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PASSING EVENTS IN EUROPE.

T is much to be feared that Earl Russell, ag the
new premier of England, will not sncceed to
the popularity of his nredecessor. There will be
Littlo chango in the persomnel of the cabinet,
excopt tho absence of its late chief; but the
magic of the namo of Palmeraton, and the quali-
ties that made him so gréat o favouritein and ont
of Parliament, will no longer bring that support
to the Government which, while he lived, wes
given to the man perhaps more than to tho poli-
tician or statesman. In talents and knowledge,
Lord Russell is far from being the i.%ricr of
Lord Palmerston ; in fact ho i3 the more accom-
plisbed man of the two; but he has not about
him that charm which the late premier bore in
public and private life, which cannot be deseribed
in words, but which all the great men who have
influenced the affairs of nations possessed, and
whichRasalso been possessed by many who wero
notgreat men. Esrl Russellisaman of exemplary
private character; his amiable qualities have so-
cured him_the unbounded love and csteem of his
friends and dependants, while his political carcer,
from hisyouth upwards, hascxhibited an unswerv-
ing consistency fo the principles which heinherit-
ed from his aucestors, which he prosessed when
be first entered Parliament, as avery young man,
and which he still professes, now that his course
must bo welt nigh run. His neme i3 indjssolu~
bly connected with all the great reforms which
bave made the last thirty-five years so memorable
an ers in Epglish history, and in compassing
which ho has been ono of the chief actors, Par
lismentary reform, Catbolic ecmancipation, Negro
emancipation, freo trade, and every measure cal-
culated to improve the laws and institutions of
Evgland, tohasten the marchof pro toadd to
her greatness, and to advance her welfare, havo
received his advocacy and support. He may 1
not bo what the world calls a great man, but we
suspect that posterity in passing judgment upon
him will decide that he had as many of the
clements that constitute greatucss as any
English statesman of bis day and generation.
Ho may have committed errors throughout his
long public lif¢; he may oceasionally bave been
in the wrong, but bow offten has be been in the
right.  Docs the record of Pocl's carcer, of
Pa\]rpcrslon's,tof D}frby's, of Gladstono's, of D'Is-
racli's present such an cxample of consistency as
hig exhibits? But be has one glaring i‘nulf’;Y ho

is of the Whigs whiggish. England owes much
to that party for the last two centaries, during
tho grester portion of which they have beda the
zealous friends of pro, and reform. But
politically and socially theic leaders have been,
and still are, an oligarchical cligue who admitted
nonew men within theircircle. They have been
much moro exclusive in this respett then the
Tories who adopted such parvesus as Canning,
Huskisson, Peel, Gladstone, D'Isracli, and others,
sprung from the people, and whom they elevated
to tho highest posts io the state when they wero
in power. The Whig aristocracy patronised
men of genius; but they were among them,
not of them. Burko and Sheridan could only
attain subordinate offices in the Whig govern-
ments of their day; and Sydpey Smith, after
fighting their battles whilo they were in oppo-
sition, was neglected when place and patronage
were at their dispogal. Thig, we suspect, will be
the rock on which Earl Russell's administration
will bo shipwrecked. His ministry will be a
ministry of lords : and the forbearanco that was
shown to lord Palmerston on that head will not
be shown to him. Ho must popularige his cabi-
net, make it more plebeian, or he must fall. The
only new phase in what is called the Fenian
movement in Ireland—because it docsn’t move
lucens a non lucendo—~is the fact that it has been
denounced by Archbishop Cullen, the Pope’s
Legate, in an Address to the diocese of Dub-
lin, as, “a wicked and most pernicious organiz-
ation.” In France, Louis Napoleon has contrived
to make political capitalout of the cholers, there
being nothing else to serve his purposes, for the
time being. He and the Empress bave visited
the hospitals, s plucky act, for which the paticnts
are reported to be duly grateful. He has also
been liberal to them in ;,:ﬂs of money, but con-
sidering how he gets tho cash, he can afford
tobe so. He does not belicve that the cholera
ie contagious; and the example he has set will,
no Aoubt, tend to diminish the terror with which
tho disease is regarded, and 50 be useful in sav-
ing life. There is mischief evidently brewing in
Germany. Wo have always been persnaded that
if political freedom ever dawns on the European
continent, 1t will proceed from that country.
Slowly, laboriously, but surely, the great German
wind is at work, solving the problem of political
reformation as it once did that of religious refor-
mation; and when the hour strikes, a Luther
will appear on the scene to cleanse the land of
its abuses. A people 80 intellectual cannot, for
ever, submit to a servitude so degrading as that
in which the Germans aro beld by their princes
and especially their nobles, whose privileges
weigh more heavily on the masses than even the
tyranny of governments, deriviog their ¢vil power
from the support of armed hirclings paid from the
earnings of those whom they aid in oppressing.
Deputics from the minor German States lately
assembled at Frankfort, the capital of the Ger-
man Confederation, to counsider somo matters
supposed to be of importance to the countrs ge-
perally. It was such a meeting as might be held
in England, the United States, or Canada, as a
watter of course. But there was no attendance
of Austrian or Prussian deputies, and notes of
the most insulting charatter were addressed by
the governments of these countries to the senate
of Frankfort ¢n the subject. The Prusssian noto
is particularly rude and insolent. The Frankfort
Senato has bebaved with great spirit; but what
can that Freo Town do egaings such opponents
83 the two great German powers? It isto bo
hoped that the other states of the Confederation
will fake up tho question. If they do not, their
claim to independence is o farce, and they will
soon find themselves mere ciphers, to- bo threat-

ened, ordered, and cajoled or silenced, just as the

wishes, interests, or caprices of Austiia and
Prugssia way dictate. But we roust trust that the
day of reckoning will come, and that oppression
will at last call forth the only remedy in such
cases, resistance. Germany deserves a better
fate than to be at the mercy of & King of Prussia
and an Emperor of Austria; above all of such
creatures &g now fill the thropes of these coun-
tries. The young king of Portugal, whois teavel-
ing in Italy, has offered his services to effect a
reconcillintion between the Pope and Vietor
Emmanuel. As ho is a great favourite wi:h His
Holineszand tho son-in-law of the Italian monarch,
be may succeed; but he has a hard task to
perform. Greece, to which the world is so large-
ly indebteq for so much that constitutes modern
civilization, must always be an object of interest
to the pedple of Europe and Awmerica. King
George seems to labour honestly and zealously
to bring order out of tho chaos which has been
the normal condition of his little kirgdom, since
it acquired its independence. Brigaadago still
flourishes, and beards the Government; but
better days are in expectation. Edmond About
says that the Greek army was invented for the
solo purpose of creating generals, and the navy
for creating admirals. Tlis abuse, among others,
is to be rectified, which may bo tho morc easily
accomplished, inasmuch as from the emptiness
of the public purse, the pay of the soldiers, sail-
ors, and officers is seldom forthcoming, and
must soon cease altogether, if affairsdo nocmend.
The king surrenders to the national necessities
one-third of his civil list, and he appears to have
secured the services of one able and patriotic
man, in the person of his chief minister, A
Kimaundamas. But, it is to be feared that the
time for tho regencration of Greece has not yet
arrived. A French traveller naively described
the inhabitants of Athens, wh'le still under the
Turkish yoke, a3 being ¢ the same cannaille that
they were in the days of Pericles.” and morslly,
they bave not gained much for the last thirty or
forty years that they have been their own
masters. A crown must have powerful attrac-
tions when any sane man wounld accept the throne
of Greece; and the poor Foung gentleman who
has nov the misfortune to be kingof that classic
land, is entitled to the sympathy of the wholo
world, whether he succeeds or fans in redeeming
a country whose gloriesof the past and miseries
of the presentare in such sombre contrast, and
in which, fallen though it be from its Ingh
estate, “all gave the gpirit of man is divine.”
1t is again reported that Rome will soon be eva~
cuated by the French troops. We cannot perceive
the very great importance of thig step, unless it
be to satisfy the requirements of international
comity. The Pope will keep on hand sufficient
troops of his owa to guard his person from vio-
lence, and his remaining territorics will be as
much under the safeguard of the Freach cagles,
with the small French force now surrounding hiw,
at Parig, ag if they were in Rome. It may be
doubted, too, if there is not more of sentiment
than wisdom in the desire to maho the oty
of the Bruti and the Gmcchi the capital of
a Kingdom of Italy. The most brilliant por-
tion of Roman biswry is republican, nut monar-
chical ; and the dwshike tu Mings, which even the
first Cesar could not overcome in the Romsn
mind, may yet linger in that of their descendants.
Nay, not only does the ancient republic mamtat
o stronger hold on the love and veneration of #di
Italians than does any other ers in their annais,
but popular tradition cverywhere is connected
with the glorics of Republican Rome. Tbe re-
vival of tho kingly power thero would sound
like an anachronism, and the shades of the great
men who made the cternal city illugtrioug, wheb
19 think of the futufe cmpire would hiave beco
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treason, cernot bo banished from the scene of
their exploits and triumaphs, Is there notdanger
in the retrogpection, especially with a people so
imaginative and enthusiastic as the Italians?
Napuleon also wislics it to be uuderstood that
the French evacuation of Mexico will shortly
como to a close, It i3 even asserted that the
Emperor in his next speech to the Legislative
Chambers will anncunce the fact. But this is
not probable. Maximilian i3 not yet so firmly
established in his place tbat ho can dis :ense
with French aid. With the exception of the
trouble in Fraskfort, the general aspect of Europe
i3 unusually peaceful.

DANTE *

YIX bandred years have passed since Dante Al-
lighicri was born.  Flurence had the honour of
his birth, which took place in May, 1265, but he
dicd at Ravenna, the city of his asylum, in 1321
—a fcw months after completing his fifty-sixth
year. In 1274, when nioe years old, Dante first
#aw Beatrice, daughter of Folco Portinari, and
that sight was to him & visivn for Lfe. This
vision inspired the Vita Nuovo, his carliest work,
rnd subsequently expanded into the graod pro-
purtivns and trapsccadeut idealism of the Diving
Commedia.

Yet it would scem that the actual relations of
Dante with Beatrice, were neither close nor fre-
quent. They were rather of a distant and formal
Lird. Beatrice became the wife of Simone do
Bardi, and died at the early age ot twenty-f~ar
years. Dante married Gemwsa Donati, and &
family of seven children was the issue of the
marriage. As Beatrico moves in the pages of
Dante, commentators have become perplexed,
end some bave affirmed that she was a character
purely symbolic. This position, huwever, ca-uot
Le regarded as tenable. There can be no man-
ner of doubt, we think, that Beatrice is not a
wcre allegorical representation, but the repre-
sentation of an actuel woman, known in Flo-
rence, during the early life of Dante. His love
for Lier was mystical, very pure and very worship-
ful. e says that “ her aspect caused death to
every other thougbt, and that her presence pre-
served man from all wrong, destroyed all enmity
und all sensuous impulses, kindled the flame of
charity, and put to flight pride and worth.” This
actual woman, however, became 50 thoroughly
idealized ic the great poem, that there are but
scant traces of human nature left in her. There
she becomes symbol of all that is bighest, truest,
and most desirable t¢ buman aspiration--symbol,
jondeed, of Divine Wisdom. Thus Dante speaks
of her in Paradise :

* Ming eyes I raiced,

And saw her, where tlonf she sat, her brow
A wreeth reflecting of eternal beams.
Not from the contre of thesea so far
Unto tle rcﬁion of the highest thunder,
As was my kon from hers; a2nd yet the form
Camo through the medium down, unmix d and pare.
+ () Ledy! thou in whom my hopes havo rest;
Who, for my safcty, hest not scorned, in hell
To leavo the traces of thy footsteps mark'd,
For 211 my oyes have seen, I to thy power
And goodness, virtee, love and grace.’”

Parad., Cant, XXXI.

From the dawn of Christianity upon the world,
until the thirteenth century, no great poet hed
appeared. Dante is the first great Christian poet.
H.s ideal of womanhood d.ffers cntirely from
that of the great pocts of antiquity. The expla-
nation of this is to be found in the more exalted
morality and spirituality of the Clnistian religion.
His great puemm s based on medieval conceptions,
of ccurse, bat in attitude and breadth of thought
1t soers far ebove and beyoud ansthing pe taliar
to the middle ages. In the realms of scientific
thouyht his marvellous ingight led him to anti-
cipate Newton by four hundred years in the
matter of granitation. In the luwest abyss ho
ord bis guide pass Lucifer wedged in ice, and
tLey come to & point where they see tho arch
fiend « with legs beld upward,"—* Whereis now
the ice?” ho asks his guide.

© Dxnto s Philosopher, Patriot and Poet. With sn
apalysis of tho Divina Comm: its Plot :nds‘_ﬁu-
sodes. By Vinoenzo Botta. Now York: Chas. b
ner & Co, Montreal: B, Wort ington,

* How standeth ho In posturo thus rovereed?

Anc how from evo to morn in spaco 8o briof

Hath tlie sun raado his transit?  Ho i fow

Thus auswerinf spako: *Thou deemest thou art still
On tho other sido of tho centre, whero 1 grusped
Tho abhorred worm that boroth through the world.
‘Thou wast on tho other slde, 8o long as [
Descended; when 1 turned, thou didst o’erpass
That point, totohich from every other part is dragged

All heavy substance.’ ** —
Infern., Cant XXXIV.

Dantv as a poet occupies a pedestai all his
own, For Italy he creatcd a national language,
and laid tho basis of & national literature. He
was a poct not merely for Italy but for humanity.
The Divina Commedia is made tho subject of
special courses of lectures in the German Univer-
sities, Dauto was patriot as well ag poet, and
spent mouch thought and active life in the service
of his country. Ho was a foo to the political pre-
tensions of tho papacy, and wrote and laboured
with a view to Iialian unity and liberty. His
views of duty were too exalted for the city of his
birth, and Florence, to her eternal shame, doomed
him to an cxile in which he died. The fate of
the public peculators in bis poem, ought to be a
warning to public peculators in all landsand all
times. This class is plunged into a lake of burn-
ing pitch, and freely tortured by attendant
demons. In passing through the abyss, the poet
sces a fiend of “ nimblest tread” running with a
sinner of this stamp firmly clutched; and, dropping
bim into the lake, ho says to his fellow fiends,

¢ Him
Whelm ye bencath whilo I return for more;
That land hath storo of such Al men aro there,
Except Sonturo, barterers:—Of ‘no*
For lucro there an ‘ayo’ {s quickly mado.”
Infern., Cant. XXI.

Ouar copy of Dante by Caroy has, in this Canto,
an illustration by Flaxman, which we respect-
fully recommend to the notice of all decorators
of modern legislative halls i Ottawa or else-
where,

In May last, the sixth centenary of Dante's
birth was celebrated with great enthusiasm in his
native land. The book before us hy Signor Botta
appears to have been drawn out by that event.
It i3 evidently a labour of love on the part of the
author, opportune in its coming, and valuable as
a popular help to the study and appreciation of
the great poet. A glance at the table of contents
will show its value as a contribution to this end,
and we hope it may attain a wide circulation
hereabouts and elsewhere.

LITERATURE AND LITERARY
GOSSIP.

THERE is a kind of physiognomy in the titles
of books, no lees than Ia the faces of men,
by which a skilful observer will as well know
what to expect from the one asthe other.” This
saying of Butler's, we doubt not, had some force
in Ais day, when it was the fashion to compress
the contents of a work into the utle-page, and
this, to an almost offensive degree. But, to-day,
when the fashion is with suthors to assume o
non de plume, and to usher their productions in
an incoguito, he would bo indeed a skilful
analyst and conjuror who would rightly divine
the subject or purport of abook from its title-
page. Take, as an instance, Mr. Ruskin’s new
volume, ¢ Sesame and Litics,” with the more
mysterious adjunct to the title of * King's Gar-
den and Queen's Treasunes”—who would nfer
the subject to be on books and womcen, how to
read the first and how to educate the latter?
The reasder, after considerable cogitation and
shrewad guessing, might jufer tolerably corrcctly
the contents of such books as * Undertones,”
% Looking towards Sunset,” “ Soundings from
tho Atlantic,” “Stones Crying Out,” &c. “ Horae
Subsecivee” we know to be Leisure Hours, ¢ De
Profundis” we are toid 1s a tale of the Social
Deposits; but really of the titles of some works
which havo recently appeared, it woanld be &
mesterly mund that wounld amve st g correct
conclusionr &3 to their contents. Thus it must
be, that Reviews of waorks arc 8o cagerly sought
by book-readers, moro as a glossary on tho title-
pego of the books of tho day than as a criticisin

on their merits,

Wo pass to our usual summary. In literature
and art, wo meet with first, an interesting volumo
to philologiats, entitled #“ Chapters on Language,”
by . W. Farrar, M.A., Trin. Col.,, Cambridge.
A sccond sertes of “The Qentle Life,” the
first series of which contains perbaps the finest
essays in the English language. The publica-
tion of Earl Derby’s Translation of Homer’s Ilind
Liag ‘sct the classical scholars and versifiers
vigorously to work. e notice, besides the
works wbich appearcd imwedintely after Lord
Derby's—¢ The lliad of Homer in English Hexa-
meter Verse,” by J. H. Dart, M.A., and ¢ Homer
and the Hiad,” by Prof. Blackie, of the University
of ..ourgh. Tbhis latter work, which from
the reputation of the anthor, we aro sure will be
good, wl be divided into three parts,—FHomeric
Dissertations; 2udly, Tho Iliad in English verse ;
and 3rdy, éummeutary, philvlogical and ar-
clieological.  Two recent Scottish works will
uppease, for the timo the cravings of the curious
in ethnology and archeology. They are respec-
tively entuled “ The Early Races of Scotland,
and their Monuments,” by Lieut. Col. Forbes
Leslie, and “ Ancient Pillar Stones of Scotland,
theur Siguficance and Bearing on Etbnology,”
by Geo. Moore, M.D. We note, as being re-
printed from Geo. H. Lewis' Fortnightly Review,
a new poem of Rob. Buiwer Lytton, “ The Anple
of Life,” under the nom de plume of Ower. Mer-
edith. It is an oriental legend, a little indelicate
to somo tastes, but beautifully wrought out.
Mr. Redgrave gives us an account of the progress
of Art in England undee the title of “ A Century
of Painters of the English School, with critical
notices of their works.” In advance of steel
engraving and wood-cut cograving as embel-
lishments to books, we have now photography
at work ; and of the three, the latter i3, we doubt
nbt, capable of ag much art-manipulation, and
will become more acceptable in the illustration
of books as the twoformer. And to connoisseurs,
who cannot possess themselv-s of the originals
of rare pictures, no one will question which of
tho arts would be more accoptable asa copyist
than photograpby. Such a work as the follow-
ing, produced as it is in photography, will go
far to reconcile one for the absence of an original
Raphael,—the great works of Raphac! Sanzio
of Urbino, a geries of twenty photographs from
the best engravings of his most celebrated paint.
ing9, with Vasari's Life, Notes, &c.

In the department of Science we have “Frost
and Fire, Natural Engines, Tool Marks and
Chips, with sketches taken at bome and abroad,
by o traveller,” a work of most pleasing original-
ity of thought; and in Theology, & new work by
the Rev. Dr. Guthrie, entitled “Man and the
Gospel;” and from the pen of Dean Alford,
«Meditations, in Advent, on Creation, and on
Providence.” A volume of miscellanies from
the collected writings of Edward Irving, and an
excellent and welcome addition to the literatare
of the Haly Land scenery, from the pen of the
author of the Chronicles of the Schonberg Qotta
Family, entitled “ Wanderings over Bible Loands
and Seas.” G M. A,

« LONDON SOCIETY."s

It was Byron, we believe, whocxpressed regret
that onc of Moore’s most exquisite melodies
should bear the lackadaisical name of ¢ Love’s
Young Dream.” We, 00, aro gomewhat inclined
to carp at the title of onc of tho best English
Magazines of the day, ¢ London Society,” the
November number of which has jussy reached ui.
The young will find in its pages tales aud poctry
written with much ability, and unexceptionablo
in tone and morals; while graver readers may
indulge in subjects more to their satisfaction.
The engravings, also, are excellent.

The price for which this serial is sold ought to
insure it a largo circulation in Cannda and other
British Provinces; for British subjects can learn
from its perusal nothing inconsistent with the
scntiments and principles which they inberited
from their fathers, and is tho best legacy which
they can leavo to their children.

® « London Soclety,” an Nlastrated Maegazine, Lon-
don: 9 St Bﬂdo’ayAmuo, Fleet Btroct. Dawson
Brothers, AMontreal,
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ZFsop 1ho Fables of Fiop, with a Lifo of the Au: i i, ~V1go1L. ght ot Brantford bo placed, aud if lio had his way,

tuhg’r‘. Tilustrated w‘fth lil‘gfn ravings from Original ANimium ne crede color 5o At 80 chit-rining & spot, hoJor ever could etay,

uss g&:‘.l{\ o!l\mll?k. Cr. 8vo. 2.6, R. Weore _— Im::l;}mpless thae night, g0 T thougbt 'tvould Lo
Atlaullo ‘I'mles. A Collection of Storles from tho Lerrer L y

* Atlantic Monthly.” 12mo. $3.00. K. Worthing-

ton, Montreal,

Browning. Lyrics of Life. By Robert Browning.
With Illustrations by S. Eytinge, Jr. 40cts. L.
Worthington, Montreal.

Butwer, The Apple of Life. By Owen Meredith (1
Yes. K.

R, Bultwer), author of « Lucile,” J2wo.
Worthington, Mootreal.

Good Compnnﬁv for Every Day in tho Year. 12wo.
Plates. #2.56. R. Worthington, dontreal.

Saadl., Tho QGulistan, or Rosd Garden. By Muslo
Huddeen Sheik Sandi, of Shiraz. fransiated from
the Otlginal, by Francis Galdwin. With an Essay
on Saadi’s Lifo and Geniuy, by Jarses Ross, and
I'retaco sz K. W, Lwmersen, lvmo. 8130, K.
Wortlunaton, Montreal.

