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NOTICE.

Aru the back numbers of the ReavEr are now
in print, and we shall be happy to forward them
to any subscribers who may need them to mako
up their sets.

Axy person getting up a Club of five will be
entitled to a freo copy of the Reanrr, during the
existenco of the Club; andif wyearly Clubof ten,
to a free copy of the paper, and & handsomely
bound copy (two volumes) of Garneaw's History
of Canada, which i3 published at $300 by R.
Worthington, Publisher and DBookseller, next
door to Post Office, Montreal.

THE DOCTOR AND HIS FOOLO-
- METER.

OME innocent reader will ask « what is a

foolometer?”  According to Sydney Smith,
who was the first to classifly the species, a foolo-
meter is a man,—or woman,—who ¢mbodics and
represents the general opinions of the multitude.
Moliere's foolometer was his house-keeper, and
Dr. McKay, poct, politician, and correspondeut
of the London Times, has found a foolometer in
the person of a writer in one of our city jour-
nals. This contribntor to the Herald accuscs us
of unacquaintanco with the learned Doctor’s
poetical works, which he poctically deseribes as
“ passports to immortality.” Ve plead guilty to
the indictment. YW¢ once attempted to read some
of them, but found the task teo diffieult for
achicvement, An ardent admirer of the poct
lent them to us, and assured us that they con~
tained “ ncctar fit for the gods;” we imagined
that they smacked of treacle, a liquid we abhor,
even a8 Falstaff abliorred death by water, Itis
certain that the spee.mens produced by the cor-
respondent of the Jlerald have not led fo a
change of our opinion in that respect; and if
theso bricks be a fair samplo of the building, wo
suspect that the Doctor’s passports wiil not bo
vise'd by posterity on his road to immortality.
Ris friend advises him to eschew politics and tho
Times, and o return to his first love, tho Muse.
Wo doubt the wisdom of this suggestion; the

Times pays its laborers handsomely, and the
prizes in the poetical lottery are few, meagre, and
far between. There is the Jaurcateship, it is true;
but though the Doctor might claim to be a
worthy successor to Cibber and Pye, he can
scarcely hope for an offico which has more
recently been filled by Southey and Tennyson,
and which was offered to Scott and Wordsworth.
We do not wish it to bo supposed that we are
indalging in mero meaningless detraction, or
that we cannot support by evidence the views we
express.  We believe we can so support these
views. For instance, we find in the Herald somo
seleetions from Dr. McKay's poems, and to which
our admiration is challenged. THere is the first of
these literary tit-bits:

‘“ And brre.—Oh! shameto Freedor, that boastswith
tor--ec and pen,

Wotook - board a cargo of miserablo men;

A freight ot human creatures, bartered, bought aud
sold,

Like hogs orsheep, or poultry—the living blood for
gold;

Ang then T groaned remorseful, and thought. in pity
strong,

A curse might fall upon us for suffering the wrong,—

A curse upon the cargo, o curso upon the ship,

FPanting, moaning, groaning, down the Mississip.”

This is ¢ the regular butter-woman's trot to
market;” and by way of test we would recom-
mend the lines to be read as if they were prose,
forgetting the jingle of the rhyme for the
moment. )

We contend that they are not poctry at ali,
or if they be, that it i3 of very poor quality. Afost
young men of a literary turn write stuff of the
same sort, while in their teens; but fow of themw,
if not very silly indeed, continuo the practice
after they arrive at years of diserction. In our
green days of spooreyhood, # when we used to
come a courting to Jane Smile,” wo ourselves
could spin such cffusions by the ell, good
Flemish measure ; and we did it too, heaven for-
give usl—a sin over which we bave since
mouraed in confusion of face, and sackcloth and
ashes. In the lauded specimens of Dr. McKay's
poesy there are, undoubtedly, thyme, rhythm,
and sentiment, cach good cnough of its kind;
but these do rot constitute poctry, although
necessary or useful adjuncts to it. Tayley was
in Lig day the smoothest and most musical of
poetasters; that brilliant butterfly, poor Letitia
Landon, has poured forth more sentiment in her
pocms than can be fraced in those of all the
great English masters, from Cbaucer to Byron.
Shakespeare’s finest passages often exhibit wis-
dom aund scotiment of the highest order, but the
spirit of poetry breathes over all; Tupper is wise
and McRayigsentimental, but the poetical clement
is wanting, or is supplicd in such minute par-
ticle, that the prosaic Icaven remains intact.
Enough, however, of the Doctor’s poelry, with
which we have less to do than with his politics;
and yet the injurics he scems desirous to inflict
on ug might lose some of theirforee from a more
just appreciation of the intellectnal calibre of

our cnemy; for as our cnemy wo Canadians

| must regard him, whatever ho may regard

himself.

But however deeply we may vesent tho inis-
chievious courso pursued by Dr. Mc¢Kay in his
interference with the affuirs of this country, wo
should regret that he deserved the charncter
given of him by bis advocate in the Montreal
Herald., Wo only insist that he is 2 bad poet
and 2 bad politician; thie advocate more than
intimates that be is still more worthless as a
man. o tells us that the Doctor hag gold bim.
self to his present employers,and now repudiates
in tho prose of his communications to the Times
the principles which he sang in the poetry of his
former years. The charge is a grave one, coming
from such a source, and we give bis accuser’s
own words: “I deeply regret” ho says, ¢‘that
ho should havo fullen into bad company, not
alone on this side of the water, but also with his
present cmployers in Printing Iouse Square;”
again, ho is declared to bo “in a false posi-
tion by getting into bad society ;" and still again,
that «3r. McKay's connection with the Z'imes
led him to excuse slavery, if not indeed to arguo
in favour of it.” These arc deep offences, truly.
‘ Gall you that backing your friend,” most sage
Foolometer? #a plaguc on such backing® A
strange accusation this, to bring against * the
genial Charles McKay,” as his libeller elsewhere
styles him, and which, we trust, nay, we believo
to bo as unfounded as it is disgraccful.

Dut it may be said that we write more harshly
on this subject than is our wont. Well, it may
be €o; for we thinh that Dr. McKay has been
guilty of gross injustice to the people of Canadn
and British North America. Almost a stranger
amongst us, ke has presumed to sit in judgment
on us, and denounce us to the British nation and
the world as a mean, false, selfish race, who belie
in our acts the sentiments we profess, aud who
only cling to England for the benefits, pecuniary
and otherwise, we derive and hope to derive from
the connection. A leading correspondent of
tho London Times isalmosta power in the state,
and his utternuees carry with them an influence
often out-weighing their intrinsic value. When
his predecessor, Dr. Russel, was in the Grimea and
the United States, his florid and somcetimes vulgar
but vigoroussketches of passing eventa command-
ed publicattention tosuchan extent that the ablest
generals of England, France, Russia, and Amer-
ica scarcely loomed larger in men's eyes. It is
Dr. McRay the correspondent whom wo blame,
and not the man. The last task we leave to his
admiring fricnds.

BrineeT was hired in a femaloboarding-school,
and was told to rirg the first bell at ix in the
worning. At half past six o'clock the pupils were
required to attend prayers; bat forseveral morn-
ings after Bridget commenced her Jabours, many
were unsually tandy, giving as an excuse, that
they did not hear the rising bell. #Sare, marm,”
sho'replied, I never rings it very hari, for fear
I mirht wako the young ladiest”
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A SLEIGH RIDE IN RUSSIA*

NE of my most vivid recollections of Russian

0 adventure relates to a journey during which I
endured some of tho most painful, I may say dan-
gerous liours of my life, owing tomy driver being
drunk, of which fuct I was utterly igooraat
when wo started from tho post-house. The
night was clear, and the moon shono brightly
from ® cluudless sky; but tho weather was
intensely cold, in fact tue eentre of the road was
as hard as a sheet of ice, and copsequently I
travelled rapidly, while on each side of me
the snow was soft and many feet deep. I was
alonc, and had very recently enjoyed a cup of
ot tea, to which 1added a dash of cognac; and
having lighted my pipe, I jumped in*o my sledge,
warm and comfortable—so warm and cozy, in
fact, that I soon fell into o sound an * undisturbed
slumber, to which the smooth and rapid progress
of my sledge greatly contributed, when all at
once I was aroused from iy home dreams by a
tremendous crash—to find myself, sledge and
horses firmly fixed, indeed balf buried, in the
snow. To rub my eyes, jump from the carriage.
heavily fur clad as I was, and to plunge up to
my thighs in tho snow (for therc had been a
recent thaw, and the snow was soft on the road-
sides), and at the sama time to recollect that I
wag unarmed and alone in the centre of an un-
futhomable Russian pine forest, at two A, with
my despatches in tho sledge,and no helpathand,
was the work of @ moment.  In the sexi juswnt
T was startled by a buman howl, of such inten-
sity, that { verily believe no hungry pack of
wolves in tho forest could havo rivalled it; and
at the sawe time I discoverced that my postillion
wag in ficrce combat with one of tho tallest and
most powerfol men I ever beheld, while o dozen
other wretches of the same type were howling
and screcching, and rushing to the sceno of
action. By\the bright light of the moon I was
also cnabled to observe in tho road track before
me about a score of sledges heavily laden, cach
drawn by one small borse, and carrying merchan-
dise; while two lay floundering in the snow on
the opposite side of the road, against which wo
had driver and got tho worst of it. All these
untoward cvents occurred in far lesstime than I
bavo told them. Before I proceed, however, it
may bo as well te remark that while every word
I write is fact, ap order did cxist, and probably
still exists, in Russia, which commands that every-
thing and every person——man and beast—shall
make way for thoso who travel with a ¢ Potera-
gena! or authority for courier horses, or, in
other words, all official persons. But the wretch-
cd serf, my postillion, though he wasnot too drunk
to keep his seat while his httle horses kept tho
road at & gallop, was far too drunk to sec the
impossibility of passing anything but a flock of
crows in the parrow lane between two high
banks of snow. Therefore, as I subsequently
discovered, although cvery human effort had
been made on bis blowing his horn to permit us
1o pasy, it was all in yain. But ho was in no
state to rcason; morcover, ho probably saw
double, which naturally widened the wayside.
Thus drivisg furiously, be upset the hindermost
sledge, at the same time, in Russian fashion,
lashing the driver with bis whip; but the second
sbock was too great even for my heavier sledge,
and thus we becamo fixed, horses and carriage,
fast in the deep snow. Happily, most bappily,
reason came to my aid, and a moment’s thought
sufficed to convince me of the dangerous position
in which I found mysclf, and that discretion
now was far better than valour. It was quito
evident that my driver was in faolt; and bad I
attempted {o take his part, or made any cffort to
defend him, my own hft, as well as the des-
patches, would bave been perilled. Heavily
therafore a3 I was clad—observing that blows
had already passcd between him and the athletic
Russian T have named—I made & rush at the
former, wrenched the uphifted whip from his hand,
seized him Smmly by tho throat, snd throwing
him backwards on tho snow, I broke the ship
* The Queen's Messenger; or, Travels on the
Highways and Bye-ways of Europe. Herbert

Byng Hall.

in two, and stood with outstretched arms calmly
beforo him., Meanwhile tho whole troop of
sledge-drivers had gathered around us, ovidently
showering threats and imprecations on our
heads, which unpleasaut language I happily did
not understand ; at tho samo time uttering the
most diabolical howls I over heard beforo or
since. Bitter cold as was the night, tho perspi-
ration poured down my forehead, and if T did not
experience absolrte fear—and jt occurs to ino
that T certainly did—why, I most assucedly
uttered an inward prayer for Heaven's protec-
tion, feeling that the odds were twenty to ono
that I should perish like a dog, or be murdered
far away from all I loved on carth, in the dense
pine sohitude. It was by no means & pleasant
position in which to find one's self, I do nssurc
you, geatlemen who liveat home ateaso, Indeed,
had I ventured, without the aid of 2 Tom Sayers
or two, to strike o blow, or made the slightest
cffort to defend my drunken friend, then cooling
himself in the snow, with tho thermometer 28°
below zero, the fato of both of us would have
been vastly disagreeable, for I never beheld such
brutal anger, nay, ferocity, as that which the
moonlight permitted me to discover on tho dirty
faces of the leader and bis followers, asby olfers
of money, attempted smiles, which must have
lcoked hiko grius, and general affability of de-
meanour, I endeavoured to appease them. At
this moment the postillion arose from kis spraw-
ling position on the snow; Inckily, I had possess-
ed my-¢!f ef his whip, for making a rush at the
leaders, he cut their slight cord traces, and,
vaulting on one of the animal's back, tried
to make off, whether to escape for assistanco or
leavcme to my fate I know not; but thought,
rapid as lightning, soon told meo thatifleftalone I
raust perish jn tho snow, cven if I escaped a
worse fate. Onco roore, then (recollect he was
intoxicated, and a lighter man than mysclg‘, 1
threw him on the snow. At this moment how
great was my happiness when a travelling Pole,
who spoko German, rode up in the midst of the
fray, coming from the dircction towards which I
was travelling! No glimpse of 2 distant sail to
the wreeked sailor on a raft, no alms to the half-
stav-ed beggar, was cver more welcome than
tho appearance of that bearded Jew. I mever
look on the race without thinking of him, and
could scarcely refusé 1o acceptabill, even though
it were to be discounted at sixty per cent., were
I again to meet him. He immediately came to
my aid, and it is to his belpas much a3 the calm
demeanour which Providence permitted mo to
assume in the hour of danger, that in all proba-
bility 1 am indcbted for tho privilege of being
slive to tell this tale. Suffice is to say that,
after considerable parley, great humiliation and
politeness on my part, some .orbearanco and
inconceivable vociferation on that ofmy cnemies,
peace was made, and the leader scemed atlength
to be convinced that I had had no sbare in the
upsetting of lug sledges or their contents, which
lay scattered on the snow; and I must do him
the justice to admit that, when thus convinced,
be contented himself with liberal indulgence in
savage threats and oaths, which he launched at
the head of my driver, but which were to be put
into practical execution on some futuro day. He
then called lus men together, and after hereulean
cfforts, they extracted my half-buried sledge and
horses from the snow, dragged it past the cara-
van, and sent me on my way rejoicing.

Tue Eart of Surrey, afterwards eleventh
Duke of Norfolk, who was a notorious gourmand
and hard drinker, and & leading member of the
Beef>steak Club, was so far from cleanly in his
person, that bis servants used to avail themselves
of his fits of drunkenness—which were pretty fre-
quent, by the way—foc the purpose of washing
him. On these occasions they steipped him as
they would a corpse, and performed the needful
ablutions. e was ¢cqually notorious for hishor-
ror of clean linen, Onc day, on his complaining
to Dudley North at bis club thathe bad becomo
a perfect martyr to rheumatism, and bad tried
every possiblo remedy swithont success, tho latter
wittily replied, * Pray, my lord, did yoa over try
4 clean shirt 37 ’

CURIOUS FACTS CONCERNING

.. DAYS AND DATES.

—

WO facts must bo granted; firat, that thero
are twenty-four hours in cach day, and geven
dnysineach week, each day having adizunguish-
ing name; and secondly, that Mouday begius,alt
over the world, ono instant afler Sunday ends;
Tucsday after Monday, and 8o on, !

Now, the fact that the names of ,’our days
chango in every pluce on the face of ths globe
once in twenty-four hours, naturally gives rise
to tho question “Where does the chisnge first
tako place?’ or, more familinrly, ¢ when Jocs
Sunday first begin??

If a ship were to leave New Zealand for Eng-
land, vid the Cape of Good Hope, tho day and
dato of her arrival would correspond with thoso
of Englaud; while, on the other bahd, if tho
voyage were to be made vigd Cape Horn, Jay.and
date would differ.

Suppose, again, an American war vessel {o
leave San Francisco in scarch of the * Shenau.
dogh” at say nine o'clock on Tuesday evening,
and a British vessel to sail from Cantod in China
with tho samo object at the samo time, which
would be about five o'clock on Wednesrlay morn-
ing—~shonld tho vessels, after a threo weel s cruise,
full in with the¢ Shenandoah ” at the same tine,
and together capture lher, tho American cow.
‘pander would in his report say she was captur-
ed at say five o'clock p.m. on Tuesday, while the
British commanders report would say five
o'clock on Wednesday afternoon. Tio tims of
day would bo similar, but day and dute would
not.

The names of days were carried over the globe
east and west from Europe and the western part
of Asia.

Owing to tho difference in time, Monday morn-
ing commences in Quebec beforo Montreal, It
begins also in Father Point before Quebee, inSt,
Joln, N, B,, beforo Father Point, in London be-
fore St. John, N, B, in India before London, in
China beforo India, but not in San Francisco
before Ching, for Mouday commences jn Montreal
before it does in San Francisso.

Conscquently, cach duy gets & new uame after
leaving San Francisco and before reaching
China.

Whan the telegraph across Russian Territory
will be in operation—~if it be possible to send o
telegram from Montreal to Canton—at certal®
hours of the day the telegram would leave
Montreal on our day, pass through Sau Fran-
cisco on the day previous (by name), nnd arrive
in Canton on the day of tlhe same na.ue as that
on which it left Montreal.

To obtain aceuracy in day and date, it will be-
come necessary in the course of time to have
some degree of longitudo on tho jassage of
which the name of tho day will change first, and
that line should be Long. 170° W, of Green-
wich, because that degree separates tho conti-
nents of Asia and Amcrica, and is East of New
Zealand.

When it is 12 o'clock noon at Liong 10° E. of
Greenwich, say at Hamburg, the day is called by
the samo name, tho world over, because it is
then midnight at the degreo of longitude above
mentioned; and when ncon at that degree of
longitude it is midnight at Hamburg, and
the names of two duys equally divided over the
world, say first day of January, 1866, from 170°
W. of Greeawich to Hamburg, over Asiaand
Europe, and thirty-first d2y of December, 1865,
from Hamburg to that degree of longitude over
America.

The instant when it is midnight at 170° W. is
the only one when there is universally the same
day and date. ‘R.A.S,

Tarnie KinoNesses—~Tho humble 'carrent of
little kindnesses, which, though but & crecping
streamlet, yet incessantly flows, although it
glides in silentsecrecy within the domesticwalts
and along thewalks of private life, énd makes
neither appearance nor noiso inthe wdrld, proves
in the end & moro copous tributo intd the storo
of buman comfo:t ant . boanty, howeyer amplo
that may rush into it w.th & mighty bound,
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AURA, Laura, child I
A young girl, lovely as the morning, disen-
gaged herself from the laughing group about her,
to reply to the lady who called her.

“ Wl auntie 7’ she said, with a backward
toss of the softest, brightest curls, and a look of
saucy defiance out of arch hazel-brown eyes,

“« What wag that I heard you say just now?”

Laura coloured, but looked saucy still, and
laughed. “ I don’t care,” she said, pouting very
becomingly the next moment; ¢ I do like Frank
Thorley, although he is papa's clerk. I shouldn’t
have said so, only Ellen Richmond was making
fun of what she calls his assurance in dancing
with me so often to night.”

“ I wouldn’t dance with him again, my dear.”

“ Why not, pray ?” she exclaimed, elevating her
graceful cyebrows.

« Because you are a very pretty girl, and he is
a very handsome, impressionable young man,
You may do him much harm.”

[{] I?’l

¢« Such flattering preference as you are evinc-
ing for young Thorley’s society, is enough to
turn any young man’s head : and coming from a
girl in your position, to a man in his, i3 calculated
to do harm. Take my advice, he already sees no
one in the room but you. Lavish your witche-~
ries on some one less liable to lose his wits in
consequence of them.”

Laura turned away from her aunt a little pet-
tishly, =:»d stole from under her thick lashes a
furtive i;iance in young Thorley's direction. He
was indecd watching her, with his heart in his
handsome eyes; and the vain little beauty
flushed with pleasure.

It was not long before Frank Thorley asked
her to dance with him again. :

# He is so handsome and graceful, and so
entertaining,” Laura mused, during the instant’s
hesitation before she put her little white gloved
hand in his, ¢ I will dance with him—there.”

And away she floated in airy circles.

