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THE BURLAND-DESBARATS LITHOGRAPHIC
AND PuBLISHING COMPANY issuing the follow-
ing periodicals, to all of which subscriptions are
payable in advance:-—The CANADIAN IrrUs-
TRATED NEWs, $4.00 per annum ; THE CANA-
DIAN PATENT OFFICE RECORD AND MECHANICS'
MAaGAzINE, $2.00 per annum; L’OpiNion Pu-
BLIQUE, $3.00 per annum.

All remittances and business communications
to be addressed to ‘‘The General Manager, The
Burland-Desbarats Company, Montreal,’

All correspondence of the Papers, literary
contributions, and sketches to be addressed to
¢ The Editor, The Burland-Desbarats Company,
Montreal,

When an answer is required stamps for return
postage must be encloae(?.

One or two reliable carriers required—

Apply to the MANAGER, BURLAND-DESBARATS
CoMPANY. :

City subscribers are requested to report at
once to this office, cither personally or by postal
card, any irregularity in the delivery of their
papers.

THE NEW STORY.

In this issue we give in addition to numerous
improvements a first and liberal instalment of
WILKIE COLLINS' new story.

THE LAW AND THE LADY.

This story is not only worthy of Mr. Collins’

%reat reputation, but is stated to be the best he
as written. Our readers will find a rare treat

in its perusal. .

We beg to call the attention of News Dealers
throughout the country to the fact that we have
secured the sole right for Canada of publishing
*“The Law and the Lady " in serial form. .

FIRST-CLASS AGENTS WANTED

- for the advertising and subscription departments
of this paper. Good percentage, large and ex-
clusive territory, given to each canvasser, who
will be expected, on the other hand, to furnish
security. Also for the sale of Johnson’s new
Map oF THE DoMINION OF CANADA.

Apg)ly to THE GENERAL MANAGER, The Bur-
land- Desbarats Company, Montreal.
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Montreal, Saturday, Nov. 14th, 1874.

TEACHERS SALARIES,

At the last Convention of the Protes-
tant Provincial Teachers, the question of
renumeration naturally came up for de-
bate. And, quite as naturally, there was
a pretty general complaint about the low
average of salaries. The subject merits
consideration from the public at large, in
more senses than one. Tt implies an act
of justice to the teachers themselves, as a
class. It affects also the cause of educa-
tion, in which every Canadian is or ought
to be interested. There is no question,
whatever, that, in this Province more es-
pecially, teachers are not properly reward-
ed for their important services. The years
they spend in preparing themselves for
their vocation entail an expenditure which
should be, but never is, counted in their
salaries. Herein they are placed in an
unjust inferiority, as .compared with
physicians, lawyers and notaries. Mem-
bers of these professions charge high fees,
precisely because their services are the
fruit of years of toil and expense. But
the case of teachers is still farther aggrav-
ated. They are paid barely for mainte-
nance. It is next to impossible for them
to save money, to lay by a scant store
against the day of shadow and sorrow. At
the end of a decade, they are no farther
advanced than they were at its inception.

We refer, of course, to country teachers
who conduct the bulk of elementary
schools. The figures are there to subs-
tantiate our assertion. Female teachers,
of whom the number is very great in the
Province of Quebec, receive on an average
20 to 451, including free rent. 301
are regarded as a good salary for the most
of them. A young woman cannot live all
alone in a large school house. She must
have, and she generally has, her aged
parents residing with her. How the three
can manage to maintain themselves on
~ten dollars a month is a mystery to us,
and can only be explained on the sugges-
tion of that simple heroism and modest
self-sacrifice of which women alone seem
to have the secret. Breathing a mephitic
atmosphere for ten hours every day ; exer-

>cising her usually weak langs, from nine

in the morning, till five on the afternoon,
the lady teacher requires certain delicacies
of food, to say nothing of occasional me-
dicinal helps, all of which cost money.
Besides, she is obliged to dress with more
care than if she kept the round of house-
bold duties, unseen to the world. No
wonder that when she can escape from
the bondage, she does so with the eager-
ness of the bird who has long beaten his
wings against the cage bars,

The case of male teachers is hardly
brighter. Their salaries range from 601
to 100l The latter figure is rarely
vouchsafed except to graduates of the
Normal Schools. 1251 to 150I are ex-
ceptional rates. No matter how devoted
a student & man may be, no matter how
much he appreciates and loves the noble
mission of education, there comes a time
when hLis spirit must rebel against these
hard restrictions. The hey-day of youth
passes ; the enthusiasm of inexperience
flickers out; the future must be provided
for; wife and children have to be sup-
ported. It need, therefore, be no matter
of surprise that the teacher abandons the
school room for the counting house or
for some other profitable business, That
we are not doing this worthy class of
men justice is evidenced from a compar-
ison of the remuneration awarded them
in the older countries where.the cost of
living is much more reduced. The aver-
age salaries of certified masters of ele-
mentary schools in England and Wales
is $517 a year, and more than one-half
are provided with a house or live rent
free. In Scotland, the average pay is
$551, and two-thirds live rent free.

Governments are not responsible for
this anomalous state of things. It is the
people who are to blame. They have not
sufficient appreciation of the benefits of
education, and, by consequence, do not
entertain a sufficiently high estimate of
the dignity, difficulty, and drudgery of
the teacher's vocation. It will take time
to alter this unfortunate disposition and
teachers themselves must have a hand in
it by zealously instructing the young
generations under their charge.

CANADIAN ARCHIVES.

We have often had occasion to say it—
Canada is the most historical portion of
the American continent. Its annals teem
with tragic episodes, and the influence of
its great men, both in church and state,
extended through nearly every portion of
the American continent. The story of the
Great West, from Michilimackinack to
Walla Walla ; that of the West, from the
Falls of St. Anthony to St. Louis; that
of the South, from Natchitoches to Mo-
bile, cannot be written without constant
recurrence to those records. When Ban-
croFT wrote his history of the United
States, he had to consult them. When
GAYARRE penned his history of Louisiana,
he largely consulted them., When
GiLMaRY SHEA composed his history of
missions among the Indian tribes, he
drew almost all his materials therefrom.
‘When SParks compiled his interesting mo-
nographs of colonial and Revolutionary
worthies, he laid them under abundant
contribution. And when Pargman looked
about him for subjects to occupy his gra-
phic pen, he found none more interesting
than the great figures of our ancient days.
‘While we rejoice that he has done justice
to them, we cannot but regret that Can-
adians should have left the filial task in the
hands of a stranger.

Those old archives of ours are abun-
dant and have been singularly well pre-
served. The acts of the French Gov-
ernors were regularly dispatched to the
proper authorities at Paris and by them
deposited in the department de la Marine.
There they are to this day, having escaped
many a revolution. The acts of the Mis-
sionaries, which are invaluable for ethnolo-
gical and geographical details, were equally
transeribed i full. The Superior of the
Jesuits, at Quebec, kept a diary of every-
thing which occurred in his vast jurisdiction.

Some of these records have unfortunately
been lost, but many more survive. After
the conquest, the official acts of the Brit-
ish Governors were transcribed and the
bulk of them may be seen to this day in
the different departments at London.
Many precious manuscripts, chiefly of local
interest, but of the highest importance in
a general collation, are to be found at
Quebec, Montreal, Ottawa, and Halifax.
But these have not been guarded as jeal-
ously as they should have been. They
should all be transported to Ottawa and
there kept in water— and fire-proof com-
partments,

We are pleased to know that some at-

. tempt has been made towards putting

these precious papers into proper shape
for general use. But much more remains
to be done. The archives department at
Ottawa should be thoroughly organized,
and manned by men of the highest com-
petence. All the manuscripts to be found
in the country should be classified and
catalogued. Next, all the papers relating
to Canada, however remotely, which are
to be found in Europe, should be copied
for filing with us. Mr. BRYMNER, of
the department of Agriculture and Statis-
tics, in his two visits to London, has
shown what historical treasures pertaining
to Canada lie perdu there. The abbé
VERRAULT, of the Jacques Cartier Normal
School, we believe at his own expense,
has made similar discoveries in Paris,
Such gentlemen, and othersequally skilled,
should be entrusted with the compilation
of these papers and with the periodical
publication of the most important of them.
Nothing, in our opinion, would conduce
more to the spreading of a taste for Can-
adian history with the rising generation
and nothing would be more aptto broaden
and exalt a spirit of patriotism and na-
tionality. From them, it would also
be easy to construct authentic and pro-
perly coloured school histories, which,
a8 we stated some weeks ago, are great de-
siderata at present. ,

————— e

THE TRANSMISSION OF NEWS.

Telegraphing is an expeditious mode of
transmitting news, but it is expensive and
not unattended with trouble. Every night
editor on a daily journal has experienced
the trouble and delay of deciphering the
rapid chirography of the writers on mani-
fold paper. To obviate both the expense
and trouble of telegraphy, at least in
some measure, the use of carrier pigeons
forthe press isonthe increase,and the breed
is rapidly improving. By careful selection,
powers have been developed which a few
years ago would have been thought im-
possible. They can be specially trained
to fly over 500 miles, and it is no uncom-
mon thing for despatches to be brought to
London from Paris, Lisbon, or Brussels.
Land and Water records a case of interest.
An ocean homing bird, of great docility,
intelligence, and spirit, hias been found in
Iceland which flies at the meteor-like
speed of 150 miles an hour. A pair of
these birds whose present home is in Kent,
within ten miles of London, recently
carried despatches from Paris to their
home in one hour and a quarter. Press
pigeons carried on the despatches to Lon-
don, and the whole journey of the des-
patches from Paris to London occupied
only onme hour and a half. The press
pigeons now commonly used are not the
ordinary carrier pigeons, but are bred from
prize birds selected from the best lofts of
Antwerp, Brussels, and Liege. The use
of these pigeons is due to the French who
used them during the siege of Paris and,
later, at the trial of Marshal Bazaine,

DEMOCRATIC TRIUMPH.

We have now sufficiently full returns of
the late elections in the United States to
be able to pronounce judgment thereupon,
and form an accurate estimate of the poli-
tical situation which must necessarily re-
sult therefrom. The Democratic majori-
ties in Indiana and Ohio, during the
month of October, were a sure indication

-

that the current of public opinion was
changing, and the old campaigners of the
East foretold that the rest of the country
would follow in the same current. But
nobody ever imagined that the triumph of
one party would be so complete, and the
discomfiture of the other so ‘sudden and
utter. At the last session of Congress, the
House of Representatives stood: 195 Re-
publicans, 92 Democrats and Liberals, and
a few contested seats vacant. In other
words, the Republican majority was over
one hundred. Nothing at that time, that
is about four months ago, presaged the
change that was about to occur. On the
contrary, the Republicans seemed confi-
dent of a further lease of power. They
carried everything with a high hand.
Neither the Democrats nor the Liberals
could induce them to alter their mode of
headlong legislation. The Forty-Fourth
Congress has not yet met—it will be or-
ganized only on the 4th March 1875—
and yet the Republicans are ousted and
the Democrats hold the field with a majo-
rity of nearly fifty.

The following table indicatingthe change
may be useful for reference, as we are
more interested than is generally imagined
in the political concerns of our neighbours.

Forty-fourth
Congress.
Dem.

Forty-third
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South Carolins......
Tennessee.
Texas.. ...
Vermont.. ..
Virginia.

‘West Virginia....... ..
‘Wisconsin...........