Smith. The Bauker's Secret, or, Sowing and Reap-
ing. By J. F.Smith. 8vo. G0cts. XK. Worthing-

ton, Montreal
Swinburne. Atalanta in Calydun. AIl‘ra;zod‘v. B{
16mo. 814v. H.

Algervpon Charles Swinburno.
Wortlungton, Montreal.

Artuings Ward, lus Iravels. Iart1 Miscelizncous.
Yart 2. Aunong the Mormons,  llustratiuns, W
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B. WORTHINGTO) ¢,
80 Great St. James Streot, MONTLRAL.

From Miss Fannie Forester at Bran{ford, (o her Mam-~
ma at London, Canada West.
June 14th, 1864,

Drar MAMMA,—I'm fn debt for a letter to yous
Stop a bit—let mo eee — {'m afraid it istwo;
And boforo 1 feft home 1 assured you I'd writo
A letter o weok on cach Saturday night.
But Brantford, dlamwma, such a very stceel placg is,
‘Tho besux aro so tiice, and the girls have such faces;
And tt.lmtl rattle, Jano Larker, with whom I'm now

stopping,

Bcsidm.)?x must lady-like penchant for shoppmg,
So kwlps the whuio household blithe, happy and gay,
With laughing and singing, and kitten-liko play,
That I scarccly get five minutes leisuro a day;
Aund then to astranger all hero aro so gracious,
*Tis no wonder my prumiso to writo proved fallaciong—
And I'm sorry to eay, walking down by tho river,
1 caught,—do not ecold—a qucorsort of a fuver;
3‘.3 ul;tt phod, remuitent, nor tertian 1 mean,

suus

You remember yoa'va oft tried to make mo afraid

Of an officer 8 sword, scarlet-coat and cockado,

His gay, casy manu :rs, his flatteriog tongue,

As apt to mislead toe unwary aud young;

But when told there wowd march ougﬁ tho town
for tho West,

And oncamp on the banks of the river to rest,

Of Her Mx}lwy's regiments, ono of the best,

1 thought I might vepture to sco them march bg.

To biear tho band play, and seo Eogland’s flag dy,

For, said I, I am cerain that no danger lurks

1u onelittle at theso terridle Turks,

So & chose a becoming mantille and hat,

Aud as for my beart,—pooh ! I'd no fear for that,

Tho evening was cool, and thodearbirds weresinging,
Inmyz ears their dcughtful, rich musfc was ringing;
Whilo clouds of gay insects were buzzing around,
Whoseemed to chimoin with thelr mormuring sound ;
Tho trees woro fregh ¢lad in their garmoents of groen,
Through thelr clustering branchos tho river was seen,
Whcre the fishes wero bobbing about in the stream,
You would think they enjoyed the mild sun's sctting
1 envy their lifo, ok 1 hovw often ono wishes

At this timo of yoar for a swim with tho fishea—

Tho applo-trecs now in the hoight of thoeir bloom,
Fill the air all around with tho richest pe “me

The sheep and tho cattlo aro grazing arouna,

Whilo tho muk-laden cows to their homesteads are

bound,
The picture is framed by the forost’s dark screen,
Amidst which a fow farms, a3 if peoptug, aro seen—
Near thostream about whicha fow words I havesaid,
Thirty tents sinco tho morn their white canvass
havo spread
And tho dear Union-Jack flutters proudly o'erhead,
1 listen with joy to the ouglo's shrill sound,
To tho drumy, fifes and clarions echoing 1ound,
Q’er the river tho melody duloctly floats,
While thesunlightsup bright kundred rod coats.
Now X own, dear mamma, that I did not delay
To tako to this scene of enchantmeant my way.

By the time wo arrived at this ** Vanity Fair,”
At leust half of Brantford contrived to bo there,
And wo'd passed as we bustied and Jostled alopg,
Of ladios a2nd Iawyers and doctors s thron%

Vo found Sherif; and Judgo, the Town Councll and

Mayor

Wero paying respeets to the '« Chef Mililaire.”

“ Nob&a&olgnel. your servants, just say if you pleaso,
How it is in our power to add €6 your ease,—'’

I was not to tho cortege sufficicntly m;;h
To bear with distinctness the Colonel’s reply,

Bat I canght tho words * ladies’’ and ** greatly desire
Tho acquaintanco of thosg, whom wo so much admire.”
So the Sheriff, the Judge, tho Town Councll and

Mayor,
Introduced us in form to tho officors the!
And beforo 1 had cither rofused or consonted,
To Captain Tremorno I was daly presontod.

You know, dear 3snms, that no girl o’or was brisker
To edmiro, {o doat on—a beantiful whisker,

And blacker or qlosuer or curlier will eoldom

Bo seen on tho cheeks of tho choicest of swedl-dom,
Than the sweot pair so fetty and flerce that adorn
Tho cheeks and the chin of dear Captain Tremorno.

Ay mund, you know well, as jts choicest of troasurcs

Has always csteemed conversational pleasures;

1 bad only just read through the volume by Rus'scu,

So to talk of tho Russian fgn was no

For 1 don’c soon furget what X rosd li¥e 3 dunco,

Ana woscemed to o op quite & fricndship at uncs,

‘As wo strove how tho heroos wo bost could extol

Who Elorionsly conquered at Sebastopol,

At Inkerman, Aims, and famod Ballaciave!

&uow delightful it is to converso with tho brave,}

«oited tho poem, snd nover onco blundered,
That Tennyson wroto on tho noble « 8ix Hundrods”
Whilcsomo girls near tho tents were for Jigging and
daucing,

n
d,

fortheir cing :
ﬁ:‘ &%:f mﬁcfnc us, :':a plsyri;’;nqn&o

arry fuforws mo it's callod Scartaune.

A ll%yquick step, then sang & Chorale,

To got ap qulto oarly, and 0 tho sunrise: !
1t wae acarco four o'clock when the men had to start,
I stroll’d to the niver, and saw thewm depart,

*T+as a noblo display, for tho sun roso up bright,
And llumed therr red coats and their arms with its

light;
But 'twas pain and not pleasure I folt at the sight-—}
For T could 10t help foeﬁng it hard to bo borne,

['d no chanco to szy ** farewcell’” to Captan Tyemorue.

Now from that day to this my wild fancy s fed

1n tho strangest of ways by a’passion for red— !
I'vo new tritnmed my bonnet to suit _..°3 new tasto,
My Lair has red rosey, red ribbons my watst,

M'y Bertho has red buiwe, and red Quances my dress,
Of shades nicely sorted, I trust you wall guess.

And w}mt‘s qucer, when at breakfast I vo taken my
2

I'vo grown quito fantastic ia what I can cat—

1t never is much, for my appetito’s baddush, *

Bat I always can fancy a brigut scarlet raush,

Red herrings, I love, you remember vur Couk

Calted them ** soldiers,”” whienover of them wopartook,

At dinner tiamo salinon with guod lobster sauce,

Or ** Suupo A la tumate,”’ may affurd tho brst cuurso.

A red capiscum always my plate ia set uigh,

And beets and rod cabbago my picklo supply— |

You remember, mamma, 1o my juvemlo days, s

How I followed some \-erK particular ways;

If my raca’ woro half-cooked my aversion was great,

And I loft it with shoddering untouched on my plate,

Nn{ 80 equeamush I was, that I scarcely could bear

To fcar sﬁhoolfenows singing Tom Mooro’s ** Richand
are.

But now I shoold riso from the table unfed

1f my beef wero not gushing with gravy, and red,

And'I drink with somo pleasure a glass of red wine,

If thore’s old port or claret wherever I dine—

At dessert I'm oft terapted quite long to romain

For from chcerries and currrants X seldom refrain,

Ana a rosy-checked apple I never disdain—

At supper somo tongue, or ham sandwich is good,

And shrimps and anchovies not often withistood.

At night 1 rest badly, o *tis not surprisin

1£1 do not caro often to viow the sun’s rising; .

Bat to look at his sctting’s & glorious sight,

A pleasuro, in which [ indulge ev’ry night—

Some clouds tipped with red, like  sued squadrons

Appear,
And some fike hugo castles their tall turrots rear,
So I often can dream I'm bebolding the van \
Ofthe army assaulting somo tery an-—
While tho sky’'e a red plain, whero I 8co the sca
ficunder )
A red-hotcannon ball, ten times bigger aud rounder
Than Armstrong or Whitworth's great five Aundred
pounder!

1 have ssid my sleep’s bad; but ono horrible night

I had such awful dreams, that I woke ina fright—

At first they woro charming; I thought I was waiking
With Captatn Tremorne, gaily flirting and talking,
About aniforms, cpaulettes, gorget and sash,

And at balls and at parties who cut the rost dash—

‘ The soldiers,” X gaid, ¢ wero with mo the  top-sat

ers,’
Amf I cared not a pin abou! doctors or Iawyers,”
When ovor tho huo of my came 3 chaoge,
*Tis strango as it's true, and "tis true as it’s strange!
For 1 thought as I lay snugly coucked in my be
That my skin, tceth, hair, nails, and my oyes were
turoed red—
A red Indian equaw, with tha poll of o parrat,
Eyes likoa whito rabbi{’s, and noss like o carrot!
Now moro red on my cheeks I could easily bear,
And red coral lips aro tho colour I'd wear;
But coral don’t suit with tho tip of the nosc,
And a X(,‘"d breast like Hobin's!-~t¢ c’est tout autre

chose’’—
11caped out of bed, and exclaimed in afiright,
L!kc;u Sbak't.lpeam's King Richard, that * shadows to-

Such e 13 have struck, that with  ten thousand
soldiers
I sooner would meet, than bave, hung down my

thoulders,
Lon%ﬂn lots of red for tho sport of beholders—
I rushed to the mirror, and viowed with delight
My bair glossy black, and my ekin lily whito |
My oyos, teoth and nails wero ali pcr!yecuy right,

But thus to sco visions and dream ngg dreams,
To your suffering daughter quite horridble s¢ems.
And I do not know whoro I can find consolation +
To render more casy this sad dispensation.

My brain secems quito addlcd, xmnlso 1s too high,
Sometimes I'm in tears, very o I sigh,

1 asked consin Harry tho best wzl?q mend us

‘Aud romove, what ho callsmy “ delirium éremendous.”
Ho s now reading bard 2 & student of phyzic,

Can cure cough or cold, fover, aguo or phthisic;

Has becomo quito a dandy, and 80 8
But Y’'m sorry to add ho's grown s3ucy and oynical—
Ho satd syrup of heliebore I would fibd %hm'

And hem and cucambors cool for the blood~
For es, ho told mo, ho greatly world foar

1 ﬁ munch on goat’s flosh or that of red deor,

Wator-lilics and parsiano shoald bo my potation:
And Trom Galen bomado & most learned quotation.
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Then ho said, Dr. Seaman, whose pationt had taken
A largo dusv of laudsnum, saved tho man’s bagon,
‘l use Harry's words) by a hm‘taotvmixl ap?llod
Vith a vigorous hand to the poor ftllow’s hida;
Aund declapod the samo rogimen good to romovo
Tho fev'rish distractions occasioned by love—
And ho wrote 8 [ﬂmmcrlguou had done good tv many,
* Vorberibus ut flagelletur est beno
Then he prated of Mars and of Venus and Cupid,
1 wonder wh[v| boys aro so dreadfully stupid—
For 1 don't thiuk relativastup an npolo;g{1
For tormentivg mo with his Heathen Mythology.

I must eeo Doctor Bolus; nonsensical twaddla

13 not very likely to run v 48 noddlo;

to's & gravo sober man of suund practical sense,

And doesnot to quizzical wit make pretenco—

With ptll, drauglit or lotion I don't think Lie'l} teaso

mo

Bat write a prosoription moro llkd{ to please mo-

I'ro suro I shall dieif I got no retief,

Aud that phyaio will help mo is not my bellef,

8o, if dear Doctor Bolug desires to cure,

He'll advise, what I'll gladly coneent to gnduro.

That Captaln Tremorno sosze ine morning shall brin

(it w.ll work fiko a cliarm, it will bo tho | ﬁht thing,

A Parson, a Clerk, and & plain golden RING.

Fe i stationed at London, 1'll gladly cumo home,

And no more, dear Mamma, will your fond Fannio
o8I,

TWO CHAPTERS OF L_FE.

CHAPTER 1. ‘‘ WOOED AND WON.”

HAT has come over you, Llew.?” and the

speaker, o fair man, with o Inight honest

face, pitched down his fishing tackle, and seized

the tller of the boat.  You don't want to try

whether it is true that waters cannot quench
love 7

« wist you'd not make such a confounded
donkey of yourself,” replied the other sulkily,
gretung redin the face, and showing temper in
tho tremble of the upper lip. The fair man gave
tum a quick glance, and then puling his cap
over lus cyes, lay down on his back, saying pre-
sently, * Example is better than precept;” at
least, the copy-book I used in my chudhoed had
1itso. You arein love; I have nover been; you
are evil tempered, bad company, and wmchned to
be quarrelsome.  Ergo, love i3 to bo avoided by
thuse who desito to Livo at peace with their fel-
low-men” Then suddenly changing his voice
and hfting himself up, ho said:  Let's havea
pull, Llew,; the ude 13 on the turn, and will
bring us i sgan; an ho 3 stretch will put
your digeston in better orde "

His cumpaniun, alibough he made no verbal
answer, set about doing what was required of
lum; ho rolied up tus lioe, lighted o fresh cigar,
and took to hus oar keenly if not kindiy. They
puiled straught oug fur the matter of a coaple of
mules, ncither breakingsilence, then they paused,
and Llew,, looking a Liule ruffled, said :—

« | gay, Charley, I'vc an abominable tempar,
end you shouldn't try to rile me, especial.y
about you know what. I have got myself into
a mess, and—and, the fact is, I mean to marry
Alico in spite of them all.”

¢« The deaco you do! tben it's worse than I
expected. What do you mean to keep a wife
upon ??

« I'll emigrate.”

“ No you won't. It costs money, you see.”

« I 11 take a private tutorship.”

“ Bat they won't take your wife too. Tl tell
you what you'll do: you'lt drop thoe affair alto-
wether. Seriously, yoa cannot afford to marry.
Atice's father is a sensible old feliow; be won't
havo anytaing tosay to you; he's as proud in
Lis way 83 you are,”

Llew. made use of an expression by no means
complimentary to his intended futher-in-law, and
his advizer went on:

“ QOr put it in another way. Suppose you
could have Ler, and made ber dra. Derwin to-
morrow—how about your mew relations? her
people would be your people, you sce.”

« Stop that, Charley; I'm in earncst; I mean
to marry Aljce, and ¥ mean to cut all her rela-
tious. Who was the parson you introduced me
to at Tenby 7

« Cornish, an old Wadham man; he's gota
curacy down in these parts somewhere, and is a
capital follow &cross country, and not so bad at
brewing punch.”

* Would ho come over hers for a day or
two "

“I don'tsco why ho should not; but, why!
you don’t want him to do the splicing, eh 7

“ Yes, I do—-"

“Whew ! and Charley Shifner drow o long
breath. “Ihope you won't getangry, Derwin,” ho
wenton speaking very gravely, “but I'd rather not
have anything to do with this, you are certain to
repent it sooner or later. Not that Alico is not s
good and protty girl; I believe she's all that,
old follov7 ; but it's her fricnds. And then your
uncle, he'd put a gpoke in your wheel at once. 1
wish you'd bo reasonable. Lot's cut away to-
morrow ; come, there'sa good follow ; shie's a dear
little body, and it will bo a wrench, you know,
bui better s scar than an open wound.”

Charloy spoke from his heart, and with a sin-
cere feeling of anxiety for his friend; but then
ho had never been in love, and forgot that rea-
son has sometimes very little to do with tho ten-
der passion. Ho paused, thinkipg bis argument
too clear not to tako offect, and then, as Llew.
did not apswer, he beld his peaco, montally
comforting himself with the reflection that his
woras had told,—and—that his fricnd was think-
ing of them. They rowed leisurely on, dipping
their oars slowly and quictly, the tide doing
most of the work for them; just as the keel
grated against the boach, Derwin gaid :

» We'll start to-morrow, Charley.”

“That's a good fellow,” and all the clouds
passed away from Charley's faco ; ¢ you'll never
regret it

“ Y don’t intend to,” was the roply, uttered in
racher ambiguous tones ; and then landing, the
two men shouldered their tackle, 4sb, and rugs,
and mounted the bill to the little inn, where
they had taken up their quarters a month before,
with tho intention of reading hard, an intention
Shifner kept up as far ag the Field and Bell's
Lifo were concerned, whilo Derwin might very
soon have mado personal application of Byroa's
hoes,—

My only books were womau’s looks;

tho blus eyes, fair face, and light -form of a
nc:ghbouring farmer's danghter having effectu-
ally barished all othor power of study.

A few hourslster, Derwin, pretending to go to
bed, bade good mght to lus friend, and took his
way out of tho house, along the path leading to
tho castle, which, rsing grimly against the
moonbeams, was throwing mysterious shadows
upon the hill-side. Nota breath of air moved
the leaves or grass, or disturbed the surface of
the river, down which, it being full tide, the
stream was just keeping up a moving rain of sil-
very sparkles in the centre of the broad bosom
of tho water. There were very few people stir-
ring at that hour; the wilagers worked hard
and early, and went 800D to bed in those days,
and the country folks, who, after the manner of
the Welcb, came dowa to bathe, saw 1o beauty
in cvening hights. So it was that Mr. Derwin
uad the castle road to himself, and having passed
through the fir-wood and reached the open path
upon the south side of the hill, he walked more
slowly, pausing, and turping to look back now
and then, as if in expectation of sceing somo ove.
At last, reaching the stecper part of the hill, ho
sat down upon the grass, and, whistling softly,
gnzed over Carmarthen bay, lying quiet and
lake-like between him and the dark mountain-
outlino of tho Gower's Jand. Themoon was full
that night, and hung low in tho blue heaven,
casting a broad glistening path of li%Et across
tho water, along which one solitary fishing-boat
was ghding, the oars throwing shotwers of fiery
sparks a3 they dipped in the water, It wag very
lovely, very peaceful and holy, but Derwin was
only locking at, pot thinking of it; be scarcely
knew whother it was land or water, moonlight
or daylight. Presently a quick light step came
a}gng the turf, and Alice Alorgen stood by his
side.

“ You sro shaking, datling,” ker lover whis-
pered, as ho beld her band, and ((mzed into the
sweet ayes, growing unnaturally large and
bright in contrast to her pale frightened face.

“Yes, gurely; Mr. Shifner was telking to
father, aud they ware saying you are to go to-

O
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worrow;” gho looked around athim fixediy for &
second or two, thep lifting away his arm from
her waist, sho rose, saying in a loud hard vorce,
~—< And it's true indecd then, and I might have
known it allalong. God forgive youfor deceis-
ing my heart, but its mo that's been foolish and
blind.  Yes, indeed, I knew you wero & gentle-
man liko tho rest of them, but I thought [ ¢ould
read lovo and truth in your eyes.”

" Derwin bad lot her talk on, parily because he
was tempted just for tho momeut to take Shif-
ner’s advice, partly because in her vehemenco
and despair thero was a rew spell and power in
her beauty, and partly be 'auso it was pleagant
to hear how the very passion she gave way tu
told of her Iovo; but when she paused, with a
long sobbing gasp for breath, he held out his
arms, whispering :

“‘ ,Aliec, my beloved, you are coming with
me.

She «lasped her hands togother, and beat for-
ward as if to read his face, whispering in a low
busky voico :

“(od forgive you, Wby aro you tempting
me "

“Its no temptation, Alice, I swear,” and as
ho spoke, he sprang to his feet, and took berhands
in his. “ You shell be my wife, I never meant
anythingelso. 1 have no one<o stop me marry-
ing whom I pleaso; and you, darling,~they’'ll
never keep you from me.”

Alico began to sob bysterically now; and
shaking and crying, she clung to bim, as by told
her his plans, hopes, and promises, which, as he
was oxcited, Derwin poured forth vehemently,
and, as far as the fecling of tho moment went,
truthfully.

He told her hig future could present no diff-
culty; which, with her by his side, would prove
Jnconguerable , life must bo all love and happi-
ness, its very happiness tinged with the rosy hue,
would look ljke blessings,

Tho moon roso higher and higher in the quict
sky, tho silvery path was gone; inch by inch, tho
tide left the glistening sands, and Derwin still
d.cw pictures of the time to come, of the world
ho was 10 show his wife, and Ahice listencd, nest-
ling to his arms, and now and then asking some
question, which from tho very insight it gavehim
into her simplicity and innoconce, stirred stall
more deeply the beiter feelings of his heart, and
gave just enough light of pure love to blind hiw
to the passion that was hurrying him on.

When they parted that night Alice had pro-

roised ¢o mect him at the nearest railway station

upon the morning following his departure from

Elﬁradsttphen, and they were to be married in
ondon.

Derwin did not take his friend into his confi-
dence. Probably a railway carriage is not con-
ducive to secrets. Perbaps he was beginning to
doubt the prudence of his scheme, Shifner's
noisy college chaff and talk was bringing back
other feelings, and he grew more and more
ebsent and nervous. .
They reached Tenby in time for dinner, and
Shifner, misinterpreting his fiiend's cloudy epi-
rits, concluded that after all, if love counld take
such a hold upon a man like Derwin, it must be
a still moro desperato thing than be, Charles
Shifner, hadeven imagined. There was only one
cure he knew of, and that was to drowan dull
care; therefore he ordered a capital dinner, and
persuaded Llew. to try o pecaliar combination
of liquids, brewed in & special manner, concocted
by a famous grand-unclo of Shifner’s. But his
exp iment failed ; Derwin pronounced it atro-
cious, and drank mildly of whisky-punch; so
that Shifoer out of venperation for bis uncle's
memory, did more than his duty to his own
monufactare, and found it expedient to retre
about midnight, assuring the waiter that be was
going to be married next day to the maid of
Llangothlen.