%It can’t do any harm,” she continued, with
some inward wisgiving, as her eyes met auntie’s
mildly disapproving look, or fell beneath the
impassioned and almost too frankly admiring
glance of her companion ;  of course he knows
I am partieularly kind to him, because he's papa’s
clerk ; and he can’t be so ridiculous as to fall in
love with me really, and it isn't likely we shall
cver be together this way again.”

Miss Laura, however, was mistaken in her cal-
culations. She had indulged a momentary
whim, and had insisted upon his attending her
party.

As a consequence, somebody else invited him,
and then somebody else, and he was so hand-
some and entertaining—such a graceful addition
to any circle—that before the winter was over
he bad become very popular, and received more
invitations than he was able to accept. Laura
was surprised, but secretly pleased at this, and
at the continuance of his undisguised and almost
romantic devotion to herself, Laura accepted
this devotion with occasional reluctance, occa-
sional mitgiving as to where it was to end ; but
she liked it too well to lose, and was perhaps
more interested at heart than she realized herself.

Imagine her consternation, when Frank Thor-
ley asked her to marry him!

“ I—I'm sorry, Frank,” she murmured, almost
incoherently, ag she dropped into a seat.

Thorley’s eyes flashed momentarily.

“ You've done a wicked thing, Miss Laura
Lyle,” he said. “If ever woman led man to be-
licve she loved him, you did me.”

Laura stopped him there with a haughty ges-
ture, and an angry—* You forget yourself, Mr.
Thorley;” and she swept imperially past him,
back to the drawing-room shé had quitted a
moment before on his arm,

Mr. Vincent Lyle was at the head of one of
the oldest firms in the city. He was a man of
sterling integrity and uprightness himself, and
sternly severe upon any dereliction in another.
His clerks were all liberally paid; and a young
man who could obtain a sitnation, be it ever so

)

subordinate, with Lyle and Co., was considered

to have secured an uncommonly good start in
life. Dishonesty or unf:ithfulness among the
clerks of the firm was rare; partly becanse of
the discrimination exercised in engaging them,
partly because of the severe and summary
reckoning exacted from the fow offenders,

Mr. Vincent Lyle was not inclined therefore to.
deal leniently with the author of some small but
daring peculation that had been going on of
late. Woe to the guilty one, when he discovered
him; and from the searching investigation he
was making, he was likely to do that soon. The
matter worried him so long as it baffled bim;
and he was sitting in his luxurious library at
home, pondering it, when Frank Thorley sent in
a note to him.

The merchant started, as he read, muttering,

% Sharp fellow, Thorley. I wasn't deceived in
him! Show him up, John.”

Mr. Lyle shook hands with him warmly when
he came in; but Thorley seemed strangely reluc-
tant, and not noticing the seat the merchant
offered him, remained standing on the hearth
opposite, his face paleand his eyes in an unwont-~
ed glitter.

“ Glad to see you, Thorley, glad to see you.
Shan't forget it if you can give me any clue to
the author of this scandalous business,” Lyle said.

¢ Behold him,” Frank said, getting whiter yet.

Mr. Lyle stared.

“ It was I who stole your money,” Frank re-
peated, with a half desperate emphasis on the ob-
noxious word in the sentence.

Mr. Lyle stared incredulously a few moments
still, before he could realize the stupendousness
of the fact. He was terribly angry then. The
very fact that he had been so ready to vouch for
young Thorley, made his unfaithfulness doubly
culpable. He remembered suddenly the gay life
the young man had been leading of late, vague
rumors of which had reached his ears, and said
sternly, as soon as he could master his voice
enough, # If you come here, thinking to move
me to thoughts of clemency, you will find your-
self mistaken.”

# Not for myself, Mr. Lyle,” he gaid, at last,
speaking with difficulty; ¢ but for my mother's
sake, I do ask your clemency ; not to retain me
in your employment, but to give me a chance to
begin again somewhere else.”

“ And serve some one else as you have me ?
the merchant exclaimed, with ironical anger; it
is ratfer late to think of your mother, young
man.” N

“I know it, sir. IfIhad suffered no other love
to enter my heart but love for her, I should not
stand here the guilty wretch I am to-night. Yet
for her sake, spare me. I am her only son—her
only support, If you expose me, you strike her
to the heart.” :

Mr. Lyle made an impatient movement. I
tell you, you should have thought of this before.
It is too late now; you have had your chanee,
and abused it wickedly. You must take the con-
sequences.”

Thorley was trembling, and he could hardly
stand.

¢ Mr. Lyle,” he said, huskily, “ do you know
how old Tam? I am nineteen, sir, and I never
touched a farthing that was not my own before.”

“ It is time to end this,” Mr. Lyle said, rising
and approaching the bell.

“ Wait one moment, sir,” Frank Thorley said,
passing between him and the bell-pull ; and his
desperate, anguishing look stayed Mr. Lyle an
instant; ¢ shall I tell you who tempted me to do
this—whose beautiful face came between me and
right, and lured me on to my ruin? As you hope
for mercy, hereafter, sir, hear mel Hear how I
came to fall, and then refuse to be merciful, if you
can.”

“ 1 am listening,” said the merchant.

“1 never saw London till two years ago,
and you yourself have commended me for with-
standing its temptations. You know, sir, that I
neither drink nor gamble, The smallness of the
amount I have taken must prove that your money
was not speat in that way. You have been
pleased to be very kind to me, sir. Do you re-
member urging upon me the acceptance of an in-
vitation to a party given by your daughter? I
was reluctant, but [ went, and from that hour
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my fato wag gealed. The most fascinaling, as
woll as tho most heartless of coquettes, did not

scorn to set her snares for mo, o dazzlo mo with |.

herloveliness, and luro me with her smiles. Thero
is no intoxication like tho firstlove of youth, sir;
don't you kuow that? There is no frenzy liko
that inspired by & woman who makes you love
ter. I lived in a delirium; I was wmad on ac.
count of this woman whom I loved, and who
seemed to lave me, nud I incurred o debt for her
—-a debt which, in a wild moment, o moment
when T bad just been scorufully cast off by ber—
1 paid with your money.”

«\What was your debt?”
briefly.

4 It was for a ring.” . .

« A ring with & diamond setin a cluster o
rubies? the merchant asked, with a flash of re-

unce,
me‘?n;)_g, sir” Thorley said, retuctantly.

The merchant sat down,and motioning Thorley
to & seat, remained some moments thoughtful and
with his face averted. Then touching the bell,
he waited, while Frank Thorley covered us faco

ith his handa,
m't'h'lll-‘lsl l}\‘;iss Laura I wish to sce her here,” ho
said 1o the servant who answered his summons.

Laura was just going out; and she came
dressed as she was for theparty, fleecy white float-
ing about her like cloud wreaths, her hips red,
hor checks aglow, and her eyes sparkling.

She reddened somewhat at the sight of Frank

Ps grhastty face.
Tli?lgieg ;cﬁx'sena for me, papa?” she asked of her
father, who sat with his face in shadow.

For reply he reached and took her ungloved
hand inbis. Itwas a dainty hand, slender, small,
and white, and glitteriog with rings. He put his
finger upon one, & Swall diamond surrounded by
rubieg, and lifled his glance to hers.

1,aara shrank a little, and looked as though she
were going to ery- '

Tugxingg toward Frank Thorley, Mr. Lyle s2id,
u Upon one condition 1 will furgieo you. Repeat
what you have jus;t said to mein the prescuce of

is misguided gird”
t"?&'?ﬁgﬁkg Thorley! Perhaps ho thought
even exposure would be preferable to such humi-
liation before her whom ho loved. Perhaps a
second thouglit of his mother came and ncn:cd
him. He hesitated only o moment, and told the
story with & half desperate, half sarcastic cl?~
queice, that took the vivid golour out of Laura’s
brilliant face, and left it white and §carcd. .

«\Won't you forgive me, Frank?” she cricd,
and clung to her father with a burst of sobs. ,

« Will you forgiveler, Fraok Tlorley, or not?
demanded Mr. Lyle.

« Heaven knows I forgive her,
be forgiven.”

“Tﬁank you, sir. 1 tbiok sho has wronged
you more than you wronged me, .and I will shoxz
Yyou, young man, how 1 can forgive to-morrow.”

But when the morrow came, Frank Thorley
had left London with hi3 }xxother, and vain were
all Mr. Lyle's efforts to discover him.

Years passed. There came 2 financial crash,
and though evary body supposed Lyleand Co. to
bo cstablished on too firm & basis to be shaken,
they were not able to outride the storm. 1o

Serupnlously honest now as ¢ver, Mr. Ly ¢
gave up everything, made no cflort tu save so
much 88 Laura's piano from going under the
hammer. . )

« Never mind, paps,” she said sufily to bim
that Jast night before the sale; “wo have stll
cach other, and I am young. Perbaps I may
find some use now for *hose nccomphshmem's

ou bave lavished upon & 50 freely. ¥°‘f (lxdn t
1hink,” she added with anattemptat g:u::t;, that
you were putting moncy b)j when you were
spending it on me, did you? o b R

« Heaven kpows what i3 to become
moannccd tcbe uphappy merchant. «To.-morTow
atthis time we shall have no right cvc.n to the
roof that shelters our heads. But heaven bless
you, oy child, for this sweet courage. ;t is
something to haveso bravo a child. You n;']o
been used to such freedom from care, though,
Laurg—I wish yon had masricd, dear, and you
would have had & home now.”

Me. Lyle asked,

sir, as T hope to

3o

«Ihave got you, paps, and therd's nobody [
liko better——

“Nobody, Laura ??

The soft cheek flushed o little, and the red lips
trembled,

« Dow't ask me, papn; there's nobody now,”
she said, hidimg her fuce on husshoulder,

4 Wusit somo one who went away 7"

“ Yes,” fuutly ’

« thought so, dear. It's like you women o
love the man they have wronged most.”

Tho twe hidaway in the remotest corner of the
houso while the avction was going on next day,
and Laura exerted herself incredibly to sustain
her father’s heavy heart. e frew old fust in
those few hours. This osing his home sccwed
to hurt him cruclly.

Tho sale was over, and they still sat thero
alone, waiting, pechaps, to sce if some fricud
would not come t¢ spenk & word of counsel or
comfort in this trying hour.

There was a hestating knock at the door pre-
sently, and a geantleman came in.

Mr. Lyle, scaing that he was a stranger, £aid:
“You are, perhaps, the new proprictor 1”

Tho stranger bowed, and said,—* I bought
everything in trust for afriend of Mr. Lyle's, who
requested me to say to him that lus home was
asmuch bis now as it cver was."

Mr. Lyle lifled his hiead and looked at the
man, and frow Lim to Laura in a sort of bewild-
crment.

¢ \What does he mean, Laura ??

Lavra bad come forward breathless, her face
red and white in swift changes.

#Papa,” ghe cried, running to him and sobbing
upon lis neck, ¢ it's Frank Thorley.”

% No, no, Laura,” the merchant said, incredu-
lousty,

#Jt is Frank Thorley, cir,” Frank said, now
cowing nearer ; “ and ho Wishes fervently that
be had come sooncr. I am a cich man, Mr.
Lyle, thanks to you, for giving meanotherchance
in life, and I have come ready to discharge my
obligation to you with oy all. [ have nothung,
sir, that is not youts also.”

¢ Don't Frank! ‘T was only just, scarcely
that; it scems good to see you, though, like the
face of an old fricnd. We haven't many friends
now, youknow.”

Laura had not spoken. It scemed she conld
not 1ift her faco from her fathers arm. But
when Frank asked gently :—* Have you no wel-
coms for me, Laura ?*

s Have you forgiven me yet 2 she asked,
looking up suddenly.

¢ ] have never married,” he said, in & low
voice ; “and you—"

¢ Nor I,” flushing and trembling.

t Laura’—with sudden heat and cagerness, —
« I have loved you all these years.”

“ And I you.”

The new firm is Lyle and Thorley.
would have it so.

Frank

Tn alccture on the chemistry of gas-lighting,
delwvered 2 short tune since at Birmwgham, Mr
Letheby explamed & process for washing gas
while on its way from the condensers to the pu-
nifiers, whereby its illuminating power is increas-
ed, and a considerable profit is made by the sale
of ammoniacal hquor thus obtained. The gas
passes through large chambers in which water
falls in showers of spray, and is so thoroughly
washed that, as the lecturer remarked, “it is ab-
solutely frec from ammonia, naphthaline, and
carbonic acid, aud the amount of sulphur in any
form does not exceed sisteen grains in onc hun-
dred cabre feet.” In thisway the gas is improved,
and the water becomes converted into ammouia-
cal Liquor, an impaortant article of commerce.

Cosxos states that o new method of destroying
theinsectswhichinjure old treeshas been eraployed
with success by M. Robert, who it appears has
thus saved the old clms of the Boulevard d'Enfer
from decortication. 3. Roberts first shave off
2 little of the bark, in order to facilitate the opera-
tion; ho thenimpregoates the whole of the trunk
of the tree with & concentrated solution of cam-
phor in alcohol; this not only destroyed all tho
insects then in them, but sinco not a single

J inscct has attempted to penctrate the bark.

.

—

DAWN OF CANADIAN HICTORY.

COMPILED FROM LES RELATION bLeS JESUITR

Tho captain and his people wero greatly per-
plexed when they saw themselves aear the Azores;
the eause was, that these islands were inbabiled
by Purtugueso Roman Cudolics; aud the En-
glish wero of upinion that. m coming to anchor,
their vessel would bo vined by the authorities,
and, if the Jesuits wete discovered, every thing
was lost, for they weadd be hanged, or at least
put i ivons, as p* ot stealers.  Tho remedy for
this apprehended vil was at lmnd—n:nmi);', to
throw the Jesuis overboard; but the captain
resolved to hudo them in the hold of the ship, ho-
ping this wuald saflice fur secuvity; and itdid
suflice, the good faith of the Jesuits aiding the
design,

‘They arrived at the island of Tayal, one of the
Azor 5, intending only to anchur beside the
towns, and send their boat for aload of water,and
to purchase some little biscuits and other things,
of which they stood in urgent need. But the
captain found it necessary to enter the harbour,
and remain in view of the town aad the other
ships. By au unfortunatoe wishap, the English
vessel came into collision with o Spanish caraval,
Inden with sugar, and carried away the bowspri.
of the latter. The Spaniard thonght it wasdono
on purpose, in order to surprise his ship, and run
away with her, as o French vessel had done in
the same port five weeks before.  The captain
of the Spanish craft at once raised the cry of
“pirate!” There wasa great uproar in the town,
and great alarm among all the ships. The En-
glish captain had to go ashore, and remain there
as a hostage; his thip was visited and revisited,
and the Jesuits had to hide themselves in holes
and corners, inorder to avoid being seen. At iength
the English ship was released, and, in reguital
of their good faith, the two Jesuits were loaded
with favours. The Euglish remained three
weeks at Tayal, during which time the two cc-
clesiastics never saw the sun.

The English being sbort of funds, determined
to return home. A tempest overtook them in
tho chaunel, and forced them to take refugo in
Miiford, in Wales. lHere once more all the pro-
visions failed, and Captain Turnel wascompelled
to proceed to Pembroke, the seat of the vice-ad-
nairalty. At this town he was madoe prisoner,
on suspicion of being o pirate. The suspicion
arose from the fact that he and his people wero
English, while their ship was of Freach build.
The captain justified himself as well as he was
able, but was not believed, inasmuch as ho had
no commission, and could have none, because
being only a licutenant he followed bis captain,
and he was only separated from him by accident
of bad weather.

He wag forced to produce in evidence of his
good faith the two Jesuits whom he had in bis
ship, and who were, as he said, persons of irre-
proachable charactcr.

The Jesuits, by command of the magistrate,
were soon called ashore, and questiened in a very
respectful manner.  They maade known the true
state of the case, and their testimony bad its
effect of causing the captain to be taken for a
gentleman of honour and worth, It was neces-
sary, nevertheless, to sojourn a very long timeat
Pembroke, waiting a reply from London, for
they had tosend thither, aswell to procuroa sup-
ply of money, as to notify, by this business, the
Lord High Admiral, and the company of mer-
chants, who had control ove=~ Virginia. This
summoning of the Jesuits, for the prrpose of gi-
ving evidence, turned out to be a fortunate thing
for them, for as much as if they bad remaiaed in
the ship, being then in waat of evergthing, and
this in the depth of winter, for it was now Febru-
ary, there was every likekhood that they would
have died of cold and hunger. Bnt on account
of having been called upon to give testimony,
they beeame known to the judge, who, very wor-
tby and grave personage as he was, having learnt
huw wretched was thewr condition in the ship,
caused them to be lodged with the mayor of the
city, and paid their expenses.  He said it would
be a matter of great reproach if persons so deserv.
ing and learned as the Jesnits did not meet with
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good treatment in that city. The name of this
worthy gentleman was Nicholas Adams, vice-
admiral of Pembroke. While tii¢ Jesuits remain-
ed in this place, all kinds of people, some even
from a great distance, came tosee them. Minis-
ters of religion, judges, gentlemen, and others,
came to confer with them, even a Lord of the
Grand Council wished to have the pleasure of
confronting them, in discussson, with four cler-
en.

After some time an answer came from London,
and it became known tbat the ambassador of
France had been notified of the arrival of this
ship, and was pressing to have her given up, but
particularly to have the Jesuitsreleased, having
been commanded soto do by His Most Christian
Majesty. The Jesuitslooked upon itasan interpo-
sition of Divine Providence, that their vessel
had put into a port of Wales; for they saw
enough to show them that if the merchants
who had charge over Virginia had been able to
mark their will, no stranger who had been in
that colony’ would ever havereturned to his own
country.

Atlength the Jesuits were sent home. They
were conducted by a roundabout way to the port
of Sandwich, and, by command of the King, thence
to Dover, whence they passed over to Calais,
after having becn nine months and a halfin the
hands of the Eunglish. The Sieur dArquien,
governor of Calais, and Monsieur La Bau-
lage, dean, gave them a warm welcome, and
provided them with sufficient funds to enable
them to proceed to their cottage at Amiens.

A little while after the deliverance of the Je-
suits, the Sieur de la Motte also arrivedin Eng-
land, and loaded & vessel from Bermuda that had
touciled at Virginia.

Captain Argal had, in a generous manner, con-
tended with Marshal beal, in order to obtain from
him permission for de la Motte to return; and
Argal at length accomplished his object. But
de 1a Motte, on arriving in England, was very
much surprised to find, thatall of a sudden no
one spoke to him any longer, that no one came
tosee him, and that he was deserted by every
body ; and the worst part of the matter was, that
he had fallen sick on board the vessel. He im-
mediately suspected thathewas in a dangerous
position, and surmised from what quarter the pe-
ril came, namely, from the merchants of Virginia,
who desired to make away with him, and did
not know how it was to be done. He made use
of stratagem, and found means to acquaint Mon-
sieur de Bisseant, the French ambassador, with
his condition. The representative of His Most
Christian Majesty very quickly directed two gen-
tlemen to visit him, set him free, and use him
kindly, treatment he well merited for his cou-
rage and personal worth.

About the same time, Madame de Guercheville
despatched La Saussaye to London, in order to
ask that the ship be given up, and to seek repa-
ration for theinjuriesreceived “ by such aniniqui-
tous robbery.” The vessel was again placed in
possession of her proper owners, but nothing for-
ther done at that time. And just as the ship
was getting sail for France, who should make his
appearance ‘buther master, Captain Flory, who
arrived in the nick of timeto goaboard ang take
command.

Captain Argal, in returning to England, had
pluckedhim out of the hands of the Marshal, and
two other Frenchmen as well.

Father Biard, speaking of Captain Argal, says
—“For a truth this same Argal hasshown him-
self to be such, that we have o¢casion towish, on
his behalf, that hereafter he may serve in a bet-
ter cause, where his nobleness of heart may be
able to appear, not to the loss but to the gain of
worthy people.” :

Of all the number who went to Virginia, three
died and four still remained, for whose deliverance
all exertions were making at the time Biard wrote
this narrative.

How 70 RECRIVE A PROPOSAL.— YOU ought to
take it kind, looking downhill, with an expreshun

about half-tickled and half scart. After the pop | b;

iz ovor, if yure luvver wants tew kiss you, I don’t
think I wonld say yes or no, but let the thing
kind ov take its own coursa.

