreams.'’

I will commence, then, with the morning of
a certain day, «nd relate, in considerable detail,
somne of the events of that day. Arnold had
told 1+ the night before that he shounld rise
estly to write a few pages in his book. We
Lad retired late, and had left our doors open in
c1der to get more air during the hot night than
was otherwise possible. :

I oprned my eyes jnst before daylight. In
the room otjects which were lighted from the
wivd.- w alone were in obscurity., Buta flood
of gasl ght poured in at my open door from the
room 'n which wy friend was hard at work.

“Up with the birds, aren't you ?’ said I.
And certainly the birds were singing in a most

I’ easant manner outside.

“Hold on. | want to try an experiment.
L.ook towards the door.”

* All righe.””

Frem wy place in ted 1 could not see into
Aurold’s room, but as ) looked the decrease in
brizhtness showed e that be had turued his
gor almost, but pot quite, out. He turned it
on xgain, then almost out, and »0 on; some-
titmes slowly, rometimes quickly, the light
would be almost extinguished. | 5aw in a mo-
ment, although the idea was a new one to me
calling a slow cutting off of the gns a dash, und
quick one a dot, my frirnd was saying to me :
** Good-morning, my dear friend, Roscoe.”

I answered him by & series of raps on the
wall. He went on withhis writing. I rose and
drossed.

1 don’t rememter much about breakfast, but
after breakfast we walked down to the new
pumping works. Wo cxamined the system
quite thoroughly, learned how *fire pressure”
—that is, the pressure when the bydrants aro
use {or fire purposes—counld be maintnined, aund
seturned to the work of the dsy with an in.
creased idea of the value of the interest we had
in the waterworks.

My day was 8 busy one. Arpold’s day was a
busy one. My day was quite like other days,
except in one or two particulars. | had a large
quautity of books come by express, and so at-
tended to them instead of going home to dinner.
We lived far out on the edge of the city, and I
could not spare the time to go.

Arnold’'s day was quite like other days, too,
as | have learned since. He sent me a note
from the bank after his return from dinner,
saying that he would come to the bookstore after
banking hours—that is, after three o'clock, and
asking me if I could possibly leave my work in
the hands of my clerks and take a drive with
him into the country. I sent baek word that I
wonld go. I was glad he was coming for me, for
the bank was a long distance from my store
and the day was terribly hot.

At three o'clock | was ready, but Arnold did
not come. At four he sent another note :

““A mistake of a few cents somewhere is
ziving us lots of trouble. 1 shall let the rest go
1 a little time, but [ must stay until the books
are all right.  Go withont me.”

1 sent one of the clerks out for s carriage, and
1 drove out into the country. I got away from
the hot air of the city. I saw the green grass,
aud the pure water, and the flowers, and the
blue sky. But | was too busy thinking to enjoy
them much. 1 was running over in my mind
the points which I intended to include in the
next two or three chapters of my book.

1 returned to the city at seven o'clock, and
saw one of those unfortunste things occur which
are all too frequent in large cities. A large man,
with a very peculiar face, which 1 peed notstop
to describe, stood on a street corner. Amnother
man came up. Words passed between them.
The large man kuocked the other man down,
and ran away just as the police arrived.

A window tlew up, and some one inside {a
woman I judged, although the curtains hid all
but the hands) stoods with hands tightly clasped
for a moment. Then, beating them up and
down in the air in a frantic manner for a few
seconds, the person disappeared with a shrill
cry of ¢ Heip! Murder !

It wasn't murder, though. The man was
senseless for a few minutes, but before I drove
on he was w7ell enough to walk away.

1 went home. Arnold had not arrived yet, |
ate my supper, went to my room, and spent the
early evening writing in my book. [ remember
that 1 wrote on the remarkable sensibility of
the ear in some dreams, and on the interpreta-
tion of a series of dreams. Arnold had not re-
tarned when { retired about midpight. It is,
perhaps, no wonder I dreamed. I remember
lookipg out on the hot sultry night. I remem-
ber saying to myself that it would rain soon. I
remember closing my window to guard against
the coming storm. To help cool the room, |
opened the watercock. 1 remember looking at
my watch, which pointed to five minutes to
twelve, and I am certain of nothing more, save
the getting into bed, until 1 awoke again. To
be sure, it seems as though | laid for a time in
luxury of perfect restfulness, and then sank
slowly asleep. But as my dream was of some-
thing happening in bed, I shall not attempt to
say when it began.

1 thought it was morning. 1 opened my eyes.
I wondered why the birds were not singing.
My door slowly opened. A flood of light poured
in. It lessened and brightened, and { read from
the flashes, ** Help ! murder!”

I awoke to find my door shut, no trace of
there having been any gas lighted ; and 1 saw
that the storm was almost upon us. The thun.
der could not be heard yet, but the lightuing
was very vivid. With such flashes lighting my
room at shoit intervals, I found no difficulty in
accounting for my dream. My wateh pointed
to just twelve. :

1 slept again, and 1 had another dream.

There was a knock at my door. I opened it
{in my dream) and found a note from my friend.
1t seemed as though I left my bed to go to the
door ; but once I was at the door, it was at the
door of my store. It scemed to be bright asday
in the store, but _dark pight outside. Some of
the darkness of the night seemed to drift in
around me as [ stood iu the open door and read
the pote which the messenger had brought ne.
The note was an exact copy of the one which 1
had really received from my friend that day
when be made the appointment for the rideinto
the country. I said to the messenger :

“ But he's being murdered ! He waunts help !
'l go to the bank.”