As goon ag Shifner was safely out of the way,
a dog-cart was ordered, and Mr. Derwin, Jeaving
an erplanatory note in the coffec-room, wds
driven off to tho station, when<e he proceccad
to the appointed rendezvous, where, veiled snd
frightened, Alico stood almost alone upon the

platform, waiting for the trxin.
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CHAPTER 1. MLOVED AT LAST)

As goon ng their marriage' was duly solemnized,
Alico wrote to her parents: but no answer came ;
again and again pho covered sheots of paper with
petitions for pardon, but they all fell, or at leadt
scemed to fall, unheeded, and at 1ast sho gavo up
writing, or speaking of her old home, trying hard
to give up thinking too. But thought is not so
easy of control, and many a bitter tear ran down
the young wifo's cheek in tho silont watches of
tho night ; tears that, alas! soon began to have
o tvo-fold meaning, for alrcady the spell was
breaking, College terms bad begun again,
Detrwin hed taken his wifo with him, end domi-
ciled her carefully out of the way of the ugsual
baunts of the college-men. Ho had oncountered
Shifner, and a somewhat stormy altercation had
beent tho result, Charley's code of honour and
Mr. Derwin's not exactly agreeing; so that when
hig old friend did his duty, (all honour to him,
u very painful one,) and called upon the brido,
he knew very well by whose orders she was
‘“not at homo,” and never rcpeated the oxper-
iment.

No one elsa called; for, althongh it was pretty
well known that Derwin had married, he never
spoke of ity or in any manner acted like a married
mnn ; and his fricnds resented this want of cor-
diality by pretending to ignore his marriage, the
boldest now ant then taking their revenge by
chaffing bim about his caged beauty.

And yet, though acting with such false pride
towards his acquaintances, Derwin was not as
yet an unkind husband; the gloss of first love
had not wora off, and Alict was all that man
could desiro in » wife. The first. vacation they
went to a south-coast bathing-place, and thero
the trials that were afterwards to crushout every
bopo and joy began. Derwin met some old
fricods, and did not introduco bis wife,—~they
waro suro to patronise, and then laugh at her
aod him, be reasoued to bimself; therefore he
determined to leave the place, but not before ho
boed promised to spend a fortnight with his
friends at their country place. The prospect
was a pleasing one. So he took Alice to London,
and leaving her in lodgings, went to fulfil his
engagemont.

He had told her ho would bo a fortnight away,
but the fortnight becamo four, five, then gix
wepks, and there had come neither letter nor
tidings; and although horrible vislons of railway
accidents aad sudden death in every imaginable
form filled Alice's mind, sho still waited, and
dreading lest she might act contrary to her
hasband’s wisaes, or offtnd against the customs
of o world, she made no inquiry. At lasta
new trial came upon her, she was withoutmonty ;
theladdlady grew first impatient, then suspicious,
and finally turned Alice out, npbraiding her with
disgracing her house.

Alice was bewildered ; there scemed only one
alternative, and that was to go to Derwin's
uncle’s house, the address of which she fortu-
nately rememi)ered, and there obtain soime intel-
ligence of ber husband.

The man-gervant looked at her rather Buspi-
ciously as she asked whether ho knew where
Mr. Derwin had gone, and half closed the door
ag be replied :—

« Yes, ma'm, he's gono to Australia; hisuncle
grt him an appointment, and he sailed threo
weeks ago, all of & hurry; hadn’t time to leavo
apy P.P.C3”

How Alice boro the intelligence—how she
concealed the death stroke, and managed to
walk quietly away from the eye of the carions
domestic—was one of those mysterious feats of
se%f-oommnnd now and then accomplished by
those whom the world looks sn as the weakest,
—women. The shock, though it fell suddenly,
had struck deep into her heart; she never
doubted its trath; something catching at ber
heart, and throbbing in her brain, told ber it
was oven as tho mian said, and that he was
gono. Bat wby? wherefore had he not seec
her—written to her? what business could have
beon urgent enough to drag him away without
giving Lim space to bid hur furewell? Very,
very slovely sho egdn to dee the truth.

Wandénig akfilessly from street towtreet, un-

consclous of timo, and starlling night rovellers
with hor ghastly face and despairing eyes, sho
passed the night; aud when morning dawned,
cold, misty, and, in the great deserted streets of
Loudon, indescribably lonely, she begun fully to
cunprehond tho weightand depth of her husbhand’s
villafny, and ber own degolation. Deserted by
I for whom sho had disoboyed and left her
father aud mothor~=what could she do? Sud-
denly tho commandment gho had broken flashed
upon her, « Honour thy father and thy mother,
snd thy days sball bo long in tho land.” 8he
had dishonqured thew, why should her day8 bo
prolonged ? surcly it was God's will that they
should not bo long; death would come soon,
and if it did not como of itself, could sho not
seek it?

Starting up from the doorstep upon which she
had half fallen, she walked Lurnodly down the
street, remembering that but a short time beforo
she had passed a bridge, below which ran ths
broad dark mercifu} road todeath, and crouching
by the parapot, sho tried to say her . “d childish
prayers, tho samo sho had ropeated at her
mother's kuce, Her mother! what was thero in
tho word to cause such a thrill through the girl's
frame, and send 8 wild sensation of lifo and ten-
derness pulsing in her veing?

Tears came rusting from her eyes, and bitter
sobs mingled with tho half wild, but wholly pen~
itent prayer i

“ Gud forgive mo if I thought of murdering
my unborn baby, and sparo me strongth for itg
sake.”

Poor people of every degreo secm to cheat
themselves into a belief that London is the very
El Dorado of work and wealth-—~that you have
but to say ¢ Give mo work,” and employment
stands ready. Alas! how many an aching
beart, how many starving lips have mourned,
too late, tho terrible delusion!

Alice begged from house to house for work,
and at last, wearied by disapointment, and con-
scious that her woman's timo of trial was coming,
sho sought tho last refuge of tho homeless,
and tho baby, whose life had saved her life,
was Jorn in the lying-in ward of a city work-
house.

As soon ag Alice was able, she left the union
and by the help of one of the nurses, obtain
work in shirt-making for a cteap out-fitting
shop, badly paid enough, and requiring close
gitting far into the night to make it bring in the
barest livelihood, but work was no toil now ; the
tiny littlo creature, kicking and sprawling upon
the floor beside her, gave her new energy ; she
was not stitching for her own lifo, but for the
life of the child of whom Ged in his inserutable
wisdom and wisc mercy had made her mother.
As months passed into years the child throve
and grew; Alice worked barder and harder,
early and late, but with s new sense of enjoy-
ment and life springing up in her heart,~asort
of vague fore-shadowing that the child would
somehow restore the husband of ber youth, and
bring back ber past happiness,

Eigkt years had gone by since Derwin left
her, when in passing a newspaper shop she
stopped to pick up some torn scraps of paper,
thinking thero might be something to read to
her boy. Almost tho first name that met her
oyes was that of her hushand ; it formed part of
a sentence something about s death, and the
succession of an unlooked-for heir. Staggering
rather than walking into the shop, Alico pointed
to the words, and asked the man if he could get
her & aewspaper with the paragraph complete.
The man bappened to bo good-natured, and sce-
ing the woman's distress, took some pains to
hoat up 2 paper of corresponding date.  Armed
with‘this, Alice hurried homo, and there read a
carious story, thestory of her husband’s life, the
portion mixed up with herself only left untouch-
ed; tho first partshe know, but the part dating
from his departure for Australia, was all new.
H6 had, it scems, succeeded at first; and then by
ono of thoso crushing strokes of Providence, his
good fortune had deserted him, all his newly-
acquired wealth was swallowed up by unlucky
speculations, overytbing he put hishandte failed
when, reduced to beggary, he left. the colonyané
roturned to England, there to find himself next

~

“
heit to ono of the finest estatesin Wales. Thith-
er ho had gono, wolcomed and received as o sort
of hero, and worshipped for tho very troubles ho
had known.

“Has ho ever sought mo? was Alico's first
thought, ag after reading the story nearly a dozen
times over, sho laid down tho newspaper. « Hug
he tried to Ltnd mo 7",

Then sho remembered how fruitless such a
search would be. Who knew her ? How could he
traco ber? She must write, and tell him whero
sho was, and how she had suffered. So writo
she did, not once, but many times, hope growing
fainter each time. No answor camo, and therescom-
cd but one thwg left,—~toseek hum oat, and givo
him up bis child,then hido herself away and dee.
Despair gavo ber renewed tnergy, and supported
her during all tho long weary journey ; when

footsore, hungry, and weary, she begged from
cottage to cottago for the food and shelter neces-
sary to suppert lufo : at last the trinl was deawing
to a climak; sbo heard the old famhar tongue
;gx\in, and fancied every voice was that of anold
Ti0ud.

But when she saxr the house he bad inberited,
ber heart sunk. How dare she, a beggar inrags,
go up to that stately home and (laim the master
as her hasband ? In all her trouble and anxicty,
no thought such as this had entered her mind,
now it came with overwhelming force, crushing
downevery ray of bopc. Irresolute,shestood by
the lodge-gate, then tuined away, ooly howcver
to roturo, and gazo wounderingly agaia. .

Tho lodge-keeper camo out and she hid her
bojy 8 face in hershawl; then convinecd, mother-
like, that to sce the child’s faco once was to
remember him for ever, she took him down the
road, apd bade him wait for ber, and went back
elone to question the old woman; Lut the gates
wero closed, and as sho stood uncertain whether
to ring or not, tho quick t-ot of a horse upon tho
gravel of tho avenuo caught ber ear; pesring
through the iron bars of the gate it needed no
glance to tell her that the rider was her hasbana ;
and then, utterly powerless, deaf, bling, and only
conscious that ko wag coming to her tflcrc, and
+that they ero to meet, she stood clinging with
both hands to tho gate,

The lodge.keeper, hurrying out, thrust her
angrily away, and as one sido of tho heavy iron
gate swung open, Alice’s agony Yurst forth, and
a longinarticulate pent-up cry camefrom herlips,
as, her hold relaxing, she fell almost under his
horse’s fect.

Derwin had seen the white face through the
bars, and knew it again as instantly : and es
he sat there, apparently waiting the opening of
the gate, 8 thousand old leng-buried feelings
welled up, and beat fiercely at ".ds heart. 7
saw himsolf in bis true light : he knew he *
been a blackguard—that the death-like faco
staring at him with such wild eyes might for all
he knew be that of a wad woman, more, & mad
wife, wretched, maddened by his critne. Ho
dared not recognise her, and he dared not pass
ber ; fascinated and spell-bound, he heard her ory
and knew it was his name that rang out like an
appeal to an avenging God. Then ho saw the
old lodge-kecper kneel down by her, and heard
her cry out that tho woman was dying in & fit.

Slowly and mechanically Derwin got down
from bis horse, and helped to carry the body
into tho lodge. As they did so, the child came
rupning up, and, throwing hia arms round his
mother, began crying piteously. Derwin's self-
control wag leaving him now, and fearful lesthe
might betray himself ko despatched the woman
to the house for wine, and looking the
cottage door, stood looking at her whom
o few years before ho had left in tke pride of
youth and beauty. Derwin was not such a har
dened villain ad'he tried to make and think him-
self ; liko many another nature, 50 long as yon -
kept out of his sight the misery or pain he was
causing, ho could go o in his own selfish, heart-
Jess courso ; but once bring him face to face
with the sight of his crime, and the dovil was
cnst out of him. No thought of his deserted
wifo had ever materinlly distarbed the uewly-
mado squire’s thoughts, until he kept that watch

by what secaed her death-bed,and then he knew
what he was and what he hdd done.
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So absorbed had bo been for a fow minutes
that ho forgot the boy; when ho did thick of him,
he stared longand inquisitively a* 'ho child’s face,
his own featurcs gradually softeL ug and grow-
ing strangely liko his former self as ho gazed.

% What is your name ?” heasked boarsely,and
making an eflort to speak calmiy.

“ Llewelling Decwin,” replied tho child.

A shock passed over tho man’s faco; all
strength, self-poszession und controt wero swept
away, and and ag tho words, ¢ My God forgive
we " bucst almost unconsciously from his lips,
big teard welled up, and blotted out the wonder-
iug face of the little boy.

Some of us may remember how, after a season
of intenso anxicty, sleep bas fallen uron us,
sleep—or rather o trance—-during which tho
drama of iinesy, death, or danger, wo havo just
escaped, or suflered, is reacted, and realized in
its most dreaded shiapo; wo may remember how
wo awakened from that sleep, our heart quiver-
ing with agony, and our eyes too wild to weep;
—awuakened to find the wholo o dream, to look
up at the newly risen sun, and to recogoise the
very fruition of hope.

Sowething liko this was that awakening of
Alice. ler first conscious glance fell upon her
husband’s fuce, not as sho had scen itin that
terrible moment, when she fainted, bu’ ag she
had prayed to sce it. Thero was no talk of
parduu, or reproach ; Alice silenced both. Both
had suflered; and although the loving gaze of
the wifo nussed much from the rcare-worn faco
resting upon her hands, yet sho saw deep in tho
cyes the love that was to brighten her futuro
life, and cneble ber to forget the sorrow of tho
past,

I. D. Feyron.

LINKS WITH TOE PAST.

—

TTENTION has recently been recalled-—by

the revival of a statement which has gone
the round of the papers—to the extraordinary
fiuct that & person i3 now lwing who has scen
auother who saw another who was present at the
battle of Fleddeun Fuld, fought in 1513, in the
raign of Heury VIII.  The statement is to this
effceui—

Henry Jenkins, a boy twelve years old, was
empluyed to earry a horseload of arrows, which
were used by the English in resisting James IV,
at Flodden.  Jenhaus lived to be tho oldest man
ever known in Fngland, attaining the extraor-
dinary age of 169, seveuteen years more of Life
than were given to Old Parr. About the year
1660, Jeukins, when nearly 160 years old, was
scen by Peter Garden, a youth sixteen years old.
Garden lived to bo 131 years old, dying at
Auchterless, in Aberdeeashire, in 1775. There
13 & gentleman now alive who remembers seecing
and conversing with this old man. o take
occasion to note down a fow moro remarkablo
instances linking tlie present with the past,

1t is very probable that the late Lord Palmers-
ton saw and talked to a person who had seen
another born in tho reign of Quecen Elizabeth.
Ho wag thirtcen years old when Macklin tho
actor died at the age of 105, and Macklin, ono
of the best known men in London, was born in
1690, so that he might very casily bave known,
and very probably did, aged persons who were
born several years before Elizabeth died, and
while Shakespeare was at the height of his
career.

A gentleman cighty years of age, writing in
1851, stated that ho saw in 1781 Mrs. Arthar, of
Limerick, o vencrable lady, who was present at
the siego of Limerick in 1691, and described to
Lim the horrors of tho siege. Here the ono link
connected two dates 160 years apart.

Sir Welter Scott's mother bed spoken with a
person who recoliected Oliver Cromwell’s eatry
mto Edinburgh in 1650. The lady survived till
tlo year 1820.

William IV. used to relate that he had spoken
to a butcher at Windsor, who had conversed
with Charles I The interval, therefore, touched
the reigns of nine English sovercigns.

Lady Bardwicke, who dicd in 1858,at tho age
of nipety-three, had seen her grandfather at &

period when sho was young, and he very old.
Charles II. gavo away tho brido when their
grandfatber was married to his firat wifb,

Dr. Jobn Mackenzie, living as  rotired physi-
cinn at Edinburgh, in 1841, has attended profes-
sionally a lady who was born so fur back as
1667, in tho timo of Charles 1I. Thia was tho
Oountess of London, who lived to completa her
100th year. Sho and her physician, therefore,
liad, botween them, scon the reign of Charles 11,
James I, William and Mary, Anne, all tho four
Georges. William IV, and Victoria,

There is no reagon to doubt that Old Parr saw,
or was seen by, his grandson. Tdic ono was
born in 1483; tho other died in 1756, Tho ono
was contemporary with ovents in the timo of
Richard I1I. ; tho other with cvents nearly to the
time of George III.

Tho late Lord Chancellor Campbell used to
boast pleasantly that he had conversed with old
Sir Isaac Heard, the herald, who had conversed
with a person who had witnessed the execution
of Charles I.

A gentleman named Murray, who died only &
few years ago, remembered having been told by
the Earl of Afansfceld, in 1787, that his lordship
bad conversed with a man who was prescnt at
the same execution.

The late Lord Y,yndhurst was born in Massa-
chusctis when that Stato was a British Colony,
and beforo tho United States Republic existed ;
yet ho lived to sco tho year 1863, When the
Prince of Waleswas in America in 1860, ho con-
versed with Ralph Farnbam, who served as s
soldier at the battle of Bunkers Hill in 1775.

If a man be very advanced in life when his
son is born, the experienco of the two may cover
a wide stretch of time, withont either of them
living to a really very old age. There was s
man living at Headley, in Hants, in 1852, who
was thoe son of a man born so far back as 1697,
The son, born when tho father was seventy-two
years old, lived to be eighty-threo years old by
1852, and may, perchance, bo still alive. Charles
IX. of France had & son whose wife, if French
history is to bo trusted, did not die till 139 years
after her fother-in-law's death—the ono cvent
occurring in 1574, the other in 1713. Cardan, the
physician, was born 150 ycars after tho birth of
lus grandfather. Benjamin Fravklin's grand-
father was born before the end of Elizabeth's
reign, although Benjamin heaself lived to seo
thirty ycars of Georgo III's reign. Charles
Fox's uncle, Sir Stephen Fox, was Paymaster of
tho Forces so far back as 1679.

Sometimes tho range of events which come
within tho experienco of one family, depends on
several generations beiag alive at the same time,
owing chiefly to carly marriages, Mention is
mado of oo Mary Cooper, who, on an interesting
occasion, said—* Rise up, daughter, and go to
thy daughter, for her daughter's daughter hath a
daught »” How many gencrationshero claimed
tho venerablo Mary Cooper as a progenitress, tho
reader witl perhaps be able to count. Horace
Walpole, when sixty-seven years old, was able to
say that he had seon seven gencrations in onmo
family.

Dr. OrrorT, who has beenrecently in London,
made a discovery, while there. and which isof con-
siderablo interest to Biblical archxologists. Ina
new inscription of the king whose sonals are
on the Numrfid Obelisk, and whom he calls Sal-
maneser I11, he fourd the name Achabbu Ciri'lay,
st Ahab tho Israclite,”as that of a hing reigning
in his sixth year. Tho names of both the king
and bis country aro new; and the spelling of
the latter is reanarkable. This Salmaneser, who
reigned atleast thirty years,received presentafrom
Jehu, whom he improperly calls tho son of Omri,
before tho close of his reign ; and bewaged war
with Hazael, King of Syria, in his ecightcenth
year. The last threo roral names were discov-
ered by Dr. Hincks in 1851. According to the
Book of King there wers thirteen years between
tho death of Abab and the accession of Jehu;
and it was durieg this interval that Hazael began
to reign in Syria. Tho contemporsry Assyrian
records are hero in perfoct harmony with the
statements in the Bible.

GREEN MANTLE.

A Tas or O1o MANCHESTRR.

——

‘THERE wero a good many ofus at homo; no

Iack of mouthg to feed, and not too much to put
into them ; so when Ihad finished my schooldays
—an event which oceurred tolerably carly—I was
packed off to Manchester ¢o serve an apprentice-
sbip in o Manchester warchouse.

‘I had plenty of work there, and gomo littlo pay,
and when my father had found mo cheap lodg-
ings in the house of an clderly couple, and had
arranged tho payment with them s0 as to leave
mo o smali sum for pocket-woney, ho Yade mebe
a good Ind and atfentive to business, and left
me to my fate,

My home was too far distant to admit of my
visiting it oftenor than once a year, when I ab.
tained a brief holiday for the purpose, and I was
terribly lonely in the Lusy populous town. I
know nobody, and was shy of making acquain-
tances : my companions in tho warehouse were
ofi-band, rattling felluws, littlosuited to my taste ;
so I subsided into my quiet lodgings, ™ad, or
rather devoured, all tho boaks I could lay my
hands on, and grew up a solitary in tho midst of
thousands. Ouo passion I had, and that was to
hunt up every relic of antiquity I could possibly
manage to travel to ; and thero was not an old
hiall nor an old cburch within a circuit of twelve
or Jourteen wilesthat X did not make a pilgrimage
to.

Tho vestiges of old Manchester claimed parti-
cular attention, and I haunted the ncighbourhood
of tho ¢ collego” and the ¢ old church,” looking
at tho outsides o tho old houses (I was tov shy
to tbink of asking permission to cnter any of
them) until I knew overy chink and cranny in
their weatherbeaten faces, and camoe to Iook
upon them a3 my most intimatefriends. Some of
them wero public-bouses,and I ventured timidly,
and ot intervals, into these, calling modestly for
a glass of ale, and peeringinto the odd nooks and
corners, ducking, under tho heavy beawns, and
trying often vainly, to look through tho old green
glass which obscured the long low windows.

Well do I reraember my first visit to the ¢ Qld
Sun,” « The Poets’ Corner,” asitwas then, and is
sometimes ye', called—the reverenco with which
I entered its time-honoured walls—and thoe disap-
pointment [ felt at not finding within it any one
in the least liko what I thought a poet ought to
be. I went afterwards at various times with the
liko ill-success ; and at last I conter A myseclf
with the outside and most picturesqas . «w of it,
and left tho poets to keep up their ro.cls by
themselves.

Thus it was that I grew up, working hard du-
ring working hours, and enjoying tbo books and
tho pipe wbhich formed the occupation of my
leisure, takiog long rambles on foot upor tlic
Sundays, and an occasional walk through tho
oldest, narrowest, and most tortuous streets I
could find during the evenings of the week.

Long before my apprenticeship had concluded,
I found mysclf permanently installed in tho office,
or counting-house as it wasmore grandiloquently
celled, and that, no doubt, was tho fittest place
for me ; as yecar3 passed on, I became, by trans-
lation from stool to stool, packirg clerk, invoico
clerk, and book-keeper, obtaining an advance of
wages with cach change of positisn, uatil, as
book-keeper, 1 was munificently paid at the rate
of one hundred and fifty pounds & year, and had
reached the summit of my smbition.