INGRATITUDE.

1 had carried her basket through the wood,
And helped to pile up its treasures sweet ;
I had torn my hands with the wanton briers
‘Which would have hindered her dainty feet.
My longing arm was her ready aid
When we came-to the side of the tiny burn,
And she scarce dare trust to the stepping-stones
Which the tricksy ripple tried to turn.

Though the sun was sinking, her smile to me
Was all the sunshino that e’er 1 sought;
Though the birds were silent, it scemed to me
Her voice the charm of their songs had caught.
The arching trees shut out heav’n above,
Their full-grown leaves hid the world around;
But the summer carth was less glad than I;
And in her presence a heav’n I found.

But a short half-mile round the woodland path,
So bricf, alag! was my term of bliss—
And wo came to the hedge which stood between
The world that sido and an Eden this.
I ekirted one end of the village green
‘Where the children, chasing far and wide,
Broke in on my dream as they laughed and
played
In the country’s toilless eventide.

Yet another turn we should reach the stile
(I joyed to think the maiden fair
Must scek my help when she strove to climb)—
‘We came to the opening—one sat there
Casting a shadow where else had becn light ;
His back was towards us, but then, ah me!
Well I knew by that blushing, tell-tale smile
She felt the face which she could not see.

Ere our footsteps told him that we were near,
Her gentle hands had him captive ta’en;
Such a gladsome gaze met her beaming cyes,
I knew that my only hope was vain,
Long saw they mo not though I stood close by
So I called my dog and turned me back;
Guoth he at her side, “ Who’s the boy, dear Nell?”
Then she, “Oh!it’s only my cousin Jack.”
ST. SWITHIN.

LIFE BELOW STAIRS.

FOUNDED ON FACTS

“ Well, did you sce him last night, when you
went for the supper beer ?” said the housemaid
of Twenty-one, Snowdon Terrace, N., to her
gister in arms, the maid of all work at Twenty-
two ditto, an arch smile meanwhile playing over
ber face, and digging pleasant dimples into her
round ruddy cheeks, and dashing roguish spark-
les into her sloe-black eyes. ¢ Did you, eh ?”

Twenty-two was a smart, active young woman,
and almost as well-favoured as Twenty-one,
Her cheeks were a little less rosy, her eyes
scarcely as full and lively, but her face was well
balanced, and her figure well proportioned. From
a business point of view, Twenty-one, as a pro-
fessed housemaid, completely threw the maid of
all work into the shade. She had a style of
handling a hair-broom which declared the adept,
and wasperfectly captivating. She would sweep
her flight of steps with actual grace, and describe
the most beautiful and elaborate flourishes with
the hearthstone.

“ T don’t know what you mean,” replied Twen-
ty-two, lifting her brows with affected wonder.

0, no; you don’t know,” continued Twenty-
one, delicately frisking some particles of dust
from behind the scraper. “ Of course you don’t.
Well, I must say that I admire your taste. Quite
a dashing fellow; tall cnough for & policeman
or a goldier, and dresses like a gentleman.”

“ Well, he just ain't a policeman, nor a soldier
neither,” said Twenty-two, quickly ; unintention-
ally admitting that there was somebody who
wag looking after her. ¢ Iam not going to
throw myself away on a soldier, I can tell you ;
and, as to policemen, they would make love to
anyimdy, ifthey thought they could get anything
y it. I am sure to see a policeman when I go
for the supper beer, if I can’t see anybody else.

1 don’t mean anything personal, Mary, because I
know you have got a brother in the police. A

good many girls that I know have got cousins
policemen—at least they tell their mistresses so
when they are caught gossiping at the area
rajls—and they always say they are gending
theirlove to their aunts.”

“ Well, never mind,” said Twenty-one; ¢ It
wasn't a policeman, nor a soldier either, but
perhaps it was your cousin—there, now, don’t
laugh—that I saw you talking to four times last
week, for at least a quarter of an hour at the
stretch, just by the lamppost. You didn't see
me watching you from the nursery window, did
you? No wonder your master’s been goingon
about flat beer lately. Mind what you're doing,
or clse he'll be taking a cask in again, and then
you'll have nothing to run out for in the evening.
Not that I blame you. If people won't allow
followers, what can one do? I think it's very
hard on a servant.”

“ And so do I, Mary,” returned Twenty-two,
carnestly. ¢ Now, the young man you've seen
me speaking to is most respectable, all his friends
well off ; and I think it's very hard he can’t be
treated like a Christian, and not be obliged to
go hanging about the corners of streets like a
dog. But, I say, Mary ; both our families are off
out of town to day, for & month or six weeks,
and you, like me, are to stop at home and take
care of the place.”

“Yes; cook’s going with our people, on account
of not being in very good health.”

“ Well, then, it will be our own faults if we
don’t make the most of the opportunity. I can’t
think why masters and mistresses are so alarmed
at the sight of a young man calling upon the like
of us. They don’t all come courting for the sake
of what they can get. I've never seen much
cupboard love, as they call it, wherever I've lived,
Why, the cook at the last place I was at had a
young man who used to come and see her three
nights a week, regularly”—here she fell to thum-
ping the door-mat upon the kerb-stone with the
head of the broom, and glancing upward at the
windows to see nobody was looking— unbe-
known, of course, to any but ourselves; and I'm
sure he always brought something into the house
instead of taking anything out of it. Ah, he
wa3 something like a sweetheart! Oranges,
twelfth-cakes, filberts, cocoa-nuts, grapes, and I
can't tell you what all, He never came empty
banded.”

“ Did she have him ?” asked Mary.

« Well, I'll tell you. You must know he was
in the dry-fish trade,and came from Billingsgate.
Once hebrought cook apresent ofa quarter hund-
red of bloaters,and we thought we'd havea treat
for supper ; 8o what does cook dobut puta couple
on the gridiron. Just as we’d sat down, all
three of us, the kitchen door suddenly flew open,
and there was master, He hated bloaters, and
the smell had got up-stairs. Cook fainted on
the spot, and did it very well. Igave a tremen-
dous scream; but the young man, though he
turned very white, behaved like a true Briton,
and tried to argue ; but master, who'd been in
the Royal Navy, threw & kitchen candlestick at
him, and the poor young fellow ran up-stairs,
and escaped over the garden wall. He never
came any more, and pobr cook was discharged
the next week withouta character, and——"

Here Twenty-two made & dead stop, and fixed
her gaze on the opposite side of the way. Twen-
ty-one naturally looked across also, and there,
sure enough, was the young man she had so
often seen gossiping with Jane. Smart, clean,
well dressed, witha smile upon his lip, he looked
as fresh as a daisy. .

“ Ah, how d’ye do, my dear, this morning?
said he, shaking his charmer heartily by the
hand. “ Why, you are an earlyriser. Not seven
o'clock yet.” .

Twenty-one was about to turn aside, but the
young man fixed his eye upon her, gave a
familiar nod, and inquired after the state of her
health also. She blushed, and replied that she
wag quite well, and then withdrew, and began
scrubbing down the steps.

# Where are you off to this morning?” asked
Jane.

« Oh,” returned the young fellow, “ only to
see a friend away on the Great Western. Counldn't
pass the end of the street without taking & peer
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at the honse, you kuow,
I'll introduce him.”

Jane said “ No,” but her gallant insisted, and
8o o young man of ninctecn or twenty, bearing
tho air of & commercial teaveller, was furthwith
presented.

« My fsiend, Mr. John Smith. Mr Jobn Smiih,
tho young lady whowm youwve heard me sv uften
speak of.”

Jano inverted her broom, strnck an attitude
Iike a fancral mute, and then cutlsicd. John
Suith raised his hat, and said he was delighted
to make heracquaintance.

“ And now,” said Jand's young man, addres-
sing his friend, ¢ you may go and mako yourself
ageeeable next door, while I say svmwthing pri-
vate and confidentfat here.”

Without anvther word, Juhn Sinith struck up
to Twenty-one, and svon both appeared to be
engaged in  very pleasant conversation.

«When do your pevple go out of town?’
asked Jane's beuu,

« This very day,” she replied, © and the people
nest door are going also.”

% What, where that young woman lizes?”

$® ch_n

#"Phen, T suppose you will be able tu take a
little pleasure together 2

# Oh, yes! I hopeso, T am sure.”

# Right you are; and I'll take you. You
shall sco all the sights of London—plays, pano-
ramas, the rope conjurors, the waxwurk—what-
cveryour like. But there,” pulling out a watch—
a gold watch it louked like, and quite duzeled
Jane's cyes—* wo must bo off.  Isappose, if {
call to-night, youw'll be ablo to let me in 2

“ Yeg, I expect theyll bo gone; but yon had
better not como till dusk, and then, don't knock
at the door, Run your hesl aloug the railings;
1 shall hear you.”

« Allright. Good-bye. Come along, Joha.”
And with shakes of the hands they parted.

Truo to big promise, Guorge White, for such
was the name of June’s admirer, came down at
tusk, and struck with the heel of his boot so
deaterously upon the iron railing of 22, Snowdon
Tesrace, N, that tho street-door responsively full
back, and ho was admitted almoston the instant.
Both families having departed, Mary was pre-
sently apprised over the wall of the arrival of
Genrge, and invited to makea third at 2 hand of
cards.  Cume, of course, she would. Al and a
very pleasant cveaing they spent together.
George had travelled through the greater part
of England as buyer fur a skinner aud farrier,
and told funny storics, and knew lots of comic
songs, and could do sleight-of-hand tricks, and
mako any card you liked to mention walk out of
the pack of i*3¢lf in the most wysterious manaer.
So that, what with onc thing and the other, it
was cleven o'clock befure they kuew where they
were. At the mention of the hour, George star-
ted up, and said that he should catch itfur being
so late out; that late hours were very had for
young men, and that his people would bo won-
dering whatever had become of him. Afterhehad
gone, Jano and Mary were both of opinion that
ho was & very nico young man, indeed, and de-
sersed encouragement.  Alary, in the course of
conversation, intimated that it would not beat
all disagreeablo if Joha Smith were one of the
party the next timo she should be iuvited. Two
nights afterward all four wero assembled at
Twenty-1wo, cojuyed & round of merriment, and
when the men had taken their departure, Mary
was fain to confess to Janc that John Smith had
very favourably impressed her. Two or three
days afterwards, at a bauguet of cold boiled beef
and half-and-balf, given by Aary, matrimonp
was mado the theme of conversativn, when bo
young men intimated thatsingle blessedncess was
“ g1) gammon,” and that they hoped to be hus-
bands cro many months had gone over thir
heads. Before they left, it was proposed by
Georgo that they should all go to the play the
next night, and sce ¢ Lord Dundreary.” Jane
at once accepted, but Mary for along timo steod
out. However, the argumentsof the threo prov-
ed too much for her, and, in tho end, sho con-
scnted also. The next evening came, and with
it a Clarenco cab and the young gollents. Jane
was socn ready, but, to thegurprise and annoy-

Jlae comegy iend.

auev of the others, Mary deciared sho had altered
her mind, and could not think of guiug, and
learing the houso o take care of itsclt.

“ But you promised,” said John; ¢ you know,
Mary, you promised, and wo can't do without
you. Why, wo slmil be like u pig npon three
tegy. Come, don't be foolish.?

« I know I promised, but you made me pro-
mie peplied Mary, “and, therdfure, il's as
llllll:{l your fault as mine.” '

« Frddte-de-dee!” clumed in Jane; s shall
come away as goon as the first picee i3 over, and
be home by "

« Half after ten to a minate,” said George.

“ No; do what they could, Mary was not o
be moved, She could nut be brought to believo
that there wasno harm in deserting the house
which had been Left in her chaige by a master
and mistress who bad unbounded faith in her
integrity.  The line st be drawn sumewhere,
They had already, she considered, gone far
cnough.

“0h, very well)” said Jane, € you can do as
you hike; and a good deal the better you'll be
thought of, no doubt. 1 mean to go to the play
and enjoy myself, now I've got the chavee ; and,
perhaps, as you're determined to stay at home,
youll just cast an ecye now and then at our
bouse ¥

Mary agrecd; and so off they went.  Abont
chreo quarters of an hour afterwards Johin
Sunth returned,

« Why, whatever has happened 2 a-ked Mary.

“ Notlung particular,” he replied. ¢ I Ieft the
others at tho door of the theatre. I couldn’t
enjoy myself ag you hadn’t come, and so I made
up wy mind to return and spend the eveu. g
with you.”

% Oh, how foulish of you to deny yourself on
my account,” said Mary. ¢ But there, I take it
as very kind ; come in? ‘

Having the house to themselves, John proposed
that they should adjourn to the drawing-roum.
Aroving thither, he pulled & couch up to the
window, flupg himself upon it at full length, lit
up & cigar, and made Inmself guite nt home.
After telling somo very entertaining ancedotes,
ho said, rarsing himself on one hani—

« X suppose, Mary dear, you haven't such a
thing as a glass of wine yon could give a fllow??

Mary said sho had not, but he coull have a
glass of ale, if e chose. e returned a # No,
thank'ee,” and continued—

¢ Now, if you wouldn't mind running out and
getting o half-pint of port or sherry, whichever
you like best, my dear, it would be very nice. 1
can't smoke & dry cigar, and ale duesn't agree
with me.?

Hothrew down & half-crown

“I'm afraid of golng mi'sclf, as I'm known
about here, and shouldu't like to be secn coming
outofa pui)ho-housc. They might hear of it at
thoe office, and that would do me no good.”

Mary readily consented to fetch the wine—not
that she cared for any herself,

& Letat bo port, then,if you please, and the
best,” sard John, puffing out a cuud of smuke
ke o sputtering coal.

Mary was soon round the corner, and into the
bottleand jug departtent of the ¢ Fleece” She
had not taken more than & dozensteps wpon the
oturn journey, when o young man stepped after
her on tiptee, and toriched her Lightly upon the
left shoulder, aud asshe turned to ook ruund,
tripped the other side, and gave hey o hearty kiss
on the cheek. She started angrily back, and was
about to say something very severs, when as
suddenly her manner hecame entirely changed,
gud all her diples showed at their fullest and
best.

¢ La, brother Tom! now, who'd have thought
of secing you 1"

& Well,” replied Tom, giving ber a kiss upon
tho other check, ¢ you sce, being off duty, and
not having beard anything of you for some little
time, I thought thatl'dship on my private clothes
aud come and look you up. ¥You know you told
mo in yourlastletterthat youexpected tho fumily
would be going out of towa to-day, and sol
thought most likely I should bo ablo to come in,
and bave & good long gossip. WWhat bave you
been to the public-house for?”

Mary turned very pale. In her pleasure at
meeting with her brother, the sweetheart had for
. monient been forgotten,  Tom’s question,
however, had brought Jobn Smith back to her
memory; and, if the truth much bo told, sho
was nut quite so glad to meet lier brother us she
ought to have been.

“Well, Tom,” rctarned Mary, hesitatingly,
 the fact is— You know, Tom, I never was any
fand at stury teling,  The faet 13, & young man
has lately been paying s addresses to me, and
he's como to sce mo to-night, uud Pve been to
get somo wine for him, becaunse he’s afraid of
being scen in o public-house,  He's such o nice
fellow, Tom-—quite a gentleman. ' sure yow'll
like him.”

Tom muttered something to the effect that he
thonght he might a3 well run upon his own
crrandy; but in o minute turned ofF into a lnugh,
and said, jokingly, « I dow't see What business n
fellow who isn’t  policeman hus to make love ‘o
the pretty servants, I'ts a privilego of the Force,
Polly; and if wo do sometimes make free with
the victuals, our business is to take good care
nobody clse dves—so, you see, the governor gains
in the lung run, but let's go and have a look at
my brothe~in-law that is to be.?

* Lor, Tum, how you go on!” said Mary,
laughing, however, and blushing a little.”

Jobn Smith started up in astonishment, and
did nut luvk particularly well pleased when he
saw ono of the same gonder a3 himsell return in
company of the objectof hus affections ; but Mary
calinel him at ¢nee by saying—

“ 1v's all right: [t isw't master; it's my bro-
ther

‘The men shook hads, and wine-glasses hav-
ing been procured, all three were soon on the
best of terms and wu the best of humours. Mary
told her brother that tho mard of all work next
dgor had goue to the theatre with Johw's friend,
but that she (Mary) wouldn’t make one of the
party, on account of a senso of duty. Thercupon
the brother Jaughed heartily. aud said, knowingly,
perhaps shie Lihed to stay at home best.

In about an hour Tum arese and intimated
that he should go, as he knew, by his own ex-
perience, that 1 all cases of love-making two
were company when three were none. Just as
thy clock struck ten a ring came at the bell, and
on Mary going to the door, she was astonished
to find her brother Lad returned, in company with
two otber men.

“ Hush!” sad Tom, and instantly hueried up-
stairs,

“Ililloa!” cxclaimed Johin Smith, * why,
what's brought you back 2%

“ You, you scoundrel! I'm 2 police oficer, and
you are n thieft?

Without replying one word, the amiable John
dashied (0 the dour, leaped clean over the balus:
ters, and was affecuonately received into the
arms of detective Crab on the door-mat. Mary
was dumb with astonishment and alarm.

“ Polly,” said Tom, while slippiug a pair of
handeulls on tho wists of her admirer, * you've
liad o narrow escape.  Your young man is
convicted thief; thats justaboutst. Il¢ wanted
you to go tu the play, that his associxtes might
vob this house. I huew ham divectty I saw him,
and gfiessed what would suun be going on next
door, and left bere just 10 time, with the assist~
ance of uthers, toarrest theee gentleman, who had
got all the valuables packed up and ready to
carry off. They are now safely lodged in the
station-house, and wo have a cab waiting, that
this Mr. Julm Swmith, alas Chatley White, alias
Richard Swills, also knvwn as the Nobbler,may,
ag soon ag possible, bo taken thero too.”

And to the stativn-house John Sraith was
taken, and on being searched, it was discovered
that he hasl not been wholly idle during Mary's
temporary absence, as several articles of jewelle-
ry, &c, tho pruperty of Mary's master, were
found in Lis pussession. Poor misguided Jane
did not return until the nest day, and then only
to be scut about her business by her cmployer,
who had been telegraphbed for by the pohice, Her
story bas asad finish. Withina year of the date
of her discharge, she was herself sent to prison
for a theft committed in tho company of her old
admirer, George White, and ho at the same
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timo was sentenced to fifteen yenrs' penal servi-
tude. John Smith and the three men arrested
at number Twenty-two all received tho punish-
ment they merited—penal servitude for many
years,

As to Mary, out of consideration to her youth
and inexpericace, and jn remembranco of her
partial faithfulness, and further, ng & recognition
of thoe readiness and activity of Police-constable
brother Tom, she was retained in her situation;
and thus was preserved to her that invaluable
possession to anybody, but cspecially & young
girl—A CHARACTER. °

A STRANGE PIIENOMENON.

—

¢ Gustav, on Wednesday we must order tho
siedge at 8 p.m,, for the S’s have sent us an in-
vitation to their ball?”

The said Gustav looked up from the news-
paper he had been perusing attentively, and re-
moving his everlasting companion, his pipe, from
his mouth, hic answered his wife's query with o grazo
followed by “ allright dear: but I fear thero will
be a thaw to morrow. Sce,” said he, rising and
lovking at the weather-glass, which had risen
scveral degrees, “sce, it would by no means be a
pleasant trip, if the srow were uot prefectly crisp
and hard, as you reember by experience, when
Fritz and Anna were with us last year.”

Here the couversation ended. A few hours,
however, soon materially altered the condition of
tho glass, and it promised to turn out finc.

It suffices to say the weather turned out agrec-
able to all parties, and so after an hour’s brisk
drive, they were set down at their friend’s house
in the heart of Moscow. They arrived in very
good time for the ball, and anticipated an agree-
able evening

I bope, }(ind reader, you will pardon me for not
having given the name of the Russian family,
S ——~, to whoso ball the Keims wero invited :
it is une of thosc unmentionable names ending in
a speeze, and as too often they try English mouths
very severely, 1 will content myself with using
the initial lotter.