I sent for a carriage and drove to the bauk.
The shutters were closed in front, but a Jight
shone out of a window on the side which opened
on a narrow passage belween the bank and an
empty buildiug vext to it, ] knew this window
opened from the room in which my friend would
work if st the bank at night. 1 passed up the
narrow passage, when snddenly a havd was
thrust from the window. 1 recegnized the cull
button as belonging to my f(newd., Up.and
down, up and down, now with a long sweeping
tnotion, now yuick and sharp. And again the

silent message was, *‘ Help! murder 1"

I sprang down the passage to the front of the
bank to eall the driver, and when 1 looked up
to speak to him 1 saw the face of the man who
had struck down the one at the street corner
that afternoon. And when he saw me he lashed
his horses into a run and went dewn the street
with a tush over the pavement that made a
uoise like thunder.

Yos, a noire like thunder. For | awoke then,
and awoke with the noise of real thunder frowm
the storm outside sounding in my eais.

1 lighted my gas, weut to the watercock at
my washstand and took a drink of water. | was
not frightened. 1 was not more than startled.
1 studied my dream for a minute ; certainly not
more than two. Anxiety for my friend—uneed.
less, though natural; tho blow I had seen
giveu ; the hauds [ had scen at the window; the
sitnation of things at the bank ; it was certain-
1y an easy dream to oxplain.

I looked out toward the bank, a good three
miles from where | stood, and sent out n wish
for the safety of my loved friend.

The storm was coming. CGreat gusts of wind
roared around the house. The darkness was in-
tense. [ took another drink, thought of my
stock in the waterworks, thought that there
might not bo another watercock open in the
witole great city at that time, and that the great
pusps might be working for me alone in the
silence of the night. 1 did not shut off the
water, but looked at my watch, which indicated
ten minutes past twelve, and then got into bed
sgain without turning out the gus.

I rememnber thinking of some of the many in-
cidents with which [ meant to fortify my posi-
tion and arguments with reference to the in-
creased acuteness of the sense of hearing during
some dreams. Then I slept, and dreamed again.
1 dreamed ! stood in the wmmping works and
watched the ponderous macLinery move. Only
there was no regularity now, as there had been
in the daytime. The great piston which |
watched would make now a long  sweeping
stroke, and again a stroke like a flash of light.
And the long and short strokes, trunslated into
dashes and dots, said over and over, and over
again, “‘ Help! Murder! Help! Murder!
Help! Murder!”

1 could see the movement as | had seen the
flashes of light, and as I had scen Arnold's hand,
but this time [ could hear i, too. A murmur or
pulse, not ualike the noise made by a steam-
engine running almost silently, now’ leng, now
short, saving to the ear what the graceful move-
mente of the piston said to the eye: ¢ Help!
Murder !” :

I started wide awake in a moment. | hope
no one will be cruel enough to joke when 1 say
that I seemed to be all ears.  It'was certainly no
joking matter. i

The storin had come at last, and was dashing
in fury against the window and wall. | put the
real dash of the rain for the movement of the
piston | had heard in my dream,

Jut I heard a dozen mice in the wainscot in
different parts of the bhouse. 1 had uot heard
them before, and the noise of the storm seoqed
deafening. Overin the next street ! heard »
man walking. I could not have heard him on a
quiet day. Despite the thick walls between, 1
heard something fall in the next house, And
above the noise of the storm —no, above it wonld
be wrong—but in spite of the noise of the awiul
tempest there was a sound like a breath-.a sob
—or the thought of a sob—intangible almost,
dreamlike almost, but real forall that. Now like
a memory of a long.-drawn breath, now like a
breath caught quickly, it pulsed on and ou. |
wus never wider awake in uiy lifte. My mind was
never keener.  But 1 could hear, with my wak-
ing ears this time, the pulses and putfs which
spelled ¢ Help ! Murder 1”

Yor one terrible moment my heart seemed to
stand still. After that [ never failed in courage
and sense during the whole of thut terrible
night,

I sprang from bed and dressed with a rapidity
of wnich I sliould not have thought myself cap-
able, and that teriible message was repeating
itsell in my ears all the time. [ dropped wny
revolver into my pocket, took my heavy cane,
put on my waterproof coat, shut off the wuter
from the watercock, and the'sounds stopped. [
opened it, and the message beguan again : *“Help!
Murder! Help ! Murdes "

1 bent over and Jooked ut the water as it fell
into the basin. I half fancied that the stream
was not stesdy, that it diminished « little, and
then increased again. | conid not tell postively
anything about it. | could not say that the
plash it “made lessened aud strengthened, nor
‘could-] say it did not. 1 found by severnl trials
that the message came while the cock was open
and stopped while it was closed.  That was all
[ found out theu, and it isall 1 know now,

I passed down stairs, nericed that the clock
in the hall pointed to twenty winutes past
twelve aud stepped out. It was o tesrible night.
The wind was a gale. The rain wasa torrent.
The lightning was 8ver, and the sky was black-
ners, :

A livery-stable was within two blocks; a po-
lice-station a block beyond that. It wan # ter-
rible walk to the stalle, but 1 got there at last.
The owner knew me, but said 1 could not have
a tenm on such u night ; no driver would go on
sach an ocension. [ was desperate, and [ asked
him to name sowme price, apy price, lor which he
would furnish me a team und driver for the rest
of the night. | had’ no theory, no delinite
thought ; 1 only knew that I must and wonld
know why Arnold Ferey was not home yet. |
gave twenty-five dollars the moment it was de-

manded, and I put a ten-dollar into the haml of

the driver when 1 erdered him to the police-
station,

1 did not tell anything at the station more
than that Mr. Perey had not returned. and that
1 wanted to go to the bauk snd tind out why. 1
could not relate n series of Jdreams as g reason
for sending a police-officer three miles in a ter-
rible atorm, and as for the message, 1 knew | had
heard, who would believe it 7 And where did it
come from?