As I got more money to spend, I purchased
more books and mado longer excursions, and at
length, fromm my retiring habits and scrapulous
punctuality, I was complimented fa the office by
the title of © Tho Old Bachelor,” which set very
lightly upon mo. I made and attempted to
mako no friendships, Duing my brief visits to
the library at the old college, indeed, Ipicked up
o sort of acquaintance with one of its constant
frequenters, the mustiest old bookworm in the
lot, whom I found there when I wout in and left
there when I came out,.and should bave belioved
to live thero but thatI knew no candles wero ad-
mitted, and that at night tho books would be
useless to him withont them. He was a strange
figure, dressed in & suit of rusty hlack, with o
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neckerchief twisted round his throat in a sort of
wisp, & pair of great goggle spectacles upon his
nose, and with two, three, or four folios usually
ranged round himn, one for reading, the others for
comparison and reference. I bad the good for-
tune once to hand him a ponderous tome which
had slipped from his knees whilst he was intent
upon another placed upon the stand before him ;
and aefter that time, if by chance he glanced up,
which might happen once in a month perhaps,
whilst I was in the reading-room, I was sure of a
kindly nod at least before he glanced down again.

QOnce, in a difficulty, I ventured to refer to
him, and I was no little astonished by the flood
of crudition poured in consequence upon me. He
knew everything that had been written upon the
subject; and gave me the key to my puzzle im-
mediately, together with half a hundred referen-
ces wherewith still further to elucidate it. Af-
terwards our relationship became almost that of
master and pupil ; and I may say that we be-
cume in some sort friends, though our only place
of meeting was the library.

The rule in our office was, that every one em-
ployed should be there and at work at nine
o'clock in the morning ; and accordingly at
twenty minutes before nine, precisely, I passed
the clock in the old church tower on my way to
it. I believe that every clock in the back street
in Strangeways in which I lived was t}med by
my movements, much in the same way in which
my watch was timed by the church clock as I
passed. From long habit this comparison had
become a necessity, and the only temptation I
ever had to omit it was occasioned by the passing
the same spot, at my precise moment, of a young
lady dressed in & green mantle, whom I met
morning after morning, and whose fresh, pleasant
face I got to look for until I fancied that missing
it would almost cast a gloom upon the day. It
was long before 1 did miss it: month aftgr
month, through the long winter, wet or dry, hail,
rain, or snow, at twenty minutes to nine 1 met
Greenmantle, as I called her in my own thought,
opposite the old church tower. Very soon I
knew her as well as any old house in the city, or
out of it, and could have described every fold in
Ler dress and every feature in her sweet face, but
1 had no one to describe them to at that time,andI
am not going to begin now.

I was a young man of five and-twenty-then,
but as shamefaced asa girl : if I fancied that
Greenmantle looked in my direction, I coloured
to the top of my head, 1 believe, and bastened
onward ; if she passed without appearing to
potice me, I was miserable for the day.

Gradually, I put together a little history for
her, but as it was incorrect except in two of its
more insignificant particulars, it need not be
detailed here. She had usually a roll of music
with her, so I knew she was a governess some-
where, and that was all I could make out with
certainty. I wanted to know all about her, who
she wag, where she lived, what relatives she

bad, and, above all, I wanted to know her, I: \ 4 |
had got to love her before I had exchanged | 'mad, I believe, and I'fancy the girl  thought so. |
Her face was |

a word, or even a nod, with her. A
the index to all goodness, and I felt that I,must
win her, or die. 1f I was asshy as a girl, I was
every bit as romantic ; and I actually upset all
the neighbours' equanimity by starting from my
lodgings ten minutes before my accustomed
time, and so persuading them that every clock in
the street was ten minutes behind time. But 1
missed seeing Greenmantle. I ran back, indeed,
just in time to see her skirt disappear in the distant
crowd ; but that did not content me, and for
weeks I became & true timekeeper again. Then I
tried being late : Ileft my lodgings at the ac-
customed hour, indeed ; but I loitered upon the
road, and Greenmantle passed me almost at my
own street end. I lingered and watched, but
she went on and on until I could distinguish her
no longer. Then I turned and ran,—ran at the
top of my speed to the office, which I reached
five minutes after nine, in time to find every
one, from the master, downward, speculating
upon my being seriously unwell, or possibly de-
funct. Thus things went till midsummer; 1
met Greenmantle, without appearing to recognizo
her, every morning, and I spent hours every even-
ing in visiting places in which I thought it pos-
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sible tomeet with her ; but, except at that precise
spot, at twenty minutes before nine, I ncver had
the luck to find. her.

I Lad even begun to speculate upon the possi-
bility of obtaining a day’s holiday, in order to
discover where she went to, and, possibly even,
where she lived. I dwelt upon the idea, delight-
ed, but the obstacles appearcd insuperable.
Could I say that 1 had urgent private business ?
Of course. But of what nature? I could not
summon courage to tell a lie, and perbaps still
less could I have told the truth,

Oue morning, Greenmautle did notappeer. It
was at midsummer, and we were busy with our
annual balance-sheet ; it was all but complete.
and I had to sign it : instead of Richard Naylor,
I signed, “ Greenmantle” 1 tore off the corner
surreptitiously, spilled some ink upon the mutila-
ted remnant, and toiled far into the night to pro-
duce a clean copy, which 1 had very nearly
signed “ Greenmantle” again.

For the next week or two I was miserable :
that Greenmantle must be enjoylng her holiday,
1 knew wcll enough ; but it was no slight de-
privation to find myself alone, morning after morn-
ing, at the accustomed hour.

1 dctermined I know not whet; I would speak
to her : I composed mumberless pretty speeches;
one or twofresh onesforevery day : I committed
them resolutely to memory : I conned them over
ag I walked, in the office even ; and I made mis-
takes in the books : my ledger, which uo pen-
kuife had ever touched, was disgraced for ever :
and still Greenmantle came not.

It was the middle of Angust, and I ought to
have started upon my annual journcy home. I
stirred not, and made no sign.

At length I was ordered off. I was getting
thin and ill, and my master saw it, and told me
to go into the country for ten days. I obeyed in
part ; but instead of going into the country, 1
commenced asystematic search for Greenmantle.
1 questioned everybody : cabmen, policemen,
porters : many had seen her, butnone lately, and
none knew where she lived. I was pursuing my
search still, and a week of my leave had nearly
expired, when, coming suddenly into the market-
glace, I'saw Greenmantle ; I wag sure it wasshe,

ut some carts intervened, and before I could
reach the spot,she was gone.

Here was new life, new hope for me! I spent;
long hours in the market next day, with Bowenis'
spectacles always looking at me and seeming to:
ask what I did there ; but I was rewarded at!
last. I saw Greenmantle coming, and pushed!
towards her through the crowd. i’,rgaqh,ed her, :
and should have spoken : it was her mantle, but’

the bounet was different, s0 was the face ! =
reckless ; my timidity had flown, and 1spoke to!
the girl who wore thd maptle T had been seeking|
so long. She wag Greeugmn.'th’g‘sisfgz,'(}.reen-,
mantlé wag fll ;"had’ béen Jvery il ; but :ghe;
was ‘better. Oh1yes, she was getting strang!
agaln ; they did not Uvé far from there., I was!

I bought grapes, oranges, eppiles, flowers, and 1.
wanted to buy Wine"forsller._ I pouged wy pur-|
chases into the skirt of the green mantle, and in- |
gisted upon sceing it home. .

I sent messages of love, sorrow, happiness.: 1
was gricved for this and happy. at that, miscrable
for the other ; T was eloquent and beslde myself.
I talked more in the ten minutes which it took us
to go through the market and to the top of
Smithy-door than I had done for months beforc ;
and when I was diswmissed at the door, [ stood
gazing absently at the old picturesque bailding
which beld ncarly all T cared for, until I turned
sick and fant from excesg of joy.

I went there in theevening, and knocked timid-
ly (after many efforts) at the door. The woman
of the honse told me Greenmantle’s name. Yes,
Miss Walton and her sister lived there : Miss
Walton had been ill; but she was mending
nicely ; she would giveiny card, would say that 1
had called ; would T wait then 77 1 felt very
uervous, but I would wait, and in »few moments
the gisicr came to me : Greenmantle had recog-
nized me ; Greenmantle would see me : would
1 walk upstairs ?

, Tt was an old-fashioned hopse, and I had never

before geen one so charming ; the stairs were of
old oak, wide and spacious; I sprang up them
with alacrity ; three flights were passed, and
then, in a large wainscoted, poorly-furnished
room, Ifound Greenmantle, pale and propped with
pillows, but witha pleasant smile of welcome on
her worn, dear face. I could do no more than I
had done, she said: they were well off, they
were rich : at least they had sufficient to last
them for some time: but she was glad to sce
me ; it was like seeing an old friend. Then
Greenmantle spoke of bouks, pictures, flowers ;
led e to my own subjects, and appeared to
listen with interest. 1 was eloquent; I wus
inspired ; 1 astonished myself iz particular ;
but I had no time to think of it then. Her sister
told me to go: Greenwaatle was tired ; but 1
might come again: the mext day if 1 chose.
1 did choose, and I chose to go for many a day after.
I haonted the neighbourhood of their lodgings ;
and 1 have a particular affection yet for the large
o0ld window near the top of the most picturesque
old house in Manchester, that at the higher end
of old Smithy door. From that window Grecn-
mantle has oftenlooked kindly down to me.

She recovered rapidly ; her sister said that
I was her best doctor; and after I had spoken my
love, which T did soon, and without any very ex-
traordinary bungling in doing so, she told me ber
plain, simple story. Their father was a trades-
man 1n a distant town ; they had been carcfully
educated, partly with the iiea that they might
have to fight their own way : father and mother
had both died suddenly, and almost at the same
Lour, and there was nothing left for them but
their plano and some trifling erticles of furniture
which their father's creditors had presented to
them. They had an unclein Manchester (he was
in the next room, and I must get his consent) ;
go they had come here, and Greenmantle had
maintained both her sister and herself by her ex-
ertions a9 a governess. She had continucd her
sister's education, too, and she hoped now thuat
she could supply Ler place. .

And so Greenmantle went, with a radiant
face, to call her uncte ; and I awaited, in fear
and trembling, His much-dreaded approach. First
I heard -a great’ clatter of falling books, then a
merry langh and ashuffling ofslippercd fect, and
then the door'opencd and Greenmantle entered
leading by the hand—my old friend of the college
libraryt =

- ¥ sprang to him; I think I should have liked
40 kiss ‘him, for 'he shook me warmly by both
Hiands, muttered something about being happy,—
godd:-boy, good firl; very good girl ; and then
be jomed our'hands together, and shuffied away

: , | tohis:books again.
Here was disappointment dopbly. deep ! .1 wasi|’

And then Greénmantle made her confession.
She had known me quite as long as I had known
her : indeed she tbought longer, for severul
.times she had passe me whilst I was looking at
my : watch' : she saw that I was punctual ;
she- saw that T was fond of books ; she gues-
sed ' that I liked pictures; she knew that
I 1iked flowers; she hud known my name long
sinee; she knew that hier uncle had metme ; and
crowning coafession of all—hut that was not
made till after we were married—she produced

| my portrait, which she had painted for herself in

secret, after, as she said, she knew that I loved
her, and hoped that I would some day tell Lier
80,

So Greenmantle’s sister began to pass the old
church at twenty minutesto nine every morning,

}aud for a little while I used to mcet and Lid

her ¢ good morning” there : but as soon as 1 had
got my cage ready I took home my bird ; and
now we have turned Greenmantle into s ring-
dove, leaving the owl and linnet to keep house
together, till the linnet settles in her own ncest
(which, judging from appearances, will not be
long first), and then the owl is to come tous, and
I am to rammage both his books and his brains
atmy pleasure. J. .

Noxe of us really wishes to cxchange our
identity for that of another, yet we are rarcly sat-
isfied with ourselves.

A miTLE may be a diamond to the possessor,
but wniue persons out of ten will put very little
value upou it unless it is polished and set.
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WILD-BOAR HUNTING IN INDIA.

IS sport is far sugirior to fox-hunting in
England. Perhaps in fox-hunting more skill
is required to  pick” the fences and choose a
good line of country, but an old and experienced
boar-hunter will tell you that it is not an easy
task to give a good account of a “long lean
tusker” with the condition of a Derby favourite,
and the cunning of a Derby favourite’s owner.
You must in most cases follow his line of coun-
try, which is invariably the worst be can choose ;
—over rocky ground intersected with deep nul-
lahs and ravines, and not unfrequently, if he can
find it, through short thorn jungle, or over black
rotten soil, riven and cracked in all directions.
A gallop at racing pace over such ground, with
long spear in the rider's hand, and the prospect
of & charge from the foe in the rider’s mind'seye,
require nerve ard skill.

The low price of grain, and the moderate rate
of servanty wages, enable most officers in
India tokeep two or threehorses, and a ¢ tattoo "
A most useful and enduring little animal, that
fully supplies the place of & cover hack. In

most ¢ pig-sticking” countries the borses are-

reserved solely for that purpose, and are kept in
race-horse condition, for the pace they have to
maintain, although'rarely extending beyond four
miles of a stretch, is such that good condition is
absolutely indispensable. The tattoo carries his
owner to tLe meet (not unfrequently thirty miles
distant) ; to parade in the morning; aud to the
mess-room at night.

In most statians where the neighbouring
country affords ¢ pig-sticking,” a tent club is
constituted ; each member subscribing a few
rupees monthly, and so forming a fund, out of
which the « shikaree” and beaters are paid. In
general the villagers are vez ready and willing
to give every information in their power concern-
ing the haunts of the boar, for the damage he
does in the sugar-cane, kates, and cholum-fields
is very great indeed. A ¢ sounder” of hog will
very frequently travel ten or fifteen miles in &
night in search of food, and will canter the same
distance back in the morning ; but occasionslly,
in quiet parts, they will lie down in fields that
have grain high enough to afford them shelter,
and will remain there.

The best hunting-grounds are the large sandy
plaing, with here and there a narrow long belt of
toddy jungle. In these jungles the wild-boar
delights. The club ¢ shikaree” is constantly
away on the iook-out for marks or news of hog,
and, as soon a8 he has obtained authentic intelli-
goence of a sounder, he returns immediately to
give infurmation to the “ sabib log.” The next
day is fixed upon for the hunt, and away goes
the ¢ shikarce” again to the villages near the
appointed rendezvous to collect beaters. Tents
servaats, provisions, and beer (the last a mos
indispensable adjunct), are sent om by each
sportsman, aud in the evening all start on their
« tattoos” for the meet. These meetings are by
no means the least agreeable part of the business,
when ail are seated outside the tents after
dinuer, imbibing brandy-pawny and smoking
cheroots. But many cheroots and much btang-
pawny aro not beneficial to the nerves, so the
wisest and best sportsmen retire early.

Betimes in the morning the camp is all alive,
Horses neigh, horsekeepers shout to one another,
and cries for coffee and boots resound on all
gides. Daylight in India bursts suddenly with
a flash upon the sight, and, though a man has
begun to dress in the dark and with the aid of
candlcs, before he has finished it is broad bright
day.

On coming forth under such circumstances,
the sight is pretty and exhilarating. The snowy
tents pitched here and there among the green
and shady mangoe-trees ; the picketed horses in
the act of being  marlished” and prepared for
the hunt; ¢ boys” boiling coffee at a fire made
under an old mangoe, and atwhich three or four
followers are toasting their handsand squatting ;
a small bonfire, around which are seated some
two hundred individuals of all ages and descrip-
tions, but nearly all alike as to squalor and dirt,
the sweat caused by former days of toil being

apparent on their bodies in the form of a dry
white ecurf, 8o that they remind one of a cab-
horse that has dried in the wind. It is not cold;
there is & nice cool soft and refreshing breeze;
but natives, even in the heat of the summer, in-
variably crouch round a fire in the mornings.

A caup of coffee and cheroot, and we are ready
to atart for the cover, but before doing so we
may glance at one or two of the most prominent
men In the hunt, most of whom are out now,
looking to their horses and gear: a precaution
pever to be forgotten by a careful huntsman.
The first to attract attention, is & tall good-
looking young fellow talking to his horsekeeper
in & jargon he fondly supposes to be Hindostauce,
but which sorely puzzles his man, who hag the
strongest possible idea what it is not, and the
weakest ible idea what it is. The rosy
colour of his cheeks, and the incipient dowu upon
his lip (which he i3 constantly stroking as he
speaks), denote the youngster coming under the
denomination of ¢ griffin.” This is his first essay
at pig-sticking, and all last night he disturbed
the other occupants of the tent he slept in, by
jumping up, over and over a%xin, to see if it
were nearly morning. Yesterday, too, bis un-
fortunate tattoo, with exoeedinfly nobby-looking
legs, was made to go nearly double distance by
reason of his rider's wnstanﬁ‘{ rushing off after
sowe jackal or antelope, with s wild hope of
gpearing the creature—and at other times he
carried his spear always poised and unpleasantly
near to the small of his next neighbour's back.
But time and practice will correct that, for his
heart is in the right place. He is looking with
admiring eyes upon a wild bull-necked Persian
horse, which no amount of argument will per-
suade him is notan Arab of the purest breed.
It looks sulky just now, probably foreseeing a
hard day's work. At a little distance from ghis
ardent fyoung sportsman is a small spare wiry
man of about fifty years of age, as sa‘aight a3
an arrow, dressed in en old-fashioned but neat
brown coat and trousers to metch, and a flat
low-crowned hat nearly the colour of his coat.
His features are gharp, and tanned with exposure
to the climate, but he has a bright piercing eye.
Ho bas been some thirty years in the service,
only three of which have been passed in Eng-
land. But he is as herd a8 he looks, and would
outlive any younger man in a hard day’s work.
He is a8 good a sportsman as heis an oéoer, and
he i8 considered to be one of the best in the
service. The grey muscular Arab that he is
mounted on, is the very counterpart of its rider,
and in condition to gallop for a man’s life. All
its equipments are in first-rate order—so is his
horsekeeper, who is just now shouldering a ser-
viceable Joe Manton, and a spear with a head so
bright that it glistens again in the sun. The next
person, with a face like Don Quixote’s, barring
the beard, and with a complexion perbaps &
little more ruddy than the famous knight, has an
immensely long body and very short legs, and is
clothed in a large-patterned check cotton cloth
jacket, of a cut peculiarly its owner's. He is
smoking a huge Trichinopoly cheroot, and is a
mighty collector of cheroots, Also, of boots:
rows upon rws of whick, in immense numbers,
decorate all his rooms. '

But the coolies, headed by the ¢ shikaree,” are
moving slowly forward in the direction of a long
narrow belt of toddy jungle : a most likely look-
ing spot. The ¢ shikaree”%ms an old single-barrel
gun, his badge of office, and a large broad-bladed
kififs stuck in his girdle. Each coolie is armed
with a thick long bamboo, and - very many of
them have tom-toms, cholera horns, and rattles,
The toddy bund, which extends nearly due east
and west, is about a mile long, and a quarter of
a mile broad. On the north side there is a sandy
plain stretching away some three or four miles,
and bounded by & low range of rocky hills
covered with cactus and thorn-bushes. This is
the direction the boar will most probably take,
and as there are beaters enough to extend along
the whole line of the bund, it is decided to beat
it frora south to north. A short council is held
a8 to where the different horsemen shall place
themselvezﬁeand soon the signal for the commence-
ment of beat is . given. Then arises most

unearthly noises; noises calculated, one would

‘say, to frighten the most courageous of beasts,
and nofses that no human beings but natives
could make. But to the *pig-sticker” it iaa
charming noise, and &8 melodious to him as thé
whimper of the fox-hound is to the English
sportsman. Unearthly as the uproar is, the boar
but sulkily responds to it, and jogs slowly and
stubbornly but silently along the undergrowth.
Just previous to breaking cover he stops, as it
were, to consider his line of country, then sud-
denly leaps forth with a long lobbing canter that
does not seem to be fast, but which will try the
gpeed of the fleetest horsein the hunt. A shriek
of ¢ Gone away ! and some twenty horsemen
burst forth from the cover like so many devils.
The boar slightly increases Lis pace, and the
race fuirly eets in. A little to the right it is
rather rocky, and there are some ugly dry water-
courses which Le thinks will puzzle his enemies,
g0 he makes for them. But all his tactics are of
no avail. A grim-bearded old stager, mounted
on a flea-bitten grey Arab, that bounds over the
rocks and nullahs like an antelope, has been
slowlial:ut surely creeping up; and before the
boar completed two-thirds of his journey, he
finds this cool and determined-looking customer
riding alongside of him. Such presumption
makes him whet his tusks again with rage, and
turning short round with a couple of savage
grunts, he charges ferociously, but it won't do.
The spear is down in an instant, and by his own
impetuosity he has stabbed himself deeply just
above the shoulder-blade; and the gallant flea-
bitten grey, with alight bound forward, has kept
clear of his tusks. His fate is now sealed, for
the delay occasioned by the charge has let up
some of the other huntsmen, He charges first
on one and then on the other, receiving deadly
wounds each time. At last, exhausted by loss
of blood, without & groan or & grunt, he sighs
his 1ast breath away. It is useless to attempt to
beat the same piece of jungle over, for those hogs
that remained in when the ficst broke cover have
long ago sought refuge in flightin another direc-
tion; but the « shikaree” knows of another
likely spot some three miles distant, and it is
immediately decided to proceed thither. .
This time a whole sounder break forth at once,
and the hunting-party i broken up into two or
three different lots. Two huge tuskers and one
gow are the resalt.

How 10 Krgp Minp axp Bopy v Heapte— [
am always obliged to breakfast before I rise—
my constitutionrequires it,” deawls out some fair
votary of fashion. *Unless I take a bottle of
port after dinper,” cries the pampered merchant,
“ T am never well.” ¢ Without my brandy-and-
water before I go to bed, I cannot sleep a wink,”
says the comfortable shapkeeper; and all sup-
pose they are following Nature; but sooner or
later the offended goddess sends her avenging
ministers in the shape of vapours, gout, or dropsy.
Having long gone wrong, you must get right by
degrees; there is no summary process. Medi-
cine may assist, or give temporary relief; but
you liave a habit to alter—a tendency to change
—from & tendency to being ill to a tendency to
being well. First study to acquire a composure
of mind and body. Avoid agitation or hurry of
one or the other, especially before or after meals,
and whilst the process of digestion is going on,
To this end, govern your temper—endeavour to
look at the bright side of things—keep down ag
much as possible the unruly passions—discard
envy, hdtred, and malice, and lay your head
upon your pillow in charity with all mankind.
Let not your wants outrun your means. What-
ever difficulties you bave to encountér, be not
perplexed, but think only what is right to do in
the sight of Him who seeth all things, and bear
without repining the result. When your meals
are solitary let your thoughts be cheerful : when
they are social, which is better, avoid disputes,
or serious au-gmn»\mté or unpleasant topics. “Un-
quiet meals,” says Shakspeare, “make ill diges-
tions }” an(i the contrary is produced by easy
conversation, a pleasant project, welcome news,
or a lively companion.—Walker's Original.