The occupation of the evening—dancing, soon

commenced with great zest.
_ I shall not try the reader’s patience by describ-
ing the ball in question, for as fur as 1 know
Russian Dballs do not differ materially from
English oucs. The evening passed pleasantly
cnough, but towards the close the heat began to get
intolerable, ard although the gentlemen did their
duty well, it is only fair to say, in fanning the
fair ones, and bringing them ices, it became more
andmorc oppressive.  Atlasta gentleman braver
than the rest—(probably his arm 2ched)—threw
open the top part of a window, and now happencd
the phenomenon.,

A cold gust of wind blew suddenly in throngh
the open window, and the heated air which was
congregated in the upper part of the room became
suddenly condensed, and descended upon the as-
sembled party in the form of snow-flakes. Pro-
bably there was never seen so curious a sight in
a ballroom. Ladies and gentleman in ball
toilette, in the midst of a dance, snow-flakes des-
cending; and were it not for the incongruity of
tho attire, wore liko a skating party. However,
o returu to our company. The suow storm was,
asmay be imagined, tho conversation of the guests
for tho rest of the evening,and of the inhabitants
of the town for the enruing week, Onr his way
bome, Gustav was also'busily engaged in explain-
ing the plienomenon of the ovening to his wife.
His description ran as follows :—Qf course you
know that light bodics ascend and heavy oncs fall
by thelaw of gravitation. Well,a cerlain quantity
of air being shut upin & room necessarily becomes
beatod, and when heated becomes lighter,
aud thercforo ascends. Then any cold body
coming in contact with tko heated air will
vatunally freeze it, and if frozen, can descend in
no other form than that of snow flakes. Ids,
being satisfied of tho truth of Gustav's explana-
tivy, and feeling tired, speedly consigned hierself
1o sleep, and did not wake till sho found hersclf
at their own door. B .

A FEATHER FROM ABOU TOB.

—

SO.\IETI.\IES, at the peep of dawnin the desert,

where you have been perbaps slecping all
night on your prayer carpets, if you glance along
the surfaco of the sand-hills, you may diseern
millions of spikes diminutive as the finest ncedle,
and green as un emerald, spreading furth a fairy
mantlo to the sky. It would be difficult to ima-
gine auything softer or oro lustrous than this
evanescent robo of verdure, which fudes as tho
«dawn advances, and disappears altogether at the
first touch of tho sun. An Arab said it wasas
green as the wings of the angel Gabricl, orasa
feather plucked from the breast of Abou Tob. Who
and what is Abou Tob? we inquired, and to our
surprise found it was the pheenix, which, after
having been evicted from the natural history of
Europe, has taken refugo in the warmer faith of
tho children of Ishmacl.

A princess, tho Arabs say, once dwelt in Per-
sin, whose beauty wasso great, thatali the kings
of the surrounding countries sought her in mar-
riage ; tho solc condition, however, on whichsho
would consent to bestow her hand was hard tobe
complicd with: her lover, sheinsisted, should pre-
sent her with a feather from one of the wings of
Abou Tob. Construing thisinto an insult, allher
suitora retired from the field, save one, an ermir of
the country of Oman, who owned groves of frank-
incense-trees, quarries of emerald, and tracts of
desert strewn thickly with the beryl and moou-
stone. Before quitting the Persian court, he
obtained the shal's permission to enjoy « short
intervicw with his beloved, in presence of her
mother. Hisobject was to obtaina promiso that,
however long he might be absent, she would pa-
tiently wait hig retarn, ‘The promise was given.
The cmirset out; in what direction he wandered
was known to no one.  On the tiwenticth day he
arrived at the brink of & rocky eminenco over-
looking & chcular valley, in which there wasa
lake, surrounded by grassy banks, sloping down
to the water's odge. Here, worn out by fatigue,
and having consumed all lhis provisions, he
alighted from his horse, and turning the animal
loose to graze, lay down, resolved there to await
the terminator of delights, and the separator of
companions, His attention, bowever, was soon
attracted by a speetacle which, in spito of weari-
ness, violently cxcited his curiosity. Clouds of
birds, issuing from trees which ho bad net pre-
viously noticed, alighted in such numbers on the
lake, that they almost hid the watcr, ard as the
sun was then shining, threw forth at every mo-
tion coruscations and flaskes so dazzling and
bright, that ho felt persuaded be saw before bim
tho children of Abou Tob. Here, then, he
thought his toils might end, if he could only ob-
tain onc feather from thoso countless wings.
Language would be exbausted in tho attempt to
describe tho colours spread out before vhe eye—
purple, scarlet, rose colour, green, amethyst, saf-
frou, gold, mingling, traversing each otker in
flocks, in clouds, in bars, glancing, shifting, quiv-
ering, now reflecting tho light in ono dircction,
now in another, like an accumulation of themost
gorgeous gems, 1ill, as he gazod, the cmir's heart
throbbed with delight. To descend into the val-
ley, to find onc feather, wouldsurely not be difli-
cult, where so many birds hadstretched out their
pinions. Ie descended accordingly, and found
—not a feather, but an idea, with which hewas
so completely satisfied, that he resolved immedi-
ately toretrace his steps, and present himself with
his discovery deforo the princess. How he lost
his way, how he lived on roots and berries, how
his clothes were torn, his sandals worn out, his
face emaciated, need notbo dwelt upon. 1I¢ ar-
rive1 at the capital of Persia, and declaring he
ha 1 found what be went in search of, was con-
ducted into tho presence of his beloved. $And
where is the feather?' she inquired. Placing his
hand upon his hecart, he rephied, ¢It is here?
¢Emiry she said, ¢you have understood my
meaning ; you might bave understood it sooner;
but better late than never,  Taccept the feather
of Abou Tob, and inreturn give you myseclf?
Thus, according to the dwellers in the Nejed,
tho Emir of Oman won the Princess of Persig——

apropos of a feather. .

YADACE.

VHIS strango woid js the title of a game very
popular in Algerin. It is very simple, and
consists solely in abstaining from receiving aLy-
thing whatsoever from the person with whom
you play.

The following story will suffice to initiatec any-
onn into the mysteries and peculiaritics of tho
game; und also show the daugr to a Moor of
playing at # Yadacé ” with his wife :—

assan-cl-Djeninah was vizier, and chicf favou-
rito to tho Pashn of the Qudjah of Constantine.

Gay young Mussulmans trembled as they
saw Hassan-cl-Djeninah waddlo across the great
square of Constantine or issue from the barber'a
ghops. He walked slowly, for his breath was
short; but bis yataghan was long, and bo could
uso it. Hassan had four wives—a very moderato
and respectable number for a Moor. The name
of tho youngest was Leila Khanoum. Now, if
Hassan-cl-Djeninak was jealous of his wives,
they, you may ho surc, were jealous of cach
other ; save poor little Leila, who was orly
sixteen, and not at all of a jealous dispusition;
but between the envy of her sister-wives, who
hated her, and tho unceasicg watchfalress of
her husband, who loved her with most incon-
venient fondness, she led o terriblelifeofit. Leila
Khanoum was Hassaw's favourite wife. lle would
suffer her, but no one else, to fill his pipe, to
adjust the jewelled mouthpicce to his lips, and
to tickle tho soles of his august feet, when he
wished to be lulled to sleep, He would loll for
hours on the cushions of his divan, listening
while she sung monotonous love-songs-—rocking
herself two and fro the while, andaccompanying
herself upon a guitar, in the manuner of Moorish
ladics. Me gave her rich suites of brocado and
cloth of gold; ho gave hera wkite donkey from
Spain to ride on; he gave her jewels, scented
tobncco to smoke, henna for her eyelids and
finger-nails—in short, he paid her every little
dulicate attention that he could think of; and
finally, he condescended to play with her for &
princely stake—nothing less than the repudia-
tion of the other threo wives and the scttlement
of all bis traasures upon her—at Yadacé.

At the samo time, as I said before, he wa3
terribly jealoas of her—watcbed her day and
night. Ho kept spies about her, bribed hier at-
tendants, camo home at day-break after a night
of watching silent and unobserved. He studicd
the language of flowers (which in tho East is
rather more nervous and forcible than with us);
finally he took a lodging on the opposito side of
the street, that he might sit and watch who
went in or out of his house, when he was sup-
posed to be far away.

One day, while employed in this dignified
pursuit, he saw his wife's femalo ncgro slave
emerge from his house, look round cautiouslty
and beckon with her hand. Then from a dark
passago a figure habited as a Frank followed the
slave into tho house and shut the door, This
was quite enough. Up jumped Hassan, rushed
across the street, and into his wife's apartment,
whero the beautiful Leila was in tho act of
bending over a large chest that stood upon tho
ground. Hassan-el-Djeninnh saw the state of
affairs in an instant. The Gisour must bein the
chest! Ho knocked over the wretched black
slavo like a nipepin, rushed to tho chest, and
tried to raise the lid.

“ The key, woman! tho key ! he cried,

“ My lord, I have it not. It islost; itis gono
to be mended.”

Hassan was not 8 man to be trifled with; the
trembling Leila koew it, and soon banded him
the key. FHo rushed to the chest, and tore open
tholid. There was certainly some one inside,
habited as & Giaour; but beneath the Frank
babit were discovered the faco and form of Sulee,
Leila Ebanoum’s favourito Georgian slavel

«What—what means this?” asked Hassan,
looking very foolish.

« Yadact! O my lord, for you took the key.

& Yadacé !” repested the Georgian slave,

& Yadacé i screawed the negroes with a hor-
rible grin, ’

4Allah okbar® exclsimed the vanguisted
Hassan;  Allah akbar! I've lost my wivest”
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GOOD CHEER.

—

WiaT timo Lifo's weary tumult and turmoit
Threaten my feoblo struggling soul to fuil,
Which, faint and desolate, sivks with my sorrow’s

weight,
Thus sings my heart to cheer mo for tho toil :

«Tho threatoning thorn §s mother of tho roso,
Tho stornest strifo fs herald of reposo,
And they who labour best amid this world’s unrest
Claim tho best gucrdon at lifo’s welcome close.

Tho greenest horbago owes its huo to rain,

'Tis tcdious toil that londs the worth to gain;
1s it n strango thing, then, that in lives of men

Tho swectest sweetness is tho dower of pain?

The safest bays nestlo round dangaerous capes,
The clearcst epring from prisoning granito’scapes:
Toit on—and understand, *tis houest Labour’s hand
T'resses tho richest wino from 1 ifo's full grapes?”
T. Hoop.

HALF A MILLION OF MONEY

WRITTEN BY THE AUTIIOR OF “ BARBARA'’S HISTORY,"”
FPOR ‘ ALL THE YEAR ROUND,” UDITED DBY
CItARLES DICKENS,

Continued from page 124,

#1 could not have borne to do harm," said
Saxon; *but now that you cxplain the matter
so fully, I nm quite willing—?

But Mr. Trefilden would 2ot hear of it.

“No, no,” ho said, coldly, gathcring up his
papers and folding his map.  “I wag anxious to
do all that was possiblo for your interest; but it
is, perbaps, better that you have nothing to say
to tho New Route.”

¢ Yet, if you think well of it—-"

«] think so wellof it, that I am abou. to invest
all I possess in the Company’s shares; but that
nced not influcnce you. In point of fact, Saxon,
I had rather leavo your mouey in the funds, You
will got only three per cent; but you can re-
invest when you please, and the responsibility of
advising you will be mine no longer.”

#You aro vexed with me, cousin William1»

« 1 regret thatyou think me capabloof advising
you to do what would not be right,” replicd Mr.
Trefalden, somewhat stiffly.

« But I think nothing of tho kind! I was in
crror; but, as you said only & moment before, I
know nothing of life, so pray do not hold me ac-
countable for the sins of my ignorance.”

¢ Tushl not another word,” said the lawyer,
kindly. ¢You have said moro than cnough.”

& And tho investment?”

© With regard to the i~vestment, I think the
most satisfactory course will be for mo to leavo
your money in government stock, at three per
cent.  Even 8o, it will bring you one hundred
and thirty-five thousand per annum,”

«As you please. It will bo less trouble to
spend, and roako me quite as happy!*

Mr. Trefalden looked very grare.

«It will also leavo you with less to give, and
lcss power to make others happy,” said he,

The carcless smile faded from Saxon’s lip,

«J wish I knew what I ought to do!” ho ex-
claimed, with ao impatient sigh. ¢ What do you
really wish mo to do, cousin William ??

# T had rather not say more than I have already
said,” replied Mr. Trefalden. “You have had my
advice.”

«So I have—and of course Laught to follow it.
You won't refuse o help me to do 807”

% Certainly not. You nced only mako sour
decision, and givo mo your instructions.”

«J have decided. Invest the money, by all
means, and let thero bo an end of it.”

# And how do you wish mo to invest it,
Sxon?” asked Mr. Trefalden, with his pen in
tho ink.

“In the New Route, of course!”

“In onc hundred pound shares, in the Now
Overland Routo Stcam-packet and Railway
Company, Limited,” 8aid the lawyer, scribbling
rapidly. ¢ And towhat amount!”

#To whatever amount you think propor.”

#Shall wo say to thé extent of two millions??

%Wy only two? What is to bo done with
tho rest?”

Mc. Trefalden stooped over his writing, and a
keen observer might have scen that ho changed
colour.

“I do not recommend you,” he said, ¥ to invest
moro at present, As it is, you will be tho largest
sharcholder on tho list; and by-and-by, if the
company should sco fit to raise further capital,
Yoo can purchase additional shares, I inust
troublo you to sign this paper, Saxon—-it is a
power of attorncy, which gives mo authority to
scll out your two millions.”

The young fellow took his cousin’s pen, and
serawled his namo a3 carelessly as if he wero
signing away a coupla of pounis.

“You ought never to subscribe your namo to
a paper without reading it,” said Mr, Trefalden.
“Remember that. By tho way, Saxon, I shall sce
that you arc entercd as a dircctor.”

“ As a director, if you please, then, who is not
expected to doanything,” raplicd Saxon, lnughing.
“ Aro you also a dircctor?”

“No; I am only solicitor to the company. But
now that our business is settled, would you not
liko to glanco over these tables of cstimates?
ere, you see,is a plan of the Route, and hiere tho
probablo cost per mile, including—-"

“I beg your pardon, cousin William,” inter-
rupted Saxon, “but if our business is settled, I
protest against hearing another word about the
Route. For pity’s sake, let us go out, and forget
all about it1”

“I fear,” said Mr. Trefalden, ¢ that you are ut-
terly mcorrigible”

“] know { am. Do you ride?"

“Yes; now and then.”

# Then we will go in search of the hunting
party.”

So Mr., Trefalden put his tables of estimates
back into bis pocket-book, and business was
banished beyond recal. Then they weant round
to tho stables, and Saxon ordered out his two
thorough-breds,

# I trust you have not forgotten what I said to
you at Reichcnau on the subject of fetters,
Saxon,” said Mr. Trefalden, as they cantered
across tho park. “Mademoisello Colonna is a
dangerous neighbour. Beware of her.”

Saxon laughed gaily.

“ Fear nothing on my account, cousin William,”
said he. “I bave the advantago of Achilles—
thero isn’t a vuloerable point about me.”

“We aro all apt to think so till {2¢ arrow
finds us out, However, if cven your heart is
safe, I still say beware—for your cheque-book.
Has tho signora levied no patriotic tax upon you
yet?”

““None whatever.”

“That's ominous, with a rovolt actually in
progress. Sheo is resewring her strength, that tho
blow may full the heavier when it comes. AT
imploro is, Saxon, that when Mademoisclle Co-
lonna, or her father, shall soliit your support you
will confino yoursclf to & moucy contribution—
and pledge yourself {o notbing foolish?

“Of course not; but what else could I pledge
ayself to?”

“Jleaven kaows! Sho is capable of asking you
to tako the command of a troop.”

CHAPTER XXIX, TUE RICH MISS HATHERTON,.

An cvening party at Castletowers was a mo-
mentous affair. It involved & good deal of ex-
pense, and a vast amount of anxiety; for the
hereditary coffers were ever but scantily furnish-
¢d, and the hereditary hospitality had to be kept
up atany cost. How somoof Lady Castletowers
few but elegant entertainments were paid for, was
o secret known only to her son and bherself.
Sometimes an oak or two was felled in somo re-
motus corner of tho park; or the Earl Genied
himself 2 horse: or the carriage was left unreno-
vated for half a year longer; or her ladyship
magnanimously sacrificed Ler own bricef visit to
Tiondon in the season. Anyhow, theso oxtra ex-
penses wero certain to be honourably met,in such
& manner that only the givers of tho feast were
inconvenienced by.

On tho present occasion, however, Lord Castle-
towers had been compelled to apply to his soli-
citor for an advanco upon his ndxt half-yearly

See et

receipts; and when William Trefalden went
down that Thursday morning to sco his cousin
Saxon, ho brought with lim « check for tho
Earl, Tho parly was fixed for the following
vvening; but Mr. Trefalden could not bo pre
vailed upon to stay for it. 1o was obliged, ho
safd, to go back to town tho samno night by tho
last train; and hé did go back (atter making
himself very pleasant at dinuer), with Saxon's
signature in hig pocket-book.

It was a very brilliant party, consisting for the
most part ¢f county magnates, with a sprinkling
of military, and a valusblo reinforccmnent of
duaucing men from town. _ Among tho magnates
wero Viscount and Lady Eslier, o stately couple
of tho old school, who, Leing much too dignified
{o travel by milway, drot o over with four herses
from Esher Court, » distanco of cighteen miiles,
and remaiued at Castletowers for the night.
‘Tho Viscount was lord-lieutensat and Custos
Rotulorum of tho county, and had once held
office for three weuks as President of the Board
of Porquisites; a fact to wich he was never
weary of alluding. There, too, were Sir Alex-
ander aud Lady Hankley, with their five marriage.
ablo daughters; the Bishop of Betehworth and
Mrs. Bunyon; Mr. Walkingshaw of Aylsham,
one of the richest commoners in England, with
Lady Arabelln Walkingshaw, kis wife, and theit
distinguished gucst, Miss utherton of Penzance,
whose father had begun life as & common miner,
and ended it with a fortune of two hundred and
fifty thousand pounds. These, together with
Lord Boxhill; His Respousibility Prince Quartz
Polz, the Prussian Envoy; a few local baronets
and their families; an ex-secretary of legation ;
and a number of lesser stars, parlinmentsry.
clerical, ana official, made up the bulk of th: ns.
sembly. There were also three orfour celel: <ties
from the lower paradise of arts and letters—Sit
Jones de Robinsen, the eminent portrait-painter
Signor Katghutting, the great Dalinatian violinist:
Mr. Swythe Browne, the profound author of
“ Transcendental Eclecticism,” and Mrs. Smyth
Browne, who wrote that admirable work on
“Woman in the Cawp, the Cuuncil, aud the
Clrch”—n very remarkable couple, whose dis
tinguishing characteristics were, thatdirs, Smythe
Browne wore short bnir and shirt collars, while
the saudy locks Jf Mr. Sinytho Browne floated
upon his shoulders, and he displayed no vestige
of linen whatsoever,

By nino o'clock tho guests began to arrive.
By ten, the reeeption-roolas were well filled, and
dancing commenced in the great hall.  Though
rarcly thrown of.en to the light of duy, the great
Lall, with its pancllings of dark oak, its carved
chimney-picce, its Gothic rafters, and its stands
of rusty armour, some of which dated back to
the field of Agincourt, was the glory of Castle.
towers,  Brilliantly lighted, decorated with
cvergreens and flowers, aud cchuing to the
music of a military band, it made such a bali-
room as onc might vaiuly seck i any country
but our own.

Lady Castletowers received her guests near
the door of tha first reception-room, looking
very stately, and more like Marie Antoinctte
than every in her glitter of the old family dia-
monds. Gracivus to all, ag a hostess skould be,
sbe neverthelessapportioned her civilitics accord-
ing to o complex code of ctiquette. Tho suile
with which sbe greeted Viscount Esher differcd
by many degrees from that with which sho fe-
ceived Sir Jones de Robinson ; and the hand ex-
teaded to Mrs, Smythe Browuo was as the hand
of an automaton cumpared with that which met,
with a pressuro slight yet cordml, the palm of
the rich Miss Hatherton.