Thirty three States.. 119
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There are four states remaining which
hold their elections only next spring, but
from what is known of their usual politi-
cal complexion, it may be forecast that the
result among them will be-as follows—

Rep. Dem.
California........... .. .. 3 1
Connecticat ......... .. - 3 1
Mississippi .......... .. - S5 1
New Hampshire..... .. -- 2 1
.. .. 13 4

There can be no question whatever that
the revolution which has taken place in
the United States is freighted with impor-
ant results. It puts a quietus on the
Third Term agitation for one thing. It will
change the policy of the North towards
the South, for another. What effect it
will bave on the vexed question of contr-
action or inflation is still undetermined.
The Democratic party itself is divided on
that issue, New York and the East advo-
cating a return to specie payments, while
Ohio, Indiana and a large proportion of
the West hold fast, out of sheer necessity,
to the inflation of greenbacks.

The majority of the Democrats in the
House of Representatives gives them the
choice of a speaker and a vast amount of
congressional patronage. After the 4th
March 1875,the government of the country
is practically in their hands, although the
President is opposed to them, and the
Senate, by a singular anomaly, finds itself
slightly Republican until 1877. In the
autumn of 1876, the Presidential election
takes place, and if during the sixteen or
eighteen intervening months, the Demo-
crats hold their favour with the public,
tlere appears no doubt they will elect the
next occupant of the White House. The
Republicanshave been in power since 1861,
and they are being borne down, among
other things, by the static law of longe-
vity.
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PARDON AND AMNESTY.

The result of the trial of AMBROISE
LEePINE may be said to have transplanted
the case of the Metis from the doinain
of mere politics to that of national policy.
His participation in the death of THOMAS
Scorr was clearly proven. The judge
charged on the simple facts, the jury de-
liberated on the simple facts, and the ver-
dict was, in consequence, prompt and dis-
tinct. The recommendation to mercy,how-
ever, by which the verdict was accom-
panied, had an emphatic significance in
the minds of the jury and it is that cir-
cumstance which invests LEPINE'S case
with a broader and higher importance
than it might otherwise have. 1t will be
r:membered that the jury was composed
of six English-speaking members and of
six French half-breeds. It is only natural
to surmise that when the six half-breeds
consented to a verdict of culpability, they
made it a condition that the prisoner
should be recommended to executive cle-
mency. The six English jurymen probably
accepted the condition, both because it
secured the desired unanimity and because
they honestly believed that their party in
Manitoba would be amply satisfied with
the moral effect of a condemnation.

If such are really the facts, and if the
English jurymen truly represent their
countrymen in the North West, as we
may bz certain the Metis jurymen repre-
sent theirs, it is only right that the rest of
the Dominion, personified in” their repre-
sentatives at Ottawa, should make account
of the circumstance and govern themselves
accordingly. That they have already done
so, may be assumed from the tone of the
press throughout the Provinces. The ge-
neral feeling appears to be that law and
equity have been justified in the condemn-
ation of Lepine, and that there is no ocea-
sion for further retribution in taking the
life of the prisoner. However high the
feeling of indignation may have ruled
while justice was ignored, all thirst of
vengeance has died out now that the pro-
cedures of common law have been enforced.

To these sentiments we heartily subscribe, )

In the interest of that harmony which
ought to reign among all classes of our
diversified community, and in order that
all past wrangling issues may be buried,
so that we may all apply ourselves to the
loftier needs of the country, we think
that the recommendation of the Manitoba
jurymen, both French and English, should
be complied with. And we have every
room to believethat it will be complied with.

We wish that the decision of LerINE's
case, could solve the RigL problem as well.
At first blush, we had hopes that it would,
but on closer examination, we are more
dubious. RIEL is at present a fugitive
from justice. Hewill probably be outlawed.
If so, he cannot take his seat in Parlia-
ment. His attempt to do so, would only
renew the bad blood of last session and
keep alive the agitation in the North
West. Why does he not come forward
manfully and stand his trial ? It is certain
that he would be treated fairly. His spon-
taneous surrendering of himself would
perhaps ensure him a lenient trial. Bat if
it came to the worse, his fate would not
be harder than that of LepINE. The way
would then be open to a general amnesty.
But we are assured that RierL will not de-
liver himself up. He demands amnesty
without a trial. In the present situation of
affairs can this be granted him? Will
public sentiment in Ontario and elsewhere
allow him what was refused to LEPINE and
others? These are knotty questions. And
yet they must soon be answered one way
or the other. The impatience in Manitoba
is‘evinced from the fact that Navrr who
was tried immediately after RieL, and on
almost identical charges, was not found
guilty. The jury divided.

—o—al)--
THE DECLINE OF CARLISH.

The latest news from the seat of war in
_ Spain is that the siege of Irun is raised,
-or about to be raised, by the Carlists, and
“that Don Camros, with his staff, has
crossed the French frontier to Andaye.
If this intelligence proves authentic, it

may safely be assumed that a crisis has
been reached in the affairs of CHARLES
VIIL Irun is on the northern limit of
Spain, in the province of Guipuzcoa. The
Carlists have almost entirely abandoned
the line of the Ebro, and concentrated
their forces under the guns of that distant
fortress, The capture of this fortress is
all-important to them. If they succeeded
in taking it, they would have a good base
of operations open to the sea on one side,
and protected, on the other, by the French
frontier and the north-western base of the
Pyrenees. But if it is true that Dox
CaRrLos has crossed over to France, with
his staff, the only conclusion is that he has
deserted his army. And if he has deserted
his army, the probabilities are that the
army is on the point of being disbanded.
In the light of subsequent events, it
would appear that the culminating point
of the unfortunate war which has been
devastating Spain for several years, was
the recovery of Bilbao by Marshal CoNCHA.
The Carlists have never really rallied from
that blow. Instead of marching further
south, as they threatened to_do on several
occasions, they have abandoned the Basque
Provinces, one by one, and fallen back gra-
dually to a narrow territory on the eastern
extremity of the coast of Biscay. Their
presence in that region, contiguous to the
French frontier, has led to many diploma-
tic complications of late, and the Govern-
ment of Marshal MacMaHON has had some
trouble to maintain friendly relations with
SERRANO in consequence of it. However,
a solution will now be easily reached if
Doy Carros has really turned his horse’s
head to French soil. The Government of
Madrid has demanded that the Prince and
his suite should be interned, that is, that
they should be disarmed by the French
troops, and put under pledge not to draw
their swords again on Spanish territory.
That the French authorities will not refuse
this reasonable request is certain, consider-
ing the experience of their own soldiers
in Belgium and Switzerland, during the
late war.
It iso be hoped in the interests of poor
Spain, as well as in the interests of civilisa-
tion, that the fratricidal war should come
to anend. The Spanish people have made
honest efforts in the last seven years to
found a stable, responsible government,
and notwithstanding many untoward cir-
cumstances, they would probably have
succeeded, if this Carlist invasion had not
baffled all their plans. Dox CARLOS may
have been sincere in his aims; he may
have believed in the principle of Legitim-
ism and Divine Right, of which he pro-
fessed himself the standard-bearer, but he
should have seen long ago that his unaided
efforts to conquer the throne of Spain was
futile, aud his sentiments of humanity,
outside of any other consideration, should
have induced him to give up the bloody
and cruel contest. Whatever sympathy he
may have enlisted in his behalf at the open-
ing of the campaign—and he was certainly
viewed with a favourable eye by Russia,
Prussia, and Austria—was gradually dis-
pelled when the hopelessness of his cause
was made apparent. Peoples are no longer
the property of any set of men, or the Te-
presentative of any dynasty, however an-
cient and honourable, and it is little less
than a sin against humanity to endeavour
to enforce one’s personal claims upon them
by the bratality of the sword, and the
shedding of innocent blood. If, therefore,
Dox Carros has at length been driven
from Spain, there is no reason to regret
the conclusion of the war which he de-
clared and waged.

CHEAP TRANSPORTATION.

This important question has attracted
an unusual amount of attention in the
United States and Canada during the last
six or seven months. There seems no
doubt that it exercised a considerable in-
fluence in the late elections across the
border. The farmers of the West are suf-
fering from dull times, and the chief cause
of the depression seems to be the low
price of grain, as regulated by the English
market, and the correspondingly high rates

of transportation to the seaboard. Wheat is
selling in Liverpool at about forty shillings
per quarter, and its price in New York is
from $1.00 to $1.25 per bushel. These
rates are not sufficient for the Western
farmer and hence he naturally agitates for
a remedy. The remedy does not lie in
enhancing the value of grain, for the grain
market must suffer an equipoise like every
other commodity, and when it is abund-
ant in all the grain fields of the world, as
happens to be the case this year, the rates
must fall to a low level, regulated by that
balance, the jobbers of Mark Lane. The
only remedy for the farmer lies in cheap
transportation. As a leading New York
authority aptly says: Cheap food for the
moment is a poor compensation for the
bankruptey of merchants occasioned by
the inability of their Western customers
to pay, and the Western merchant's ability
is limited wholly by the ability of the
farmer. Reducing the cost of transporta-
tion increases the price to the producer,
without enhancing the cost to the consu-
mer: the more, therefore, it can be re-
duced, the better for the country at large.

The exporters of New York are naturally
afraid of the competition of Baltimore and
Montreal in the matter of cheap trans-
portation. The former city is pressing for-
ward in the race by stocking its railroads
at their actual cost of $40.000 per mile,
which it believes must yield a great ad
vantage over New York, capitalized at-
$130.000 per mile. Bu$ the greatest ap-
prehension, because the most for-
midable rivalry of the grget American me-
tropolis lies in the direction of Montreal.
Our growling city does not attempt to com-
pete against the trunk railways, which are
in the hands of private corporations, and
raise or lower their rates to suit themselves,
irrespective of the needs of the public
gervice, but it runs a muck directly with the
mighty artery of the Frie Canal, the pro-
perty of the Empire State. Hence the at-
tention of New York merchants and le-
gislators is turned to the improvement of
Erie. The introduction of steam is ex-
pected to work the revolution so long ex-
pected, and to put the Erie Canal far
beyond the reach of any competition.
In 1871, the Legislature of New York
offered a reward of $100.000 for the suc-
cessful introduction of steam on-that high
way. After two years of careful experi-
ment, the prize was awarded to William
Baxter, the well-known engine maker of
New York. His boat has attained a speed
of 3 9-100 miles an hour, upon a consump-
tion of 14 82-100 pounds of coal per
mile, carrying 200 tons of freight. The
nearest competitor made 2 41-100 miles an
hour, and burned 75 89-100 pounds of
coal to the mile. The average speed of the
horse-drawn boats being only one and a
balf miles per hour, and thecost of towing
being thirty-five cents per mile, this way
was regarded as a complete solution of the
problem of cheap and rapid transportation ;
as it would double the speed and at the
same time reduce the expense of running
the boats fully one-half. The capacity will
be doubled without cost, and the granaries
of the West be brought within half the
distance (as to time) of New York. It isalso
estimated that -the saving in cost of trans-
portation will be three million dollars per
annum on the present volume of business.

—

SHAKESPEARE'S “CONSTANCE.”