I expected to make little or no impression on
the officer in charge. 1 was disappointed. 1
asked for a policeman to go with metothe bank,
and 1 got four, including the officer in chargeo of
the station.

¢ Mr. P'ercy hus not come
suspicious characters in the city.
overy chance.”

1 told the driver that if he got us to the bank
withina certain time which I named he should
have ten dollars more. e got us there in less
than the time 1 had mentioned.

The frout of the bank was closed and dark.
The oflicer in charge smiled as he thanked ms
for the trouble 1 had taken and the interest 1
had shown,

** Your friend has doubtless gane elsewhere to
sleep,'” he said, ““and we have come here for
nothing. I don't mind that. The way for a
man to rise i3 to always do his duty. The police-
man who does not hesitate to go on the merest
chance is the one who will find hatiled erime and
personal promotion at the end of his rosd some
day. | thank you again.”

“ Will you bear with me one minute more 1"’
Lasked. 1 want tolook at a side window.”

We went together, and in another moment we
knew we had not cowe for nothing. The win-
dow next the empty building was wide open !

“ Watch here,” he said, and was gone,

He was back in a half minute with all the men
but one, that one having been stationed at the
front door of the bank.

* We must be ready and follow onc another
as closely as \ossih{e. Huve your revolvers
ready. Don't nlSnw a man to escape, but kill no
man unless it is absolutely necessary. All ready.
One moment first,”’ and he turned to me. ** Do
you suspect Mr. Percy 7" he asked.

', No, sir. A better man never lived 1"

‘1 think so, too,” he said; ** but there is
this to remember: we are going to find some-
thing wroug in here. Keep your head whatever
happens.”

1 will,” said I ; * go ahead.”

 All ready ¥ Be quick and quiet. This win.
dow does not open at once into the main bank-
ing-room. We must enter that together if cir-
cumstances allow. Remember, no one must
csua(ye. Follow me,"” and ho sprang through the
window.

In a minute we wereall in and standing where
we could see the door to the vault and a little of
the floor in front of it.

Four mvn, surrounded by a splendid outfit of
tosls, were nt work on the door which held the
waalth of the bank from them.

“ Ready," in a whisper, ¢ one—two—three,”
and we were upon them,

There were heavy revolvers on the counters
and desks, but fortunately for all concerned, not
one was within reach of the burgiars.

** We surrender,”’ said & sullen voice, and 1
turned to look for my friend, leaving the officers
to attend to the men they had captured.

He was fastened into his oflice-chair by a rope
passed around his waist. His hands wero fast.
ened behind him with a cord slack enough to
allow them some freedom of motion. Ie was
backed up against the watercock which served
to supply the officers of the bank with drinking-
water. The whole arrangement was quite low ;
the catch basin was small i the water was let on
by pressing down on a piece of metul which came
back to its place when pressure was removed.
Arnold wus not gagged, but hedid not speak, 1
saw why in a moment.  He was under the in.
fluence of chloroform. 1 stopped just before 1
reached his side, This is what 1 saw :

Arnold Perey's hand was ou the metal picce
which | have mentioned, and he way using it
much as he would have used the key on a tele-
grape instrument,  Aud while 1 watched him
he was telegruphing over and over again,
“Help ! Murdert Help! Murder!”

» - » - L]

home. There ara
We will 1ake

Arnold Perey {ell asleep late that evening with
the window open and his head on the #ill. He
knew no more nutil we had him free ftom the
influence of the chloroform which had 1evn wiven
him while he slept, and again from time to thne,
as the roblers teared he would regain conscrou -
ness.

The burglars have more than ten yonrs to
seive yet before they will bresk open anntlor
bank. In answer to questions which 1 anked
them, they suid that my friend * kept vp anin-
feinal racket with the watetcock the whole
time.”

Your humble servant, Roscoe Anthun, wy
dear reader, has his theory of this whole mntter,
He will not insult your penetration and el
gence by stating 1t st greater length than the
story itrelf bas done. Nor will kLe offend you
by » solution which might differ from your
awn.

Two of the burglars were the two men who
suarteled at the sieeet corner. To all the ques.
tious which wmay nrise becanse of that fuct, | con
only answer, Coineidence.

Twrers for the entertainment to Mr, frving
will be limited to tive huadred.  There will be
two handred and thirty stewards.