#But where i3 tho noble savage ?” said this
latter, surveyiug the rovm through her double
cye-glass. ¢ have heard so much about him,
my dear Lady Castletowers, and 1 am dying to
seo him[”

Miss Hatberton was a tall, handsome youne
woman of about five or six-and-twenty, with
black cyes, fino teeth, a somewhat large, good-
natured mouth, and a very decisive mauner
She madeono of a little privileged kaot that was
gathered behind Lady Castletowers; aud amusca
Lierst)f by criticising tho guests as they ¢utho up
thestairs, | .

-
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“The noblo savagol” repeated Lady Castlo-
towers. “Whom can you wmean, Miss Hather-
ton?”

“ Whom should T mean, but this young man
who hos inherited the famous legaey 7

# Mr. Trefalden?  Oh, he was hero but a few
minntes nggo.  There ho stands, by the firepince.”

 The Auntinous with the golden curls? Bui,
my deur Lady Castletowers, he's absolutely
beautiful 1 - And he doesn’t look savage at all,
I had expected to sco o second Orson—a crea-
ture clothed in raiwment of camel's hair, or the
sﬁin,ls of wild beasts,  Ideclare, I an disuppoint-
el

“Mr. Trefalden is a very pleasant person,”
said Lady Castletowers, with a faint smilo.
“ And very unassuming.”

“Isheindeed! Pleasant and unassuming—
dear we, how very churming!  Aud sorich, tool
Worth millions upon millions, I am told. 1
used to think myself above the reach of want,
at one tie ; but 1 feel like » pauper beside him.
Whois that stout person now coming up the
statirs, covered with as many stars as the celestiat
globe T

But before Ludy Castletotvers could reply, the
name of His Responsibility Prince Quartz Potz
was thundered forth by the groom of the cham-
bers, and the noble Prussian was bending pro-
founudly over the fair hand of his Lestass.

“ What a funny little fat man itis1” said the
heiress, in her loud way, looking after His Re-
spousibility through her glase, as Lo passed on
towards the adjoining roomn.

“Prince Quartz Potz, my dear Miss Hatherton,
is a highly distiuguished person,” said Lady
Custletowere, greatly shocked.

Obh yes—I kuow he is?

¢ Heis distautly connected through his ma-
ternal great-grandmother, the Margravine of
Saxe Hohenhausen, with our own Royal Family;
and the present Grand-Ducbess of Zolenstrasse
15 his third cousin twico removed.

Miss Hatherton did uot scem to be at all im-
pressed by these facts.

¢ Ab, indeed,” said she, indifferently. #And
Lhi;" fine man with a head like o lion—who is

¢

# Mr. Thompson, the member for Silvermere,”
replicd Lady Castletowers, when the gentle-
man had made his bow and drifted on with the
stream.

Y What, the great Thompson ?—the Thompson
whoinstituted that famous inquiry into the abuses
of the Perquisite Office 7

“1do not kuow what you nnply by *great,
my dear Miss latherton,” said the Countess,
coldly, *“but 1 believe Nr. Thoiwnpson's politics
are very objectionable.”

Al, 1 see you don't like bim; but 1 shall im-
plore you to introduce me, notwithstanding. I
have no politics at all, and I admire talentwher-
ever it may be found.  But, in the meanwhile, 1
have lost iy hieart to Antinous, and am longing
to dance with him. Do pray make us known,
dear Lady Castletowers.”

“Upon whom does Miss Hatherton desiro to
confer the honour of her acquaintance 17 asked
Lord Castletowers, who happened to come by at
the moment. ¥ Can 1 be of any service 7°

“Of the utmost. I want to ba introduced to
this Mr. Trefulden, about whomall theworld has
been talking for the last five or six weeks”

# 1 will perform the office with great pleasure.
Will you alfow mc to hand you a seat, while I
go in scarch of him.”

“ Thanks. And be sure you make him dance
with me, Lord Castletowers—I want to dance
with him above all things. e cun dance, Isup-
pose??

% 0f course. How can you ask snch z ques-
tion 77

“Beeause I have been told that ho was a per-
fect wild man of the woods before he inherited
his fortunc—couldn’t write bis name, in fact, six
weeks age, and bad never seen o sovercign in
hig life”

4« If you mcan that he bas not yet been pre-
sented at St. James's you aro probably right,?
replied the Earl, laughing.

#What a pup, Lord Casllctowers? How
shocking! T did not believe you capable of such

an cnormity. But do pray tell mo a littlo truth
about your fricnd; forl daro say I havo leard
plenty of fiction. Was he notreally a barbarian,
after all 27

¢ No more than I am.”

I3 it possible ?”

“Noris thisall.  Saxon Trefalden has plenty
of solid learning under those yellow locks of his,
Miss Hatherton. e gpeaks French, talinn, and

German with equal facihity ; ho is a first-rate’

mathematician; as for s Greek and Latin
scholarship, 1 have kuown nothing like it since [
bade farcwell to the dear old professars nt Mag-
daten College.

¢ Well, you surprise me very mmch,” said Miss
Hatherton, “and I cannot deny that I'm disap-
pointed. I had far rather he had been a bar-
barian, you knowv, It would have been so very
delicioust?

“ Perbaps, then, you will be consoled by find-
ing him as unsophisticated as a child. But yon
shall judge for yourself.”

And with ths, the Eallinstalled Miss Hather-
toan in an casy-chair, and went in scarch of
Saxon. Tho heiress immediately turned to her
nearest neighbour, who happened to bo the
Bishop of Betclnworth, 2nd began a conversation.
Itwas Miss Hatherton's way to be always tatking
~anad somewhat loudly, too.

“What bave I done, my lord, said she, @ that
you have scarcely spoken tomo thisevening? I
have o thousand questions to ask you. I want
10 know how the repovations are going on; and
if you are really to have a stained ariel, after all.
Anmd what are you guing to do about that grand
carved old screen? 1 have been told it is past
repairing, and cannot possibly be put up again.
I hopo that's not true.”

“Lam happy to say that it is not,” replied
the bisbiop, who was » very handsome man, and
much admired by the ladics of his diocese. ¢
bebieve we shall be able to restoro the worst
parte, and tha®it will keep its old place for the
next two or threc centurics.  About the cast
window, I am less hopeful”

% Why so ?” asked the heiress.

#1 fear we cannot afford it

“But bow is that?” I thought there was a
large surplus fund in hand.”

“There was; but we have found since then
that the spire is in a much worse state than we
had at first supposed ; and to putitinto thorough
repair will swallow up the whele of our avail-
able money.”

“Dear, dear, I'm sorry!” said the heiress.

# You really want the stained window. One
misses the poetry of colour in Betchworth Ca-
thedml,  How mnuch would it cost?”

“#More than we could hope to raise after the
liberal subscriptions already granted. A thou.
sand pounds.” .

4 So large a sum?  Ah, bishop, if I were one
of your flock, 1should ask leave to put thatwin-
dow in. However, if you like 10 open a fresh
list you may put mc down for twwo hundred and
fifty.?

My dear lady,” said the prelate, # what canl
say in ackunwledgment of such munificence7?

#QOnly, I beg, that you will try to get the rest
of the thousand as quickiy as you can. But here
comes my partner.”

Aud Miss Hatherton turned to Lord Castle-
towers, who had found and capturcd Saxon, and
now stood with him beside her chair.

Wil you permit my friend Mr. Trefalden the
pleasurc of dancing with you, Miss Hatherton?®
sud he.

#f am delighted to make Mr. Trefalden’s ac-
quaintance, and shall be most happy to dance
with him,” replicd the heiress, putling out her
hand as cordially and uncercmoniously as if
Saxon were an old fricnd already. “Whatare
they doing in the hiall now, Lord Casticlowers?T”

# Fipishing a walts—which will be followed
by 2 quadrille’

« Then we shall be just in time for the quad-
rille. Won't you find us a pleasant vis3-vis?”

“#1Will you accept me, if I can find a part-

or °

“ Delightfull Bishop, wo must have another
moment's chat before the closo of tho ¢rening.?

Sayiog which, Miss Hatberton gatbered her

amplo skirls together, took Saxon’s proffercd arm,
and gwept through the room and down the wide
oid stairs in o very stately fashion.

CHAPTER XXX. THE HOSPITALLER'S GATS.

Mr. Keexwirest sat alone in a little private
parlour at tho back of the bar of the Hogpitaller's
Gute Tavern, with 2 bottle of brown sherry and
a conple of glasses befuro him, waiting patiently.
It was tho evening of the very day that his em-
ployer spent at Custletowers ; but he had not,
therefore, left Chancery-lane over five minutes
tho souner, or neglected any detail of his regular
work. e had, on the contrary, scen his fellow-
clerks off the premises, and locked up the oflice
with cven more than higusual caution ; for Abel
Keckwitch was such o highly respectable man,
that ho would not on any account have taken
advantage of Mr, Trefulden’s absence. Ife was
waiting, a3 he had just told the “ young lady”
who presided at the bar in ringlets and pink rib.
bons, for a friend. It was about cight o'clock
in the evening, and although the sky was as yet
only grey with dusk, the gas was already light-
ed; for the Hospitaller's Gate was a queer, old-
fushioned, shut-in place, and the duylight always
seemed to make a point of getting away from it
as carly as possible. There was, bowever, »
bright lire burning in the grate; and thebar be-
yond was ali alive with customers.  The tops of
the great yellow puncheonsand the lacquered gas
burners were visible above the blind that veiled
the half-glass door of the parlour; and now and
then somo privileged customer would peep over,
and ‘disappear.  But tho clerk sat, all uncon-
scious, gazing placidly atthe fire, and never once
looked round.

But for the brisk trade going on within the
precinets of the Gate itsels, tbe place would
havo been singularly quict.  The passers-by,
just at this hour, wero few. Sometines a cab
drove up; sometitnes a cart rumbled past, but
not often. The great stream of traffic flowed
close by, alonga ncighbouring thoroughfure, and
was hoarsely audible, liko the dull roar of a
heavy sca; but the Hospitaller's Gate stood
apart, grey, and hoary, and stored with strango
memorics, spanning the sbabby by-street withits
Vattlemented arch, and cchoing, in a ghasty
way, to the merrimeat belovy,

Standing in tho very heart of the city, within
a forww yards of Smithfield market, in the midst
of the over-crowded parish of Clerkenwell, this
rare old medixval fragment was scarcely known,
cven by name, to thewajority of Londoners. To
the Smithficld drover, the student of Bartholo-
mew's, the compositors of TalliS's press, and the
watchmaking population in gencral, it was a
familiar spot. Archbxologists knew of its where-
abouts, and held occasional meetings in the oak
room over the gateway, whero they talked
learncdly of Jorden Briset, the patriarch Hera-
culius, Thomas Dowerey, Stow, and King Harry
the Eighth ; and oftentimes moistencd their dry
discussions with raro old port from cellars that
hiad once bield good store of malmsey and sack
for the pious knight’s own drinking. Literary
men remembered it as the eradle of the Gentle-
man's Magazine, and as_the place where Samucl
Johuson, in bis rags and bis pridc, ate bis dinner
behind a sercen, like & dog fed from his master's
table. But these were pretty neasly all who
knew or cared nbout ihe Hospitaller's Gate.
Hundreds of intelligent Londoners passed within
fifiy yards of it every day of their lives, ignorant
of its very existence. Of tho dwellers to the
wwest of Temple-bar not oue in a thousand knew
that scarcely a stonc’s throw from tho Charter-
houso walls there yet stood some portion of a far
more venemble religious foundation, begun in
tho last year of the cleventh century, aud linked
with many strangoe and stirring cpisodcs of En-
glish bistory. Even so truo a lover of the ane
tiquo and picturesquo as T cigh Hunt, passed it
by in his pleasant memories of the town, without
a word.

But Mr. Keckwiteh was thinking neitber of
thie good Knights Hospitallers, nor of Dr. Jobn-
son, nor of anyibing nor any ono just then, sav-
ing and cxcepting a certain Mr. Nicodemus
Kidd, who had promised fo mect him thero
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about vight o'clock that Thursday evening. Aud
Mr. Kidd was late.

‘Tho clock in the bar lLiad struck cight long
ago. Tho clock of St. Jubu's Church, cluso by,
nd struck a quarter-past, and then half-past,
und still Mr. Kidd was not fortbcoming., The
head clerk looked at his watels, sighed, shovk
his head, poured out a glass of tho brown
sherry aud drank it contemplatively.  Beforo ho
had quite got to the end of i, a_jovial voice in
tho bar, aud 2 noisy haud upon the latch of the
glass dour, announced his friend’s arrival.

Mr. Kidd came in—a tall, flurid, good-humour-
ed luoking fellow, with a frank laugh, & loud
clicery vuice, aud a wagnificent pair of red whis-
kers.  Tho practiced observer, however, noting
his white hat, his showy watch guard, his free
aud easy bearing, would have pronounced him at
first sight to be 2 commercial traveller; but the
s “actised observer would for ouce have been
wrong.

“Surry to have kept you waiting, Mr. Keck-
witch,” said he, nodding fawiliarly to his enter-
tiner, drawing a chair to the oppusite side of
the fire, and belping himsclf at ouce to a glass
of winc. ¢ Not my fuult, I assure you, Sherry,
ch?  Capital sherry, tov.  Don't know o better
cellar in Londun, and that's suying sowmsthing.”

“ I very glad you have been able w look in,
Mr. Kidd,” sail the head clerk, deferentially, I
was pacticularly anxious to sce you”

Ar. Kidd laughed and lelped himself to an-
other glass.

“It's one of the peculiaritics of wy profession,
said he, ¢ that I find the world divided into two
classes of people—thoso who are particularly
auxious to seewe, aud those who are particularly
anxious not to see me.  Uncommon good sherry,
and 1o wistake!”

Mr. Keckwitch glanced towards the glass-
dour, edged Lis chair a little ncarer to that of
Lis guest, and said huskily :

¢ Have you had tiwe, Mr. Kidd, to thiuk over
that little matter we vere speaking about the
otlier day 77

“ That litlle matter? repeated Mr., Kidd, io
the sximo loud, off-hand way as before. # Oh yes
—T've not forgotten it.”

Hesaid this, illing bis glass for the third time,
and holding it in & kuowing fashion between his
eye and tho lamp. The hicad clerk came an juch
or {wo necarcer, and, bending forward with his
two fat hands upon his koees, ¢jaculated :

“Well .

#Well, Mr. Keckwitch?®

#1Vhat is your opinion 7

Mr. Kidd tossed off the third glass, leaned
back in his chair, and, with a smile of delightful
candour said:

“\Well sir, to bo plain with yoo, I can give no
opinion ull you and I understand cach other a
little batter”

Mr. Keckiwitch breathed bard.

“\What do you imean, Mr. Ridd ?” said he,
# Haven't T made mysclf understood 77

Mr. Kidd pushed his glass away, tbrust his
hands into his pockets, and became suddenly
grave and business-like.

#Well, sir” replied he, dropping his noisy
voico and jovial smile, as if they had been o
domino and mask, ¢ thig, you scc, is an unusual
case. It’s a sort of caso we're not accustomed
to. We don't go into things without & muotire,
and you've given us no motive to go upon.”?

The clerk’s faco darkened.

“JIsn't it motive cnough,” said he, *that 1
want information, and am willing to pay for it?”?

#\Why, no, Mr. Keckwitch—uot quite. We
must be satisficd of the uso you willzoake of that
inforination.”

& Aud suppesin’ I dom't want to make use of
itatall??

“ Then, sir, P'm afraid we can’t belp you. We
are not spies; we are alegol force. Our busi-
ness is to promotle the ends of justice—not to
serve privato curiosity.”

Mr. Reckwitch looked down, silent, baffied,
perplexed.

4“1 shonld bave thought,” said he, * that the
mere fact of any professional man keepin' his
hotac and bis ways so deadly secret, would bo
motive covugh for ingairy.  Whero there’s mys-

tery, thero's safe to bo something wrong. People
aln't 80 cluso when they've nothin' to hide”

“ Somo fulks ars ceceatric, you kaow, Mr.
Keckwitch.?

“It ain't cceuntrioty,” replicd tho clerk
promptly.

# What then ??

“f can'tsay., T inay hinveemny suspicions; and
iy suspicions may bo right, or may be wrong.
Anyhow, one can't see fur in the dark.”

# No, thats teue,? replicd Mr. Kidd.

# 1fit was no more than his address, I'd be
satisfied,” added Keckwitel, staring hard at the
fire.
“Now I tell you what it is, sir,” said the other,
‘e must bave your motive,  Why do you want
tv know o certain persou’s address?  What s it
to you where he lives or how he lives 2

It is n great deal to me” replied Mr, Keck-
witch, ¢ PIm a respectable man, and I don't
clhwose to work under any but o respectuble
cmployer.”

. Mr. Kidd nodded, and caressed the red whis-
ers.

“If, as I suspect, there's somethin' wrong some-
where,)” the clerk weat on o say, “1 dow't want
to Lo mixed up in it, when the day of reck’nin’
cowmes round.”

¢ Of course not.”

t- And there’s my motive.”

¢ Have you always been on goud terms, M
Keckwitely, with the pasty in guestion ?”

Thiswassaid very sharply and suddenly, but tho
clerk’s faco ranained stolid aud ijuexpressive as
ever.

#Well, Mr. Kidd,” said he, “I can’t say there's
ever been much love lost between us,  I've done
my duty, and I don't deny that be's done bis; but
we've been neitler fricuds nor enemics.”

Mr. Ridd stared ut Mr. Keckwiteh, aud Mr.
Keckwitchstared at the fire ; the one all scrutiny,
the otlicr all unconsciousness. For some minutes
both were silent, and the loud misth at the bar
became more distinetly audible.  Then Mr. Kidd
drew o deep breath, pushed bis chair back with
the air of one who arrives at a sudden resolution,
drew o stip of paper from Lis waistcoat-pocket,
and said :

«Well, sir, if the address is all you require—
here it is?

The steely light so rarcly scen thers flashed
into Abel Keckwitel's eyes, aud his band closed
on tho paper as if it had been aliving thing,
trying to fly away. He did uot even lovk ot it,
but imprisoucd it at ouce in a plethioric pocket-
bovk with a massive wetal clasp tbat suapped
like o haudcuff.

4 What's tho fee?” said ke, cagerly.  #What's
the feo for this litle service, Mr, Kidd

« That'sa question youmwustask at headyuarters,
sir,” replicd Mr. Kidd, eyeing the cletk sotnewhiat
guriousl_\’, and already moving towards the

oor.

& But yow'll take another glass of skerry before
you go??

“Not a drop, sir, thank you—not a drop.
Wish you good cvening, sir.”

And ia another moment, Mr. Kidd, twith the
white hat a trifls on oue side, and the jovial swile
seeming to irradiate his whole person, had pro-
sented himself at tho bar, and was saying agree-
able things to tho young lady with tlic ringlets.

« Al, sir,” observed she playfully, “1 don't care
for compliments.”

% Thep, my dear, 2 man moust be dumb to please
you; for if he bas cyes and o tongue, what can he
do but tcll you you're an angal T

Thy barmaid giggled, <nd bade the gallant
stranger “ get along 1?

“JIU's a remarkable fact,” said Mr. Kidd, ¢ that
tho prettiest women are always tho most hard-
hearted. And iUs an equally remarkablo fact,
that the sight of beauty always makes me thirsty.
T tronble you, Mary, my love, for 2 botte of
Schweppe?

& That's & good sort of fellow, Il bo bound I
cjaculated a stoat woman, looking admiringly
after Mr. Kidd, a9 bo presently went out with an
irresistiblo aic of genllemanly swagger.

& You think &0, do you mayam7® said o seedy
bystgndcr. “Homphl Thats Eidd. tho deteo-
tive

-~ "

CHAPTER XXXI. ADOUT SWITZERLAND.