To the Editor of the CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED
NEws,

Sir,—There i8 not a particle of use
discussing the character of Constance or
any of Shakespeare’s personages in the
light of a preconceived theory, for the ex-
perience of all Shakespearian students is,
that you can draw from him, as from
Scripture, any meaning that suits your
taste or fancy. DBut it may be no harm
to say that Constance betrays the maternal
feeling after a fashion of her own, and
that her manifestations of it are rightly
coupled with her outraged sentiments of
queen. Indeed, throughout the play, she
is half-raving with despair, and when she
says she would mot love her Arthur if he
were ugly or deformed, it js because she

knew he was beautiful, and that his come-
liness was about to be disfigured by the
irons of Hubert. There is morbid exag-
geration in this estimate of mere fleshly
beauty ; but have not many noble mothers
experienced it under tragical circumstances?
Maternal love is always sublime, yet it
is one of the common-places of life. The
lowliest have it as well as the queenliest.
Shakespeare touched upon it as it came in
his way. Iam sure he never feared to
treat it as above him. Far inferior writers
have described it with success. It per-
meates all literature, from Homer to Hugo,
and strikes home to our hearts in different
ways, from Hecuba to Fantine. L.

Tae TaeatRE Rovar.—Mr. Harry
Lindley has opened the winter season at
this favourite place of amusement, and
proposes offering to the Montreal public
during the next six months a series of
varied attractions. The present week is
devoted to burlesque and musical extrava-
ganzas, wherein the beautiful and graceful
Eliza Weathersby and the sprightly little
Ella Chapman delight the crowded houses.
The former realises all that has been writ-
ten on the poetry of motion, and has,
moreover, the rare merit of an exquisitely
clear, one might say, crystalline enuncia-
tion, Miss Chapman is full of merriment,
and sings and dances apparently with as
much fun to herself as pleasure to her
audience.

B —— e
THE COMTE DE CHAMBORD.

For the following account of the personal ap-
pearance and habits of the Comte de Chambord
we are indebted to the pages of a contemporary :
+The Comte is comely, dignified, and agreeable.
His profile resembles that of his grand-uncle,
Louis XVIII., a mustache and whiskers of a
slightly Austrian cavalry cut being allowed for.
His demeanour is easy, graceful, and unstudied.
He is slightly above the middle height, and more
than slightly given to embonpoint—the family
failing, if it be not the family favour—of the
older branch. His forehead is remarkably high
and smooth ; his voice is sonorous and rticu-
larly attractive. His acquirements as a linguist,
especially in English, are, it is reported, remark-
able }{e is in every respect accomplished, and
is & very brilliant conversationist. The Prince
is an early riser, seldom quitting his apartment
later than six in the morning. Towards nine he
starts for an airing on horseback, accompanied by
a single servant, or by some gentlehen, ona visit
to Frohsdorf. At half-past ten he returns to
breakfast. The meal over, the prince adjourns
to the smoking-room. He talks freely wpon ordi-
nary topics, receives visitors, and ma\xdience
to persons coming on business. ing the re-
mainder of the day he usually devotes two or
three hours to writing, after which, accompanied
by the princess, he takes a ride in the park or in
the environs of Frohsdorf, returning to dinner,
which is served at seven o’clock, and lasts pre-
cisely one hour. Beyond the ordinary rules of
exalted etiquette, which are of course rigidly ob-
served, there is no restraint on the conversation,
which concludes the evenin%; and by ten o’clock
all is quiet in the Castle of Frohsdorf.”

et

YICTOR HUGO'S FIRST SUCCESS.

A writerinasketch of Victor Hugosays: ‘“When
Victor Hugo married Adéle Foucher, the joint in-
come of the young couple scarcely amounted to
$300a year. Hehadnoteven enough topay for the
printing of his first Volume of poems, *‘Les
Odes,” on the results of the publication of which
he anticipated great things. He felt certain
that the merits of those magnificent productions
would soon render him famous; but this opinion
was not shared by the publishers, who, one and
all, refused to brmg out the volume as their own.
Utterly discouraged Victor Hugo threw the ma-
nuscript into his waste-paper drawer, where it
was discovered by his brother Abel, who took it
to a small publisher named Delaunay, and paid
for its printing with his own savings, and with-
out saying a word about his generosity. Once
printed, it was not easy to persuade the book-
sellers to let the cheaply got up volumes even
rest upon their stands, and with difficulty Abel
succeeded in inducing the uncle of one of his
schoolmates to offer the book for sale. The first
cop ht was purchased by M. Mennechet,

er to Louis XVIII., and thus it was that the
‘Odes’ were read to the King, who delighted with
their surpassing beauty, immediately rewarded
the author with a pension of 1,000 francs per
annum. Imagine the delight of the rised
})oetwhen he discovered that throughm:ﬁe af-
ectionate solicitude of hisbrother, his firat book
was printed. Its success was so great that within
gix months a second edition was demanded, for
which the poet received a handsome remuners-
tion. He immediately repaid the generous Abel,
and removed with his young wife from a poor
and small apartment in the Rue du Dragon,
which they had hired on their wedding-day, to

a larger and mpore commodious one in the Rue

Vaugirard,”
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CANADIAN CHARITIES.

No. L.—THE MONTREAL GEN#RAL IlI0SPITAL.

In 1872 the Corporation of the Montreal Gene-
ral Hospital attaired its fiftieth year. A~ ome
of the longcst-established -f C ian charities,
as well as one of ihe largest, it juay fittingly take
the first place in our series of sketches and papers
on this subject.

Fromthe records of the society it appears that
in 1819, owing to the increase in the population
of the city and the great influx of emigrants from
the United Kingdom, some of whom suffered
from contagious fovers and other diseases not
admisaible into the Hotel Dier nunnery, that
institution was found inadequate to the reception
of the indigent sick, and in consequence four
rooms were hired in a house in Chaboillez-square
as a temporary hospital by a numbor of philan-
thropic persons, conspicuous amongst whom were
the Rev. John Bethune, the Rev. Henry Esson, and
Staff-surgeon Dr. Blackwcod. After a year's ex-

rience of the new institution, it was thought

ighly desirable to ercct a builling which might
give permanency to the establishment, and pro-
vide K:r a

lu'lger number of persons.

Accordingly, on the 25th April, 1820, a meet-
ing of subscribers for the establi-hment of a Gen-
eral Hospital in the city was held in the court-
house, Hon. John Ricbardson in the chair,
for the election of officers.

The next day lssac Winslow Clarke was elected

ent, a.m{ the Hon. John Richardson, the

v. John Bethune, the Rev. Henry Essor, the
Rev. Mr. Hick, Thomas Blackwood, and Horatio
Gates, vice-presidents for the year. A sub-com-
mittes, ‘‘to provide for and superintend the
household economy of the institution,” was ap-
pointed, and a short code of rules and regula-
tions was upon. A moderate-sized house
on the n side of Crniﬁgset two doors east
of De Bleury-street, was hired as a temporary
building, and to it the patients were removed
from primitive institution in Chaboillez-

uare.

In November, 1820, the land upon which the
hospital now stands, and which was known as
Marshall’s nursery, was purchased, and the citi-
2ens of Montreal, with a liberulity that gave pro-
mise of future munificence, immediately sub-
scribed over £2,000 to erect a suitable anent
building to be called ‘‘The Mont General
Hospital.”

The corner-stone of the body of the present
building was laid on the 6th June, 1821, and it
was ready for the reception of patients the fol-
lowing May. It was considered capable of re-
ceiving seventy patients, and 421 were treated
within its w. the first year of its existence.
The building and land cost £5,856, and a debt of
£38,688 remained upon it, which was advancec

s -

o

COUNT VON ARNIM.

o owitisg
“

?{v three gentlemen, the Hon. John Richanison,
on. Wm. McGillivray, and Samuel Gerrard,

In January, 1823, His Majesty George IV.
granted a charter to the institution, and ereb_y
secured it upon a permanent basis. At this
early period of its history, the hospital was chiefly
maintained by the subscriptions of the citizens,
by collections in the Protestant churches, and by
& small annual grant from the Provincial Legi
lature. During the first five years the sums sub-
scribed by the citizens ranged from £416 to £700
per annum, amounts which compare favourabl
with the handsome subscriptions now receiv
when the comparatively small population «f those
days is taken into account. In the year 1831
an important event in the history of the institu.
tion occurred. The number of patients admitted
annually had been steadily increasing, so that
the building had become inadequate to their ac-

. commodation, and the death that year of the
Hon John Richardson (who had from the begin-
ning of the benevolent work taken an active per-
sonal interest in its promotion, and had been
president of the governing body from 1821 to
1831) furnished the occasion for extending its
cag’abilities of usefulness.

he governors were so sensible of the services
rendered to the hospital by their president, that
they resolved to record their recognition of those
services by erecting a permanent memorial to
commemorate them. At first it was %roposed to
erect a monument in the hospital, but it was
afterwards unanimously decided to perpetuate
the memory of their distinguished co{)le e by
building a wing to the hospital, to be c:lag(ll the
Richardson wing—than which no memorial counld
have been in greater harmony with the character
of the man.

In a short time the sum of £2,232 14s. 7d.
was collected for the Richardson Memorial Fund,
of which £1,885 1s. 3d, were contributed by
Montreal, £220 by the ci{yy of Quebec, and
£127 13s, 4d. by friends in Upper Canada. The
Richardson wing was completed in 1832, and
toward the close of that year two of its wards
were occupied by convalescent patients. It
proved a very necessary addition to the institn-
tion, for, strange as it may appear now, 1,868
in-door patients were treated in the hospital in
the year 1831-32, before the Richardson wing had
been built, and 1,717 in the year 1882-38, which
was the first year of its occupation ; and these
numbers have been but twice attained since, viz.,
in 1842-43, when the in-door patients numbered
1,735, and in 184748, when they reached 2,061.

The Hon. John Molson, who had been vice-
president of the institution from 1823, succeeded
to the office of president in 1881, on the death of

i -uthe. Hon. John Richardson, and held it till his

. LIS #0013 | _own death in 1835, when Samuel Gerrard, Esq.,
ahaowa 1ol

Ot arft el
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wgs, made president and John Molson, ., Vice-
i) gident. In 1856, after twenty years faith-

v
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ful service, Mr. Gerrard resigned the presidential
chair on the ground of advanced age, and the
Hon John Molson was promoted to the vacant
seat, while the Rev. Dr. Bethune, Dean of Mon-
treal, wasfor thesecond time elected vice-president.

Perhaps the next event worthy of notice is the
death of Alexander Skakel, LL.D,, who had
been the indefatigable secretary of the institu-
tion, and one of its most influential friends from
the year 1828 to 1846. Not satisfied with his
efforts in its behalf during his life, he bequeathed
t> the hospital the whole of his immovable pro-
perty, which proved a valuable addition to its
endowment fund.

The year 1848 was a memorable one in the his-
tory of this institution. At a meeting of the
governors in March of that year the much-re-
spected widow of the late Hon. Chief Justice
Reid communicated through her friend the late
Hon. Peter McGill her desire to build & wing to
the hospital to correspond exactly with the
Richardson wing. This munificent offer was, of
course, accepted by the governors. A committee
was appointed to superintend the immediate
erection of the said wing, and by a deed executed
on 30th May, 1849, the benevolent lady conveyed
to the society the now well-known Reid wing,
the first and as yet only portion of the building
provided by individual munificence.