No man is so ihsignificant as to be sure his ex-
ample can do no hutt.—Lord Clarendon,
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Continued from page 173,
CHAPTER XLII. THE MAUSOLBUM.

Thero was a very curions object in Castle-
towers Park, tho shape of which wag lik. a
watchman's lantern, and tho material blue
granito. It stood ona little crmintnce in a retired
corner of tho domain, was approached by a double
row of dwarf cypresses, about three feet and a
half in heigrt, and enshrined tho last mortal ro-
ruains of a favourite hunter belangiag to the lato
Earl. 1t was called ¢ The Mausuleum.”

A moro bopelessly ugly cdifice it would bo
difficult to conceive; but tho late Eanl had in-
tended it to bo a modol of elegant simplicity,
and had waste somo bhundreds upon it.  Being
abroad when his old horse died, be scrawled a
rough outline of the Temple of Vesta on o sheet
of foreign note-paper, ard sent it up to his
stoward with instructions to hand it over for
oxecution to a Guildford stonemason. But the
Earl wag no draughtsman, and the stonemason,
who had never heard of the Temple of Vesta in
his life, wag no genius: and thus it happened
that tho park at Castlotowers cameo to be dis-
figured by an architectural phenomenon com-
pared with which tho toll-housecs on Waterloo
Bridgo wero chaste and classic structures. The
Earl, however, died in Naples, in happy iguo-
rance of the deed that had been done, and his
successor had, not thought it worth while to pull
the building down.

When Sa.on rgse from bhis seat, under tho
great oak, it was yot so early thst he vas
tempied to prolong his walk.” So he went
rambling on among tho ferns, watching the
rabbits, and thinking of Miss Colonns, till he
found himself, quito suddenly, at the foot of tha
littlo eminenco on which the mausoleum was
built. R

It so happened that, although he had been
more than ten days at Castictowers, he had
never before strayed into this particular corner
of the park. The phenomenon was corsequently
a novelty in his cyey, and ho walked round it
wonderingly, contemplatiog its ugliness frqn
every side.  Ho then went up and tried the
door, which was, painted to look like green
bronze, and studded all over with great sex-
agonal bosses, It swung back, however, quite
casily, apd Saxon walked fa.

The place was so dark, and the day outside
was 50 brflliant, that for the first few moments
he could gec nothing distinctly. At length a
dumpy pillar on & massive square bagse campo into
view in tha centre of the building, and Saxon
saw by the inscription carved upon it (in very
indifferent Latin) that the object of all thiscostly
deformity was a horse. And then he sat dJown
on the baso of & column, and contemplated the
mausoleum from vwithi . .

1t \pas, if possiblé, ugiier inside than ontside;
that i3 to say, the rescwblance to a lantern wes
moro petfect. The dumpy column looked ex-
actly like & gigantic candle, and tho very walls
were panclled in granite in a way that suggested
glass to
the stonemason possessed but a single grain of
criginal genius, ho would havo added a fine bold
haudle in solid granite to the outside, and made
the thing complete.

While Saxon was thinking thus, and lazily
criticising tho lato Earl's Latin, he suddenly be-
QIR0 AWATO of a lady coming slowly up between
tu\cypresses,

DS thought at first that the lady was Miss
Cclonnd\and was on the hoint of stepping out
to meet hx; but in almost the samo instant he
saw that she was g stranger.  She was leoking
down as sho walked, with her face so bowed
that ho could not sce hor features distinctly;
but her figure was more girlish than Miss Co-
lonoa’s, and ber step more timid and hesitating.
Ble seemed almost ag if sho were counting tho
daisies jn thp grass a3 she camo alons. | .

, Saxon acarcely knew what fo do. Ho had
risen ffom his seat, and now stood a little way

tho least imaginative observer, Had]

back in tho doep g\gndo‘w‘of tho mausoleum.

hilo ho was yet hesitating whother to como
forward or remaln whero ho was, tho young lady
paused and looked round, as if expeoting gome
one,

She had no sooger lifted up her faco than
Saxon remembered to havo seen it beforo. Ho
could not for his lifo tell when or where; but he
was ag confident of tho fuct as if every circum-
stanco connocted with it were fresh in his
memory.

She was very fair of comploxion, with soft

brown hair, and largoe childliko brown pyes—
eyes with just that aort of startled, pathetic ex-
pression about them which ono sces in tho oyes
of & caged chamols. Sarxon remcmbhered even
that look in them——remembered how that imago
of tho caged chamois had pregented itgelf to him
when ho saw them first—and then, all at once,
there flashed upon him tho picturo of o railway
station, an empty train, and a group of, three
persons standing besido tho opendoor of & second-
closs Z0.
Yos; ho recollected all about it now, even to
the amount ko had paid for her fare, and the
fact that the lost ticket had heen taken from
Sedgebrookstation. Involuntarily, he drew back
still further into tho gloom of the mausoleum.
Ho would not have shown bimself, or have put
himself in the way of being thanked, or paid, for
the world.

Then sho sighed, as if’ sho were weary or dis-
agpointed, and camo o fow steps nearer; and as
she continned to advance, 8axon continued to
rotreat, till she was nearly at the door of the
mausoleum, and ho had got quite round behind
tho pillor. It was liko s sceuo upon a stago;
only that in this instanco the actors were impro-
viging their parts, and there were no spectators
to seo them.

Just as ho was speculating upon what he
should do if shc came in, and asking himself
whether it would not be i)etter, even pow, to
walk boldly out and risk tho chances of recog-
nitivn, the yonng lady decided the question for
bim by sitting down on the threshold of the
building.

_ Saxon was out of his perplexity now. He
was a prisoner, it was truc; but his timo was
all hig own, and he. could afford to wasto it in
peeping from behind a pillar at the back of a
young lady'sxnnet. Beas. :{mthero as an air
of adventuro about the proceeding that was quite
delightful, ag far as it went.

S0 he kept very quiet, Bearcely daring to
breathe for fear of alarming her, and amused him-
self by conjecturing what imaginahle business
could bring Misg Riviére of Camberwell to this
particular corner of Castletowers Park. Was it
possible, for inslance, that the Earl hed been
insane enough to have the phenomenon photo-
graphed, and wds she about to colour the photo-
graph on the spot? The idea was too monstrous
to be cxigmix}eg t:t{r Y nlx;)ment.h Ax:]d ;hi;n the
young lady ed agaln—such a deep-drawn,
tremulc s, millgmcholy sigh, that Saxon’s heart
ached to hearit., .

. It Was no sigh of mere fatigne. Unlearned as
He was in man and womankind, he knew at once
that such a sigh could only come from o heart
heavily laden, And so hefell to wondering what
her trouble could be, and whether he could help,
in aoy anonymous way, to lighten it for her.
What if he sent her a hundred-pound note in a
blank cavelope? She looked poor, and even

Bt at this point his meditations were broken
in upen., A shadow, darkened the doorway;
Miss Rividre roso from her seat upon tho thresh-
old; and Lady Castletowers stood suddenly
beforo Saxon’s astonished eyes.

OHAPTAD XLNU. WHAT BAYON HEARD IN THR
MATBOLRUN,

Lady Cestletowers wds tho first to spesk ;and
ger oice, when she spoke, was measured and
aughty,

“You have requested to sce me again, Miss
Rizjléx;,’;’ SI&?M' N doson tho al
. %I have noompeue@o 0'50,” was the al<
tost fnaudible roply.

iy

“ And I bave come hero at your request.”

Lady Castlotowers paused, as if for somo ac-
kmowledgment of her condesconsion in having
dono 80; but no acknowledgmont cams,

“1 must, however, beg you to undorstand
quito distinctly that it is for tho lagt time,” sho
said, presently. “It is impossible that { should
uold any future communication with you other
wiso than by letter, aud then only at stated
periods, a8 heretofore,

Tho young lady murmured somotoing of which
Caxon could not distinguish a gyllsiue,

“Then you will oblige mo by esying it at
onco, and a3 briefly as possible,” replied Lody
Castletowers.

Saxon felt very uncomfortable. He knew
that he ought not to be there. Ho knew this
to bo a strictly privato contversation, and was
quito awaro that ho ought not to overhear itj
and yet what was ho to do? Ho could still
walk out, it was truo, and expinin his favolun-
tary lmprisonment; but ho had an instinctive
fecling that Lady Castletowers would not have
como to meot Miss Rividre in the park if she
bad not wished to keep the meeting secrct, and
that his presenco there, however well ko might
apologlso for it, would cause her ladyship a very
disagrecable surprisoe. Or he might stop his
cars, and 80 be, virtually, as far away as in his
London chambers; but then he felt certain that
this young girl whom ho had assisted onco be-
foro, was now in some great trouble, aud he
longed to know what that troublo was, that ho
might assist her again. So, as thess thoughts
flashed through his mind, Saxon concluded to
stay where he was, and not stop his cars—at
least for tho present.

Lady Castictowers had requested Miss Rividre
to state her business at once, and also to state it
briefly ; but it scemed asif tho task werostrangely
dificult, for the girl still hesitated.

At lezth she said, with o kind of sob =

“ Lady Cestletowers, my mother is very ill.”

And t{en Saxon could ses that sho was weep-
ing.
g'Do you mean that your mother ig dying?”
asked the Qountess, coldly.

“ No; but that sho must die, if the necessary
means are not taken to savo her.”

# \What do you mean by the necessary means ?*

« Doctor Fisher says that she must go to some
placo on the Italian coast—to Nico, or Mentone,”
replied the girl, n'aking a great effort to steady
her voicp, and keep hor tears from falling. “He
thinks she may live there for years, with careand
proper treatment; bute—

& Why not here, with care and proper treat~
ment ¥ said Lady Castletowers. .

# Ho says this variablo climate is killing her
—that gho i3 dying, day by day, ag long as ske
remains in it.?

“It is her native climate,” said Lady Castle-
towers.

« Yes—but sho was 8o young when she left it,
and she has lived go many, many years of her
lifo abroad,”

S Well 77

The girl lifted up her face, all pale and tearfal
as it wag, and :~oked at her—jast looked at her
~-but gaid never a word. Itwas not an indig-
nant lopk-—nor an imploring look-—nor even a
reproachful look; but it was, at all events, a lock
that Lady Castletowers seemed to understand,
for she replied to it, and the reply, thongh spoken
a8 haughtily as ever, had in it somethiog of the
nature of an apology.

«You are aware,” she said, ¢ that yourmother’s

-annuity i3 paid out of my own private means,

and without my son’s knowledge. Andmy privata
means are very small, 86 amall, that I find it
difficult to meet even this . dligation, inconsider-
able a8 it is.” .
“ But you will not let her die, Lady Castle-
toweral You cannot—-you will not let her diel”
And tho young girl wrung ber hands togcther,
in tho passionate earnestness of her appeal.
Lady Oastletowers looked down, and szemed
a3 if she were tracing patterns on the turf with
the et of her pa.asol. | - _
«What sum do you require 7 ghe said, slowly,
« Doctor Fisher said abont thirty poudge—m=?
“Impossible. I will try to give you tweaty
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pounds for this purposo—in fact, ¥ will promiso
you tweanty pounds; but I cannut do more.”

Miss Riviére was about to speak; but tho
Countess slightly raised her band, and checked
tbe words upon her lips.

“Tho anuuity,” she said, “shall bo paid, as
usual, into the hands of whatever foreign banker
you may indicate; but I beg you both to under-
atand that I must bo troubled with no more ap-
plications of this kind.”

The gicl's cheek glowed with sudden indigna-
tion.

“You will be troubled with none, madam,”
she said. ¢ lad thero becn any other person in
the world to whom I could have applied for aid,
1 should not have claimed your assistance now.”

Her cyo dilated, and her lip trembled, and gho
said it firmly and proudly—as proudly as Lady
Cuatletowers herself might havo done.  But tho
Countess passed her ag if'she bad not spoken, and
swept down tho little avenue of cypresses, with-
out taking any further notice of her presence.

Miss Riviéro continued to stand in the same
proud attitude titl the last gleam of her lady-
ship’s silken skirts had disappeared among tho
trecs. And then her strength suddenly gave
way, and she sat down sgain upon the gloomy
tbreskold, and sobbed as if her heart wero break-
ing.

CHAPTER 3LIV. THE ART OF SPELLING OCT.

It was no wonder that Saxon could not be
found when be was wanted, or that it was late
before hie returned to tho house. His imprison-
ment lasted gltogether more than an hour; and
when Miss Riviéro at length roso and went away,
Lie took o long walk round in another direction,
in order that be might be able to account for his
abscnce.

He had no sooner mado his appearance, how-
over, in the dmawing-room, than tho Earl carried
i off to Signor Colonna’s study, and thero left
bim. The Itahan met bim with outstretched
hands; and Olimpia, who was writing busily,
looked up and smiled as he camo in.

«\What am I to say to you, Mr. Trefalden?”
cxclaimed Colonna. ¢ Hotw shall I thank you?”
« Pray don’t meation it,” said Saxop, shyly.

“How can I help mentioning it? An actof
such munificence——-"

“1 ghould be so much obliged to you,” inter-
rupted Saxon, #if you would say nothing about
it‘"

# You may compel me to silence, Mr. Trefal-
den; but every truo heart in Italy will thank
you.”

«I bope not, because I don’t deserve it. I did
it to—to pleaso Miss Colonna.”

“Then 1 hope that you at Ieast permitied her
to thank you as you deserve to bo thanked, Mr
Trefalden,” said tho Italian, as he glaunced smil-
ingly frum the one to the other. “And now will
you pardon me if I ask you s question?”

«1 ghall be happy to answer a thousand.”

# You have givenus your chequo for a very
large sum,” said Colonns, taking tho paper from
hisdesk, and glancing atitas he spoke. “Forso
large o sum that I have almost doubted whother
your banker will cash it on presentation. It is
unusual, at all events, for even miltionnaires like
sourself, Mr. Trefalden, to keep s¢ many loose
thousands at their banker’s. May I ask if you
have given this o thought?”

Saxon stared hard at tho chequo across the
table, and wendered whether Olimpia had really
doubled it or not; but the slopo of the desk pre-
vented him from secing the igures distinetly.

“f have thought of it,” he replied, with a
troubled look, “and —and I am really
afraid—"

“That yoar balance will be found insufficient
to cover it,” added Colonna, entering a brief me-
morandum on the margin of tho cheque. “Itis
fortanatc that I asked the gnestion.”

“I am very sorry,” stammered Saxon.

«YWhy s07 {t is matter of no importance.”

#1 was afraid—-"

«1 do not know, of course, how yoar moncy is
placed,” said Signor Colonns, “but I shonld
suppose you will have no difficulty in transfer-
ring to Drummond's whatever amount may be
necessayy.?

“It's in governmont stack~~tbat is, a great
part of it,” replied Saxon, mindful of the New
QOverland Routo Railway and Steam-Packet
Company, Limited.

#Q0h, then you will only have to soll out.
Nothing casier.”

Nothing easier, indeed! Poor Saxon!

“You may havo to go up to town, however,”
added Colonna. * By the way, who is your stock-
brokert”

But Saxon did not cven know what a stock-
broker wags.

“ My cousin rmanages my money for me,” said
he; “I must go to him avout it.”

“¥r. Trefalden of Chancery-lane 7"

¢ Yes.”

Siguor Colonna and bis daughter exchanged
glances.

%1 do not see that you need trouble your cousin
this time,” said tho Italian, after a moment's ho-
sitation.

#Why not??”

“Because a lawyer bas nothing to do with the
transfer of stock. He can onlf cmploy a stock-
broker for you; and why should you not employ
a stockoroker for yourself? It is more simple.”

« ] don't think my cousin William would like
it,” said Saxon, hesitatingly.

¢ Pray pardon me, but is it well that you shouid
defer s0 much to his opinidn? Migbt it not iead
him to think himself privileged to establish some
sort of censorship over your actiong?”

Saxon was gilent. Ho kpew that his cousin
had already established that censorship, and that
ko had submitted to it. But he did not feel in-
clined to acknowledge it,

«“The present,” said Si{;nor Colonna, “is a
case in point. Your cousin is no hearty friend
to our cause. Ho never gave sixpence to Italy
in his life, and be will surely regard this no™le
giftof yours from an adverse point of view. Why
then place the matter beforo him? If he dis-
approved you would not withdraw your dona-
tion—"

@« Qf course not!” cxclaimed Saxon, hastily.

« And you would offend him if you persisted.
Bo advised by me, my dear Mr. Trefalden, and
act for yourself”

«But 1don’t know how to act for myself,” said

0D.

«§ will put you in the way of all that. I will
introduce you to my friend, Signor Nazzari, of
Austin Friars. He is so Itlian Jew—a stock-
broker by profession—and worthy of whatever
confidenco you may be disposed to placo in
him.”

Saxon thanked him, but his mind wes ill atease,
and his facs betrayed it. Ho was sorely tempted
by Signor Colonna’s proposition. He shrunk
from telling his cousin what he had done, and he
knew that William Trefalden would bo ten times
moro annoyed than he was by tho Greatorex
transaction; but, on tho other hand, he abhorred
deceit and double-dealing.

“ But won't it scem sly to William?” he said,
preseatly.  “1 won't do what's sly, you know.
I'd put up with anythiog sooner.”

Signor Colonna, who had been writing his
countryman's address on a slip of paper, looked
up at this aud laid his pen aside.

«)My dear sir,” ho said, 1 but advise you to
do as other gentlemen do in your position. No
lawyer does stockbroker’s work.”

#That may be, and yet——r->

“You might ag reasonably send for your lawyer
if you were ill. o could but cali in a physician
to cure yon, as he would now call in a stock-
broker to sell your stock.”

« I wish I knew what I ought to do!® cjacn-
lated Saxon.

Tho Italian glanced impatiently towards his
daughter, but Olimpia went on writing, and
wouid not look up. She kaew quito well that
her father waated sier to throw in the weight of
her infuence, but sho had resolved to say nothing.
Tho great work wes hers to do, and sho bad
done it; but she would not stoop to the Iess. So
Colonna went back, unaided, to tho charge, and
argued till Saxon was, if not convinced, at least

persuaded.
And thea it was arranged that Saxon and

Vaugban shonld go gg to town together on the

following day—~the millionnaire to draw out his
money, and tho dragoon todispose of it as Signor
Oolanaa might direct.

CHAPTER XLV, WHAT DAPPENED THB EVENING
BEFORE,

The morning wag cold and grey, quite unliko
tho glowing golden wornings by which it had
been preceded for the last fortnight, as Saxon
Trefalden and Major Vaughan sped up to Loudon
by ":ho fast train that left Sedgebrook station at
9.45.

They were alons in the compartment, sitting
silently, face to face, each busy with his own
thoughts. The landscape was dull outside. A
low mist shrouded the pleasant Surrey hills, tho
steam hung in tho damp air for ¢ quarterof a
mile behind the flying train, and the plumy clms
that came in places almost to the verge of the
line, looked ghost-liko and shadowy. It was such
a day as French authors love to describe when
they write of England and English——a day when
the air is heavy aud the sky is grey, and Sir
Smith (young, rich, handsome, but devoured with
the spleen) goes out and cuts his throat on Prim-
roso Hill.

Dreary as the day was, howerver, these two
travellers were no less dreary. Saxon's thoughts
wero troubled enough, and Vaughan's were all
gloom and bitterness. As ho sat there, knitung
his brows, gnawing the ends of his long mous-
tache, and staring down at the mat between his
feet, he was going over something that bappened
thecvening before in Lady Castletowers' drawing-
roor— going over it, word for word, look for
look, just as it bappened —going over it for the
hundredth time, and biting it into his memory
deoper and sharper with every repetition.

This was what it wag, and how it happened.

Dinner wasover, coffee had been barded round,
and Msjor Vaughan bad made his way to s quict
corner under a lamp, whero Olimpia sat reading.
Heo remembered quito well how the light fell on
her faco from above, and how sho looked up with
a pleasant smile as he sat down beside her.

They fell into conversation. He askeqd first if
ho might be forgiven for disturbing her, and then
if sho had any commands for Italy. To which
sho replied that her only commands concerned
himself; that ho should fight bravely, as, indeed,
sho had no need to tell so daring a soldier, and
como back safe when the cause was won. Where-
upon, the thing that he had resolved never to say
rose all at once to his lips, and ho asked if thero
would be any hopo for bira when this had come
to pass.

“Hopo?” she repeated. «Hopo of what, Msjor
Vaughan 2°

And then, in a few strong, carnest words, ho
told her how he loved her, and how, to win her,
he would canduro and dare all things; but she,
looking at him with a sort of sad surprise, replied
that it could never be.

Ho had never dreamed that it could be. Ho
had told himself a thousand times that he was
mad to love her; that he should be ten times
more mad to declaro his love; and yet, now that
tho words wero spoken, he could not bring
himself to beiieve that they had been spoken in
vain.

So, with an cager trembling of the voico that
bo could not control, though bo strove hard to
do 80, bo asked if time would m _o nodifference;
and sho answered, very gently and sadly, but
very firmiy—« None.?