Your English match-maker is, for the most
part, o comfurtable matron, plump, good natured,
Kindly, with a turn for seutiment and diplomacy.
Sho hias “ Thoe Etiquette of Couriship nnd Mar-
riago? at her fingers’ cudz; and gives copies of
that invalunblelittle manual to her young fricnils,
ag goon as they are engaged.  When the sermon
i3 dull, sho amuses hersudf by reading the Sulem-
nization of Matritmony. Sho delights in novels
that have a great deal of love in them,and thinks
Mies Bromer o

er woiker Wisn Mb Thuckeray.
To patch up lovers' quarrels, to pave tho way
for & propoesal, to propiliate reluctant guardians,
are offices in which her very soul rejoices; and,
liko thie deatlhi-bed hng in the Urido of Lammer-
moor, who surveyed all hier fellow-creatures from
1 professional puint of view, seeing “a bonny
corpse” in every fine young wan about that
country-side, she belwolds only bridegrooms and
brides clect in the very children of her fricuds,
when they come home for the holidays.

Lady Arabclln Walkingshaw was an eathu-
siastic nuatch-maker.  She bad marricd off her
own daughters with brilliant success, and, being
a real lover of thoe art of matrimony, delighted
¢ keep her hand in” among the young people
of htr acquuintunce.  What whist was to Mrs.
Battle, match-making was to Lady Arubella
Walkingshaw. ¢ It was her business, her duty,
what shie came into the world to do.” Sbhe went
about it scientifically.  She had abtruse theories
with respect to eyes, complexions, ages, and
christian pames; and even plunged into un-
known physiological depths on the subject of
races, gencalogies, ties of cousanguinity, und
hercditary characteristics.  In short, sho con-
structed hier model matches afler o privats deal
of hitr owns.  But hers avas not altogether o sen-
timental, nor even a physiological, ideal. Sho
was essentially o woman of the world; aund took
an interest quite as deep, if not decper, in the
pairing of fortuncs as of faces. To introducen
income of Wn thousand a year to a dowry of
fifty thousand pounds, and unite the two swus
in the bonds (and settluments) of wedlock, was
to Lady Arabella an enterprise of surpassing in-
terest. She would play for such o result ns
eagerly and passionately as if her ovwn happiness
depended on the cards, aud the stakes were for
her owa winning.

With such o bobby kept perpetually saddled
in the chambers of her imagination, it was not
surpiising that the sight of Saxou Trefalden
lending Miss Hatherton dowa to dance, should
have sufficed to send Lady Armbella off 2t 2 can-

il

{er.

¢ YWkat & charming match that would be,”
sho said to Mrs. Bunyon. Mrs. Bunyon was the
wife of the handsome Bishop, tal}, aristoceatic-
looking, and many years his junior.  Both ladies
were standimg near their hostess, nod she was
still welcoming the coming guests.

Do you think s07” said Alrs. Bunyon, doubl-
fully. “1I don't sec why.?

« My dear Mrs. Bunyon—1wo such splendid
fortunes ¢’

#The less reason that cither should marry for
money," replied the Bishop's wife. ¢ Besides,
Jook at the difference of age!”

¢ Not mwre than five years,” said Lady Am-
bella. .

& But it would ba five years on the wrong side.
1Thatdo you say, Liady Castictowers—would they
raake & desimble couple 77

@] did not hear the names,” replied Lady
Casllctowers, with cnc of her most gracious
smiles.

“«We wero speaking,” said the watch-maker,
¢ of Miss Hatherton and Mr. Teefalden”

The smile vanished from Lady Castletowers’

p.

p“ I should think it n most injudicious con-
nexion,” she said, coldly. ¢ Mr. Trefulden is o
mere boy, and has no prestige beyond that of
wealth”

¢ Bat fortune #s position,” said Lady Arabella,
defeuding her ground inch by inch, and thinking
perbaps of her own marriage.

¢t }isg Hatherton has fortunc, and wmay there-
fore aspiro to moro than fortuny in her matri-
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monial cboice,” replicd tho Countess, with a
sligbtly heightened colour, and dropped the con-
versation.

Mrs. Bunyon and Lady Arabella exchanged
glances, and a covert smile. Moving on pro-
sently with tho steeam, thoy passed out of Lady
Castletowers' hearing, and returned to tho sub-
cet.

" Their united fortunes,” pursucd Lady Ar-
belln, % would amount to five millions, if not
more.  Only conceivo it—Five MiLLIONS !

¢ You will meet with no sympathy from Lady
Custletowers,” suid the Bishop's wife, sigmti-
cantly.

4 Bridently not.  Though, if thero were really
4 coronet in prospect —"

«§ think there s & coronet in prospect,” said
Mrs. Bunyon.

Lady Arabella shook her head.

« No more than thereis a crown matrisoonial,”
3aid she. ¢ Inm o close observer of young people,
and I know quite well what direction the Earl's
wclinations take.”

“ [ndeed!”

# He 12 over head and ears in lovo with Made-
maoiselle Colonna,” said Lady Arabella, confiden-
tinily. ¢ And ho has been for years.”

#Doces Lady Castictowers kuow it??

] think not.”

« And do you suppose they aro secretly en-
aged 1”

&% Oh dear nol  Mademoisclle Colonna, I be-
lieve, discourages his attentions—greatly to her
credit.” .

« ]t i3 a marriage that would be highly dis-
tasteful to Lady Castletowers,” obscrved Mrs.

unyon.
s «1¢ would break her heart,” said Lady Ara-
oella.

# She is ambitious.”

«—and poot. IPoor as a mouse.”

If Lady Castletowers had notbeen a Countess,
4 Molme-Picrrepoint, aud the daughter of an
Eatl, Lady Arabella Walkingshaw could searce-
1y have forgiven her this fact.  She was one of
that large majority who regard poverly as a

ime. °
crln the mean while, Miss Hatherton had found
that Saxon could not only dance, but, when the

first shyness of introduce"on had worn off, could | -

actually talk. Soshesct herself to draw himout,
und his naiveté amused her excessively.

] don't mean tolet you hand e toaseat, and
get rid of me, Mr. Trefalden,” she said, when the
quadrille was over, and the dancers were prome-
uading up and down the hall. ¢ You must sit
down in this quict litle nook, and talk to me. 1
want you o tell me ever so much more about
Switzerland.?

« I am glad to find any ono who cares to hear
about it,” said Saxon. It is a subject of which
I am never weary.? .

I dare say not. I only wonder how you can
caduro this lifo of tinscl and glitter afler the
tiberty of the mountains.  Are you notdisgezled
with the insincere smiles and polito falschoods
of socicty ?° L

Saxon looked at her with dismay.

© What do you mean?” hesaid. ¢ Tho world
hag been very kind to rac. I never dreamt that
its smiles were falsc, or its kindness insincere.”

Miss Hatherton laughed.

“«You'll find it ous” she said, “when you'se
lived in it a litde longer.” .

« 1 hope not. 1 should be very unhappy if 2
thouglit s0.? . .

«\¥cli, then, don’t think so  Enjoy your illu-
sions as long as you can. I have outlived mine
loug ago; aad I'm sorry forit. But let us talk
of something pleasanter—of Switzersland.  Have
you crer huuted tho chamois?”

« Hundreds of times.”

«}low charming! 1ligh up, T suppose,among
tho scows ” .

« Among the snows, slong the edges of preci-
pices, across the glacic ——wherever tho chamois
could spring, or the foot of tho hunter follow,”
replicd Saxon, with entausiasm. L.

¢ Thatg really dangerous sport, is it not?
asked tho helress. )

¢ It is less dangerous to tho practiced moun-
taincer than to ond wWho is new to tho work.

But"thcro can bo no real sport without dan-
ger.

“\Why s07?

“ Becauso sport without danger is mere slaugh-
ter. 'Tho risks ought never to be all on the side
of a liclpless beast.”

“That is just and generous,” said Miss Hather-
ton, warmly, *

Saxon blushed, and looked uncomfortable. .

%1 have not only been over a glacier, but
down & crevasse, after & chamoiz, mauy o time,”
swd he, hurriedly.  «] shot one this very spuing,
as ho stood upon an ice-ridge, between iwo
chasme  Iought nut 10 have done it. I ought
to have waited till he got to & .nore open spot ;
but, having him well within range, I brought
him down. When I reached the spot, however,
thiere was wmy chamois wedged half way down
a deep, blue, crucl-looking crevasse—and I had
no alternative but to got him out, or leave him.”

“So you cut steps in the ice, as unesces in the
pictures in the Alpine-club hooks!”

¢ No—1 simply tied the cord that every moun-
taincer carries, round the stack of my riffie—fixed
the gun firmly across the month of the chasm—
and let myself down.  Then I tied awvother cord
round my chamois, and when I had reached the
top again, 1 drew hitn up after me,  Nothing is
casier. A child can do it, if he is used to theice,
and is not aftaid.  In all glacier work, it is only
the rash and timid who are in danger”

“ And what other sport do you get?” asked
Miss Hatherton, #Are there any eagles about
the mountains of the Grisous 2”

% Not so many as there used tobe. 1 have not
shot more than five or six within these last three
years: but I robbed many an eagle’s nest when I
was a boy. Then, you know, we have the stein-
bok, and in winter, the wolf; and sometimes we
get the chance of 2 brown bear.” .

“ Havo you ever shot a bear, Mr. Trefallen?”
said Miss Hatherton, intensely interested.

“1 have shot two,” replied Saxom, with a
flush of boyish pride, ¢ and made sledge rugs of
their skins.  You bave aever been in Switzer-
land ??

% Oh yes I have,” replicd Miss Hatherton, ¢ but

only in the beaten tracks, and under the custody
of a courier, like & maniac with a keeper?
# Al, you really know nothing of the country,”
seid Saxon, #nor of the people. The Switzer-
1and that the Stwiss loves is that wild, free, upper
region where there are neither reads nor hotels,
tourists nor guides; but only dark pinc forests
and open plateaus, the kaunt of the marmot, the
patarmigan, and the chamois.”

I never saw but one chamois, said Miss
Hatherton, “and that was a poor fat melancholy
creature in o cage!

# Of course you never visited Swilzerland i
winter 77

#Qh doar no.”

«# And yet that is the most glorions time of all,
when tho platcaus arc all shected with snow,
and the great peaks rise above them Iike marhble
obcliesks, and even the pines stand out wwhite
against the deep blue sky. It i3 like a world
awaiting the creation of colour.”

£ 1What an cothusiast you are,” laughed Miss
Hatherton.

«] love mny country,” replied Saxon.

“You nced mot tell mo that, But what can
you do in winter, snowed up in those wild
valleys 77

“We are not spowed up. We have sledges;
and the decper the snow lies on the roads and
passes, the better our sledges fly along. You
should sce the Riinthal between Chur and
Thusis, on 2 bright day in the depth of winter,
when the sledges fashalong in the sunsbine, and
the air is full of the wusic of the bells®

¢ Jow delightful P

¢ Tudeed it is delightful.  Then we alsoskate,
practise with the rifle, carve woodea toys, and
attend to the winter work of our farms; and
sometimes, if there is 2 wolf or a wild boar about
tho neizhbourhood, we have & great buat by
torchlight.  YWinter is the time for Switzerland!
Ask any Swiss who ignot a townsman, and be
will tell you the samo stosy.?

“J suppose you mean 10 go back there some
day T said Miss Hatherton. -

“Go backl’ cchoed Saxon, “ Why, of course
Ido. It is my own country—my home!”

“Then if 1wero to come some Obiristmas to
Chur, would you be very kind to me, und show
me sume of these winter sports?*

“That I would” exclaimed Saxon, # And [
would buy the loveliest Canadian sledgo for you
that money could purchaso; and you should see
a boar hunt by torchlight; anda Schiitzen Fest;
and a wrostling-muteh ; and I would find you
young marmot for a pet.  Above all, you weuld
kunow my dearest fathier, aud if you loved Swit~
zerland for 0o other reason, you would lovesit for
his sake.”

“ Your father 27 said Miss Hatherton, I hud
no idea your father was living”

“1le i3 really my uncle,” replied the young
man; ¢ but my futher by adoption. Ho is a
Lutheran pastor—a miracle of erudition ; but us
simple as & child, and as pious as an apostle.”

1 hear you are terribly learned yourselfy, Me,
Trefulden,” said Miss Hatlierton, rising abruptly.,
“But what is this they are going to do—a waltz?
Do you waltz ??

“Try me,” replied Saxon, merrily. ¢“Itis our
national dance—the only dance I ever knevw, till
I learped these bideous quadrilles a few weeks
ago.”

I;In another moment he had encircled the
heiress’s waist with his nan, and, was figing
round tho hall with her in those smooth, swift
cireles which no dancers, however good, can
exccuto like the Germans and Swiss.  Miss
iiatherton was delighted, for sho valued ~ good
partoer above all things, and Suxon was the best
waltzer in the room.

She would willingly have danced and talked
with bim all the rest of tho evening; for Miss
Hatherton liked to bo amused, and cared very
little for the remarks of lookers-on; whileSaxon,
pleased with her blunt cordislity, would twith
cqual readiness have gone on waltzing, and prais-
ing a Swiss life, till it was time to hand her to
her carriage. But this was not to be. Lady
Castletowers, who, in her quality of hostess,
always koew what her guests wero doing, w18
Ly no racans disposed to permit any such pro-
ceeding ;3 so she dispatehed ber sor to danco
with tbe hciress, and, haviag sent for Saxon, her-
self banded him over to Miss Colonna for the
next quadrille.

By this time the arrivals were over, and the
departureg had begun; and after supper was
served, the rooms cleared rapidly. By two
o'clock, all were gone, save those guests who re-
mainced for the night, and of these there wero
about o dozen,

Then Viscount and Lady Esher, who had
brought valet and maid in their suit, retired to
tho stately apartments prepared for their re-
ception; and the young men all went down to
the Earl's smoking-room; and the Colennas,
instead of going to bed like tho rest of tho
gucests, repaired to tho little study in the tarret.
They had much to talk over. Mr. Thompson,
the liberal member, bad brought them informa~
tion of Garibaldi, and a packet of letters from
fricnds in Loudon apd Turin; Miss Hatherton
aud Mr. Walkingsbaw had promised contribu-
tions to tho fund; and Mrs. Bunyon bad un-
dertaken to distribute somo addresses, and £ill
up & card, among her friends,  With tho Eshers
and Lord Boxhill there was, of course, nothing
to bedone. Like Lady Castletotwers, they look-
cd upon liberty asa vulgar institution, ~ad upon
patriots in genem! as doubtful characters,

The letters téad, and such cntrics mado as
were necessaty, tho father and dnughter roso to
say good night, .

“You have donc nothing yet, Olimpia,” said
tho Nalian,  * lere is the fourth day already
gone.

«Y know it¥?

© I havo talked with him once or twice about
our country’s cause, and ho listens willingly;
but I havo purposcly abstained from doing more.
The work is yours—why do you delay it7?

¢ I will not delay it longer,” said Olimpis, im.
patieally ; ¢ will begin it to-day.”

“ o is so rich,” said Colonna, “and Itely so
poor; and every lelter wo receive is & prayex
for helpt?
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COLONEL AND MRS.-CHUTNEY.

Continued from page125.
CHAPTER V

The next evening Mrs. Chutney sat alone in
the libmry, expeeting the return of hur lord to
dinuer, aud hioping carnestly he would fulfil bis
witention of bringing Captain Peske with him,
a i te-3 4243 under existing circumstances heing
n trinl which was almost wore than her weaken-
td nerves could bear,

Mrs. Chutney looked very pale; traces of tears
dimmed her soft eyes. She had passed o most
distressing day,  She had been early despatehed
to extract the truth from Mary Holden, who had
been left in derance vile with the redoubtable
Auut Barbara. But tears and caresses were ns
unavailing as threats,  Mary scwaned to harden
under Miss Bousficld's taunts and reproaches.
Pour Mrs. Chutucy was in despair; fluctuating
between her uubounded confidence in, and adwi-
ration of her consin, and the undoubted evidence
of her indiseretion—for Mary admitted that lher
unknown admirer proved to be Sir Frederic
Samperton; o fact which, althoughMrs. Chutney
carefully suppressed, filled up the measure of her
uneasiness, Mary herselftoo, though angry, and
putting on a hold front, was, Mrs. Chutney could
ste, frightened and auxious. “If she would but
open Ler heart to met” thought the tearful Louisa,
“ It must be something verystrange, or she would
tdl me. I trustit willall come right by Tucsday
next, orI do not know how I shall manago the
dinner—perhaps, indeed, the colonel will put Sir

:i?’l’mc off; though Le bas fixed the day him-
self!

At this point in her cogitations a2 ring atthe
hall-door bell set berheart beating.  She glanced
at the clock. Tenminutes to six—it was Colon-
¢l Chutney, of course, and she shuddered in an-
ticipation of thewell-known cloud upon his brow,
and the inevitable outbreak of indiguration with
which whatever and whoever first encountercd
him would be grected. It was, therefore, a cer-
tain rclicf, though a great surprise, when ¢ Mr.
Adolphus Deal” was announced; especially as
that gentleman presented himself in accurate
cvening costume—a waisteoat with jewelled but-
tons, claborate shirt-front, a mere thread of a
Lvhitc tic, patent leather boots, and a crush

at.

He has evidently cerue to dine,” Mrs. Chut-
ney thought.  “Soine mistake. How shall I get
rid of him beforo Colonel Chutney arrives 2 She
then advanced a step or two, and said interroga-
trely, with au aic of polite surprise,

“Ar, Deal 7?7

#Yes,” replied the exquisite upholsterer, with a
smilc and a bow; both marred by nervousness.
“am here in obedicnce to your slightest wish. [
have sclected the carlicst moment you named,
and trusted to your delicato tact to mavage
everything—all—a—in short—all screnc.”

“Mad!” thought Louisa. “I am sure, Mr.
Deal,” she said aloud, ® I am much obliged by
the promptitude with whick you havo ¢xecuted
altourorders; but did you not get s note from
me this morning, in which I explained that—-77

Deal foresaw something uncomfortable, and
stammered bastily, “No, T received no second
communication?

“I really do not understand you,” said Mrs.
Chutocy, almost peevishly. ¢ But after sending
you that noto on Monday, I found that X had
unconscioasly mistaken—"

“Then he does not Qi ~out to-day 77 interrupt-
¢d Deal, eagerly.  “But fear not, I shall vanish
at your slightest wish. Perish cvary coasidera-
tion cxcept your happinessi?

This dramatic burst bewildered Mrs. Chutney
more than cver. ¢ You sev,” she returned inco-
herently, # Iput them into wrong envelopes, and
faw immediately the danger of Colonel Chutney
discovering the error—in short, Mr. Deal, heis
rather peculiar, aud I wish you would be so
good as to gonway.?

“1 am gonc,"replied Adolphus, with what he
inl‘cnyded gor an air of chivalrons devotion.

“Xes, do go; you can call to-morrow, you
know, sbout the ottoman? >3

- -

“«The ottoman?’ Adolphus laughed satiri-
cally. €« Ohl wowun in thine hour of easce—"

# The,¢, pray bo calm, 1y dear sir,” cricd Mrs,
Clutney, now convinced of his iusanity and
greatly alarmed, “ But oh, this is him,” sho con-
tinued, in despair, ¢ that is his ringl ~ And if he
sees you, I would hardly answer fur your life, or
mine cither,?

« Put me somewhere—-anywhere!  Dispose of
me as yuu will)” said Deal, with an uncomforta~
ble tecutlection of the stout frume and irate tem-
perament of the coming veternn ; and he turned
liastily to the library door.

“No, n0,” whispered Mrs. Chutuey, ecagerly,
#qot there. Go into the garden. John,” she
continucd to the page, “show Mr. Deal into the
garden.  Then after your master is safe in, take
Lim the key of the lower gate.  Make haste—
oh! do make haste?

In the midst of his dread and timidity Adolphus
dropped his hat, and made an ineflectual eflort to
recoverit. ¢ Do not delay, Mr. Deal—pray do
uot,” implored  Mrs. Chutuey; and the next mo-
ment tho French window leading to the garden
closed upon the hatless upholsterer.

A second furiougering at the bell,and Mrs.
Chutney, retreating hastily towards her fautewl,
tripped over the Jost head-gear, picked it up, and
dropped it into an obscure corner between the
window and the piano, where the ample curtains
cflectually concealed it.