SRS
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RENAN'S REMINISCENCER

M. Rénan tells tis that it was not until late
in life that he began to have any reminiscences.
ilis, early years were so completely engrossed
with the solutiofr of the hijthest problems 6f
religion aml philosophy, not as mere mattels of
spcculutive interest, Lut as subjects of the most
vital and absorbing importance, that he had not
a mwoment to look backwards. Later, the pre-
sent preoecupied him too entirely to remember
that hie had a past, When he emerged from the
teoni(uil retitement and scholastic ntmosphere
of 8aint-Sulpiee, and fotind himself face to face
with the swift current of brilliant contemporary
lifu in Pariy, the transition occupied every men-
{al 1ncuhy 1 it was passing from the cool shade
of the clolster to the full glare of woon, and at
first liis eyes wore dozzled by the suddenness of
the change. Then the burning suns of Syria
and the rocky hills of Galilee, aud the great
facts ussociated with them, banished all memory
of the lonely const of Brittany. Dut, if recol-
lebtion was slow in coming, it came at last, and
abundantly enough i and the }mst seemed all
the nore poetic l"mt it wax so far off wnd had
been so long forgotten. M. Rinan seems to
have been an interesting prychological probilens
to himsell as well as to his contemporaries, and
he tukes the greatest paing to account for him-
self, phenomennlly, with an egotism which is so
frauk and impersonal, and takea the public in-
terest s0 entirely for granied, that it cannot
offend. And he is not wrong in supposing that
the mental history of a man who has been for so
loYig n eouspicucus object in the eyes of the
world, will be read with infercst; even by those
to whom be is hardly mote than one of the great
nanes of literstuge.

L all partas of France, Brittany has, perhaps,
the moxst poetic charm and the most distinctive
charaeter, ohd in the hatds of such a master of
the pictutesque as M. Renau itis ot likely to
lose  any rsomantic features. Though France
does not extend from extreme north to south
over more than eight degrees of latitude, the
contrast Letween © Mlosanie di midd," as Dau-
et deseribes himg and the dweller (n the rocky
Gonst of Hrittany, is as great as if they belonged
to ditferent nationalitics, us by descent they
undoubtedly do.  These opposing clements of
the Celtic and Latin stock sccount for many of
the inconsistencies and incongenities of French
histoty. The steadfust, loval, hersic type of
the Worth, with its poetic meluncholy, its noble
seorn of gain amd vulgar aims, its passionate
attachment to favorite ideals, is entirely at va-
riance with the brillinot, light-hearted, impe.
tuous race of the South, irresponsible, merry,
and rasily moved, with little power of conecen-
tration and an ahsorbing love of novelty.  Itis
fiom this tine, nld Breton stock that Rénan is
descended on his father's side. The pedigree is
fposing.  About the vear 436, the clan of the
Lénaus eate from Cardigan, nuder the conduet
of Fragau, and setiled ou n vast farm, Keranbié.
lee, on ihie banks of the Ledano, *There,” says
flénan, “they lived ao obscure life for thirteen
centuries, laying up a stote of thoughts and
sensations, the accnmulated capital of which
has fallen to me. 1 feel that 1 think for them,
and they lve in me, Nooe of these honest
people  ever tried to ** geadper,” as the Nor-
tnns say, and so they all remained poor, They
could do only two things, -—— $ill the «oil, or
brave that rocky, stormy sea in their hiulde
boats,  The upworldliness and practical ineapa.
city of these worthy people pass all imagination,
Une proof of their nobleness is that, whenever
they attemjted anything like a business tran-
suetion, they were invariably cheated. Never,
sinee the world began, Jdid peeple ruin them-
selves with such engerness, such impetuosity,
such gayety. 1t was a rununing fire of practical
paradoxes and amusing fancies, 1 ence asked
my mother if all the members of vur family that
she hind known were as refractory to fertune as
those that [ had seen.  ** All as poor as Job,”
she replied 1 **how else coukd it have been?
None of them were born rich, and noue of them
pillaged or plundered,  Some people are born to
be rich, and some will never be. You must
bave claws, and help yourself first : but that we
never could do.  As soun as it came to taking
the hest picee in the dish as it passed, our na-
tural [nhilmmss rebelled,  None of your fore.
fathers made any money ; vour grandfnther
would not buy the contiscated lands, like the
rest of the world, and your father was like all
sailors. [le had no idea of business, which
showed that he was boru to sail and to fight.
When you came into the world, we were so sad
that 1 took yuu on my kuees und wept bitterly.
Snilors are not liko other people. 1 have seen
some, who, before they went into action, had
large sums of money. They invented an odd
snmsement.  They heated the coins in a pan,
and then threw them into the steeet, Inughing
heartily at the etforts of the erowd to pick them
up. It was their way of showing that !lu‘-y
were not going to have their heads shot Ql\ ffsr
six-frane picces, amd that money was nothing in
their eyes beside the bonor of serving the King.
And your poor Fncle Pierre—he gave me worty
enough, heaven knows,” *“Tell me about my
uncle,” I said ; 1 don’t know why I am fond
of him.”" ** He was the kindest ereature under
tho sun ; but he vever could be made to work.
He was always in the highways and byways,
spending his days amd nights in taverns, snd
yet he wny 50 k)h,-usnnt ; but it was impossible to
steady him.  You enn’t imagine how charming

he was before the life he led had used him up,
He wus worshipped in the country-side, and
they used to fight to have him. The proverbs,