In the year 1859 some amendments were made
to the original charter, the chief of which were
the following :—Under the original, members of
corporation were persons who had given a dona-
tion of £5 and continued to pay £1 annually to-
wards the support of the hospital. Under the
amended charter annual contributors of $5 be-
came members of the corporation, and the quali-
fications of elected governors were reduced so as
to include annual contributors of $12. The quo-
rum of governors for the transaction of business
was reduced from seven to five, and instead of
thirteen elected governors chosen annually, the
number was ﬁxef at twelve, of whom six are to
be elected for two years and six for one year.
The amount of real estate that the corporation
might acquire and hold, and the time that it
might hold it, were fixed, and a provision was
made for the investment of the proceeds of the
sale of real estate and of all monies appertaining
to the permanent fund.

A measure highly conducive to the sanitaiy
welfare of the hospital as well as to its appear-
ance was effected in 1866. Some objectionable
buildings situated immediately.in front of the
hospital had for manﬁ years proved disagreeable
to the governors. The property was purchased,
the building removed, and the vacant ground
added to that previously in possession of the
society, the effect of which was to secure a large
open square in front of the institution capable of
providing an ample supply of fresh air to the in-
mates. The cost of this property ($4,800) was
generously borne equally Ey ﬁr ‘Wm. Molson
and Mr, J. G. Mackenzie,

1t ha:l long been felt desirable by the governors
that a separate building for the treatment of the
more dangerous contagious diseases should be
erected in connection with this cherity. In 1867
it was resoived to build one in the rear of, but
quite detached from, the Richardson wing ; and
in May, 1868, the Fever Hospital, a brick build-
ing capable of receiving forty ordinary patients
and possessed of several private wa.rdslz)r rivate
patients was ready for occupation. It cost
$10,674, but it is pleasing to be able to add that
Mr. William Molson again spontaneously gave
Eroof of his interest in the sick poor, this time

y the munificent donation of $5,000, or about
half the cost of the fever hospital.

Having thus far briefly glanced at the more
important facts in the history of the foundation,
growth, and administration of the hospital, it
may be well to notice the work it has done,

During the ﬂft{;two years of the existence of
the hospital which terminated in April, 1872,
the number of patients that have been treated
within its walls has been 55,948, or an ave
of 1,076 annually. In addition 192,948 ar;ﬁ?
cations for out-door relief have been attended to.

But the benefits which have been conferred by
the hospital may not be estimated by the mere
number of the patients treated within its walls.
Let it be remem that when it was founded,
the only other hospital in the city, the venerable
Hotel Dieu, did not admit persons suffering from
contagious diseases, and the ¢‘ General Hospital”
was established to meet that want in benevolent
enterprise, as well as for other objects. Indeed
hy far the greater proportion of the diseases
treated in the hospital up to the year 1849 con-
sisted of fevers, hen it is borne in mind that
about one-half of these fever cases were of the
variety called typhus, one of the most contagious
diseases, it may be imagined, perhaps, what the
citizens in Montreal, and people of this country
generally, owe to this institution, which provided
for emigrants and others suffering from fever an
asylum in which they might be separated from
the rest of the inhabitants. Those who remem-
ber the scenes of 1847 in Montreal and through-
out Canada will be able to appreciate the force of
these remarks. At that time, in spits of quaran-
t'ne regulations below Quebec, }f)ever sheds at
Point St. Charles, and our hospital, its capacity
enlarged by sheds erected on the ground so as to
hold 250 beds, typhus fever spread amonqat the
c'tizens and more or less along the great lines of
teavel through the country, and many clergy-
men, nurses, physicians, students, and benevo-
lent persons, besides multitudes of the general
publie, fell victims to the disease.

1t has been already shown that, in the earlier
history of the hospital, fever patients, who were
chietly emigrants, constituted a large proportion
of the admissions.  Fortunately, since 1848,

fever has not been largely prevalent either
amongst emigrants or citizens, and consequently
there have been fewer sick seeking ission.
During the last twelve years, however, there has
been a steady and considerable annual augmen-
tation of the number of in-door patients, due
chiefly to the growth of the population of the
city, and the augmentation would have been
ﬁ:e;ter had not the committee of management,
uge of the limited resources of the charity,
endeavoured to limit the admissions.

It is natural in a retrospect like this to look
over the names of the men who first gave form
and life to an institution which has proved so
useful, and has gained such a hold upon the
community, with a view of learning how many
of these have survived the flight of half a cen-
tmz. Five gentlemen out of the original founders
and governors of the institution are still living
amongst us, the Very Reverend the Dean of Mon-
treal, and Messrs, Williain Molson, W. Lunn,
Archibald Ferguson, and John Mackenzie. One
of these gentlemen is now president, the third of
his family to occupy that office, and two of them,
Mr. Lunn and Mr. Ferguson, are still active
members of the committee of management.

Of that band of brothers who in the early days
of the hospital performed their of the chari-
table work to which this institution is conse-
crated, but one remains. Drs. Blackwood,
Christie, Farrenden, Stephenson, Robertson,
Caldwell, Holmes, Loedel, Byons, Diehl, Vallée,
Racey, Bruneau, Hall, Crawford, and Sewell,
have lon%Ipassed away—Dr. Campbell alone re-
mains. He has served the institution as an
attending physician from 1835 to 1854, and since
then has rendered it good service as a consulting
physician—and long may he be spared to do so.

1t is a noticeable feature in the history of this
institution that all the great additions made to
its buildings have been erected as monuments in
memoriam of some deceased friend of the institu-
tion. It would be a commendable departure
from this custom were some benevolent person
during his lifetime to found and erect, upon some
healthy site in the outskirts of the city, a plain
building for the reception of the patients con-
valescing from serious diseases in the hospital.
This would not_only enlarge the capabilities of
the present institution, and thus tend to meet
the growing requirements of our increasing popu-
lation, but would provide a means now %:1
employed in Europe, with the most beneﬁc;ﬁ
results, of promoting recovery from some forms

of disease, and of shortening the period of con-.

valescence in many. Still more noble would it
be were this corporation, in the name of the
wealthy citizens of Montreal, to resolve to erect
an entirely new set of buildings in accordance
with the latest scientific and economic improve-
ments, upon some suitable site, where it should
stand as another monument amongst the many
now standing, of the benevolence g ﬁxmuniﬁcence
of the inhabitants of this prosperous city.

e i i
THE KINDERGARTEN.

A writer in the Leisure Hour describes as fol-
lows the playthings and employments used in the
German Kindergarten :—

Physical education or bodily culture must al-
ways be at the basis of every proper system of
training. Taking physical education as the first
step or foundation on which to build, Frobel in-
vented a number of games which should exercise,
in the form of play, all the limbs and muscles of
of the body. th.ile affording healthy and cheer-
ful exercise to the muscles, all the games have
songs set to music, which the little ones sing as
they play, and great care must be taken by the
teachers to observe that every movement should
be in order, and in exact time to the music.

Perceiving that even babies, as soon as they
begin to notice the things around, require some
playthin% in their little hands, Frobel began his
system of education at the very foundation, and
gave the infant toys which he should be induced
to think about as he grew older.

The first toy used in the schoolroom for chil- |

dren above three years of age is a cube divided
into eight smaller cubes, contained in & box
which it closely fits. With this the little ones
receive their first definite lesson in form, number,
order, and construction. They learn addition,
subtraction, multiplication, and division by hav-
ing the actual objects before them. They learn
to distinguish the cube from other forms around,
to notice the lines and angles on its faces, to
distinguish the perpendicular and horizontal
lines, to build a vast variety of forms of use and
beauty with their eight small cubes, and also to
embog their own ideas in somre definite form,
instem{ of following the teacher word by word
and without thinking for themselves. For after
directing them for some time, the teacher should
allow her pupils to build as they like, merely
pointing out any defects in the order of construc-
tion, or want of accuracy in form, which may
strike her experienced eye in the wonderful
things she will be called upon to admire.

Another plaything is then given, a cube di-
vided into e:iht oblongs. The same lessons can be
impa.rbed with it, and it also affords many more
facilities for making numerous formsand fif,rures

The next toy is a much larger cube, divided
into twenty-seven smaller cubes, three of this
number being divided across from corner to cor-
ner, each into two triangular pieces, and three
more being divided in the same manner into four
triangular pieces. This toy enables the pupil to
extend his lessons and building operations, and
construct his houses, churches, and other objects
of use and beauty, in a egerfect form.

A still more advanced toy is a box contaix:igs
a cube divided into twenty-seven oblongs ins

s
of cubes. Of the twenty-seven oblongs in thi
box three are divided lengthways, each into two
parallelopipeds, and three others cut each into
two squares, being half the oblong.

It will be perceived that these gifts bring the
child step by step from the first rule in arithme-
tic_gradually on to the extraction of the square
and cube root and decimal fractions. In geome-
try, from the simple ball, cube, and cylinder, he
learns to make and become accustomed to the
most intricate and complicated geometrical forms;
and that, too, without any forcing or undue
strain or pressure on his memory, but by con-
stantly using and becoming accustomed to them
in his daily work. In construction, also, he
goes step by step, from the effort of placing one

rick to stand upon another, till he builds his
houses, monuments, churches, and embodies
with facility his ideas on any mechanical subject.

1 now turn to the Kindergarten employments,
which, I would have the reader bear in mind,
are purely educational; and although the child
of tender years does not perceive this—and, in-
deed, knows nothing about it, but simplz, under
the stimulus of an awakening energy which im-
pels it to action, is perpetually doing something—
still it is the duty of the teacher to comprehend
everything, and, above all, to get some insight
into the meaning of the child’s play, and to give
it useful direction.

Frobel maintained as one of the principles on
which his system was based, *play is the work
of the child;” and those who have sat down
calmly to study the plays and occupations of
children, with the conviction that there is some
deep meaning in their little games, which they
extemporise themselves, will have been struck by
the fact that all their conceptions are ideal, and
that they always play at what they are not, and
not what they are. Sometimes they act as though
they were men or women; one will be mamina,
another papa, another grandmamma; at other
times they pretend to follow various trades and

rofessions, and every occupation, from the min-
ister to the costermonger, will be personified.
Again, they are horses, dogs, sheep, bullocks, as
the whim of the moment inspires them. Then
look at what they are attempting to do—they
will keep a school, build a house, attempt every
variety of cookery, and practise any or every
trade; but all this time they are labouring under
the same ideal impression, and are attempting
to be what they are not.

‘What, then, is it that the child is doing in all
this? He is exercising at the same time the body
and the mind, and is educating himself is
life’s essential lessons. 1 have spoken of the
purpose of physical exercise, but in play the
child is receiving a mental training scarcely in-
ferior. The Kindergarten simply gives a fixed
and definite p\g})ooe to this restless and wander-
ing action. e give full vent to the child’s
ideality or imagination; but with us he learns
the value of mathematical accuracy, and acquires
what we may call ability. Size, form, order,
proportion, and relation, are ideas which he in-
sensibl uires in some of the employments
which {v:fl? briefly enumerate.

The first employment we will glance at, more
from the fact o? its being the most simple. and a
sort of introduction to what will follow it, than
from the interest attached, is stick-laying. This
is exceeding easy. A number of pieces of stick,
three or four inches in length, like the round
lucifer matches before being dipped, are given to
each child, and the mother or teacher with them
can direct the little ones to make the various
kinds of geometrical lines—the angles, triangles,
squares, and all the straight letters of the alpha-
bet. In addition to this, very pretty stags, and
the outlines of figures and patterns, can be laid
out on the table with a number of these sticks,
but it must never be forgotten that as soon as
the children have learnt how to use their new
toy or employment, they should be allowed free
use of it only for five or ten minutes at a time,
the teacher simply giving a word of advice when
she considers it necessary.