Nonct Ho remembered the very tono in which
sho said it—the dropping of her voice at the closo
of tho word—tho sigh that followed it. Ho re-
membered, also, how bo eat looking at her hands
a3 they rested, lightly clasped togother, on tho
volumo in ber lap—how whito and slender they
showed against the parple binding—and how,
whea all was gaid, ho lorged to take them in his
own, aud kiss them once at parting. Well; itwas
said, and done, and over now—all over! \

Azd then s tooked out into tho grey ‘n')s'ts“
and thought of Italy and tho stirring l‘robf..qr‘ﬁ
him. Ho had never cared much for thd"* canse”,
and ho now cared for itless than ei';cri Olimg-
pia's eyes had been tho “dﬂuié"'%lfiﬂt ;an
liko many snother, ho Bad AffatTed 'bintself
it for her sako alonk.” Bpi" that mytirdd fittle
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now. Ho needed excitment; and any cause for
which thero wag work to bo dono and danger to bo
oucountered, would have beon welcome to him.

In the meanwhilo, Saxon, sittiug in tho oppo-
sito corner, hnd his own troubles to think about.
Ho wasuotat all satisfied with himself, in thofirst
place, for thoe part he was playing towards his
cousin, Ho could not divest himself of the idea
that ho was doing somecthing “sly;” and that
ides wasiutolerable tokim. Inthosccond place,
ho was not quite comfortablo with regard to Miss
Colonna, Ho had not began exactly to question
hiwself about the naturo of his admiration for
ber, or even to speculato upon tho probablo
results of that aimiration; but he had become
suddenly aware of the extent of her power, and
was startled at finding to what lengths ho might
be carricd by his desire to plcase her. William
Trefalden bad said that sho was capable of ask-
ing him to tako the command of & troop; buta
vaguo consciousness of how Olimpia was capable
of agking him to do a great deal more than that,
bad dawned by this time upoa Saxon's appreben-
sion.

And then, besides all this, be could not help
thinking of bis adventure in the mausoloum, and
of the strango interview that hohad iuvoluntarily
witnessed between Lady Castletowers aund Miss
Riviore. Thegirl'ssorrowful young face haunted
tim. He wanted to help her; and he wanted
advico as to the best way of belping her.  Above
all, ho wanted to penctrats tho mystery of her
claim on Lady Castletowers. Ho would have
given anything to have been ablo to talk these
things over with the Earl; but that, after what
be bkad heard, was, of course, impossible. So he
pondered and puzzled, and at last made vp his
mind that he could consult his cousin on the
subject whilo ho was up in town,

Thus, absorbed each in his own thoaghts, the
two men sped on, fuce to face, without exchanglag
a gyllable. Tleymight probably have continued
their journey in silenco to tho end, if, somewhero
about half way between Sedgebrook station and
Waterloo Bridge, Saxon had not chanced to look
up, and find his companion’s ¢yes fixed gloomily
upon him,

 Well,” gaid he, with a surprised laugh, “why
do you look at mein thatporteatous way 7 What
have 1 dono ?”

“t Nothing particularly useful that I am aware
of, my dear fellow,” roplicd the dragoon. “The
yuestion is, not what you kave done, bat what
you may do. I was wondering whether you
wmean to follow my example 27

¢ Ju what respect 79

“Ta respect of Italy, of conrse. Aro you in-
tending to join Garibaldi’s army 7°

* No—that is, I have not thought about it,”
replicd Saxon.  “Is Castlctowers going 7

¢ I should think not. Iis mother would never
consent to it

“Lf ho went, T would go,” said Saxop, after o
moment’s pause. “ Thero's camp-lifo to sec, 1
supposo; and fighting to be dono?”

“ Fighting, ye3; but as to tLo camp lifs, I can
tell you nothing about that. I fancy the work
out there will be rough enough for soms time to
come.”

¢I ghouldn't mind bow roagh it was,” said
Saxon, his imagination warmiosg rapidly to this
new idex.

“ How would you liko to march a whole day
without food, sleep on tho bare ground in a
soaking rain, with only s knapssck uader your
hesd, and get up at dawn to fight a battle before
breakfast 7 asked Vanﬁan.

s 1 ghould like it no better than otaers, I daro
ssy,” laughed the young man; “but 1 shoulda't
mwind trying it. I wish Castletowers could go.
Wo've been planning to mako a tour together by-
and-by; but a Sicilian campaign would be a
hundred tirnes better?

“1f ho wero a8 freo as yoursel, Castletowers
W -1d be off with mo to-morvow morning,” said
Vsughan; and then his brow darkened again as
bo remembersd how not only 8axon, whe a bo
suspected of admiring Olimpis Colonna, bat the
Barl, of whoso admiration ho had no donbs
whatever, would hoth remain behind, freo to
woo or win her, if they could, when ho was far
away.

It was not o pleasant reflection, and at that
moment tho rejected lover folt that bohated them
both, cordlally.

“ Which routo do you take ?" asked Saxon, all
urconscious of what was passing in his com-
panion’s mind. -

“The most direct, of conrso,~Dover, Calais,
and Marse:lles. 1 shall bo in Genoa by oight or
nino o’clock on Sunday evening.”

% And I at Castletowors.”

“ How is that?” said Vaughan, sharply; I
thought you said your ti no was up yesterday ?”

“So it was; but Oastletowers has inslsted
that I shall prolong my visit by another week,
and so I go back thi, ovening. How wo shall
miss you at dinnert”

But to this civility the Major responded only
by a growl.

CHAPTER XLVS. WILLIAM TREPALDEN EXPLAINS
THR THSORY OF LEGAL PICTIONS.

Signor Nazzari was a tall, spare, spider-like
Italisn, who cxercised the calling of a gtock and
sharo broker, and rented o tiny offico under a
dark arch in tho midst of that carious web of
passages known a3 Austin Friars. Ho had been
prepared for Saxon's visit, by a note from Colon-
na, aud met hita in o tremor of voluble servility,
punctuating his conversation with bows, an
all but prostrating himself in tho dust of his
office. Flics were not plentiful in Signor Naz-
zari's web, and sach a golden Sy as Suxon was
not meshed every day.

It was surprising what a ghort time the tran-
saction took. Coloana might well say nothin
was3 casler., First of all they went to the Ban
of Eagland, whero Saxon signed his namo ina
great book, after which they returned to Aastin
Friarg, and waited while Sigoor Nazaart weat
somewhere to fetch the money; and then he came
back with a pocket-book full of bsnk-notes
secured aroond bis neck by a steel chainw-and
tho thing was done.

Thereupon Major Vanghan solemly tore up
Saxoun’s chequein the stockbroker's prusenco, and
received tho value th~reof in crisp new Bank of
England paper.

¢ And now, Trefalden,” said he, © fare you well
till wo meet in Italy.?

“Pso not made up my mind yet, remember,”
replied Saxop, smiling.

& Mako it up at once, and go with me in the
morning.”

¢ No, no; that ig out of the question.”

“ Well, at all events, don'tputit off till the fun
is all over. If you come, como while therc’s
something to be done”

¢ Trust mo for that,” rplied Saxon, with a
somewhat heightened coloar. ¢ 1 won't share the
fca.sgng if I haven't shared the fighting. Good
by:a‘.('}ood-byc."

And with this, baving traversed together the
mazes of Austin Friars and emerged upon the
great space in front of the Exchange, they shook
hands, and parted,

Saxon turned his face westward, and went
down Chespside on foot—ho was going to Chan-
cery-lane, bat bo was in no burry to reach his
destination. Ho walked slowly, paused every
now and then to look in & shop window, and
took s turn round St. Paul's. Ho protended to
himself that ho went in to glance at Nelson's
monament ; but he had secn Nelson’s monument
twico before, and ho knew in his heart that bo
cared very littlo about it. At length inexorabls
fato brought him to his cousin's door; so he
went up thoe dingy stairs, feeling very guilty, and
boping not to find tho lawyer at bome. On the
first landing ho met Mr. Ecckwitch with his hat
on. It waazjustono o'clock,and that respectable
man was going to his dinrer.

s Mr. Trefslden ig eogaged, siv, with a client,”
said tho bead clerk, to Saroa's immenso relicf.

#Qb, then you cansay that I called, if you
plesse,” replied ke, turning about with grest

alacrity.

4Bat I think tbe gentleman will bo going
dircetly, sir, if yon wouldn't mind taking a seat
in tho offico,” added Mr. Keckwitch.

# T—perhsps I had bettor try to coms by-and-

7 said Saxop, reluctantly.

“As you pease, sir, but 'm confident ynu
wouldn't have to wait fivo minutes.”

8o Saxon resigned bimsolf to circumstances,
and waited.

The clerks were all gono to dinner, with the
excoption of Gorkin tho red-headed, whom Saxon
surprised in tho act of balancing a tobacco-pipe
upon his chin,

“Pray don't disturb yourself,” laughed he, as
Gorkin, overwhelmed with corfusion, lifted the
lid of tho desk and disappeared behind it as if hio
had been shot.  “Ihould like to see you do
that again.”

Tho boy emerged cautiously, till his eyes just
clearcd the lid, but he made no reply.

“Jt must bo difficult,” added Saxon, good
naturedly, trying to put him at his ease.

« It ain't so difficult as standing on your
head to drink a pint of porter,” said the boy,
mysteriously.

“ Why no—I should suppose not. Canyoudo
that also ?”

‘The boy nodded.

“1 can put balf-a-crown in my mouth, and
bring it out of my ears in small change,” said
he. “If I'd half-a~crown handy, I'd show you
the trick.”

Saxon's fingers were instantly in his waistcoat-
pocket, and tho Lalf-crown would have changed
owaers ou tho spot, but for the sudden opening
of William Trefalden's prirato door.

“Then you will write to me, if you please,”
said a deep voico; but the owner of the voice,
who seemed to be holding tho door on the other
side, remained out of sight.

“You may expect to hear from me, Mr.
Behrens, the day afler to-morrow,” ccplied tho
lawyer.

% And Lord Castletowers quite understands
that the mortgage must bo forcclosed on the
tenth of next month 77

“J have informed bim so.”

t Must, Mr. Trefalden. Remember that. Iean
allow no grace. Twenty thousand of the money
will have to go direct to tho Worcestershire
agent, a3 you know; and the odd fivo will be
waated for repairs, building, and so forth. It's
imperative—<quite imperative.”

“I am fully aware of your nccessity for the
money, Mr, Behrens,” was the reply, uttered in
William Trefalden’s quictest tons; and I have
duly impressed that fact upon his lordship. I
havo no doubt that you will be promptly paid.”

“Well, I hope 8o, for his sske. Good mom-
ing, Mr. Trefalden

% Guod morring.”

And with this Mr. Behrens came out into tho
office, followed by tho lawyer, wwho almost started
at tho sight of his cousin.

“YTou here, Saxon!” bo said, haviog seen his
client to tho top of the stairs. 1 thought you
were at Castletowers?

It would have taken n keener observer than
Sazon to discover that the wish was father to
Mr. Trefalden's thought; but thers could be no
doubt of the relationship.

“Well, so I am, in ono sense,” replied tho
young man. “I'm only in town for the day.”

“And what brings you to town only for tho
dsy? Nothing wrong, I hopo T

“OR, no—npotbing at all. I—thatis you——”

And Saxon, unpractised in tho art of equivo-
cation, floundered helplessly about in scarch of a
reason that should bo true, and yesnot the truth.

“You want to consult me about something, 1
suppose,” eaid the lawyer, observant of his per
plexity. ¢ Come into my room, and tell mo all
about it.?

So they went into the private room, and Wil-
liam Trefslden closed tho donble doors.

& first of all, Saxon,” ssid he, laying his hand
impressively on the young wsan’s sboulder, “1
must ask you o question. You saw that client
of mine just now, and yoz heard him allnde to
certain matters of business as be weat ont 7°

#1 did,” replied Saxon; “sud I wassorry—->

“ (no moment, if yoa pleass, Yo heard him
mention the namo of Lord Castlelowers 2

“YCS.”

% Then I must roquest you, on no account, to
mention that circumstanco to tho Barl. It is a
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matter in which hois not concerned, and of which
thero is no need to inform bim.,»

“ But it scemed to wo thathe owed twenty-five
thousand—"

William Trefalden smiled, and shopk his head.

“No, no,” said he. *Nothing of tho kind,
It is a simple transfer of capital—n private
transaction in which the Earl's name has been
incidentally used; but only his name. Ho has
nothing to do with it, personally—nothing what-

v, ”

-

“ But you beard only tho end of a conversa-
tion, my dear fellow, and you misunderstood the
little you did hear. You understand that this is
not to bo repeated 7
. “ Yes—I1 understand,” replicd Saxon, doubt-

ully.

“And I have your promiso to observe my re-
quest?”

Saxon hesitated.

“[ don't docbt you, cousin William,” he said
bluntly; “though, of course, you know that
without my telling you. But I don’t know how
to doubt my own cars, cither. I beard that vig,
cross-looking old fellow distinctly gay that Castle-
towersmust pay him twenty-{ive thousand pounds
by the tenth of next month. YWhat can that
mean, if not—-"

“ Listen to me for threo minutes, Saxon,”
interrupted Mr. Trefalden, good-humouredly.
“You have heard of such things as legal fic-
tions ?”

“ Yes; but I don't understand what they are.”

¢ Well—legal fictions aro legally defined as
¢things that bave no rcal essenco in their own
body, but are acknowledged and accepted in law
for someo especial purpose.””

« 1 don't understand that cither.?”

+ ¥ should bo surprised if you &id,” replicd his
cousin, with a pleasant smile; “bat I will try to
explain it to you. In law, asin other things my
dear fellow, we aro occasionally glad to adopt
some sort of harmless hypothesis in order to
arrive at conclusions which wonld otherwisecost
nmore time and trouble than they are worth.
Thus, when a legal contrnct i3 made at ses, the
deed is dated from London, or Birmingham, or
any inland place, in order to draw whatis called
the recognisance of the suit from the Courts of
Adminnity tothe Courtsof Westminster. Again,
a plaintiff who brings an action into the Courtof
Exchequer fictitionsly alleges himself to bo the
Queen's debtor. e is not the Queen’s debtor.
He owes the Quren no moro than you owe her;
but he must mal.e use of that expedicat to bring
himself under the jurisdiction of that particalar
court.”

“YWhat intolerable nonsense I” exclaimed Sax-
on.
«Qno more instance. Till within tho last
cight years, or so, the law of cjectment was
founded on o tissuo of legal fictions, in which
an imagioary man called Jobn Doe lodged &
complaint against another imaginary man cajled
Richard Roc, ncither of whom ever cxisted in
auy mortal form whatever. What do you say to
that 7

« I ssy, cousin, thatif I werea lawyer, I shonld
be ashamed of a system made up of ties like
that!” replied Saxon.

Mr. Trefalden flung himself into bis arm-chair,
and lavghed.

« I won't bave you abuse our legal fictions in
that way,” be said. ¢ These little things are the
romancd of law, ¢ .d keep our imsginations from
drying up?

“ They ought not to be necessary,” said Saxon,
who could not seo the amusing side of John Doe
and Richard Roe.

«§ graut you that. They have their origin,
1o doudbt, in some defect of the law. But then
wo arc not blessed with a Code Napoleon, and
perbaps we sbould not hike it, if wo were.  Such
as our laws arc, we¢ must take them, and be
thankful. They might be a great deal worse,
depend on it.”

“Then is it a legal Sction that Castletowers
owes Mr. Behireas twenty-five thousand ponnds 7
asked Sazon.

William Trefalden winced. Ho bad hoped
that the woolstapler's name would have cscaped

Saxon's observation; but it had done nothing
of tho kind. Saxon rcmembered overy word
clearly enough; niimes, dates, amount of moncy,
and all.

“Preciscly,” replied the Jawyer. ¢ Lord Castle-
towers no moro owes Mr. Behrens twenty-five
thousand pounds than you do. Ho would be a

.ruined man at this moent, Saxon, if he did.”

« Ho docs not behave liko a ruined man,” said
Saxon.

«Qf course not. Ho would not be filling his
house with guests and giving balls, if’ ho were.
So now all's explained, and I havo your pro-
mise.

Saxon looked earnestly in his cousin’g face.
Ho fancied that no man could look another in
the face and tell & lie. Many persons entertain
that belief; but o more mistaken notion docs
not exist, Your practised liar makes a point of
staring into his hearev’s cyes, and trusts to that
very point for half tho effect of his lie. But
Saxon would not have believed this had an
angel told him so. Thercfore, he locked in his
cousin's faco for ovidence—and theretcre, when
William Trefalden gave him back his look with
fearless candour, his doubts wero at once aspel-
led, and he promised unhesitatingly.

 That's well” said the lawyer. “And now,
Saxon, sit down and tell me waat you have come
to say.”

« It's o long story,” replied Saxon.

“ 1 am useq to hearing long stories.”

“BotIam not used to telling them; and I
hardly know where to begin. It's about a
lady? -

‘¢ About a lady ?” repeated William Trefalden ;
and Saxon could not but observo that his cousin’s
voico was by no means indicative of satisfaction.

“In fact,” added tho young man, hastily, “it’s
about two or threo ladies.”

Mr. Trefslden beld op his hands.

#Two or threc ladies!” said he. ¢ How sbock-
ing! Is Miss Colonna one of them 7

 Ob, dear no!” replied Saxon, cmphatically—
perhaps a little too emphatically. And then he
plunged into his story, beginning at his first
meeting with Miss Rividre st the Waterloo Bridgo
station, and ending with tho adventure i the
mausoleum.

3Mr. Trefalden heard him to the end very
patiently, putting in a question now and then,
and piecing the facts together in his mind as
they wero brought beforehim.  Atlength Saxon
came to a pause, and said :

 That's all, cousin; and now I wart you to
tell me what I can do.”

« What do you waut to do?’ asked the law-

er. .
y «1 want to help them, of course.”

#Well, you bave tho young lady’s address.
Send her a cheque for fifty pounds.”

«She wouldn't take it, if I did. No, ho,
cousin William, that's Dot tho way. It mustbe
done much more cleverly. I -wantthem to have
money regularly — twico a year, you know—
cnough to keep her poor mother in Italy, and
pay thoe doctor’s bills, and all that.”

“But this annuity from Lady Castletowers

@ Lady Csstlctowers ia os hard and cold ss
marble,” interrupted Saxon, indigpantly, «I
had rother starvo than take a penny from her,
If you bad heard bow grudgingly she promised
that miscrable twenty poundst”

I never supposed that her ladyship had =
habd open as dsy, for melting chanty,” said Mr,
Trefalden.

«Gharity I” echoed Sarxoo.

«Besides, I doubt that it s charity. There
must bo some claim,———Sarely I bhave heard
tho name of Riviére in connexion with the Wynn-
cliffs or the Picrrepoints————and yeéte———
Psbaw | if Keckwitch wero hero ho conld tellme
in & moment I”

And Mr. Trefalden leaned back thoaghtfully in
tus chair.

“ T wish you could suggest & way by which I
might do symething for them,” said Saxon. I
want them to get it, you see, without knowing
whero it comes from.”

« That makes it difgeuly” said Mr, Trefalden,

« And yet it must not seem liko almsgiving.”

“ More difficult still.”

&1 thought, if it were possible to give her
somo sort of commission,” said Saxon doubtfully,
g commission for coloured photographs of thic
Italian coast, you know———would that do 7"

“It is not a bad idea,” replied tho lawyer. ¢t
might do, if skilfully carried out; but I think I
bear Keckwitch in tho office.” -

And then Mr. Trefalden went i search of bis
head clerk, leaving Saxon to amusoe himsclf as
well a3 ho could with the dingymap and tho still
mord dingy law books.

At the end of a long half hour, he cameo back
with a paper of memoranda in his hand.

« Well?” said Saxon, who was tired to death
of his solitary imprisonment.

«Well, I belicvo I know all that is to bd
learned up to a certain point; and I have, at all
events, found out who your railway heroine is.
It’s & somewhat romantic story, but you must sit
down anad listen patiently whilo I relate it

CHAPTER XLVIL. A PAGE OF FAMILY BISTORY.

Every student of English bistory Is fumiliar
with the nobleand ancient naume of Holme-Pierre~
point. A more stately raco of men and women
than the bearers of that name never traversed
tho pages of medimval chronicle. Their famous
ancestor, Thierry do Pierrepoint, ¢ camb over,”
a8 the phraso is, with William the Bastard; but
be twas only tho ycunger son of & younger son,
and tho houses which look back to bim as
their founder are, after all, but off shoots from
that still moro ancicnt line that beld lands and
titles in Franche Comtd, three centarics beforo
the great conquest.

How Thierry do Picrrepoint came to be lord
of many a fair and fertile English mavor ; how
his descendants multiplied and prospered, held
high ofiices of state under more than thircy so-
vercigns, reised up for themselves great mames
in camp and council, and intermarried with tho
bravest and fairest of almost every noble family
in the land, needs mno recapitulation bere.
Enongh that tho Holme-Pierrepoints wero an
elder branch of tho original Pierrepoint stock ;
and that Lady Castletowers, whose father was a
Holme-Pierrepoint, and whoso mother was s
Talbot, had really somo excuss for that inor-
dinato pride of birth which undetlaid overy
thought and act of ber lifo as the ground-colour
underlies all tho tints of & painting.

The circumstances of her ladyship’s parentage
were theso.

George Condé Holme-Pierrepoint, third Lord
Holmes, of Holme Castle, Lancashire, being no
longer young,and having moroover encumbereda
slender estats with many mortgages, married at
fifty years of age, to tho infinite anoyance of
his cousin and ueir-presumptive, Captain-Holmo
Picrrepoint of Sowerby. Tho lady of Lord
Holmes’ choico was just half his sge. Eho wag
known int Portsmouth and its neighbourhood as
“ the beantifal Miss Talbot;” sho was the fifth of
nine dsughters in a family of fourteem chfldren;
and her father, tho Honourable Charles Talbot,
held the rank of Rear-Admiral in the Royal Navy,
Itis, perbaps, almost unnecessary toadd, that Miss
Talbot bad no fortunc.