and tales, and funny storics, he knew were
beyond belief. He was followed about from
‘{nlucﬁ to place, and was the life, and sonl, and
elight, of everytody. He hud some education,
and had tead » great deal, and he made a real
literary revolution, Bdfore his time, they only
Knew the ¢ Four Sons of Aymon’ and™ ¢ Re:
vaud de Montauban * They knew all those old
characters, and had their fives by heart, aid
each man had  his special hero.” Pierre had
newer stories, which he got from beoks, but
which he sdapted to the popular taste. We
had a fair libsary then ; but, when the mission
fathers eame under Charles X., the preacher
gave stich a heautiful discourse ogainst danger-
ons books that everybody burned all the volumes
they had.  The missionary said that it was-bet-
ter to hurn too much than two little; and that
under certuin tircumstances all hooks might be
dangerons.  No 1 did like the rest ; but your
father thtew two or three on top of the old cup-
hoard, saying :  ** Thene att too pretly.” They
were *“ Don (uixote,” **Gil Hlas,” and “Le
Diable Boiteux.” Pierre uncarthed these one
duy, and used to read them to the seamen. Al
our little library passed through his hands. In
this way, he used 1 his small competence, and
became a pure vagabonud ; wvut, for all that, he
was kind and gentle, and would not have hurt
a fly. What an imagination he hadt Poor
Pierre t he could he so charming. There were
timen when a word from him would make you
die 6f laughing. 1 shall never forget the even-
ing they catue and told me that he had been
foand dead by the wayside. | went and had
h m decently dressed.  They buried him, and
the curé said some very kind words to me about
the fate of those vagabonds whose heart”is not
as fur from God as one might suppose,”” It is
not only in ihe little towns of Grittany that the
world has a tenderness for pleasaut worthless
people:

This was the paterndl ancestry.  On the mo.
ther's side, there wag a strain 6f cheerfal Gas.
ron blood to modify the dreamy Dreton type.
Madame Rénsn seems to have been worthy of
her son, and of the loving, reverent atfection he
bestowed on her all through her life. In her
family we have a glimpse of the substantial
bourg.siste of the period. Her mother was a
woman of marked entrgy and dignity of char-
acter, and great piety.  She abhorfed the Revo-
lution, and concealed the proscribed clergy in
her house.  When there was public mourning
for the treason of Dumouriez, she asked, in an
ironical tone :  ** Ah, wmon pawers Tanneguy,
what s the matter ¢ Haus anything happened to
my cousin Amélic ! Is Augustine’s rheumatism
worse t”  ** No, cousin ; the Republicisin dau-
ger!t"” 0L, is that allt Ah, mon pauere
Tanneguy, what a reliet’ I What a weight von
lift from my heart 17" She managed to escape
the guillotine, though one of her intimate
friends fell under the axe. M. Rénan says that
his beloved sister, Henriette, was strikingly like
his grandmother, very different from his mother,
whose character had much more lightness and
gaiety 5 and this is all that he can trust himself
ta say to the public of this sister whe was so
verv dear to him.,

Tréguier was the birth-place of Rénan, a quiet,
little town of North Hrittany that was com-
pletely averpowered by the imp-sing mass of
its great cathedral, a beautiful specimen of the
poetic architecture of the thirteenth centary.
* The long hours ! spentin its shadow,” he
says, *“ made a dreamer of me, and have been
the cause of my complete practical incapacity.
I early contracted an iostinctive antipathy to
the i.J:xrgc.n'sic which my teason has since suc.
ceeded in overcoming. When I went to Guin.
gamp, a more secular town, where 1 had rela
tions in the middle classes, | was uncomnfortuble
and i1l at ease. [ was only happy when 1 could
be with an old servant, to whom 1 could read
stories. | Jonged to go back to my grave ol
town, with its overwhelming cathedral, a grand
protest against all that is sordid and common-
place. 1 was not myself again 111t 1 had seen
wy high tower, tne pointed nave, the cloister,
nud the tombs of the fifteenth century which le
there. 1 was more at home in the compauy of
the dead, —beside those kuights and uoble ladics
who sleep their quiet sleep with their hounds at
their feet and their stone torches in  their
hands.”'  Imagination, aud sentiment, and
poetic susceptibility, were early fostered to an
almost worbid degres iu the child, while all
attempts at poetic expression were strictly for
hidden by the priestly training of after yvears,

Rénan was a premature child, and so frail that
for two months his life was despaived of.  So
many «f the lights that have burned the
most brightly, huve heen very feeble and un.
steady flames at first,  Old Gode, the wise
womat of Tidgumer, came ta his mother, and
said that she had an unfailing meansof knowing
it he wonld live. She took one of his little
shirts and went one morning to 1he sacred pool,
and came back with a radiant face.  ** He will
live t he will hive ' she said.  Secarcely had the
little shirt been throwu upou the water whesn it
rose.  Afterwards, when the old woman used 1o
meet him, she would say, with shiving cyes:
¢ Ah, if you could only have scen how the little
arms spread out '

Tu this quiet spot, entirely shielded from the
disintegrating influences of the wodetn world,
Rénan’s clildbood was passed.  These early
surroundings, e says, gave o *“pli” to his
charneter which was never etlaced.  Steam was
still unharnessed, and popular education yet
afur off.  ‘The country was teeming with roman.
tic legonds, chicfly religions, and Britany had a

wholo legend of private suints of its own. The

country was dotted all over with rude little
chapels, perched among the bare rocks, or stand-
Ing slone on the desolate, wind-swept heath,
each contsining an image of rome local saint,
catved with that mixture of realism and imagi-
nation with which the ideas of & primitive
peojsle express themselves before art hag become
inore than a symbol. Many of these saintly
Lnehsmmgea were once, douhtless, realities, and
ad been nctorieties, and not always very
edifying ones, in their day, and round their
memories. traditions had gathered.
Iar hagiology was looked upon with disfuvour

This irregu-

by the clergy ; but it was too deeply rooted in -
the habits and affections of the people to be |

suppressed, and once a year ull the chapels and
+hrines were visited, and frequent minu:{es were
vonchsafed. All this was, of course, adapted to
fascinate the imsgination of a dreany, impressi-
ble child ; and in his lonely wanderings the
little Hénat would peep in throngh the ruined
window of a solitdty chapel, and, meeting the
tierce eyes of the resident sain!, turn and flee in
terror.