Pea-work, to which stick-laying is an intro-
duction, is likewise made with the round undip-
ped lucifer-match sticks. They can be obtained
at almost any German toy warehouse, about a
yard in length, and can then be broken, and the
ends pointed, any size required.

In addition to the sticks, some common yel-
low peas, soaked in cold water twelve hours, so
that they may be softened and swell, must be
ready, and slightly rubbed in a soft dry cloth
before commencing work. With these simple
materials all sorts of objects can be constructed,
and they afford more varying and lasting, as well
as cheaper amusement than furchn,sed toys.
Ready-made tops are usually in favour only for a
very short time, and are often broken just to fiud
out how they are made, if not out of sheer de-
structiveness.  Frobel advised that children
should make their own toys, and in constructing
them exercise their invention and skill. What
they make themselves they are more likely to
preserve than to destroy. .

Lessons in modelling come next. The best
material for the purpose is common modelling
clay, two or three pounds of which can be ob-
tained for sixpence at any modeller's shop; be-
sides this, a modelling knife of hard polished
wood is wanted, about the size of a lead pencil,
flattened at one end and the edges sharpened,
and the other end round~d down to a point. A
small piece of oilcloth and a nursery pinafore are

uite sufficient to protect the rest of the dress

m the white dust, which, however, will readily
brush off from any material on which it may
happen to fall or come in contact.

Having the plastic clay before her, the teacher
should give a Fump to each of her pupils, telling

™

them to roll it into a round ball. This should
always be the first step, as anything can be made
from the ball more readily than any other defi-

nite form, and a starting-point, especially with .

children, is always necessary.

Modelling supplies what the pea-work lacked.
With the latter employment the outline or skele-
ton of a building or anything of the kind could
be made, but in ‘modelling there-is more sub-
stance and reality, and it enables the pupil, as
soon as proficient, to model birds, vases, or imi-
tate any solid form.

Our next employment is mat-making, or pa-
per-plaiting, a most interesting and favourite
occupation, es;l)ecially with little girls. The mat
is a piece of coloured satin paper, perpendicular
cuts being made in it at equal distances, but
leaving a margin of nearly an inch on all sides of
the square, so that a frame is left which holds it
together. Strips of the same kind of paper, but
of a different and suitable colour, are passed in
the slit at one end of a long thin piece of wood
called the mat needle, and the needle is worked
through the mat, taking one strip up and going
over“tie next, till half are over, and the other
half under it. The needle is then taken through
on the opposite side of the mat from which it
entered, and the coloured strip drawn after it,
until it crosses the mat, when the strip i8 retain-
ed, and the needle drawn away. This is repeated
until the mat is full of strips, the second row
always taking up what was passed over, and go-
ing over what was taken up in the preceding
row. When fall, the ends are down at
the back of the:mat, and:it is complete. This is
the first and most simple form. But an endless
variety of patterns can be invented, and any
crochet pattern copied, from the fact of the mat
being formed of squares.

In addition to the above, we have paper-cut-
ting, paper-folding, and paper-plaiting in other
forms, but as this system of education must be
seen in practice to be fully appreciated and un-
ders 1 will simply observe that we teach
writing and reading on the same principle as we
instruct our pupils in other branches of educa-
tion. In learning to read, the little ones have
first of all coloured pieces of card-board of various
sizes, some of them half-circles, given to them;
with these they learn to make their letters, and
so mastor the alphabet, and begin to spell the
first simple wonl‘;. As an advanced step, they
have ready-made letters, with which they receive
spelling lessons; after this they read in books,

In writing and drawing, a child proceeds in
in the same manner. One side of his slate is
engraved with squares of about a quarter of an
inch. Over these he learns to draw his pencil
over one, two, three, or more squares, and gra-
dually acquiring the use of the pencil and pen,
learns to write and draw.

It will be observed that the same principle
gerva.des everything in this systemn of training,

eveloped from a very simple but purely mathe-
matical basis. The child is gradually induced
to develop his faculties, not forced to do so. The
principle is, to turn to systematic and progressive
use the otherwise random and wayward activity
of childish play. The s¥stem will be found
equally practicable in the. nursery or public
s&loo]room; and all mothers who have the wel-
fare of their little ones at heart would do well to
become more fully acquainted with it, if they
have not already tested its value, whether for
bodily exercise or mental discipline.

LITERARY GOSSIP.

Mr. James Grant, author of ‘‘ The History of the
Newspaper Press,” &c., and editor of the rCyhn':tt'an
Sta , has just ready for publication ¢ The Plymouth
Brethren : their History and Heresies,” in which an ac-
count is given of the rige, progress, and doctrines of that
religious denomination.

‘“Mes Fils” is the name of a little book by Victor

Hugo which has just :gpeated in Paris, The Paris cor-
pondent of the L 1 ﬁl:rmphwﬂtes in re-
ard to it: ‘It is now four years sinee Charles Hugo
ied at Bordeaux ; ten months since F is-Victor died
in Paris. They both perished at the same age—forty-five
years. The t's only daughter, Leopoldine, was
drowned near Havre. It is said that the work contains
an expression of M. Hugo's creed, in much the same
terms as M. Louis Blanc defined it at the grave of his
youngest son. The goodness of God and the immortality
of the soul are nearly all its conditions; but they are set
forth in the peroration with an eloquence and a convic-
tion which will not, perhaps, he wholly approved by
some of M. Hugo's friends. But a man who has read
with intelligence the great works on which has been
built up that world-wide tation will not be astonished
by the disclosure. Careless and prejudiced must they
be who find atheism in the dueti of an i
that has been blessed with a ﬁnge of fancy.”

In the preface to the speeches of Lord Lytton, just
ublished by Messrs. Blackwood & S8ons, is the follow-
ng singular self-analysis, written by Lord Lytton at the

@ of forty-three, and intended to describe his own defi-

olencies as & man of action. ‘Iam too irresolute,” he
writes ‘' and easily persuaded, except when my honour
or senst of duty makes me obstinate. I have 80 greata
dread of giving pain that I have often subm to be
cheated to my face rather than wound the e's feel-
ings by showing him that he was detected. Ism indo-
lent of body, though active of mind. Iam painfully
thin-gki: and eptible ; less so than I wasin youth,
but still too much so. I find it difficult to amalgumate
with others and act with a party. The acting man
should never be i of the absurdity and error
which are more or less inseparable from every path of
action. I am too impatient of subordination—an im-
mense fault in the acting man. In all situations of com-
mand I act best when ] have to defend others, not serve
myself. 1 do not possess, or rather I have not cultivated
{for no man can disﬁnﬁuish accurately between defi-
ciencies from nature and those from disuse], the ready
faculties in any proportion to my slower and more reflec-
tive ones. I have little redpuneo. my memory is slow,
and my presence of mind not great. My powers of
speaking are very uncertain, and very imperfectly de-
veloped. I have eloq in me, and have spoken even
as an orator, but not in the House of Commons. I can-.
not speak without either preparation or the pressure of
powerful excitement. It would cost me immense labour
to acquire the ready, cool trick of words with little
knowledge and no heart in them, which is necessary for
a parliamentary debater. 1 might have acquired this
once, Now it 18 too late.”

Yy 8
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THE GLEANER.

Several charming Russian proverbs :

Work is black, but money 1s white.

Debt does not roar, and yet it prevents one
from sleeping. L.

With a good wife, grief is half grief; joy is
double joy. .

On going to war, say one prayer ; on going to
sea, 8ay two prayers ; on getting married, say three.

‘Woman can scatter and lose with her sleeve
more than a man can gather in a cart.

We waste trees in this forest land of ours. In
Europe, trees are nursed and loved like human
beings. On the high roads, when a tree diesitis
immediately removed. Any man caught in the
act of injuring a tree is punished by law.

A warning to the fraternity of dentists :

The other daya gentleman entered the office of
a leading dentist. He announces himself as the
Honourable so and so. Salutationsare exchanged.

““1 want a complete set of teeth.”

‘¢ Nothing more simple, sir.”

*‘ Beg your pardon. Not so simple. I have
still a few teeth that will need extracting
first. Until now I have always dreaded the

operation. I am morbidlysensitive, and——"

‘¢ But, sir, you will suffer no pain whatever.”

‘“Ah, yes! 1 have heard of your system of in-
sensibilisation.”

““1t is infallible, sir.

¢ Infallible.... infallible ; of course, you al-
ways say that. But the proof.—”

““The proof ?....Why Sir, I will breathe a
little of the liquid contained in’ this vessel and
you will see.”

““ You will be thorough insensible ?

‘““ Thoroughly. You may pinch me and....."”

““ Very well.”

And the dentist, put upon his mettle, sits
down, inhales, and goes to sleeg.

‘When he awoke, the honorable gentleman had
disappeared, carrying off the dentists’ watch and
all tge money he had in his drawer !

The impudence of genteel beggars is sublime.
Animpecunious artist called upon a colleague, and
after recounting his misfortunes, seasoninghis ac-
count with plentiful reproaches on theselfishness
of his fellow men, managed to ask the loan of a
dollar.

His companion gave him seventy-five cents,
stating that he would have handed him the ba-
lance, if he had it upon him.

The next day, at tl;f same hour, there was a
ringing at the door. The servant appeared.

‘g?Plgease tell your master that 1 ﬁnve called for
the twenty five cents which he owes me since yes-
terday.” :

The gentleman had not the courage to refuse.

_ Dyspepsia is apply termed the demon of Ame-
rica.

Frenchmen are often twitted for their ignoran-
ce of geography. Englishman confess that they
are not much better in this respect. Lord Rose-
berg said before the Social Science con that
he could walk up to a map in the derk and put
his finger on the site of Ciceros’ Villa, but if any
one asked where San Francisco was, he should
have to think twice.

The world is certainly moving. Dr. Holland
tells us that as a class our Christian Ministers are
the purest men we have. And he adds : * they
average better than the apostles did at the first.”

What is the use of dead leaves ?

In Paris, the trees of the Palais Royal are
carefully collected and sold for 83,000 francs.
The dead leaves of the Tuileries are much sought
after on account of the large quantity of plane-
- tree leaves, which are valuable for covering seed
plots. The garden of the Tuileries produces
from 80 to 100 cart loads of dead leaves. The
leaves of the Luxembourg are preserved by the
administration and stored away for the preserva-
tion of tropical plants. The leaves of the Champs
Elysées, the parks, the squares, and the pro-
menades, are sent to the hot-houses of P .
Some are also sent to the horticultural estabﬁﬁ:z-
ment of Sevres.

THE FASHION PLATE.

SeRGE CosTUME.—This costume is made of
ser&e of a greenish-grey' shade, trimimed with
gathered and kilt-pleated flounces of the same
material, and bias strips, side sashes and bows
of a darker shade of silk. Black velvet hat with
feathers, grosgrain ribbon and flowers.

PorLIN DrEss.—The material for this is pop-
lin of a shade of blue-grey. The skirt is trim-
med with narrow and broad kilted, pleats of the
same material, and strips of darker in.
The overskirt is arrangedp with strips and bows of

in.