Colonel Chutuey entered, scething with wrath,
Hc wiped his brow and took a turn up and down
the room, unable to find words sufliciently expres-
sive of his indignation, while Mrs. Chutney sat
trembling. In this condition violent-temperced
people consider they are calm, turbulently insis-
ting that they are so. \When the words came
that the colonel had been vainly secking for, he
spoke them slowly and soltygnly; ¢ Look here,
Mrs. Chutney, I have been kept fice minutes at
that infernal door, with the sun blazing full
upon me! How can a wanstand these repeated
iusults?  Insults I call them, by Jove! when a
man's wishes are disregarded, and—and—-"

“Well, never mind,” said Mrs. Chmitaey, in o
soothing tore, amd nerving herselfl with the hope
that ber difiicullies were nearly over.  “ Goup
and wash your hands. There is such a nice cur-
ry for dinner.”

¢ Thatis all very well,” replied the husband,
suspiciously, ¢ but I would lay two to onc you
have forgotten the cocoa-nut.!

# You have lost, then,” cried his wife, attempt-
ing a playful tone. ¢ Come”—trying tosnatcha
kiss—*“1 cunsider you owe me a pair of gloves.”

The colonel, a good deal surprised, submitted
awkwardly, and, slightly mollified, continued his
quarter-deck walk over the carpet. ¢ Now,
Louisa” he began, “what have yon done with
Mary to-day ?°

# Nothing, dear. T could make nothingof her.
Notasinglesylable of explanation could § extract
from ber. So 1 begged Aunt Barbara to bring
her over to dinner.”

% You have? Then yon have done very
wrong. I have asked Peake; and as I do not
wish him to be dragged into the same miserable
position I have been, Ishould prefer——"herc he
stopped short and staved fixedly at the windows.
# I say,” obscrved the colondl, intensely, ©look at
those blinds; one of them is a foot Ligher than
the othier.  Mow any, right minded person with
an cye in head can endure such a dreadful
obliquity, is more than1 can fathom™ Hebegan
to untwist the cord, when he again made &
sudden pause and looked out intently into the
garden. ¢ \Who is that lunatic walking about
without his hat? he agked at last, # Gnd, it's
Deal, the upholsterer.  What the deuce i3 Deal
doing there?”?

12 is all over,” thought the wretched Louisa,
her hieart sinking within her.

% John,” shouted coloncl Chutaey to the page,
“como biere”—pointing to the garden. *Who
is that maniac? John appearcd like magic,
troubled with a bad congh, and looked o his
mistress for girlclc}ions. hShc shook hier head des-
pairingly. Jobin's cough got worsc.

“S\Og that confounded hackingl® cried the
colone), sternly, #ard como here. Lookl Tell
me who that isin the garden ??

¢ Please, sir,” returned tho page, with an ait
of unhesitating certainty, ¢ that, sir? that's Miss
Jemimar Ann, as lives at Number Twenty—her
young man. Isco him often of a oveniog walk-
ing uuder hier batcony, and he neverdo wear his
,ut.”

¢ Do you mean to tell me you do not recognise
him ag that ridiculous idiot, Deal, the upholster-
er?’

it Weli, sir,” looking out carefully, and with a
tonoe of great cardour, « now L look closer, it s
Mr. Deal”

¢« There is some infernal mischief here,” cried
the oolonel, a durk suspicion rushing to hisbrain,
«Why was] kept so lung at the door? Why—
why-—Mrs. Chutney ?”

« My aear Felix, believe ine——"

& I will believe nothing! Go, John, go this mo-
ment, and bring me that wretched imbecile. I
will get to thie bottom of this, and if [ find you
have been compromising me with expensive or-
ders, I will post a warning against you in all the
public papers to-worrow.”

The colouel paused for wantof breath, the
page rushed away toexecute his wishes, and poor
Mr3. vhutney, roused to indignation at last,
stood silently watching the scene, unutterably
humiliated at being placed in such a position for
so insufficient a cxuse. The colonel threw open
the window, and, regardless of public opinion,
shouted out his directions and orders in steato-
rian tones.

Meanwhile, the wretched Adolphus, finding the
garden gate locked, had lingered about in scarch
of succour, and hig hat. On first sceing John fly-
ing with the most ostentatious speed, he imagin- .
ed he was coming to his nid, and bastened to
meet him, il warned by aa injunction from the
page,in as loud = tone as he dared, “ to cut
Cother way!l P'm sent to catch yealive;” where-
upon Deal, his wits sharpencd by a dread of Col-
onel Chutney’s wiath, and 2 suspicion that (as
he would himself bave plhrased it) he was in the
“ yyrong box,” turned sharply and dived down
anotlier walk; while, under shelter of a friendly
tree, the page unlocked and left open the garden
gate, then rushed towards Deal, shouting to hun
« 10 come back, as master wanted bim.”

The colonel stood at the half-open window in
his cagerness, and Mrs. Chutaey, fearing the
ncigbbours’ comments, endeavoured to drag him
back. # That's right, John! dodge under tho
willow-tree, and you will have himl Double
round the mignonctte plot.  Turnbis flank by the
garden-seat.  Police! Police!”

#For heaven's sake, Colonel Chutney,” said
his wife, alarmed and scandalized at these out
crics, # compose yoursclf! Pcople will think you
mad ¥’

By this time several smart parlour maids had
assembled at both the back and front entrances,
with friendly racssages to enquire if the househsd
beén robbed; if ¢ master could be of any use;”
¢ if missis should come and stay with Mrs. Chut-
ney,” who was popularly supposed to be in vio-
lent hysterics, after witnessing o desperate band
to hand conflict between her husband and a tru-
culent housc-breaker.

In the midst of this cxcitement Captain Peake
presented himself, with theintention of diningac-
cording to invitation with the hospitable owners
of the housc.

Mrs. Chutney, now thoroughly roused tosclf-as-
sertion, hiad surmounted a strong inclination toa
fit of erying, and reccived Captain Peake with
wonderful composure. “Whatis the matter 77
asked that gentleman, with natural curiosity.
#There's a bevy of uncommon smart girls in caps
on the door-stepg, and they say Chotney hasbeen
obliged to cut somcbody’s throat in sclf-defence.
Where is your cousin, Miss Holden 7

¢«Thank heaven!™ returned Mrs, Chutney,
¢ there is onc sanc individualin the house atlastt
Captain Peake, I can explain this matterin a
few words, and the colonel will not hear me.?

Captain Peake looked much distressed, and
pulled hislong moustaches meditatively, as the
coloncl panted onan chair, flushed and heated
from unusual exertion.

“Sorry to givo you so strange & reception,
Peake,” he said inan injured tone; & butl have
parily uncartbed.a mystery of somo Kind?
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# Come, come, Chutney, you arc in a passion,
and will not hear reason. Let Mrs. Chutney ex-
Mrin2

“Two daysago” said Mra. Chutney, quietly,
“at the colonel's request I wroto to Sir Frederic
Sumperton, asking him to dine here to-day, or to
nawme any other day on which he conld dine with
u3, and [ stupidly put bis note into an envelope
dirceted to Mr. Deal, at the same timeenclosing &
note intended for My, Deal about the exchange
of an ottonnn, 1o Sir Frederic.  Mr, Deal consc-
quently thought he was invited to dinner, andar-
rived at six o'clock  While I, knowing Culuncl
Chutney’s irritabiliiy and lmpatience with my
short-comings, foulizhly strove to hide my mistake
by sending Deal into the garden”

Further explanation was cut short by the
abrupt entrance of Miss Bousficld, who dragged
rather than led Mary Holden after her,

Poor Mary looked much less brillinnt than
usual. Her checks were pale, and a dack shade
under the eyves bespoke fatigue or anxicty.  Still
the mouth looked resolute, and the Inrge speak-
ing cyes were even brighter than ceverin  their
saduess,

Mrs. Chutney stepped forward hastily, and
warmly embraced the culprit, who endenvonred
o brash away a tear furtively.

“Phere)” said Miss Bouwstield, ® i3 a recep-
tion for a modest woman to give one with—
with a cloud on her reputation, to say the least.”

“ Aunt Barbara!” cried Mary, stung to sclf-
possession by this coarse attack. #1I know yon
will try to degrade and insult mc¢ in every way;
but, for all that, the motives which took me to
Sir Frederio's chambers were pure and good.”

s Nevertheless, yon dou't like to disclose
them,” said Miss Bousfield, sneeringly.

¢ Excuse me, Miss Bousficld," said Colonel
Chutney, solemaly, “but 1 have some very
queer sugpicions—there’s some ugly work going
on somewliere. Now, Miss Mary! you decline
positively to say what business took you to Sir
Frederic Sumperton’s; will you assure me it
was not in any way connected with Mrs, Chut-
ey

“With me 7* exclaimed his vife.

“Mrs. Chutney was perfectly unacquainted
with my visit, or its object,” replicd Mary,
steadily.

“Qh!” cried Miss Bousfield, exasperated to
find how litQe her severity or condemnation was
valued by her penniless neice.  * You may say
what you please, but it's my opinion that the
truth isn't in you”

At this moment Colonel Chutney’s eye tas
attracted by the corner of an cavelope which
peeped out of Mrs. Chutney’s little work-basket.
Without more ade he drew it forth, and white
Peake was trving to soothe the aunt and to
comfort the neice, tread its contents, Then,
with a withering look of indignation, repeated it
aloud : :

“¢ My dear Mrs. Chutney.

#1a Dear Mrs. Chutney woun. have been
enough for all purposes of civility.”,

@t Your charming note’

«0h, a charming note!”

¢ hag just reached me; quite in time to pre-
vent any muschief.

¢ Query, who was the hearer of that nnte,
«h?” llere he glared at Mary with all his
wight.

“ Forgive e if T express a wish to trace in
what direction your gentle thoughts could have
been Hoating when you wade the mistake”

«What infernal nonsense! It isn’t correct
English, hang me if it is??

« It wall give me infinite pleasure to aceept
your hospitality on Tuesday next. 1 well know
Colonel Chutnes's peculiaritics.”

“ Golonel Chutney's peenliaritiest at my
peeuliarities! What inferval impudence! Why,
swwhat peculiarities bave I, 1 should like to
know 77

“tYour secret is perfectly safe.

#]a it ? Egadl we'll worm it out somehorw.”

¢ Yonrs, as cver, most truly,
“ep, Saupsnrox.?

¢« Pray, Colonel Chutney,” began his wife——

4 Confound it, Mrs, Chutney! What aremy
occuliarities ? Is this the way a wan is to be dis-

cussed by the wifs of his bosom, to—:1 man—a
man about town ??

“Ah 1" putin Miss Bousfield, still triumphant~
1y, *there isn pair of them! I wash my hands
of them. I never did expect gratitade! But
1 was fool enough to beheve that creatures
without any stahe in the game would at least
pay faic

“What have we to be grateful fo-?" asked
Mary, composedly  # What have yon everdone
but look on, and prophesy evil, while strangers
lield ont the vope to pull us stenguling orphans
through the st of bfe 77 To Colonel Chutney
“} had nothing to do with that nole—my busi-
ness waz my owi, and fdo not choose to re-
veal it—let e go!” Bursting into tears, # 1M
advertise {v-morrow fur @ situation as governess
to go xbroad, to the Colonjvs, or Kamschatka,
and never come back againl”

# Stopa Lit, Miss Holden,” said Captain Peake,
who had been edging closer to her.

“ [ow dare you speak to me in that maauer,
you penniless chit?” cried her enraged aunt.
“Do you know I can cut you off with n shil-
ling??

[ may be penniless, Méss Bousfield,” replied
the neice, © but L am a capitalist for all that.
I have my share of the great original capital—
youth, health, industry, and patience. If I can
provide for iy own wauts, [am as independent
and as rich a3 Croesus.”

Captain Peake here made a timid exclamation,
and, asking Mary to listen to lim, drew her
aside, and poceeded to Whisper insinuatingly
into hier car.

“Where is all this to end?? asked Chutney,
obscerving this, and ceasing to pace the room in
his fury. ¢ What devilish schemes may not now
be plotting under my very nose! But I will
be Blind no longer. No, by Jove, no! Yqur
keys, madam! T'll sce the contents of that de-
venport 1

Mrs. Chutney, still keeping an air of indiffer-
ence, haunded over the keys.

Colonel Chutney opeucd the davenport, and
pulled outaccount books, notes, papers, o ready
reckoner, some half-finished embroidery, John-
son's dictionary, receipts for various curries.
“Hal buteher's book—onc fortnight unpaid!
Baker's—a week owing! Robbed and betrayed,
both. Madame Friselle’s account unpaid!®  He
struck his hand vchiemently on onc sideof the
davenport, whereupon a secret drawer flew open,

“ Another paper,” cried the distracted husband.
A man's writing! What is this?"—and he
read

%t London, May 18th, 186—
¢ Two months after date I promise to pay to
the order of Thomas Bousteld, Esq., Fifty Pounds
for value received,
‘¢ FrevEric Saxrrrtox. ”

What is this? How came it here 77

“ I have done with cxplanations,” said Mra.
Clhutney ; ¢ but I will say that I was not aware
that such a drawer as that cxisted.”

“ Good heavens{” exclaimed Mary, “how
counld the bill have got there? Has dear Loo
paid and concealed it 27

# Let me see,” said Miss Bousfield, patting on
hier glasses and compressing her hips.  « Thus is
a strange business | A promissory note to Tom.
Bousficld, signed by »

#Sir Frederic Sampegton,” announced the
pagr, throwing open the door.

The fresh and smiling barouct appeared, likeo
the genius of order and gaod hreeding, to the
conflicting assemblage.

“1 awm particularly aunxions to asswre you,'
addressing himself first to Mrs. Chutney, « that
Miss Holden's visit of yestenday was simply

”

¢ Sir,” interrupted Colonel Chutney, solemnly,
and holding Sic Frederic’s letter towards him,
% this is no time for trifling. A questionor two,
if you please,” striking open tho epistle. «Is
that your handwriting ?°

“1¢ looks like it”

“ And here, sir, did you or did you not address
this note to my wife 7”

#1did, Colonel Chutney.”

#Is that your signature ¢ cculinued the colo-

ucl, showing him Tom Bousfield's promissory note.

™

#That is a question I decline to answer,” cricd
the astonished baronet. ¢ But where did you
findit? Ihave boen huating forit incessantly
for the Iast four days.”

“Y,ost or found, 1 suspect it to Lo a forgery,”’
said Chutney. €A drop or twe more or lesg ot
disgrace i3 of smull importanco in such & bum-
per as this)” snid the Colonel, bitterly,

# Really, Chutney,” began Smaperton, in a
tone of severe common senso, “ yon must exense
me, but I am a good deal surprised to sce o man
of your standing and knowledge of the world
50 knocked over by a simple contretemps.  Mrs,
Chutney very Kindly invites me to dinner, and
at the same time sho writes to Deal, Board, and
Co. about some furniture, and puts the notes in
wrong envelopes, | get Deal's billet, and wiite
immediatoly to know what assistance I am ex-
peeted to render in the case of your ottoman.
Mes. Chutney wiites 1o me again that it js ull
a mistake, but ¢ to say nothing about jt, as you
kuow how particular Colowel Chutney is’ I
reply thus,” poiating to the letter still lield out
by the Colone), who seemed transfixed.

“Well,” said  Captaiu Peake, rubbing his
hands with an air of relief, “1 think thatis clear-
ed up” .

“ But how about this?” said Colonel Chutney,
slowly, and taking up the promissory note.

#Oh ¥ replied Samperton, in a tone of casy
generosity, “thatis easily settled. I could
never think of wounding the feelings of this
young man's charming relatives. Tho bil I
must have put iuto the secret drawer when I ex-
changed the daveuport for another 1 liked bet-
ter. I have told my solicitor to stop proceedings
for the present, amd you will pay me tho Gfty
pounds when conveniont. Don't be in o hurry.
Next week will do.

¢ What!” roared Colonel Chutney, “am1 to
be betrayed by my wife” (by this time Deal's
bat had been kicked away from the curtains, and
prompted a new and dreadful suspicion), “ and
flecced by a worthless brothier inlaw ??

Here Captain Peake, who had being doing no-
thing but whispering very eagerly into Mary Hol-
den’s car, exclaimed aloud : “ Yes, you must, to
oblige me!” Then addressing Sic Frederic:
 Miss Holden desires me to say she will be most
happy to placo fifty pounds to your credit at
your banker’s to moriow morning, and so this
unpleasant matter may bo clozed.”

¢ Miss Helden has suddenly become rich,” said
the coloucl, sarcastically.

“You acceptny offer 77 observed Peake, ecar-
nestly addressing Mary. “It is a more triflel
Don'tthink twice about it.”

“I do acceptit! and 1 aceept you too, you
dear, kind, generous man,” cried Mary, warnly,
passing her arm through his. Captain Peake's
darkeyes blazed out one flash of delight, aud
then nodding trinmphantly to SirFrederick, con-
tented himself with patting the litde band which
lay on his arm.

A shade ofdisappointment passcd over the ba-
ronet’s face, but he soon banished it, being too
philosophic not to bow before tho incritable.
Then, a new light breaking in upon him, ag he
observed the tender expression of Peake's coun-
tenance, the generous side of hischaracter broke
out. # My dear Peake!” hie exclaimed, #1 cannot
allow you to bear all the loss?

“J do not intend to lose anything,” replied
Cuptain Peake. ¢ The young lubber shall repay
wo. Yl put him in the way of doing it, and re-
payment shall be the saleation of him .

] hopr, now, all misunderstandings are cleared
up?? said Samperton.

f# Not atall,” answered Mrs. Chutney.  “From
the total want of confidence and consideration
Colonc! Chutney has shown me, 1fecl that my
socicty no longer gives him pleasure?  lere the
colonel, not wishing to compromise his wife
before strangers, showed her the rim of Deal's
hat, which hie held partially concealed. But
this had no terrors for tho speaker, who conti-
nued: “Ilive in terror of his temper, and in un-
successful endeavours to please him. Mary, 1
shall leave this house with you?

“ Come Loo!” said the colonel, ¢ these thea-
trical airs will not impose on me.”

“Let me go in peace,” returned Afrs, Chntney,
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50 resolutely that all wero astonished, and the
coloncl dropped Deal's hat, and turned pale.
“ Keep Wilson,” continued Mrs, Ghutncy, in the
same tone of determination; * sbo understands
a curry, and sho is tolerably carcful. I shall
send to-morrow fur my large black portmanteau
aud bonnet-box.”

At this crisis, Wilson the page, and house-
maid, who, by some mysterious means, scemed
fully aware of every tittlo of what was passing,
ent ed tumultuously, the women weeping.
“D'ye thk, 'm, I'd stay belind with such a ra-
ging lion of n master, without you,’m?" cricd
Wilson.  #No! I hercby give notico I leave
this day month.”

“ And I'd be wore to an atomy in o fortnight
if the mistress wasn't here to soften the 'speritivs
of the place,” added the page.

“Tleave with Mrs. Wilson,” concluded the
housemaid, emphatically.

“Leave? Leave the roow this moment!”

cried the colonel, broken down by this unani- fi

mong testimony against him. ¢ But I say, Loo,
this—thisis absurd. I—Um sorry 1 vexed you.
{—oh | don't leave me—I love you—by Jove, I
am more in love with you than cver I was!
“What 77 asked Mrs, Chutuey, ¢ do you open-
ly entreat me to stay, and promise to put up

with my short-comings, and try to make the
bestof me ?”

% Yes, stay on any terms. Y do askyou. I
won't fiud fault any wore; and nothing that Lap-
pens in this house shall put me in a passion
again  Several tender adjurations to his “dear
Loo I followed, aud the colonel finished by bold~
ing out hisarms to her.

. “You darling old tiger,” said his wife, falling
into them, # Have we filed your claws at last ?”

CURIOUS EPITAPIS.

—

Aucpitaphinan Essex, (England,) churchyard,
runs as follows—

¢ fTero lies of Johinson, tho venerable dust;
Fox;fct lim old England never must;
Aud bero Lisve como to rest their weary bones,
Tleir son and daughter, Ar. aud Mra,"Jones.”

Another in Cheshire, on o person whose name
was ¢ Poorly.”

« Poorly lived,
And poorly dicd,
Yoorly buried,
.And no one cried.!