Hénan’s early education was, of course, con.
ducted by the clergy of the place ; and of these,

his first masters, he speaks with the deepest’

reverence and alfection. They seem te have
been truly excellent men, narrow and limited,
but eniire]{ gure and good. *Among them,”
he says, ' I have had the privilege of knowing
absolute virtue.”’ Theeducation they gave com-
prised a fair amount of mathematics, a substan-
tial, though not very scholarly, knowledge of
Latin, and a thorough moral foundation which
was never shaken in the mental pertubations of
after years. }Here and there are glimpses of the
companions of his boyhood ; a little (riend,
tuyomar, with whom he used to walk back-
wards and forwards fromn school, discussing the
raathematical problems which interested them ;
a sweet little girl, Noémi, “a little model of
goodness and grace,” and as pretty as she was
good. She was his favorite companion, as being
a delicate, thoughtful child, he preferred little
girls to the more boisterous society of his own
sex. She was two years lolder than her little
friend, and, though always s~iding with him in
efforts at peace-making, would say, with a smile:
*¢ Ernest, you will never succeed ; you want to
make everybody agree.” She died, some yeara
afterwards, under very sad circumstances ; and
Hénan named his daughter after her.

But memorles like these are brief and scat-
tered, M., Rénsn is far more interested in
tracing the influences that were at work in
moulding his character, and analyzing the in-
herited ingredients of his nature, than in recall-
ing the events of his boyhood. It is curious to
observe how this preoccupied him. He takes
the greatest pains to account for certain con-
tradictory traits in hiy character,—to show how
he came to, as one of his friends said, * think
like a man, feel like a wooman, and act like a
child.” He thinks that his remarkable powers
of historical criticism and intuition, ** the es-
seuce of which is to be able to e¢nter thoroughly
into a mode of life not our own,” are due to his
having lived among a people who were almost
as far from modern civilization as the inbabi-
tants of Galilee and Samaria in the Davs of
John the Baptist, There is an exquisite sketch
—*Le Broveur de Lin,” told by his mother
with the utmosr grace and feeling, —introduced
to illustrate certain traits in the Breton charac-
ter, its ideality, its intensity, and the hold Jove
can take upon it, There is uo race, he tells us,
where s0 many people actually die of love ; they
seldom commit suicide, but are consumed and
wasted by a deep, overpowering sentiment, very
different from the fierce, physical passion of the
South. Such hold bad the ideal side of existence
taken ol his nature, such was his ccorn of mer-
cenary gain, that, though never definitely
destined for the priesthood, no other career
ever occurred to him as possible.  This
tranquil existence continued until 1836, when
Rénan was nearly sixteen. In that year le
took all the prizesof his class ; and, this coming
to the notice of oue of the ageuts who were re-
cruiting for M. Dupanloup’s new seminary, he
~as summoned, an1 suddenly transported to
P'aris, where he says the transition was as great
as if he had suddenly dropped there from Tim.
buetoo.
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OUR CHESS COLUMN.
Al communications intended for thiz Columan

should be addressed to the Chess Editor, CANADIAN
ILLUSTRATRD NRWS, Montreal,

The excitement enused in Fngland by the contests
of the Internntional Tourney, and the recent visit of
the Prinee and Princess of Waies and their children
to the grand military Chess Tournament in London,
un account of which will be found aunnexed, are
plain ovidences of the faet that the noble gnme is ob-
taining mueh more of the attentjon of the public than
it did yvears ago.  How fur this is going to lead to the
pastime’s beeoming used by the great body ot the
people asa meaps of recreation. is another thing, Ne
one will deny the importanee of reereation. and the
desire for it is so great that it will be obtained one
wny or the othier.  Tn Eogland, the amusements of
the grent body of the people, a fow years ago, were
brutal und degrading, but the influence of societies,
and the force of legal ennctments, have done tauch
to repress them, and the results huve beon most
beneficial.  What i3 goink to be presented ns a sub-
stitute for that which was low and debasing? We
do not suppore the titne will ever como when a chess-
board an
we do know that the more they nre adonted ne n
menns of howe nmusement, the grenter will bo the
benelit, not only to those who have arrived at widdle
ngo, sud beyond it, but slse te the youager membors
of tho fumily grou y, who will never rogret that they
have been taught how to

wmake a leisure honr plea~
sant and profitable. . :
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meyn will be found in every dwelling, but .

CHESS WITIH LIVING PIECES.

‘The Prince and Princess of Wales and their chil-
dren, the Duchess of Edinburgh and the Duke and
Duchess of Teck on Monday afternyon attended the
grand military chess tournament, which was opened
ut the Cirque, Argyle street, Regent street, in nid of
the funds of the Royal Hospital for Children and
Women, Waterloo Pridge rond, London, and the
West End Hospital for Disenses of the Nervous Sys-
tem, Welheck street, London. When the royal party

_arrived. the juvenile pipers of the Royal Cale-
donian Arylum, in full Highland costume, marched
into the ring forming the centre of the Cirque, which
waos carpeted out as n chess buard, The pipers were
followed by the living chessmen, who merched_ to
their respective pusitions on the *‘board,’ heing
dressed to represent the various chess pieces. The
gnme was then opened, Messrs. Hoffer and {lersch-
eldt heing the p a{ers. The first gamo lasted a littie
more than half an hour, each inove being made with

deliberation and precision, and upon each ** cheok’

being ealled there was a blast of trumpets. The
winner was Mr. Horschfeidt. In snother game Mr.
Hoffer was victorious.—fSruoklyn Chees Chronicle.