This marriage was celebrated some time in the
summer of 1810; and in tho month of October,
1811, after littlo more than ono Fear of marriage,
Lady Holmes dicd, leaving an infant sughter
named Alethea Clande. Well-nigh broken
tho widower shat hirself up ia Holme Castlo, an
led 8 lifo of profound scclusion. He received no
visitors ; he absented himself from his parliathen-
tary dutics, nnd ho wasrareiy scon beyond his own
pesk gates. Then fantastic stories began to be told
of bis temper and habits. 1¢ was s2id thathe gave
way to sudden and unprovoked gmxysms of
rage; <hat ho had equally strange fits of sileacs ;
tkat he abhorred tho light of day, and sst babi-
tually with closed shutters and lighted chndles ;
that ho occasionally did not go to bed for eight-
and forty hours st & timo ; and a bundred other
tales, oqually bizdrro and improbable. Atlength
when tho world bad almost forgotten him, an
his Littlo girl was between four and five years of
age, Lard Holmos astounded his neighbours, and
moro than astounded his heir, by marrying his
daughter’s governess. {7b Be coatinued.)



18651

THE SATURDAY READEE.

189

A

THE ¢ SILENT LAND.”

&ma would not allow him to bo burlod, dut carried
tho coT120 wherover eho wont.—* Lifo of Joauus of
8pain.’

L
LONELY {n her paleco weeplng,
Dim-cyed watch beeldo him keeping,
Deemed sho not that ho was eleeplug,
Far away in the ¢ Silent Land.’

Ix
Ou couch of gold and purple lald,
Ranner and crown and croes displayed,
Slio 1ad Licrself her Jovo arrsyed,
For his sloop in the * Sllent Land.”
I
Vain all consolation given,
Vain their csrnest talk of Hesven—
Talk of sins and sorrows riven,
By qmt elecp in tho ¢ Silent Land.”

1v.
Sho only smiled and shook Lier kead,
And bado them como with tighter tread,
For ho was sleepirg, 2nd not dead,
Far away in tho « Silent Land.”

v.
8o she s’ besido him ever,
Tidow's garments whre she never,
Nought her heart rom his conld sever,
Tho’ boslept in the * Silent Land.”’

vI.
Watching by that which once hed heen,
Never agatin to siile wasseen
That woful, widowed, distraught queon,
Till she drow near tho * Silent Land.”

VII.
Bat then In tho-4n$ onco more a bride,
§bo lzid her down at Philip's aide,
And calmly drifted down the tido
To Lier elecp In the * Silent Land.”

C.

LA BABBIATA.

Cyntirued from page 14— Corclusion.

«Teavo her alone,” said the 1sd;¢shehasap
strong will ; what she does not wish, notevena
saint could persunde ber to do;” and with that
he took 2 hurried’ leave, ran down to the boa
undid the rope, and stood waiting for the girl.

She nodded onco more to the hostess of the
tavern, nnd then sauntered slowly towards the
boat. Sho first looked round, as if she expected
other passengers to sppear.  On theshore, how™
avér, therd was not & human beiog; tho fisher-
men wero cither asleep or out at gea with their
fines ond nets; at the doors sat afew women
and childrea aslesp or epinning, and the stran-
gers\ ho had como over in the morping were
waiting for tho cool of day to return. Laurclla
conld not Iook back very long, for beforo she
knew what he was doing, Antoninoe had faken
her in his arms, and carried her Iike n child to
the boat. Then he sprang in after her, and
with a few strokes of the oar they wero on the
open sea. Sho had seated herself at the fore-
part of tho boat, with her back balf tnrned to-
wards bim, so that ho could only see her profile;
her featurcs were graver than usual; there was
an obstinato expression round the delicate nos-
tril; aver the low brow the hair fell thickly, and
tho fall lips were tighUy closed. After they
had gono on a fittls whilo in silence, the sup be-
gan to secoreh her, so she fook the cloth in
which tho bread was wrapped and threw it over
her head. Then sho began to make her dinner
of the bread, forsho had tasted notbing at Capri.
Antonino could not seo ber do that for long. He
took out one of the orango baskets, and handing
two oranges 1o her, said: “Thero is somelkiibg
30 cat with your bresd, Laarells; don't think
that X kept them for jou; they rolled onf of the
basket into the boat, and I foand them when X
put tho tmpty baskets back again® "'}

¢ Youedt them,® 3aid Laurélla; ¢ the bread
is ¢nongh for ma® ) o ¢

“Thoy aro refreshing in tho heat,” sald he,
“ and you baye been p Jong way”

“They gavo mo o glass of water up on the
mountain,” gaid she; “that has refreshed me
already.”

“As you like” aaid he, and let them drop
back into the basket.

Repewed sjlence. Tho sea was smooth asa
mirror, and hardly rippled round the boat; thé
white ‘gea-birds who built in the caves on tho
shore purgued their prey witbout their usuat cry.

“You might take tho two oranges fo your
mother,” began Antonino again.

“Weo have some at home,” said she, “and
when they aro finished, I shal) buy fresh ones.”

¢ Oh, take them to her from me.”

% She does not know you,” said she,

#You might teil her who I am,” persisted he.

““ I don't know you cither,” said she.

It was pot the ficst timo that sko had eo ig-
nored him; g yepr before, when the painter had
just como to Sorrento, it happened on a Satur-
day that Antonjno was playibg * Boceia,” with
othier young fellows of the place in tho square
near the principal styeet. There the artist first
met Laurclla, who passed alohg without seein
bim, with o pitcher of water upon her head.
Tho Neapolitan, gtruck with her appearance,
stood and gazed after Ler, though he was stand.
ing i’ the very middlo of the spaco chosen for
the game, and might have cleared it in three
steps. A ball which hit him roughly on the

:le soon peminded him that this was not the
place for such meditations. Ho looked round as
if o éxpected an apology; the young boatman
who had tlirown the ballstood silent and defiant
in the midst of his friends, so that the ptranger
found it advisable to evoid an altercation, and
walk away. Yet tho incident bad been talked
about moro than onco when the painter openly
courted Laurella,

1 dou't know him,” said she, hesitatingly,
when tho painter asked her whether sho refused
Lim for that rude lad.

They sat in the boat, like the bitterest ene.
mies, and yet the hearts of both were beating
wildly. The good-tcmpered faco of Antonino
was violently ,3ushed ; ho btruck into tho water
80 that tho spiay eplashed over him, snd his
Tips trembled a3 if with angry words.  Sho pre-
tended not to notico kim, but putting on her
most careless look, Icant over the edge of the
boat, and let tho water run rippling through her
fingers. Oaly her eycbrows still quivered, and

%, { it was in vain that she held her wet hands

agaiost her burning checks to cool them. Now
they were in the middle of the sea ; far and near
notasail was to bo scen; the island had dis-
appesred, and the coast lay far away bathed in
sunshino; pot cven a scagull broke the solitade.

Antonino looked round ; a thought scemed to
ris¢ within kim. Tho flagh suddenly died from
his cheek, and he let the oars fall.

Involuntatily, Laurclla tarned to look at him,
startled, but fearless.

“Imust put an ¢ad to this,” broke forth tbe
otber; ¢ it bas lasted too long already, sud I
only wonder thet it has not made an cnd of me.
You don't know me, you ssy? Have you not
observed long enough how I have passed you &3
il senseless, beeause all the while ay heart was
bursting to spesk to you? and you, you made a
wicked face, and turned your back upon mel®

' TWhat had Ito say toyon 7" saidshe, shortly ;
« T gaw quito well what you wero after; I was
not just going to giro myself up to the first per-
son who cared formo; for a3 2 husband, I don't
like you ; neither you nor anybody else.”

 Nor anybody,” screamed ho; “you won't al-
ways say that, becanse you havo sent off tho
painter.  Bshi why youwere only a child then;
somo day you will fcel rather doll, and then,
proud s you are, you will tdke tho first you can
get; no ono koows his futare.”

* Possibly I may samo day change my mind:
what does it matter to you 7°

TWhat matters it to mo? bo broke forth,
cnd sprang from tho bench so thatthe boat sl
bat upset—*what matters it to md? add you
cab ask guch & question when you ses tho state

Tamin. 7 only know thatPd wither dio (ban

ToW Imysqll th bo s traatedP

——

“Have I ever engaged myself to you?” said
sho; ‘Hecan T help itgif ydrs' tiead iapmmed'(
What Eowe; bave you overao®'  * '

« Ahl truo enough,” said be; “it's certainly
not written down, nor has the Iawyer put'it in-
to Latin, and sealed it: but this I know, thatl
havb as much right to you s to go to heaven if
T am an honest fellow; do you fauncy that Twill
stand by t6 see you go to church with goother
man, whilo all tho girls go by and shrig their
shouldera? and I to be insulted like that??

“Do as you like,” anjd@ sho; « 1 shan't be
afraid, however much you threaten; besides I
shall do as I like 7" .

“«You will not say so lopg,” eaid he, and trem-
bled from head to foof ; “1 am man endugh not
to havo Iy wholo life blighted by such o picce
of insolence. Do you know that you are herc
in my power, and must do what1like?”

" It was now her tarn to trerhble, but ebe turn-
ed her flashing cyes npon hin.

« Kill me if you dare,” said she, slowly.

¢ Ono must not do nnything by balves,” and
his voice grew softer ; “ there i3 room forus both
in the sca ; X can’t help you, child,” and be spoke
in o dreaming, almost {ender tone; “bul we
must go down, both of us, and at the same tipe,
and now I bo gcreamed, and suddeilly seized ber
with both arms. But in an instant he drew
back, his rigkt hand covered with blood, for she
had bitten bim deep into it.

«)ust Tdo what you like?” screamed she,
and pushed him from her; * let us see if I am
in your power,” and with that she sprang
over the edge of the boat into the water, and
for an instant dissppeared; she rose’ again,
however, dircctly. Her littlo skirt was clinging
tightly to ber, ber hair was undone by the waves,
and streamed about ber neck; she made no
sound, bot swam with all her might towards the
shore. ° - T .

Ho stood in the boat lesning forwards, his'
looks fixed upon her, asif o miracle was being
worked before his eyes, At 1ast he roused him-
self, seized the oars, and with ail thestrength he
could muster, pulled after her, the blood all the
time dropping from his hand into the bottom of
ths boat. In an instant’ he was by her side,
quickly as sho swam. .

« By tho Holy Virgin,” he screamed, ¢ come
into tho boat; ¥I was mad, God knows; what
wds tho matter with me? it was like a flagh of
lightning, so that I did not know what I said or
did: You are {o forgive me, Laurcll4, onlyspare
sour life, and coms back into tho boat I”

Sho swam as if she héard nothing.

#You cannot swim to land,” said he, “itis
still two miles; think of your mother; if aoy-
thing were fo happep to you, she would dic of
gﬁcg" N '

She mesasured the distance frorm the coast with
her oye, then without o word she swam to the
boat, and the side.

e stood up to help her, and as he did so, kis
jacket, which wes lying cn 'the bencb, slipped
into the sea as the boat leaned over to one side
By the weight of the girl. :

Dexteronsly sho lifted berself into the boat,
aund tock her former seat.

When be saw her safo he took to his oaws

n.
3%110 meanwhile wrang out her little skirt and
squeezed the water from her hair; as she did
this sho saw tho blgod in the bottom of the
buat; she casta quick glanco at his hand, with
which ho plicd the car 28 if there was nothing
the matter with it. )

<« There I” said sbe, and handed him her hand-
kerchief. .

He shook his bead, and rowed on. .

At last she weént up to him, and bound the
banderchief tightly eround the deep woand.
Then sho took the oar from bim,much as he tried
to hinder her, and seated herself’ opposite him,
notlooking at him, but steadily at tbe osr, which

3

was stained with his blood, and with hich sho
rowed on swiftly and steadily.

They were both pale and silent; as they drew
nearer to land, they met several fishertien, who
were going to Iay their nets for the night.

They éslled -but to Antoping, #nd teased

Laxrella, but ‘neittie} Tookkd op nor
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word. Thosun was still pretty bigh over Procida
when they reached tho port.

Laurella shook her skirt,which had dried again,
and sprang on shore.

The old spinning-woman who had scen them
start in the morning, again stood on tho roof.

“What's the matter with your hand, Tonino?”
she called down; * blessed Jesus! the boat is
covered with blood.”

“It's nothing, commare,” answered the other.
“1 tore myself un a nail; to-morrow it will bo all
right; the confounded blood is always so ready
1o run, it looks more dangerous than it is.”

“1 will come and put ou herbs for you,” said
the old woman; *stop, I am coming now.”

“Don't trouble yourself, commaro; it's done,
end to-morrow itwill be all right and forgotien ;
my skin is sound and heals quickly enough.”

“ Addio,” said Laurelis, and turncd towards
the path which led up the mountain.

“ Good night,” called the lad after ber, with-
out looking at her,

‘Then he carricd the things out of the boat,and
climbed up the little stone stairs to his house.

There was nobody in the two roomws in which
Antonino now paced backwards aud forwards.
Through the wooden sbutters of the hitle windows
camo a fresh breeze which be had not felt on the
ses, and the coolness and the solitude did him
good. He stood for a long time before the
pictore of tho Madonna, and looked devotedly at
the little silver paper glory which was stuck
over it ; but to pray did not occur to him. For
what should he ask, when he bad no longer any-
thing to hope for? The day seemed to him to
stand still ; he longed for the night, for he was
wenry and exhausted with the loss of blood. His
hand began to pain him violently; he seated
himself on a stoo}, and undid tho bandage. The
blood now burst forth again, and he found that
bis kand was much swelled round the wound.
He washed it carefully, aud cooled it for a long
time. When he looked at it agair, he distinctly
saw the mark of Laurella’s teeth. ¢ Sho was
Tight," 8aid he, # I was a brute, and deserved
nothing better. I will send her back her hand-
kerchief to-morrow by Giuseppe,for she shall not
see me again.” Then he carefully washed the
handkerchicf, and spread it out to dry, afler he
had again bound up his hand as well as he could.
Then he throw himself on the bed and closed his
eyes. The moon was shining in the room, and
the pain in Lis hand, awoke him out of a
half-slumber. He was just getting ap to bathe it
again, when he beard a rustling at the door.

“Who's there 7" he cried. Heopened the door,
and Lanrelta stood before him.

Witbout a word she entered. She threw off the
bandkerchief from her head, and placed alittle
basket on the table. Then she drew a lopg
breath.

“You came to fetch your handkerchief,” said
he; “you might have spared yourself the trouble,
for I meant to ask Giuseppe to take it to you in
the morning.”

«It's not the handkerchief,” she answered
quickly * “1 have been on tho mountain to get
hierbs for you, to stop the bleeding ; there,” said
she, taking the 1id of the bagket.”

¢ You give yourself toomuch trouble,” said ho;
© 1t's already much better, and if it were worse, it
would only be what [ deserve.  But youshoald not
Ls here at this time; if somo one were to meet you,
youknow bow they gossip, though they don't know
what they talk about”

«T Jon't carc aboutanybody,” said she passion-
ately ; ¢ ¥ must see your band, and put the herbs
on it; you can't manage it yourself.”

«1 1l yon it is unnccessary,” said he.

¢ At least let mo sce for myself;” and without
another word she seized the band, and untied it.
« Jesu Maris 1" cried sbe, with a shudder, when
sho saw the great swelling,

“Tt has gwelled & litde” said be, “but the
swelling will soon go down.”

She shook ber head.

“1n that state you won't be able to go in the
st for 8 week.?

«The day after to-morrow, T think,” gaid he
quictly; ¢ besides, what doeg it matter 77

Meanwhile gho had fetched a basin, and again
wasked tho wound, he standing and bearing it

like & child. Then sho put herbs on it, which at
once relioved the burning, and bound up the hand
with stripes of linoa from hier basket.

Wheu it was doae, ho said, “Thank yov: and
listen, if you would do me auother favour, forgive
me for the madness which got the better of me,
end forget all that I over said or did. I don't
knaw how it was; you never gave me any occa-
sion for it, that I am sure of, and you shall never
agoin hear anything from mo to wound you.”

1t i3 I who must ask your pardon," she broke
in; “Iought to have put everything differcutly,
and more pleasantly to you, instead of irritating
you by my stubornuess; and then besides—the
wound "

¢ It was self-defence,” be exclaimed; # it was
bigh time that I sbould be brought to my senses ;
besides, as Isaid before, you did me good, and
for thatIthank you. Andnowgoawaytobed,and
there—thereis your handkerchief, which you can
take with you.”

He banded it to her, but she remained standing,
as if struggling with berself; at last she sqid, 1
wmade you lose your jacket too, and all the money
for the oranges, It all cameupon me afterwards;
1 cannot give you another, becanse 1 have no
money, and if I had it would belong to wy
mother, But hero i3 the silver cross which tho
painter gave mo the last time he came. Since
then I have not looked atit,and I don't like
kecping it any longer in the box; it is wortha
few piastres, my mother said, and if you sold it,
your loss would bo partly recompensed, and the
rest I will try to earn by spinning at night.”

«I won't take anything” said he, brusquely,
pushing away the bright little cross which she
had taken out of her pocket.

¢ You must tako it,” said she; it may be an
immenso timo before yon can earn anything with
that hand. There it lies, and I will never set
cyes on it again.

¢ Then throw it into the sea,” said he.

“Itis not apreseat thatI make to you, itis
no more than your right.”

 Right? I havo no right to anything of yours;”
said he, #If you should ever meet me again, do
me the favour not to 1ook at me, 80 43 not to re-
mind me of what I owe you. And now good
night, let this be all ;” he put the cloth and the
cross into the basket, and shat down the lid.

When he looked up and saw her face, he was
terrified ; great tears were streaming down her
checks, witbout her making an effort to stop
them.

# Maria Santissimal® cried he, *“arc you 1?7
why, you are trembling all over.”

“Iv's nothing,” said she, “I am going home,”
and she staggered to the door.

Here sho could nolonger control ber tears, and
feaning her head ngainst the side of the door, she
burst into loud and passionate sobs; bat before ke
could reach her to detain her, ehe had suddenly
turned and thrown berself on bis neck.

“ cannot bear it,” she screamed, clinging to
him; “Icacnot listen when you say kind words
to me, and let me go away from you, with all the
blame on my comscience. Beat mo, kick me,
curso me,—or if you still love me after all, there,
take me and keep wse, and do what yon like with
me~—only do not send mo away from you.”

Ho held her for a moment sobbing in his

arms.
«Do I still lovo you!” he cried at last. « Holy
Mother of God! do you believe that all the blood
in 1y beart has been drawn out by that little
wound? Do you not feel it beating as if it must
burst my breast to get to you? If you only say
80 tc tempt me, or because you pity me, go, and
I will forget it all; you aro not to think that yon
owe it to me, because you know I am suffering
through you'~

# No,” said she fimly, looking up from his
shoulder, and fixing her sireaming oycs passion-
ately upon his face, ¥I 1ov6 you, and—nay, why
should Ihide it frewm you—1I havelong feared snd
struggled against it; and noswr I will bo different,
for 1 cannot bear not to Jookat youwhen I meet
you. Now I will kies you,” said she, 50 that if
Fou wero over again to foel donbtfui, you might
say to yourself, sho has kissed me, and Laurclla
would not kiss any one but tho msn she has
chosen for her husband” Sho kissed him three|

times, and then sho tore herself away, and said,
% Good night, dearest! go to rest, and cure your
hand, and don't come with mo, for I an not afraid,
not of anybody, but of you.”

With that sbo glided through the door, and
disappeared in the dark shadow of tho wall.

Lonyg after ho remained at the wiLdow gazing
out on to the dark sca, above which the stars
sepmed to float!

The next timo the little padre curato emerged
from the confessional, whero Laurelia Lad been
kneeling a long while, he laughed gently to him-
sclf. “Who would have thought,” said he to
himself, * that God would so soon take pity on
that wayward girl? and [ blame myself that I
had not attacked that demion of obstinacy more
strongly! But our eycs are shortsighted for the
ways of heaven. Well, the Lonl be praised, and
grant that I may live to bo rowed over thesea by
Laurclla’s boy! Ueigh-bo, la Rabbiata”

L.Von G.

CHOLERA.

———

HEN cholera is almost at our doors it be-
Loves ug to make ourselves acquainted
with its nature, symptoms, and, if possible, origin,
in order to bo prepared to meet the disease should
it extend its work of destructior to this country.
At a very recent meeting of the French Academy
of Sciences & paper was read upon the subject of
cholers, by Dr. Jules Guérin. As the writer
gives the result of his experience of the epidemic
n the year 1832 and at subsequent periods, and
a3 he concludes that it is 2 malady characterized
by premonitory symptoms, and curable, we trans-
late his memoir:—
. @ Before,” says M. Guérin, “the epidemic of
choleras which ravaged Earope in 1832, it was
generally admitted that this terrible scourge at-
tackea its victims in the most sudden menner, and
struck them down with a degree of violence that
wag only comparable to tho effects of e lightaing
stroke. All the writings of this period take up
this view of the disease. 2ecanwhile,at the conc-
mencement of tho epidemic of 1832 I perceived
that it was guito otherwise. About a weck after
the apnearancs of the disease I wrote in tke fol-
lowing terms to the Gazette Médicale:— Most of
the pationts attacked with cholera have been for
several days, or even weeks, Inbouring under o
disturbed condition of the digestiveorgans, which
did not appear sufficiently serious to them to
deserve careful attention; such even has been
their carelessness on this point, that we have
often been obliged to question them very closely
ip order to elicit information from tkem. Itis
only after having been asked three or four times
whether they have had diarthoea thet they give
a satisfactory reply. From this we conclude, (1)
That in many cases whero this diarrhaes has not
been noted there is reason togugpect carclessnessin
obscrvationon the part of tho patient. (2) Thatthis
diarrhces, the precursor of cholera, should receive
tho careful attention of medical men, parerts, and
of even the authorities, who should recommend to
tho poorer classes—and publish the recommenda-
tions by all the meansat theirdisposal—-to pay pro~
per atiention to this state of the digestive system,
and should mako known to them the fatal conso-
quences of neglecting to treat the diarrhmal
attack? This opinion, which had its origin in
facts, was doveloped and confirmed by them. In
proportion as tho patients crowded into the wards
of tho Hotel Dicu, whero I especially carried on
my observations, wy conviction became more and
more gtrengthentd. Out of 600 patients ques-
tioned in the most carcful manner, 540 had shown
symptoms of cholerine (premonitory diarrhea)
beforo their entry into the hospital. From this I
concluded, on the 12th of April:—

(1) ¢ That cholern is always preceded and an-
nounced bya series of symptoms, to which—with
o desirs to caution the public~—I havoe given the
nams of cholerine.