GROSGRAIN CosTUME.—Dark-brown grosgrain
underskirt with pleated flounce. Demi-train and
Jacket of a ligher shade, the latter trimmed with
tflq.rk grosgrain strips and knotted with silk
ringe.

CASHMERE AND GROSGRAIN CosTUME.—This
consists of a grey cashmere dress and in
sleeveless jacket of a shade to match. e folds
on the sleeveés are also in.

CoSTUME FOR A GIRL oF NINE T0 ELEVEN.
Skirt and overskirt of steel-blue serge, the former
trimmed with a broad kilt-pleated flounce of the
same material. Checkered silk sah,

COSTUME IN DRAP-RELIEF.—The material is
olive-green drap-relief, and the trimmings olive-

een silk fringe, velvet strips and grosgrain

WS,

MY LOSS.

In the world was one green nook I knew,
Full of roses, roses red and white,
Reddest roses summer ever grew,
‘Whitest roses ever pearled with dew ;
And their sweetness was beyond delight,
‘Was all love's delight.

‘Wheresoever in the world T went
Roses were, for in m{ehean 1 took
Blow and blossom and bewildering scent,
Rose® never with the summer spent,
Roses always ripening in that nook,
Love's far summer nook.

In the world a soddened plot I know,
Blackening in this chill and misty air,
Set with shivering bushes in a row,
One by one the last leaves letting go :
‘Whereso'er I turn I shall be there,
Always sighing there. *

Ah, my folly! Ah, my loss, my pain!

Dead, my roses that can blow no more!
‘Wherefore looked I on our nook again §
‘Wherefore went I after autumn’s rain

‘Where the summer roses bloomed before,

Bloomed 8o sweet before
—Cornhill Magazine.

—————————

A POLISH LADY.
I

*“ And so my little girl is going to leave me
to-morrow, for one who can love her more and
take better care of her than 1.”

‘“Now, uncle,” the girl’'s brown eyes filled
with tears, and the hand stroking his white hair
trembled visibly, I wish you wouldn'’t talk as
if you're never going to see me any more after
to-morrow ; you know very well that though I
love Julian better than all the world, that doesn’t
make me love you any the less ; you know that,
don’t you, uncle Stanislauns?”

‘“‘Yes, my dear, I know. There, there, you
foolish girl, don’t cry any more, I was only
joking. I'm sure I'll be utterly bored to death
with the company of Doctor and Madame Kos-
towitz. But wheel my chair up to the window,
Natalie dear, where I can reach some of those
roses that are poking in their heads.”

Let us look from the window, reader, over the
heads of the invalid Stanjslaus Semensky and his
niece Natalie, and we shall see a broad branch of
the Southern Nieman rolling majestically past,
it's blue waters sparkling in the last beams of
the sun, retiring to rest behind the distant moun-
tains. Little would any one think as he gazes on
the clumps of white cottages along the riverbank,
and then on those further inland, dotting the
fair plain on all sides, surrounded by fields of
grain almost ripe enough for the sickle, and or-
chards of trees loaded with fruit, that not long
before the horrors of war had driven happiness
and comfort from that fair village. But so it
was. Not many years before, the tidal wave of
-war had swept over the country, devastating the
homes of the people, and still further crushing
them under the yoke of oppression and slavery.
Hard, indeed, has been the fate of that gallant
and patriotic nation, who fought so bravely for
their liberty and their homes. Little though
Natalie remembered of those sad times, she knew
the history of brave efforts of the Poles, and
hated with all tid} ngth of her woman’s heart
the™ rs athl f¥skmasters of her people.
But just at present her thoughts are not occupied
with the rights and wrongs of the Polish nation,
but, womanlike, with herﬁver and her trousseau,
for she has made her choice, and to-morrow is to
be joined for life to one whom she loves with all
her heart. As she leans over her uncle, the wide
sleeves of her silk dress falling back, show to ad-
vantage the white arms crossed on the back of
his chair, and the tender light that beams in her
soft eyes as she thinks of her absent lover, makes
her face exquisite in it's youthful loveliness. Not
that she possessesvery wonderful features, except,
perhaps, the eyes—those eyes that can be so
merry, so mischievous, so tender, ¢r so defiantly
ﬁssionate—and the little rosebud mouth,  so

autiful with it's loving smile. Her figure is
tall and slender, with an indescribable girlish
grace about it, which is noticeable in every
movement. Her hair is dark brown ; to tell the
truth, the young lady is the least little bit in the
world t5)1'oud of her hair, and no wonder, for it is

ectly magnificent. To-night it is drawn

k from her forehead, and arranged in thick

laits coiled round and round high up on the

k of her small, aristocratic head. guddenly
Natalie lifts her head, and the glad light dances
in her eyes, and a pink flush mounts to her
rounded cheek, as a well-known form is seen
down the street. He is a handsome fellow this
lover of Natalie’s, and good and generous as he
is handsome, truly it is little wonder that they
are proud of each other. But now his firm, quick
footstep is plainly heard, he is quite near, and
Natalie makes a sweet picture as she leans out of
the window, framed with climbing roses, bowing
and smiling ; then, half in fun, half in earnest,
touches the tips of her dainty fingers and blows a
kiss. A minute more and a pleasant voice is
heard under the window,

¢¢ Are you nearly ready, Natalie t”

“ Yes, nearly,” returned Natalie, and turning

uickly to the old gentleman, she kissed his

eek, sa :

e Goody-?ight, uncle Stanislaus. I won't be
long, but I suﬁ)ose youll be in bed by the time
I get back. you want anything, %aulovitch

help you.”

‘¢ Are you going out with Julian, my dear?”

*“ Yes, uncle, you know we promised to go to
that little party at Madame Polowsky’s.”

¢ Oh, to be sure. I had forgotten. Now then,
run along, and don't keep Jlﬁi&ﬂ waiting, or he
may get angry.”

ngry, indeed,” retorted Natalie, laughing
lightly, ‘‘I'd like to see him get angry with me
yet awhile,” and she swept him a saucy courtsey.

-passed over he

r

‘“She gets more and more like her mother
every day,” murmured her uncle, looking afte
her as she disa] ed down the stairs, ‘‘ and ye
how strangely like her poor father too. He didn’
look happy like that, poor fellow, the last time
I saw him, when he took a last farewell of his
wife and child ; I can almost see him now, with
that set, despairing look on his face, ashe turned
in his saddle and waved his. hand till we could
see_him no more. How lonesome we shall be
without Natalie,” he coutinued, his thoughts re-
verting to his niece ; ‘‘but I am glad—yes, Iam
glad she is to be so comfortably settled ; if I had
my choice of all the world, I couldn't wish a bet-
ter husband to my little niece.” -

Meantime Natalie and Julian were sannteri
slowly, arm in arm, into the willage,
lovingly of their J)hns for the future.
shy reverence did they get from the young, and
blessings were sent after the young dostor and
his bride from the lips of the for these two
were well known and loved by the poeras well as
the rich. Suddenly Natalie stopped ‘as they
were ing a small cottage of the poorer class,

“ t noise is that,” she said quickly, her
sharp ear detecting a rough Russian ‘accent, and
the imploring tones of a woman's voice. Even
as she spoke, the door opened with a jerk, and
two Cossacks came out, dragging between them a
man tightly bound with ro Natalie's face
blanched, and she clun, tigg:;;sl.y to the arm on
which she was leaning, but Julian stepped for-
ward and walked quickly past without looking
again on the wretched scene,

‘1 suppose,” he remarked bitterly, ‘* the un-
fortunate man has been uttering some truths
about our conquerors,”

‘“ Hush ! hush !” exclaimed Natalie, in a ter-
rified tone, ‘' nobody knows who may hear you.”

P

Nothing more d between them, for well
they knew that they dare not say a word about
such a subject on the street which might be

overheard, or their lives were endangered. A
few minutes walk brought them to the house of
their entertainer, where they found all the com-

ny assembled. They were all intimate Polish
riends, and were known to be bitter haters of
their oppressors, the Russians. As Natalie and
Julian entered the room, a lady who was sitting
at the piano arunning her fingers over the keys,
rose quickly and came forward to meet them.
She-was very tall and masculine looking, and
appeared tor{e about thirty-five years of age.

er hair was perfectly black, as were her thic
heavy eyebrows, which almost met across the
bridge of her aquiline nose, giving a sinister ex-
pression to her face.

I hope I did not disturb you, Mademoiselle
Katherine,” said Julian, after the greetings were
over; ‘I have not heard you sing for a long
time, and you know how fond I am of your mu-
sic.  Please let me take you to the piano.”

The lady la.ughed, but a gratified expression

r face, as she accepted his proffered
arm and meved to the other end of the room.
There was a nfbment of silence as Katherine Du-
rakoff placed her music ; her long white fingers
ran over a few @hords, and the song commenced.
Julian stood:-entranced as her magnificent voice
rose and fell, now clear and sweet like the lark
slidinig at Heaven’s gate, again soft and low
as the summer bfeeze sweeping across the strings
of an Eolian h: But for once Katherine
cared not for the effect of her voice. Her mind
seemed in a terrible chaos—a whirlwind of pas-
sion surged through her heart. For a moment
she could not think, then crushing down her
feelings, and hardening her heart, she thought
passionately, ‘‘He shall never marry her. Is
that baby-faced iirl of twenty to come between
me and my wishes in everything? Is it not
enough that she is liked in society better thanlI,
but 51e must gain the love of the only man I ever
loved ¢ Bah ! and the poor boy thinks he loves
her, but he will soon see which is preferable, her
love or mine. I shall put her out of the way. I
shall gain his love.” As song succeeded song,
scheme after scheme passed through her ming.
At last she rose abruptly, and received the en-
raptured thanks of Julian, but shook her head
smilingly as he 1Exlea,ded for one more.

‘““ Not to-night, Dr. Kossowitz,” she replied,
‘““let usgo over to that corner and hear what
Natalie is talking so vehemently about.”

As they neared the group to which Katherine
Durakoff referred, her %:coe rightened and for an
instant a look almost fiendish in its wicked tri-
umph appeared in her eyes. The next moment
it was gone, as she smilingly asked what was the
matter.

‘““Matter ! exclaimed Natalie bitterly, her
wonderful eyes flashing passionately as she spoke,
‘1 was just telling our friends here of the scene
we witnessed not an hour ago. How a poor quiet
man, probably for a few truthful words in his
own home, of hatred and revenge, against those
who have ground him down to the earth, was
seized and gagged away from his wife and chil-
dren, whom in all probability he will never see
again. Ah,” she continued excitedly, ‘“how well
I remember my dear father and brothers killed
in battle, my mother dying of starvation in the
in the forest to which we had escaped, while our
Russian oppressors destroyed everything on our
land ; good reason, indeed, have I to hate them
from my soul, and I do.” )

‘‘Natalie, Natalie, you forget yourself ;- for
Heaven’s sake don’t speak so loud,” said Julian,
looking anxiously towards the window. ‘‘Re-
member that there are always spies about, and
how cautiously we should of anything relat-
inerto our troubles.”

he girl glanced quickly at the window, and
then relapsed into silence. In a few minutes,
however, she seemed to have forgotten what she
had been talking about, for on some one alluding

Manyn‘w

| ““he was as

to her wedding day, she commenced to laugh and
talk merrily in her usual style, and so continued
till ten o'clock arrived, when the little company
separated.
nstead of proceeding straight to her home,
Katherine Durakoff drove to a large buildmg at
the other end of the village, and demanded to
see the officer commanding the Russian gartrison.
After a few moments delay, the gentleman :g-
d, obviously surprised at being summoned.
o or three words passed between them in alow
tone, and then Katherine was assisted to aleght,
and conducted to a private room, where a long
and earnest conversation followed.
.$¢Po-morrow morning will do,” said the officer,

| a8 he politely accompanied her back to her car-
risge. ‘

“Yes, yes, to-morrow,” ejaculated Katherine

eaﬁﬂy, as the door was shut.
eéanwhile Natalie and Julian had arrived at
the house of Stanislaus Semensky, and were bid-
ding each other good-night as only lovers can.
If Natalie had only known, as she stood with her
lover’s arm round her waist, the mine almost ex-
ploding under her little feet, how she'would have
shrunk back horror-stricken ; but well for her,
rhaps, that she did not know, as she turned
?l:)‘m im and went up the little path to the door,
and that their last meeting on earth was so

hnppgi ' R . .