PROBLEM No. 4%.
By F. E. Lambh.
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WHITE.
White to play and mate in thrce moves.
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SOLUTION OF PROBLEM No. 435.

White. Blaok.
] KttoB4 1 Ktakes P
2QtoB32 2 K moves
3 Q mates
1 — 1 KtoK?
2QroKt? 2 K moves
3 Q mates
{ — 1KtoK50rQ5s
2QtoK 3ch 2 K moves
3 Q mates

GAME 553grp.
THE INTERNATIONAL CONGRESS,

The folluwing game was played in the sevenih
round. . .
(Two Kuights Opening.)

WHiTE.~(Mr. Blackburne.) Brack.—(Mr. Steinitz.)

1PtoK 4 1PtoK 4

2 Kito KB3 2KttoQB3
3RKttoB3 3Pto KKt 3 ()
4 PtoQ4 4 Ptakes P

5 Kt takes P 5 BtoKt2

6 Bto K3 6 Kt B3
THRBk2 7 Castlss

8 Castlea S Kt to K 2(3)
9 BtoBale)- AP Q3

10 Qw2 () 10 KtwQ?2

11 BtoR6 11 Ktk 4

12 B takes B 12 K takes B
13 Bto K2 13 Pto KB3
HPtoB4 14 Kt B2

15 QR toQsq 15 Pto B3¢
16§ BroBB 4 W BtoQ2(H
17 Btakes Kt ) 17 R tnkes B

18 Ptwo BS 18 Kt 1o Beq
19 Ptok 5 19 B P takes P
M KttoKbéeh N Btakes Kt
21 P takesB 2 RoK2(h)
2 QoK s ..!(.ito}\sq' R
23 Rto % 3 23 R takes P (1)
24 RtoR3 HQok 20N

White muates in three moves.
NOTES.

{7} The kind of defence which Mr. Steinitz would
deride were it any one’s fuvorite game but his own.
We pronounced agrinst it years agy, and we reiterate
our deetaration of last week that the game yielded iz
lJost on theory.

(/) No improvement upon R to K sq. as sdopted by
him against Zukertort.

() He rejects, and as we think rightly rejcots, the
possibility ot soon pushing on the K B I’

tf) A avorite line with Mr. Blackburne in games
having King’s Finuchetto charaeteristics.

(#) A move indieative of varly distress, thaugh con-
taining ameliorative possibilities in defanlt of expe-
ditious skill on the other side.  Asagainst vigorous
play. P 1o K B 4 atfords the only chance, though cer-
tainly a.very poor vne.

(£) The intended continuatiom, so no use talking of
it being & bad lovk-out.

(@) Practically a winning move.

th Our own choice would be R to B 3, which pre-
vents Q to Ke s, and in other respects allows of some-
thing or a struggle.

(N Bquivalent to surrendering,  The game is hnw:
ever lost any way, for £ 23 P o K R 3, then 24 Q to B
Geh, Ko R 2,25 Kt to K 4 winniug. A better move
atter ™ Q to B 6 eh, is K to Kt sq. but then 23 Q to K
$,0r 25 Q Rto B 3, and Bluek's prospeets are hope-
fexs,

(/) There iz nothing surprising in such a m-ve.
Skili is often wanting where it would avail nothing.
IT2ARto K225 QtoR6ch. Kto Kt sg, 8 Kt to K {
winning : while it 24, K to R ~q, 25 Q to R 6 winmu.
Mr. Blackburne's play throughout this game is deserv-
g of much adwmiration.—Land and Weater.

ANSWER THIS
Can you find a ease of Bright’s Disease of the
Kriueys, Dobetes, Urinary or Liver Complaiuts
thut is curable, that Hop Bitters has not or can-
not cure 7 Ask your neighbors it they can,
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REMEMBER THIS.

If you are sick Hop Bitter will surely aid
Nature in making you well when all else fails.

If you are costiva or dyspectic, or are suffer.
ing from any other of the numerouns diseases of
the stomach or bawels, it is your own fault if
you remain ill, for Hop Bitters ale a sovereign
ramedy in all such complaints.

If yon are wasting away with any form of
Kidney Disease, stop tempting Death this mo-
ment, and turr for a cure to Hop Bitters,

If you are sick with that terrible sickness
Nervousness, you will finda *‘ Balm in Gilead
in the use of Bop Bitters. '

If you are a frequenter, or a resident of a
miasmitic district, barricade your system against
the scourge of all countries—malarial, epidemic,
bilious, and intermittent fevers—by the use of
Hop Bitters.

If you have a rough, cﬂimply, or eallow skin,
bad breath, pains and aches, and feel miserable
generally, Hop Bitters will give you fair skin,
rich blood, and sweetest breath, bhealth, and
comfort.

1n short. they cure all diseases of the Stomach,
Bowels, Blood, Liver, Nerves, Kidneys, Bright's
Disease. $500 will be paid for a case they will
not cure or help.

That poor, bedridden, invalid wife, sister
mother, or daughter, can be made the picture of
health, by a few bottles of Hop Bitters, costing
but a triffe. Will you let them suffer !

THE “'SKREI”
Cod Liver 0il.

- LT e T <77 Pure, Pale and almost
tasteless. No other Qil to compare with it.