Another in an Irish cpmetery—

¢ IHero lies Jehn Darvics,
Quito at hisaises,
1Vith tho tips of his tocs
Aud the cud of his noso R
Turucd up to tho roots of tho daisics.”

The internal evidence of the following is suffi-
cient to show what they purport to be,—~viz.,
the epitaph of an accomplished parish oflicer at
Crayford in Kent. They run as follows :—

Herelieth tho body of
Yeter Isnell,
{30 years Clerk of this Parish.

Ho lived respected as a pious and mirthful man, and
dicd on his way to Church to assist at a Weddiog en
tko 31st day of dlarch, 18115 aged 70 yoars,

Tho inbabitants of Crayford havo raised this stono
to Lis cheerful memory, acd as a tributo to his long
and fajthful scrvices.

The Lifo of this Clerk wwas Just threescoro and ten,

Nearly haif of which time hio had sung out Amen ;

In his Youth ho was married, like ouwra'ouug men,

But ils Wifo dicd ono day, 3o hio chanted Amen.

A sccond ho took, she departed, what then?

Ho married and buricd a third with Amen.

Thus his Joys and bis sorrows wero Zyclicd, butthen

IHis Volco was deep Bass as ho sung out Amen.

On tha horn hio could blow as well ns most men,

So his korn was exalted in blowing Amen;

But Lelostall bis iind after threescore and ten,

And hiero with throe YWives ho waits till again

Tho Trumpet skall rouse bim to sing out .fmen.

Tue Bopr Avexcep—By too much sitting
stilt the body becomes unhealthy, and soon the
mind. This is Nature’s law. She will never
seo hier children wronged. If tho mird, which
rules tho body, cver forgets itself so far as to
tramplo upon its slave, the slave i3” never gene-
rous cnough to forgive the injury, but will rise
aod smito tho oppressor.  Thus hag many a mo-
zarch miad been dethroned

PASTIMES.

PUZZLES.
1. What is that English word of five syllables
from which, if you remove two letters, no syl-
able will be left?

2. What is the third and half o third of eleven

pence ?
CONUNDRUNS.
1. Why must an avaricious person have a bad
memory ?
2. Wy arce the French Clurch towers like a
ball room? ,
3. When i3 a wounded man like a French

document.
TRANSPOSITIONS.

1. SEEEEECFNEVCR. Produced by chemi-
cal operation.
2. PASTTEELR. A chemical compound.
3. ORCTUILYS. What ladies are cclebrated

or.

4. CPEIIYS. TFamous two thousand years
ago. .

5. RSMPESE. No ordinary individual.

6. Must not T cover plans. A celebrated per-
sonage. E. R, A,
7. Make one word out of #New door,” (ob~

vious.)
CHARADES.

My first inlocks and keys is found,
And 3otaetimes too fu Chancery s

At court my second sweeps the ground,
Respeet to show to majesty.

Then tu my tchole, withspecial care,
*Tis safely housed for ladies fair.

2. My first i3 a material used in buildings;
my second is a wmeasure; wy third i3 a maw's
pame meptioned in scripture, and my whole is a
bird

3. I think kiad friend that you aud f,
Do both my irst possess,
Mankind must all, my second have,
1 know you will confess,
A thrifling story is my wholo
1ts namo I pray you guess.
ENIGMA.

T ama word of five letters; read me forward
nnd I am an English name, and vhat you pass
on a journey ; backwards I provo a Turk; my
first two Ietters read forward are an Italion pro-
noun, my last two read backwards arc s
French pronoun, and my Iast three read forward
are a French article.

ARITHMETICAL PROBLEMS,

1. A number of merchants have a common
stock of £5000, and cach contributes to it twwenty
times as many poundsas thercave partners, with
which jthey gain as wuch per cent as there are
partners, On dividing the profit, it turns out
that after cach has received five times as many
pounds as there are partners in the company,
thero is still remaining £200.  Requircd the
number of merchaats.

2. A man, on returning from a Jong journcy,
was asked by & friend how many<days be bad
been travelling, e replied, “I have travelled
1000 miles in 20 days; the first day I went 12
miles, increasing every day by an cqual excess.”
What was that daily increase?

3. The sum of tho squares of two numbers are
61, and if from the square of the first their pro-
duct be taken, the remaioder will be 6. What
are the numbers ?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES, &c. No. 7.

Puzzles. 1. 5id.

2. 15 Apples. This question was not clearly
stated; it should bave read ‘*half of what re-
mwamed and half an apple more at the second
gate, and the same at the third”  Most of our
correspondents appear, uowever, to have under-
stood it as wo intended they should.

Charades. 1. Locomotive. 2. Bachelor.

Enigma. 1. Key. 2. Ghost,

Conundrum. Because it is & bee holder (be-
holder).

Transpositions. Sore, Rose, Ore, Sorel. 2.
Reciprocity. 3. Tomahawk. 4. Marriage, 5.
Etiquetto,

gaagrams. 1, Petunia. 2, Geraninm. 3.

Violet. 4. Heartseaso, 5. Oincraria, €. Car-
nation. 7. Lobelia. 8. Lilac.

Tho following answers have been received.

Puzzles, Both, Gloriana, X.Y.Z. J. McD P.
H. I V. Nemo, E. II. A, IL J. M. ; 1st. Peter.
Jim Crack Corn, S, E. T,

Charades. Both, I, 11, L,.; Gloriana X. Y. 7,5
W.W. Nemo 2ud.J.McD P, S E.F. Q.E. D.
Peter, Jim Crack Corn, H. H. I.; J. 8. D,
EIL A, LI M.

Enigma. Botly, Gloriana, Peter 8. E, F.;
2nd. Q. BE. D, ILH. L, X.Y.Z, W, W, Jim
Crack Corn. Nemo E. 11, A,

Conundrum. Gloriana, J. McD P, 4 J. 8.
D, Jim Crack Corn, Q. E. D, E. H. A, H.J. M.
Nemo.

Transposition. All, S, E.F,, Peter, X. Y. 7,
W. W, J. S. D. Glorians, J. McD P, Jim Crack
Corn. Nemo 1st 4 3rd, 4th, and 5th,, ILH.I.
ILJ. M, E I A,

Anagrams., Al, I, H. L., 4 J. McD P,
Gloriana, J. S. D, S. E. I, Peter, Q. E.D. 1st
to 4th and 8th., J. S.D. 2nd to 8th, X. Y. Z.
Nemo E. HL A, 1. J. M.

Tho following did not reach usin time to ho
acknowledged in last week's number: Gloriana,
Laura, A. A, Oxon, Ware H,, Clio.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

e hiear that an acronautic society is in course
of formation in London. Mr, Glaisher i3 to be
one of the council. Its object will be to make
acrial experiments.

Me, H. J. Cuurcy, writing to The Chemical
News, gives the following method for making
skeleton leaves : # The leaves arve boiled for two
minutes, then transferred to a strong solution of
permapganate of votash and gently heated. In
an hour or two the laxter tissues may be easily
rermoved by tho means of a brush. Sulphurous
acid or a soiution of chloride of lime may be used
forbleaching them. The stains of permanganate
of potash upon the fingers are casily washied oft
by dilute sulphuric acid.”

Tae following arc among the results of the
recent observations made by M. Coulvier Gravier
upon shooting stars, The mecan of every three
observations being taken showed that from the
24th of July to the 7th of August the number of
shooting stars increased from 6-1 to 268, while
on the maximum of the 9th, 10th, and 11th of
August the number was 58, but again decreased
on the following days. M. Coulvier Gravier's
yearly observations show not only a cessation of
tho increase, but & gradnal decreaso in the borary
number of shooting stars; in 1864 there wero
seen 2-8 less than the year before, and this year
thero is again the diminution of 5 from the mean
Lorary number of last year.

g referred & short time back toa system of
concentrating syrups by the applicaiion of cold,
tho water being frozen, and the sugar left in
solution. The Moniterr, in an article on tho
recentinereasein the produce of Havannal, states
that M. Reynoso, tho inventor of the process
abovo referred to, has already succeeded in obtain-
ing, by means of improved methodsof cultivation,
fiftcen thousand kilogrammes of sugar perhoctare,
instead of the usual yicld of three thousand. By
treating the syrups according to tho freezing
process, the per centage of sugar obtained isnearly
doubled.—Z%e Reader,

Sewers.—The cffluvia which escape from
sewers, in the very attempt to ventilate them, aro
of 3 most pernicious character, and bas been pro-
ductive of mischicvous effects. M. Robinet, a
Freoch chemist, bax devised a very cffective
mcang of freeing the sewers from them,  For this
purpose, he proposcs that the furnaces of factories
shall derive their supply of air from the sewers;
the latter will thus be cruptied of theic mephbitic
gases, which will be desicoyed by composition,
fresh air from the atmospusre supplying thcir
place. Ho calculates that if the combustion of
70,000 tons of coal can be thuscconomised annu-
allyin Paris, or only a tenth partof whatisabout
140,000,000 cubit feet of fresh air—that is more
than seven times their contents—daily. He
would apply the same principle to the ventilation
of cesspools, &c. It bas been partially in uso
alre.. 7y on the small seale~—~Scientific Revicw,
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ANSWERS T0 CORRESPONDENTS.

Soro.—The definitions are unique and many
of them droll; we will seleet a number for inser-
tion in an carly issue. Thanks,

R. A. S, Husminapon.~The present number
containg & satisfhctory commwent upon your letter.

W. P, D, Toroxnto.~ Atalantn in Calydon”
has heen reprinted by Tickuor & Ficlds,  You
can procure it through auy of your bouksellers.

Meywo.—Yon are right. Typographical errors
in both cases.

E. . A —The Con. noted by you was sent to
03 a3 original; please forward the infurmation we
asked for in last weelk's issue,

Crio.—In making up our Pastime colamn we
purposery present many questions which are of
easy solution, in order that var younger friendsmay
Lo interested.  Wo have not previously met with
the proposition you forward, and shall be glad to
insert it, but would like to be in possession of
the solution before duing so.  Please forward it.

3. R A.—Yus, in the secund hine, fifth word,
which should read « dieug”

Jit Crack Cony.—We feel half inclined to
aoubt what you say when you describo yourself
13 “apoor buy—very poor.” At any rate you
yuu lave liad educational advantages, and have
written usa very sensible letter, wiuch would not
disgrace any lad in Canada.  Fortunately the
read to advancement in our country is open to
all, sud we think and hope you are just the lad
o press forward in it, with diligence, probity,
and perseverance, you may yet be prime munister.
The errors rferred to have caused us cunsidera-
ble annoyance.  One or buth of your contribu-
tions will be inserted,

Wi W.—Welcome as an old friend.

Groriaxa—We certainly would apologise with
all be6tting humility, could we charge ourselves
with neglecting your first commumecation. It
did not reach us in time to be acknowledged in
our last number,

J. 8. D.— Because my neighbour dovs wrong,
therefore I may” isbad logic and worse morulity
and we are glad to see that you acknowledgnit
to be so. We owe you an apology respecting
the second point—the phrase staggered us, not
understanding it in the light yonindicate. We
cndorse your snggestion, and shall bo glad to
Liear from you whenever you can fiud leisure to
write.

Worr—The article is under consideration,
but we fear we shall be compelied to reject it.

Frostgyace, U, E—Your communication is to
hiand, aud will appear in our next issue. Thanks!

Faua M, Torosto.-—The subjectis hackneyed,
and you present nothing original in its treat-
went.

Many Dasiwoon.~—It will never do to make
your hero propose and your heroine softly whisper
“yes, and thaok you kindly,” after sixty minutes
acquaintance. Croguet must be a dangerous
game, if such treroendous results habitually flow
from it. The gentle Miunic and the impressible
Mr. Leslie shonld have been allowed at least
tweoty-four hours to dream and sigh over their
true, true Jove of marvellous sudden growth, ere
they were discovered on the sofx clasped in each
other's arms. Yon must try again, dary. The
game at croquet won't do.

Petir~—The mistake is carrected in the pre-
sent uumber.

C.H, S.—The M.S. i3 to hand. Wehave only
found time to glance over it cursorily, but our
impression ig that the letter will be inserted.

Myra C.—We bave received the tale, but shall
not be able to give you our opinivn of at this
week ; will do so in our next issue.

Fxaixe —The horse-power of an engine can be
ascertained in the following manncer:—Tako the
pressure per square inch in pounds, multiply it
by the arca of the piston, multiply the product
by the number of strokes per minute, and this
product by the length of the stroke (double);
then divide the result by 33,000,

M. W.—A hospital under female medical
practitioners has been opened in London, Eng-
land, and we believe that quite o nunber of
fewnales are practicing meaicine in tho States.

A. H. Y—~1We cannot of course promiso before
¥e have an opportunity of perusing the A.8,

Wistiaym O.—Probably not—iwe do not believe
the threats will bo carried into execution.

Avpua—dercy is twico blessed,

Erreny B.—Wo refer you to the nolice in tho
present issuo respecting back numbers,

B. N.—Tho measuro is not sufliciently correct
to warrant insertion.  The idey, however, i3 good.

USEFUL RECEIPTS.

To Resove Warxor axp Frutr Stains rroy
Tae Fixaens.~Dip them in strong tea, rubbing
the nails with it and using a nad-brush; after-
wards wash in warm water. ‘U'he stains come out
instantly.—See also No. 809.

Inexerssive Poyartoa.—Lard two pouunds;
beef suct one pound; essence of lemon, one
drachm.

Isk Stains ox Books axp Excravixes.—They
may be removed by applying o solution of oxalic
acid, citric acid, or tartaric acid upon tho paper,
without fear of damage. These acids take out
writing ink, but do not interfere with the print-
ing.

Omryext For Cuarred Haxos.—Goulard's ex-
tract, one fluid drachm; rose-water one fluid
ounce; spermaceti-ointinent, t\wo ounces, Melt
the ointment, and rub it up with the extract of
Goulard, mixed with the rose-water,

Puaw Biscoirs.—~Into a pound of flour rab
half a pound of butter; then mix thoronghly haif
a teaspoonful of carbonate of soda with two
ounces of powdered white sugar; blend these in-
gredients well with tho flour, and mako up the
paste with 2 quarter of a pint of fresh mitk. Roll
it & quarterof an inch thick, after baving kneaded
it very smooth. Shape it out into rounds with
the top of a wine-glass. Roll thescout thin, prick
them well, lay them on lightly-floured ting, and
bake them in a gentle oven until they are crisp
quite through. If you make a quantity of theso
biscuits, you should keep them in dry canisters.

Croqoers.—The ingredients of croquets are
various. ‘They havo this to recommend them,
that they can be made to use up anything left at
table the day befi-e, whether fish, flosh, or fowl,
But they cannot be made properly without plenty
of fine crumbs of bread. With a good grater and
a stale loaf, these are easily procured; but to
provide against the chance of having no stale
bread, it is well, from timo to time, to put all
waste cuttings of bread into the oven until brown,
then to keep them in a bag in a dry place. They
will thus be ready for croquets, veal cutlets, &c.
Fish or meat intended for croquets must bo min-
ced, then mixed in a bowl, with an cqual quantity
of crumbs of bread, and scasoned to tasto with
pepper and salt; after which, according to tho
quauntity of your ingredients, beat up an cgg, or
cggd, white and yolk together, and mix, with the
meat and crumbs, so as toform a stiff paste. Roll
into balls about the siza of a potatoe, and fry in
melted batter.  The fire should not be a fierce
one, as croquets, in order to be done thoroughly,
should be doue slowly. Turn them frequently,
and serve up when of a light brown colour.
Croquets are very sailable either for luncheon or
supper.

WITTY AND WHIMSICAL.
“Wiase son are yon, my little boy 2°—¢ I ain't
no-body’s son; I'm Mr. Thompson's nepher, sir.”

You may wish to get a wife without 2 fuling;
but what if the lady, after you find her, happens
to be in want of 2 huasbaad of the same charac-
ter!

A Lapy excused her extreme love for diamonds
and other precious stones by saying,  They are
the only bright things which never fade on
earth?

While talking a few days ago about a lady of
his acquaintance, a gentleman remarked that sho
wag so graceful that sho walked about the house
“like a sylph.” An Irish gentloman who was
present, aad who beard the observation, remarked,
t An’ would you havo her then crape about like
a crab ora cat? Share, what could she do but
walk sike herself2”

Cousiy's TaLk.—~“No, Amy, you're quite wrong
I never was refused in all wy life?

%Qh, Tom, how can you say s0? Wiy, there
was Louie Simpson.”

“1 tell you agnin, yowre wrong, completcly
wrong. IUs truo I was ‘declined with thanks'
once, but I never was refused.”

A Couyox Want.—~In themidst of a stormy dis-
cussion, a gentleman rose to settle the matter in
dispute. Waving his hands majestically over the
excited disputauts, he began—¢ Gentlemen, all [
want i3 conunon sense.”

“Exactly,” Jerrold interrupted. « that i3 pre-
cisely what you do want!”

The discussion was lust in 2 burst of iaughtor:

8aving Axp Doing.—A candidate at an clee-
tion, who lacked cloquence, when another had,
in along and brilliant specch, prownised great
things, got up and said * Blecters of G—, all
that he has said I will do.”

The President of the English Royal Academy,
Sic Martin Arthur Shee, F.R.S, was an artist of
some renown; and it was upoun his name that
Lamb made one of his best jokes. Two men at a
club-house were discussing the paternity of a
picturc on thewalls, when one of them remarked,
“J'H wager a guinea that that picture was painted
by Shee”—*1 Veg your pardon,” interrupted
Lamb in his driest manper, “but would it not be
more graminatical to say ¢ painted hy fer?’”

Waar 1+ Was.—A lady passing along the
street one moraing last winter, noticed o little
boy scattering salt upon the sidewalk, for the
purpose of clearing the ice. «Well, I'm sure,”
said the lady, *that's real benevolence.’—¢ No,
it ain’t, ma'am,” replicd the boy, *it's salt”

A puxsteR in human form delares that it is no
wonder that American finances are in a state so
far from satisfactory. Ie assertsthateverything
depends upon the “mouey of account”—the unit
by which you reckon. England, he says, can al-
ways pay twenty shillings in the pound—*In
fact” (this e whispered below his breath), ¢ she
i3 pound ® (or *bound”—we did not quite catch
the word) “to do so. France js always prepared
with o ¢ franc’ statement of her Yiabilities. Even
Spain, who i3 proverbially considered insolvent,
reckoning her liabilities in ¢reals) can at any
time make out a clear account of her ¢real? debt.
It is only America,” he says, ¢ which, summing
up her financial position, will find the arithmeti-
cal result truly and unmistakably dollar-ous!”

Toyx Crargr, of St. Johin's College, Cambridge,
desired a follow of the same collego to lend him
Bishop Burnet's «History of the Reformation;”
the other told him he could not spare it out of
his chamber, but if he pleased ho might como
there and read it all day long, Some time after
the same gentleman sends to Tom to borrow his
bellows. Tom sent him word that hie could not
possibly spare them out of his chamber, but he
might come there and use them all day loung if
he wished.

Loro Erpox axp taie Curssev-Swere,—~Travel-
ing the circuit with a compauion, who, according
to a custom not uncommon in those days, always
carried pistols with him, and placed them under
his pillow, they slept one night at an inn, and at
dawn of day Mr.Scott discovered in bis bedroom
a man's figure, secmingly dressed in black. The
intruder, being sharply challenged, said: ¢Please
your honour, I am only a poor sweep, aud 1
believe I've come down the wrong chimney.”
“ Ny friend,” was the reply, “yon havo come
down the right; for I give you a sixpenco tobuy
a pot of beer, while the genlleman in the noxt
room sleeps with pistols under his pillow, and
had you paid him a visit he would have blown
your brains out"—ZLord Campbell's Lives of the
Chunccllors.

A Goob story is told of an .rish ostler, who
was scut to the stable to bring forth a traveller's
horse. Not knowing which of the two strange
horses in the stalls belonged to the traveller, and
wishing to avoid the appearance of ignorance in
his business, he saddlcd both animals and brought
them to the Qoor.  The traveller pointed out his
owa horse, saying, ¢ That'smy nag."~—t Certain-
1y, yer honour, I koow that very well; bnt 1
didn't know which was the other gentleman's?