“Did you call me, love?” she said, turning
slightly, as she heard his footsteps coming after,
““have I forgotten anything ?” .

““No, no,” he said, tenderly folding her in his
arms, and speaking with a strange yearning in
his tone, ‘I only wanted to hear you say once
more how you love me ; kiss me again, sweet
wife.”

She raised herself on tip-toe, and put her arms
round his neck. I love you, Julian,” she said
simply, “‘with all my heart and soul, and will
iove you through all eternity,” and the girl put
up her sweet mouth and pressed a long, passlqnatg
kiss upon his lips. *Well, good-night, darling,
she said at last, laughingly ; ‘I must %zt my
beauty sleep to-night. I suppose you'll be here
to-morrow morning.”

““No, I forgot to tell you,” he returned, ¢I
have to drive into the country about twenty
miles, but I shall be in time for the ceremony ;
I'm not going to run away from my little bride
now, never fear.”

11

The next morning dawned bright and fair.
Natalie was up with the sun, helping to arrange
the house for the great event which was about to
take place. Very sweet and happy she looked,
a8 she ran up and down stairs, occasionally look-
ing in at her uncle to pat his white head and
laugh merrily as she remarked that she was sure
ppy to be rid of her, as she was to
go away from him.” At length everything was
ready, and Natalie was arranging some flowers in
her uncle’s room, preparatory to putting on her
bridal dress, into which she had sewed so many
sweet, tender hopes and resolutions, when a loud
prolonged knock was heard at the door. “I
wonder whom it can be,” ejaculated Natalie,

ping childishly over the banisters, but as she

id so the smile faded from her face, and was
replaced by the ashen hue of horror, as she saw
the servant start back, and two Russian soldiers
make their appearance.

*“ We have come .to arrest Mademoisclle Na-
talie Semensky for seditious utterances against
the Russian government. Where is she, girl ?”
demanded one of them sternly, of the tremblin
servant. But no answer was needed, for they al
caught sight of the girl upstairs, as she rushed
back to her uncle’s room ; ‘“ Oh my God ! uncle,
save me, save me,” she shrieked, throwing her-
self down on the floor at his foot. - Count Semen-
sky stood up for the first time in several years,
and raised the half unconscious girl in his arma.

¢ What do you mean,” he said angrily, as the
two men entered the room, ‘‘by coming into a

uiet house, and terrifying a lady like this.”
E)ne of the soldiers drew a_paper from his breast
and read the warrant. ‘‘ Did you speak against
the Government last night, Natalie ?” groaned
her uncle, his face growing livid with terror for
his brother’s daughter.

““No, no, uncle,” sobbed the girl, with a vio-
lent shudder, as she clung helplesly to his arm.
““Well, " he continued in a reassured tone, “they
will have to prove the charge, and as of course
they can't, they won’t be able to punish you.
Come,” he added, turning to the soldiers,” you
needn’t mind securing her, we will go together.”
They drove in silence to the house where the
court was held, and to Count Semensky’s great
relief it was nearly empty. The trial came on at
last and was very short. The judge spoke a few
words to the Cossacks who had brought her, and
then turned to the wretched girl. ‘Natalie
Semensky, daughter of that arch rebel Peter
Semensky, do you utterly and entirely deny the
offence for which you have been indicted.” “1I
do,” she returned in a low voice wondering how
she could demean herself so much as to tell a
lie. *‘Bring in the witness against the prisoner,”
said the Judge. Natalie started, and trembled
violently as she looked up and saw the tall-form
of Katherine Durakoff standing beforeher. °

‘“Oh, God !” moaned Natalie, hiding her face
in her hands, ‘‘what harm have I ever done you,
that you should betray me.” *‘ The judge’s face
lighted up, as he said brigkly, Do you acknow-
ledge the charge, madame ?” *‘ Yes,” murmured
the girl, utterly broken down by the faithlessness
of one whom ai‘;e had believed a friend.

‘“ Your offence” said the Judge, after a short
pause,” might warrant me in sending you before
a higher tribunal, where the penalty would be
death, but as you are you are young, and appear
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to be contrite, I will mercifully mitigate your
sentence, and order you to receive thirty-five
lashes with the knout. I hope this lesson will
teach you that the Russians are not cruel op-
pressors, but your kind and merciful protectors.
ou will be ready in half an hour, Madame.”
Almost benumbed with shame and terror, the
wretched girl was led away to the prison, which
was not far distant. She was thrust into a small
cell and the door locked. There in a heap crushed
upon the stone floor she lay—she, that fair youw
girl to whom that verg morning the world hzg
appeared so bright and joyous. That morning—
her wedding-day—it could not be—how many
hundred years had passed over her since she ar-
ranged tge flowers in her uncle’s room. And

w.iere was Julian—her lover—who used to be so

proud of her—Ah ! she would never be Julian’s
wife now. But what is that noise—surely they
are not coming already. The keys rattle at the
lock, the door opens, the words are spoken, she
doesn’t not know how or where, ¢ moiselle,
it is time.” She rose with difficalty, and with
feverish haste twisted up her long dark hair—the
hair of which she had once been so proud. She
groped blindly for the wall, and then she felt

some one take her -arm, and lead her from.

the room. Then the mist cleared from her
sight, and she saw that they went through
passage after passage, her guide stoppin;
every now and then to unlock a door, anﬁ
then lock it again. At length they emerged
upon an open square, which she saw was lined
with soldiers. In the centre was a scaffold, on
the top of which stood an inclined plane. Beside
this stood an executioner, holding in his muscu-
lar hand what she knew to be that terrible wea-
pon—the knout. This weapon consists df a stick
or handle, two feet long, with a lash four feet
long of soft leather, to the end of which is at-
tached by a loop a piece of flat raw hide two
inches wide and two feet long. In the hand of
an experienced man this piece can be made to
cat like a knife. All this she saw mechanically
as she walked slowly beside her guard towards
the scaffold. She did not cry or faint, simply
bxlause she could not. Until the terrible words
““ Remove her clothing to the waist” were ut-
tered, she hardly appeared to comprehend what
was about to happen, but in a few moments, des-
pite her struggles and mute appeals the order was
obeyed. Cowering down almost double ahe was
forced to ascend the steps and her hands and feet
were tied to the corners of the plane. There was
a moment of silence, the savage Russian soldiers
stood motionless as statues, not a thrill of pity
troubling their hearts, while officers smiled
slightly to each other, as they admired the
beauty of the girl's form. The Judge nodded,
the executioner twirling his long lash in the air
stepped suddenly backward, and with a sharp
crash the thong fell on the back of the sobbing
girl, cutting a erimson streak from shoulder to
waist. A terrible tremor passed over her, and a
quick low cry escaped her lips, but it was the
only sound she uttered. When the last lash had
been given, the unfortunate girl was unfastened,
and with some clothes rudely thrown about her,
she was taken to prison, where after thanking the
judge for mercy, according to the necessary for-
mula, she was laid upen a pallet, covered with a
sheet, and carried by two men to the house of a
doctor near, where it had been arranged she
should stay, till her wounds were healed.

Meanwhile Julian, happily ignorant of these
terrible circumstances was galloping towards the
village. ~So happy he was, poor fellow! No
shadow, no presentiment darkéened his mind as
he rode along. The sun seemed brighter, the
leaves greener, the song sof the birds sweeter,
than usual ; his very horse's hoofs striking the
hard road seemed to say ‘‘ Natalie, Natalie.” B,
and by the horse fell into a walk, and Julian too{
from his breast-pocket a photograph. ¢ My own
sweet wife, now and for ever,” he whispered, and
then pressed the insensible card inst his
moustache. As he entered the village he noticed
groups of people standing talking, but it scemed
to him that whenever they saw him aplyroaching,
they broke up and hurried away as fast as pos-
sible.

¢ What might be the matter, why it must be
an execution,” he thought sadly, as his eye fell
on the soldiers preparing to march away to the
barracks, with tl‘))é executioner laughing and ges:
ticulating in the rear.” 1 wonder who it was;
probably that unfortunate man we saw last
night.”” He soon arrived at the house of Count
Semensky, and leaving his horse at the gate, but
finding the door locked, he rapped somewhat
impatiently. The door was opened by the ser-
vant maid whose eyes were red and swollen with
weeping. * Why, Marie, crying to-day ! what’s
the matter ?” he said kindly *‘where’s Mademoi-
selle Natalie ?” The girl sat down on a chair,
and throwing her apron over her head, sobbed
out ‘“Oh, Dr.
while coming through the village?! Mademoi-
selle Natalie isn’t here.” *‘Where is she then,
girl 7” demanded Julian, in an agony of appre-
hension. ““This morning, sir,” returned the
girl between her sobs, ‘Mademoiselle Natalie
was arrested and taken away and tried, and—
and—" ‘“ Not knouted,” shouted Julian, fiercely,
the scenes through which he had passed while
entering the village recurring to his mind, as the
girl stopped tremblingly.

““ Knouted,” he groaned, flinging himself into
a chair, and burying his face in his hands, then
a terrible oath crunched through his teeth, as he
sprang to his feet ‘‘ You said she isn't here,
where is she ?” he said hoarsely. ¢ They took
her to Dr. Menskykoff’s, but sir- » gut he
was gone without heeding her last words. At the
door of Dr. Menskykoff’s he met his old friend,
who pressed his hand sympathizingly as he said

Kossowitz, haven’t you heard |

I know what you want, my poor boy, but it is
utterly impossible to admit you; if you return
in the evening after she has had some rest, I
shall let you in.”” Julian turned and strode away
without a word into the woods, where he could
wrestle with his grief alone. When he was far
away from the village, he threw himself down on
the ground, and hiding his face in his hands
sobbed aloud. ¢ Oh, my sweep Natalie, my dear
sensitive girl, how could they do it,” he groaned
tearing at the grass in his agony. For a long
time he lay there, then he rose and back-
ward and forward among the trees. . ‘ When my
poor girl is better, we will be married quietly,
and leave this accursed place,” he muttered bit-
terly, *we will take Uncle Stanislaus and go far
away to England or to America. The people
there are kind and good, and will help us. And
I will never in our new home, recall to her me-
mory by word, look, or deed, the tcrrible humi-
liation through which my dear wife has passed.
I will strive with all my power to make her as

happy as it is possible to be on this earth.”]