KENNETH CAMPBELL & CO.

(Onder the Direct Patronage of H. M. Government.)

JORNSTON'S

FLUID BEEF

has been pro-
nouncedbs lead-
ing scientists
R and phyricians
R everywhere to

be the most per-
fect form of con-
centrating nour-

" THE LATE ABD-EL-KADER.

LEA & PERRINS'SAUCE

which are calculated 1o decesve the Public, Lea and Perrins have fo requess
that Purchasers see that the Label on. cvery bottle bears iheir Signaiure

(aadian Magazin

Science and the Industrial Arts.
PATENT OFFICE RECORD.

Eotror—Hxxry T. Bovey, M.A. (Camb.), Associate
Momb. Inst. C.E.; Memb. of Inst. M.E. (Eng.) and
American Inst. M.E., Profeasor of Civil Enginesring
and App. Mechs., MeGill University.

Every effort will be marle to render the pub-
lication a useful vehicle for the conveying of
information respecting the latest progress in
Scienco and the Arts. '

Itis hoped that the MacaziNe will also bo a
medium for the discussion of questions bearing
upon Engineering in its various branches,
Architecture, the Natural Sciences, otc., and
the Editor will gladly receive communications
on these and all kindred subjects. Any illus.
trations accompanying such papers as may be
inserted will be reproduced with the utmnost
care.

A space will be reserved for Notices and
Reviews of New Books, and Resumés will be
given of tho Transactions of various Engincer-
ing and Scientific Societies.

The PATeNT OFFick REcorp will continue to
be o spucial feature of the Magazine; and will
be published as an Appendix to each number.
The lllustrations, however, will be considerably
enlarged, so that each invemtion being inore
easy to examine will be made clearer and mors
intelligible to the general reader. This REcorp
gives iuformation of the greatest value to en-
gineers, manufscturers, and to all ypersons in.
terested io the different trades.

In view of these great improveinents the sub-
scription price will b8 82.50 bayable in
advance and it is confidently anticipated that
a large increase will be made in the number of
subscribers.

ishwent at pre- Fhig—— . The efficiency and -succ?ss of the Mng:tzline,
: sept known. . the only one of the kind in Cavada, must in o
- 18 rapi 5
: superseding ‘I‘de_a and (t!log’eein the colder Iax;m‘;zig & L 30 great measure, depend upon the hearty co-
‘ ﬁgbﬂ%&n,“@%rﬁmw&"‘mm e tash- - . m operation and support of th? Public.
, jAs a Winter Beverage it is simply perfection, sup- -without wkick no bottle of the original WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE Norz.—All communications relating to the
& thoroaghls, innocuous _f:r“xﬁ;-con:énmted nourish- LIS genuine. - Editorial department should be addressed to the

ment, rendering d reaction impossible ; and,
above all, furnishing tone to the nerves, and sub-
stantial food for brain, bone and muscle,

SR THE BURLAND
LITHOGRAPHIC COMPANY

B Ask for LEA and PERRINS' Sauce, and see Name on Wra , Label, Bottle and
Stopper. Wholesale and for Export the eors, Wortester ; Crosse and
Blackwell, London, &c., &c.; and by rs and Oilmen throughout the World.
To be obtamned of
Mresrs. J. M. DOUGLABS & CO., MONTREAL; Mzssgs. URQUHART & 00, MONTREAL.

Editor, 31 McTavish St., Montreal.

All business communications, subscriptions,
and payments to be addressed G. B, BurLAND,
Manager, BUrRLAND LiTHoGRAPHIC Co., 5& 7
Bleury St., Montreal.

Advertising mtes will be given on application
to the Office of the Company.

(LIMITED) LI EBIG COM PANY’S mAgentaWan—te_dineveryTownand

City in the Domini to solicit Subscrip-

CAPITAL $200,000, Hlons and Adverdsements, for which Uberal
GENE commissions will be pald.

EXTRACT
OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST MEAT-
FLAVOURING STOCK FOR SOUPS,
MADE DISHES & SAUGES,

Engraters, Lithopraphers, Printers

AND PUBLISHERS,

3, 57,9 & Il BLEURY STREET,

MONTREAL. “An fzvatasbls and palatable tons ta al caset of wesk digeetion
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Pntent.
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—8ee Medical Press, Lancet, British Medical Journal, de. i
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THIS ESTABLISHMENT has = capital eqnal
to all the other Lithogra‘ghic firms in the coun-
try, and is the largest and mest complete Estab-
lishment ofthe kind in the Dominion of Canada,
possessing all the latest improvements in machi.
nery and appliances, comprising :—
12 POWER PRESSES.
2 PATENT ENVELOPE MACHINES, which

STEPHENS & LIGHTHALL,

Advocates, Attorneys and Commissioners,

' BAKING POWD 0y B
N PATENT LABEL GLOSSIAG MACHIND, 8413 NOTRE DAME STREET, Has become 2 Housenows Wonn in :EheRland and Is » Fostagey Bill & Law Stamps,
1 BTEAM POWER ELECTRIC MACHINE, C H. Srapibosite ll"""h"‘“v"D%fx’immmu HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY Reovenue Stamps,
4 PHOTOGRAPHING MACHINES, B LINE : L, | family wh Bills of Exchangg
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING MACHINES, & e used for Taviag Ay 20 Health are studied. s of Exc y
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BOSSING, COPPER PLATE PRINTING and all other

B.A., B.
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e food more
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