(2) * That cholerineisthe first stago of cholera.

(3 ¢ That cholers, properly so called, is only
an advanced stago of a discase which has hith-
erto been unknown inits first or premonitory
periody
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(4) “ That it is always possible fo arrest the
development of the mortal stage of cholera by at-
tacking the disease in ils curable one.

« The existence of o prodromic or premonitory
period in cholera is certain. This truth was ac-
cepted and admitted at tho period of its announce-
ment, by the majority of pbysicians, Tho ex-
ceptions havo hardly an existence, and are more
apparent than real, being due to the absenco of
powers of careful observation on the parts of the
patients,

“ Since 1832 there havo been at short intervals
three new opidemics of cholera. Moreover, this
dreadful malady hias spread during tho same
period, or successively over tho various countries
of Europe and Asia. Has it in every instance
conformed to the laws of its first evolntion? Has
the prodromic or premonitory period alwnys pre-
ceded the mortal stage of this disease? Itis of
the highest importance that tho reply to these
questions should be in tho affirmative. For if
this view—regarded in its origin as ono of tho
conquests of science and a benefit to humanity—
receives from all recorded observation the charac-
ter of an unimpeachable trath, it is cssential that
it be published in all populations and countries,
as affording a sbeet acchor (une ancre de salut)
in tho perils which menacehuman beings. Now,
having been requested bythe Academy of Medicine
to superintend tho general report upon the cpide-
micsof cholera, I have been placed in possession of
all the scientific documents,home and foreign, rela-
ting to thosubject. Tho result of an examination
of these I have the honour to communicate to tho
Academy. Comumencing with England, wo find
the following remarksin thereportof the ¢ General
Board of Health, published in 1850 :-—¢ Whatever
doubts there may have been during the epidemic
of 1832 a3 to theexistence of prodromic symptoms
(diarthees), tho experiencoe of the last epidemic
solves the question cowpletely. In omo caso,
where the first symptoms were minutely inquired
into, it was found that of 500 patients, almost all,
without exception, had been previously attacked
by choleric diarthaea of ten or twelve days’ dura-
tion. Dr. Burrows states that the replies of the
patients showed that tho ¢ rice-water” dischar,
of cholera was always preceded by others of
a different, though unhealthy character. Dr.
McLougblin states— I believe I am correct in
concluding, that of 3,902 cases of cholera, Ihave
not found one without prodromic diarrhaa.™!

@ Jn France they arcthe same confirmationssas in
England, M. M. Lévy found that of 142 patients
(at the Hospital of Val-de-Grice) there were only
six without prodromic symptoms, In 93 cases
the dierrhea had lasted for two, three, four, and
even o greater nomber of days. A general ie-
quiry, instituted by the ¢ Comité Consulatif d'Hy-
giéne, during the opidemic of 1853, gives the
following as part of its report:—¢From the 1at
of Novewmber, 1853, to ths 22nd of January, 1854,
of 974 choleric patients admitted to tho hospitals
of the capital, 740 had been attacked with pre-
monitory disrthoes, the others appeared exempt
or were unable to give exact evideace’ To these
authentic statements I may add those which have
been made by the difftrent departments of France
in reply to thoquestions of tho authorities. Almost
all the local physiciangonswer that cholera com-
mencesin the great mejority of cases by diarrheea
end other premonitory symptoms. The cases of
sudden cholers, if they really exist,do not exceed
§ or 6 per cent.”

M. Guérin's report ig important as being the
ono presented to the Academy, and i3 especially
valugble for the extracts from the various official
reports which be hss appended to it

A Comiovs Berrarn.—The following affecting
cpitapk may be found upon a tombstone in Con-
necticut :

Hero les, cnt down like unripe frait,
Thu wife of n Amos Shato =
Bho dled of drinking too much cofico,
Anny Dominy ofghtecn forty.

Tus weak may bo joked cut of anything but
their weakness.—2AMadame de Stazl, &

Tho more Ay obo spesks of himself, the less
kalikes to bearanother talked of.~Zavater.

PASTIMES.

r—tne

ACROSTIO.

. An early English king.
. A constellation.
. A great reformor.
. A vicious Roman emperor.
. A celebrated astronomer.
The initials form the namo of one of the sevtn
wise men of Greece.

PUZZLES.

1. Two men having an cight gallon cask of
ale to divide equally between them, found some
difficulty in making the division, as they had
only a three gallon and & five gallon messure.
With some scheming, however, th2y overcame
the difficulty. Query—how?

2. From six takenine,
From nino take ten,

From fortfy take ﬂx‘r{v.
And what remains then?
3. Arrange the nine digits (2, 2, 3,&(:.? in such
a way that their sum when added sball be ex-

actly 100. Tho eypher is not to ba employed,
nor either of the figures used twice,

ENIGMA,

ﬁ word I am of latters six,
§ood familiar namo;

If forward ¥ am read, or back,
The word isstill thaeameo;
Curtail
Ang, wondrous to rclate,

1'm still o name, and, etragger still,
Forward or b , which you will,
X alter not my stato;
Agaln remove my tail, you'llseo
Another namo poasessed by me.

2. Tam coaposed of ouly 4 letters, and ex-
press : 1. t all wish to do. 2. pose,
and I am what all should avoid. 3. Transpose,
and I am an article of lady’s dress. 4. Trang-
pose, and I am a noted Scripturo character, 5.
Transpose, and 1 am despicablo or mean.

OHARADES,

1. Tn my first I sornetimoa ride,
To my socond 1 am tied
3y wholo is nover satisfiod.
2. My firat i ovor taking flight,
¥et alsvays hoarding ure;
M{ second is in many lands,
Of various lengths the measuro;
%{ Sirst and .:lwond spesk in tones

mirth;
htcllutalo

Crby 0O 8O

misery an
And in my ethole th
Before it rosches
ﬂ:ey bloom 8 fxir croation
our ens and our groves,
And givoa timely ng
Wbten my {ast s on our stoves,

ANAGRAMS.
6. I mean to rend it,
7. Daniel R.

8. Ah! would ye loose
strifo

1. Hard caso.

2. Nine thumps.

3. Inper coil.

4. Guess a fearful ruio.
5. Tim in a pet.

TRANSPOSITIONS.

aﬂl' LICCSSNHITAE. An art much sought
er.

2. APCSOSM. Tavaluable.

3. BILLYALERATEWINRATCONIO. Is
thought by many to be of considerable impor-
tance to the Sublic interest,

4. WONBOLCROHBSRNOHSATIRE. A pa-
tent medicino.

ARITHMETICAI. QUESTIONS.

1. Thero are two numbers such that if ten
times tho difference of their fourth powers be
divided by the difference of their squares, the
quoticnt will be equal to twenty-nine times their
product; and the sixteenth part of the sam of
their fifth powers isoqual to 6314. Find them.

2. What number is that, which being multi-
plicd by 3, the product incressed by 4, and that
sum divided by 8, shall give a quotient 327

ANSWERS TO CEARADES, &c., &c., No. 10.
DEOAPITATIONS. |
1. ¥-cdder. 2. P-catl. 3, P-zuth..
CoxvroruK.~Because ho is & Sea-king, what

BCVer Was,

et

Rasos.—1. Steam. 2. Ozone.

CuarADE.~Pastime column.

Anaarans.—1. Arolat theo witch, the rump
fed ronyon cries. 2. Forget the faults of others
and remember your own. 3. A soft answer
turneth away wrath. 4. The Ottawa River.
6. Notre Dume. 6. Transposition,

TrAKSPOSITIONS ~~1. Savatory Reform. 2. Fe-
pian Brotherbood. 3. Nelson's monument. (The
last letter of the first transposition was printed
G instead of Y.) -

ARrTaMg7ICAL  Prosisus.—1. Their income
was £126; A. spent £100, B. £150. 2. The
pumbers are 8, 3, 2. 3. Tho principal and inter-
cst at the cnd of the sixth year would amonat to
$669,25.

The following answers bave been received:

Tranaspositions—All, F. B. D.; Themistocles;
Artist; E. H, A,; Q. E, D.; Peter; Argus; 2
asnd 3,E. R A.; H.; A A, H,Quebec; 1and 2,
W.J.F.; W. H F,Oshawa ; Glorisha.

Conundrum.—Peter; Argus; E. II. A.

Rebus~—~12a0d 2, W.J.F.; Q.E.D.;F.B.D.;;
W. H. P.; (to the first W. H. F. sends usa poet-
ical answer, for which wo have notroom). Glo-
riana; Poter; E.R.A.; P.Malay; E.H.A,; A.
A.H.; Argus; Themistocles; 1st Artist; 1.

Charad .—f{. ; Themistocles; £. A.H.; E, H.
A.; E.R.A; Gloriana; W. H.F.; F. B. D.;
Q. E. D.; Peter; W. J. F. ; P. Malloy.

Anagrams—No complete answer has been
received ; the following answer part: Gloriana ;
Argus; Themistocles; H.; E.H. A3 E. R A,
W.H.F.; W.J.F.; Peter; A. A, H.; Artist,

Transpositions.—* Peter’ makes the first ¢ A
strong fire arm,” which is correct a3 the letters
were printed. 2nd and 3rd H.; Peter; Urso;
E.R.A.;3rd Artist; A.A.H.; E.H A; W.
J. E;g ; Gloriana ; George Massey ; Themistocles;

D.

Arithmetical Problems.—1st snd 2nd, A.
Greenhill; P, Malloy; E.R. A.; F.B.D.; W.
1, F.; Geo. Masscy ; Gloriana ; Poter; W.J. F.;
1st, E. H. A.; % William's” query bas elicited o
number of answers; we give that forwarded by
F.H A. with which W.H F,, H.H. V. 8tu-
dent and Sussex agree nearly. F. B, D. has
evidently mistaken the question.

ComgoN Sarr as A Maxuse—~~Common salt,
applied in the Spring at the rate of twentg bush-
els fper acre, has been found very bencficial to
asparagus, broad beaus, lettuces, onions, carrots,
parsnips, potatoes, and beots. Indeedits propertics
are 8o generally useful, not only as promoting
fertility, but as destroying slags, &c., thatitis a
good plan to gow tho whole garden every March
with this manure, at tho rate above specified.
Tho flower garden is included in this recommen-
dation ; for some of the best practical gardners
recommeng it for the stock, byacinth, amaryiis,
ixia, anemone, colchicum, narcissus, ranunculug,
&c.; and in the fruit garden it has been found
beneficial to almost every one of its tenants,
especially the cherry and apple.  Oa lawas sud
walks it helps to drive away worms, and tode-
stroy moss.

Sty Seor.—~Mr. Frederick Brodie, of Uckfield,
Sussex, in a letter to the Times on the 10th ult,,
describes the shape of the spot on the sun, or
¢ golar crater,” a8 he callsit. On the morning
of that day it was tolerably circular; the upper
edge of the erater (or of the penumbra) bad a
wmesn diameter of about 38,000 miles, and tho
lower edge (or the umbra) about 15,000. Two
long promontories of luminous matter projected
from opposite sides of the peaumbra across tho
umbra ; one was about 4,200 miles inlength, the
other about 3,000 miles ; in about three houry
time the wholo of this latter promontory was
separated, and moved away from the penumbra,
bresking up into dotached portions. Clouds
prevented further observation of the wonderful
forces in active operation in this solar crater.

The chameleon, which is said to feed upon noth-
ing bat air, has of all animals the nimblest
tongue.—Swifl.

If 2 man makes mo keep my distance, sho com-
gm'is, that he keeps bis at the samo time—

wift. e
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

———c—

| R. ¢, Missisquot.~—4 propos o thetimes ; will
psert.

Arexis.—Too long ; some of tho shorter picces
@iglt suit us better.

L10.—We bave already noticed and corrected
the error you point out. Thanks for tho solu-
tion; we did not doubt that your proposition
admitied a legitimate answer.

Nexo.—You are correct.

TamnsrocLes.—Much obliged, your contri-
butiong are very acceptable.

A. @., Haurren~Shall be glad to hear from
you frequently.

Fiyrony.~We did not notice the mistake until
after the charade was in print. Of course
Meerschsum is correct. Will avail ourselves of
your contributions in our next issue.

ArtisT.~~Wo cannot promise that we will in-
gert the biegraphical sketch until we have an
opportunity of perusing the manuscript, Perhaps
you had better forward it, butfirst condense your
matter ag much as possible.

Prrer.—The problem js amusing, and we will
place it before our readers in ap early issue.

W. H. F., Oseawa.—Did not Lord Byron writo
one on the same letier ?

ErosTrarcs- -Will insert one or both of your
communications as space offers.  Please forward
the S. at your convenience; if accepted, will at-
tend to your request; if not, the MS, shall be re-
turned.

E. II. A —Wo aro exceedingly obliged to yon
for the trouble you have takep, and will avail
ourselves of the earlicst opportunity of referring
to the work you mention.

F. B. D.—One or two of the stanzas are de-
fective, the others read pleasantlyand smoothly.
We ingert the three last.

FAREWELL.
-] * L o

L ] *
Look at me, look at me, sweetly and trustfully,
Qut of the depths of those wonderful eyes.
» Let mo read ** Love” fn thelr azure transparency.
Love that draves all things and still never dies.

Speak to mo, speak to mo, softly and soothingl

hlx)e!?m swoet tones that have chimed mo 50 l%g’é,
Soon in Iy cars thoso same tones will ring mouranfully
Likotho wild strains of some half forgot gong.

Kies me, love, kiss mo, love, fondly, if tearfully,

Lach kiss must bring us still nearer the tast. -

But soon like goms in tho caverns of memo {pest.
They will brighten the present with thoughts of the

J. LAl in good time. Much obliged.

Lixa.—We bope to be able to announce our
new serial tale within a fortnight. Qur readers will
benefit, we hope, by the unexpected delay which
has followed our first reference to this subject.

T. H.—We have repeatedly stated that all the
back numbers are now in print, and can be
obtawed atthe Reanen Office.

Haguron~—Your article will appear in an
eatly issue. The moral it conveys is a sad one.

Lzcror.—~Will write you in the course of o
few days.

Fsrix—You cannot claim the cost of the goods,
but only their actual value at the time they were
destroyed. No Insurance Company would, or
ought to, pay you more.

S. W.—We intend in future to devote more
gpace to reviews of new books. Much obliged
for your suggestion; you can best aid us bv
estending our circulation in your neighbourhood.

Curss.—We have by no meaus forgotten our
promise. The chess column will be commenced
at once, and we trust our chess-loving friends will
aid usin making it generally interesting to the
fraternity.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

—

MrsrsCHAUM-MAEING IN Nsw Yorz—Meer-
schaum is made on a large scale inNew York, by
saturating carbonate of magnesis in silicate of
soda, or soluble glass—care in selecting s good
quality of magueaia being the only requisite for
success. The profits aro immense,

PzrperoaL Motion —The Comte Cavour, a
Turin journal, confidenily anmounces that the

problem of perpetual motion has been sulved by
M. Louis Caucré Rizzo, s meclianic of Strasburg,
who, the same journal asserts, has invented a
raachine which finds its wotiye forco within itself
without any external aid. Nay, moro; itistobe
seen at work at Naples,swwhere it has beenapplied
to raising water, but M. Coucré hopes torender its
application umiversal. Mcanwhile, it scems, ho
hag obtained a patent for fifteca ycars from tho
Italian Government. Tho machino will, most
probably, ¢ run out” before the patent,

New Gart Inseor.—Mr. W. Couper has re-
cently described a parasite on the common creep-
ing ryegrags. It belongs to the Hymenoptera or
bee order of insects. As gvon as thelarva issues
from the egg it places its head downwards
in tho gall, rcmaining in that position till
it eats its way through. Abort the end
of September it ceases to feed, and pro-
pares to meet & Canadian winter. By this time
the gall i3 hardened, and the larva remaijns in 8
torpid state, becoming activo agein in thespring,
and changiog to perfect insects in timo to attack
the young grass of the season. Baron Sacken
regards it as belonging to the genus Eurotoma.

Mr. Frank Buckland suggests, on the streagth
of gome experiments which were made some
years since, when an epidemic prevailed in the
Zoological Gardens, that chlorato of potash
should be used as a remedy for the cattlo plaguo.

A Pra-gmeruine Macame.—To facilitate tho
tedious operation of shelling beans and peas,
the Scientific American tell us that & Mr. Price
bas invented o machine. The details are simple
enough, being merely a pair of rollers covered
with india-rubber, similar to thoseused in wring-
ing machines, and mounted in & wooden frame,
in tho same general way. These rollers are
connected by gearing with a shaft and crank, so
that when the samo i3 turned the rollers will
rovolve also. In the bottom of tho compartment,
in which tbe rollers work, there ave holes. These
holes let the peas and beans fall into the drawer
below. By turning the rollers, the pods are
drawn in, and the compression causes them to
burst open and deliver the peas on the other side
in good order.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.

HUIEUM CONTRIBUTIONS.

A sEzRIN of street yarn.

A Toora from the mouth of a river.

A pLEA7 from 3 branch of the Mississippi.

A pair from the forelock of time.

A rootoarara of the night-meare.

A peTAL from the ¢ flower of the family.”

« Waar is the difference between an organist
and the influcnza ?

Th’f: one knows the stops—the otber stops the
nose.

MODERN DICTIONARY.

Fin-1sa.~—Having fing.

GriMace~—A dirty card.

WaRrD-suip.—An iron clad.

Heir-sup.— A balioon.

Hu-uax.—A carpenter.

In-cire—Visible.

Is-Piry——Well inserted.

Jar-gon.—A broken vesses.

Kipxar.—Tho hair of a young goat.

Li-asLe.—Ability to tell a falsehood.

Tae man who had his feelings hurt, revenged
himself by catting an acquaintance.

Souermxa nxw! 01d maids are at a discount
no longer but may be mated off at once.  Apply
at the Feller Institute.

Dear Swirr, when dining at & corporation
dinner at Leicester, was rather severe upon a
poor, sleck, quiet alderman. In the course of the
dinner ho was helped to the wing of a duck, and
immediately called for mustard. ¢ Doctor,” said
the alderman, in perfect innocence of heart, “yon
eat duck like a goose

A prLA0ARD in the window of a patent medicine
vendor, in tho Rue 8t. Honoré, Paris, reads ae
follows: — Tho public arp Tequested not ‘o

mistake this ghop for thiat of another quack jut

opposite”

——. .

Waar is it we all frequuntly say wo will do,
and no ono has over yet dono 2~Stop a minute.

Way is a cbild who gets stout as he gets taller,
like o nowspaper reporter 2—Because bie pickg up
in-formation.

How Cuupwiul—Thoe mismanagement of the
Atlantic cable is distinctly proved by tbe admis-
sion of those on board the Great Eastern, that
they havo left it in charge of duoys !

A obxTLEMAR tecently received an unpaid
letter (for which tho postman charged him two-
pence) commencing—* Sir, your letter of yester-
day bears upon its faco the stamp of falsehood.”
His answer was brief and to tho purpose— Sir,
I only wish your letter of yesterday bore upon its
face a stamp of any kind.”

Toers was & certain « Daft Will,” who was n
privileged haunter of Eglinton Castlo and
grounds. He was discovered by the noble
owner one day taking & near cut, and erossing a
fenco in tho demesne. Tho ear! ecalled out,
“Como back, sir, that’s not the road, # Do ye
ken,” gaid Will, “whaur I'm gaunT°—* No,*
replied his lordship.—Weel, hoo do ye ken
whether this be tha road or no?” said Will.

Wougxn srox OpposiTe Points or View.—~¢1
wounld not be a woman, for then I could not
Iove her,”says Montaigne. Lady M. W. Montaguo
8ays, ¢ Theo only objection I bave to be » man is
that I should then have to mamry 4 woman.”

A Cunious CouBINATION 0 Naues.— Sir
Thomas Winnington, in Noles cv.d Queries,
states that formerly the three names ¢ Wige,”
« Parsons,” and * Hunt” were fo bo_seen at 8t.
Clement’s, Oxford, nnd that the undergraduates
very naturally read them consecutively and
without stops.

LAW.

Ax upper mill and lower il
Fell ont about thelr water;
To war they went—that is, to law,
‘ Resolved to give no quarter.

A Ilawyer was by each engaged,
And botly they contended,

WWhen foes grew elack, tho war they wagod
They judged were better caded.

Tho heavy costs remaining still,
Wevo sottled withdut bother;

Ono lawyer took the uppor mill,
The lower mill the other.

Tae father of Mrs. Siddons had always forbid-
den her to marry an actor, and of coursd she
choso o member of the old gontleman's compa-
ny, whom she secretly wedded. When Roger
Kemble heard of it he was furious.—%Iave I
not” be exclaimed, * dared you to marry a
player P The lady replied, with downcast eyes,
that she had not disobeyed— What, madam,
have you not allied yourself to about the worst
performer in my company ¥’ —¢ Exactly 80,
murmured the timid bride; “ nobedy can call
him an actor.”

You may call me irritable if you like, but it
would tske & good deal to make me cross just
now,” remarked an old lady who wanted to get
from one side of the strect fo tho other, when
two railway vang, a firo-engine, five omnibuses,
a dozen Hansom cabs, and & drove of bullocks
wero coming along at full gpeed.

Accorping to an ancient proverb, we Lad
always understood that ** a cat may look at a
king.” In Wurtemberg, bowever, it scems nothing
under tke rank of nobility can hopo for that de-
lightful privilege. Orders havo been given that
all renters of boxes in the royal theatre of Stutt-
gart, who do zot beloug to the titled classes,
should be removed from the right sido of the
theatre, wherc they could look ot tho royal box,
to the fcft side, where they cau't! If His Majesty
is so averse to the sight of common folks, wo
can't help thinking he had better stay away
from the *heatre altogother. There are, weshould
say, some poople on the stago itself who don't
Lold absolutely princely rank. Perhaps, how-
over, the king thinks that though the actor may
bo a commoner in privatelify, his profession, at
any rate, makes ks @ appear ” vpon the glage.—
The worst yet!