Aware that the sun was beginning to sink in the
West, he at length returned to the village. The
door of Dr. Menskykoff's house stood open and
a5 he entered the hall he saw the doctor’s wife
coming towards him. The good old lady's eyes
were red with weeping, and she pressed his hand
kindly she said ‘I think she must be asleep,
Julian, she asked me not to disturb her, but she
wished you to go up whenever you came in.”
Julian ascended the stairs, and opened the door
softly. A peculiar odour in the room caused him
to start forward, with a terrible fear at his heart.

Natalie was half sitting upon a couch with her
arms stretched out upon the table and her face
lying upon them. Herglorious hair was unbound,
and fell round her ﬁiure in hapless confusion,
and across it like a halo of glory, crept a tiny
sunbeam, as if, though all the rest had gone, it
could not bear fo leave the still form to darkness.
Clenched in the left hand was a small empty phial
which told its own sorrowful tale. Silently and
tenderly he raised the dear head and laid it back
upon his shoulder. Could it be possible ? Was
this calm, dead face the same that only yesterday
had been so full of life and health? Were those
set, white lips the same that had pressed his own
so tenderly ! Dead—alas!in the first flush of her
happiness and beauty, lying in his arms, dead by
her own hand, when she should have been nestling
there his own wedded wife. Silently and tenderly,
his hot tears raining down ugon the beautiful, set
face, he kissed the cold lips that never again would
thrill with life and love. On the table, where
her face had been lying, wasa sheet of paper, with
a few lines of writing, which she — his wife, had
traced with her hand.

‘¢ Forgive me, my beloved, for causing you such
sorrow as | have done, by taking my destiny into
my own hands, and bringing it tosuch an end as
this. I haveprayed God, oh, so earnestly to for-
give me, and I think He will, for my shame was

ter than I could bear. Give my dear love to
ncle Stanislaus, my more than father, and tell
him not to grieve much for I am only gone before.
I have much to thank him for ; I was very happy
with him. I remember to the end what I said Ymt
night, when we kissed each other for the last time.
‘I love you, Julian, with all my heart and soul,
and will love you through all eternity.” My eyes
are blinded with tears—I cannot see—ah ! it is
hard to die, but it is better so, Farethee well my
darling, till we meet above. God bless you. Jesus
have mercy uponme. Amen.”

His face was furrowed with care, and his hair
was turning gray, but for all that in the distant
land to which he had gone, they knew the kind
foreign physician was young: and no one, even
the most curiousever asked him about the past,
for they knewinstinctively that he had some great
sorrow hidden in his heart.

After a while there came to the city where he
lived a terrible pestilence. and this foreign doctor,
beloved above all others, by almost superhuman
efforts, succeeded in turning the tide of misfortune
and saving a great many of the lives of the people.
And after it was all over, worn out by work and
anxiety, he sickened and drooped and died. In
his ' pocketbook was found the photograph of a
young and beautiful lady, on the back of which
was written in a pretty, girlish hand, ¢ Ever your
loving Natalie,” and round the card was twined a
long tress of beautiful, dark brown hair. And so
in death, they laid Natalie’s picture and hair upon
the breast of {lim she had loved so well, where in
life her head had so often happily rested.

—_— -

ON THE NILE.

A writer in the London Gvuphic gives the fol-
lowing interesting sketch of life and scemery on
the Nile.

1 am floating down the Nile in that steady old
dahabeyah, so well-known to English tourists,
the Nourredeen. From the cabin, where I sit
like the Veiled Prophet (particularly as to the
veil) abusing Egypt's flies, which ever since the
time of Moses have, I presume, worried stout
happy-go-lucky people like myself, I hear the
soot%ini:)ubb in%1 gurgle of the cocos-nut nar-
gileh, through which Abool Hoosayn, my one-
eyed dragomen, inhales the beatified essence of
his dirty old hubble-bubble. 1 am writing this
letter aided by a tumbler of sweetened lime-juice
which I have just squeezed from that little net
full of green delicious fruit that hangs on a nail
by the cabin door, matchinga yellow leather bag
full of dried apricots for mish-mish. We are
three days out from Cairo, and little, to tell the
sober truth, have we yet seen but the broad level
of the turbid yellow river which has washed the
Nubian hippopotami and the lithe crocodiles of

the Upper Cataracts, and has bathed the dusky
hunters of elephants, and kissed adoringly the
temple thresholds of Phile. It flows on as Iand
my companion—s young Indian officer whom I
met at Shepherd’s Hotel—roar with inextinguiah-
able laughter as we read Herodotus and hear the
good credulous old greybeard boldly affirm that
the waters of the River Nile are a bright blue,
when with a turn of the eye we are ready to sign
any affidavit that they are a deep pea-soup yel-
low wherever they come lake, mountain,
or marsh. We have for three days sipped tea,
drank lentil soup, discussed claret, gnawed tough
mutton and goat's flesh, and smoked cigars, and
all we have seen has been thousand of n

millet fields, myriads of patches of sharp-bladed |

young corn, creaking water-mills, strung with
earshern jars, and clumps of feathery palm trees,
sw with big white birds, which Abool de-
c are Ibises, though we don’t believe him.
Now and then a quaint fishing-boat has passed
us, full of half-naked men, and once at sunset
we saw a fellaw swimming home from work across
the river, with his clothes tied in a bundle upon
his head ; clumsy, buffalo-like cattle stare at us
now with large brown eyes from the river bank,
and here and there, on the glistening mud of the
dre:;{ shore, skips a zik-a-zak (a kind of hoopoe)
a bird that Abool tells us warns sleeping croco-
diles of danger.

If our venturous vo; has a fault, it is that
it is slow, and my friend mutters that adjective
between the incense puff of his tenth cheeroot,
The fact is we have no exercise but on our ten
foot of quarter-deck, and we tire of the mute
crew and the ceaseless monotony of the majestic
river. O ! foral e of brown Surrey heath,
or a mile of Highland moor. O! even for a tug
at the wet top-rope with our eight stalwart Nu-
bians. Yet to-day we are in spirits, for to-night
we shall sight Gibbel Tayr—the Monks® Fortress
—the ﬁrst%vit of real scenery on this wonderful
intolerable river.

But am I not ungrateful ¥ Had we not on our
first day out that glorious revelation of the Pyra-
mids half a mile or so off on our larboard bow—
the great Egyptian moon on the forehead of the
ghost of Iais rising above phantom mountain
E&ks, and heaven's ;ialaces To-night we are to

ve once more the old Egyptian grandeur reali-
sed ; and as our eight men, droning an_invoca-
tion to some Moslem saint, are out on the bank
tugﬂng in Indian file at the tow-rope, how shall
we beguile the time? When we consult Abool,
who is sitting sleepy and cross-legged on his big
red canteen chest at our cabin-door, his only reply
is—

‘¢ What for no shoot pelican ?”

“ What for no, you old impostor !” shouts
my companion; ¢ why, because there are no
pelicans to shoot.”

Slowly the wily Abool uncoils one leg from the
other, and looking carefully along the muddy
shore, towards the mud huts of Golosany, he
points with a sly smile of lazy triumph at a
small object near a rotten tree trunk. We follow
his coffee-coloured eyes. -

“ Bring us the gun, old man,” exclaims my
comrade, suddenly shaking off his tropical lan-
guor, ““ By the living Harry, here's a young cro-
codile asleep.” :

Yes, it was a stripling crocodile, about three
feet long, a dirty brown flattened creature with
a long snout. ga.uggoes the old rusty double-
barrel we hired at Cairo. Bsg:% goes the second
barrel to rectify the first, a whiff of sand in a lon,
furrow, a scuttle, a waddle, a flounder, and o
rools our young friend into the river, miihtily
discomposed but not seriously hurt, though the
young officer declares he’ll never last the night
through.

It is near sunset mow; a pleasant odour of
vermicelli soup arises from Abool’s kitchen,
mingled with the fizzling of juicy cutlets from
from that kid we bought last night—sweet, har-
monious sounds, provhetic of a speedy repast.
Suddenly on the crest of the grey line of calcined
cliff that we have been three hours coasting there
rise against the crimson sunset dark walls and
terraces. Yes, it is the Copt convent at last—
the shrine of Miriam el A or “Our Lady
Mary the Virgin.” Those rows of little notches,
no bigger than the holes of a flute, are steps cut
te the rock, and they lead from the monastary
down ro the river.

With becoming dignity Abool rushes from his
soup, screeches ‘‘El Adra! El Adra!” and
blaoces on both barrels of his gun—the customary
salute to the monks of our Blessed Lady. Bang!
Bang ! goes the ricketty old fowling-piece;
b-a-a-a-a-ng! b-s-a-a-ng! roar in bass echoes
the huge dust-coloured cliffs in giant welcome.
Our men, long since done with rowing, rest on
their big oars, half in contempt, half in expecta-
tion. In a moment, like Jacks-in-the-Box, two
or three black gxppets appear on the cliffstop—
evidently monks.

““If river not rough, much wind,” explains
Abool, “Dirty beast monks swim off on proof
%oat-skins, and cry, ‘I Christian Howajhe—

aksheesh. Baksheesh in the name of Cims’ t,
O, Howajhe.” Beast monks ! Pah ! Come, soup
spoil, gentlemen.”

As we turn our faces to the west, where the
crew are kneeling, looking towards Mecca, their
foreheads touching the deck, a great glory widens
in the sky. The ma{ci&n Night has turned the
long line of cliffs to umin%ml;ose and carmine ;
the day is passing to his funeral pyre. In a
moment more it is twilight, the broad cliffs put
on their grey shrouds, the sky turns a cold
green, the palm trees grow black, end the first
star sparkles above the convent.

« k God !” cries my comrade, as Abool
scuttles up with a tureen ; ‘‘ there another day

gone, and here’s the soup.” .

TWILIGHT.

Oh! in the shadowed Lonely
A night bird calls,
Once, from the stillness, only;
And in the restless Nameless
The mountain walls
Are stronger ones grown blameless.

Oh! watch each tree’s outlining,
And see it's soul
In a clear fashion shining,
‘While all the spaces folded
In cloud control,
To azure gates are moulded !

Oh! hear the palm trees quiver,
‘With yearnings low,

Beside the living river;

And hear the crystal motions,
Eternal slow,

Of God’s unmeasured oceans!

Here is a sense of nearness,
In the wide sky ;

For all unworded dearness,

And all remembered speeches,
Lie, as shells lie,

On the sweet sea’s bright reaches.

——————l———————

SAYINGS AND DOINGS.

‘We have heard of exhibitions of barmaids, of babies,
&ec., but the oddest affair of the kind that has yet been
witaessed is the nose show that has just taken place at
Ottakring in Austria, where, on a platform in a large
Publie hall, eighty persons eompeteg for the prize offered
for the most extraordinary nasal prominence in form,
size, and color. The jury, after a review of the noses
submitted to their examination, decided that only three
out of the whole could be admitted to compete for the
e'ri:e. which was finally adjudged to a competitor from

ienna, possessor of what is stated to be ‘ a gigantic nose
of a deep violet-blue.” We are not informed of the na-
tare of the prize awarded, whether a smelling-bottle,
pocket-handkerchief, snuff-box, or spectacles.

A correspondent says: ‘A few days ago a young
and poorly-clad girl entered a barber’s shop in Vienna,
and told the proprietor that he ‘must buy her head.’
The friseur examined her long, glossy, chestnut locks,
and began to bargain, He could give eight gulden,
and no more. Hair was plentiful this year, the price
had fallen, there was less demand, and other phrases of
the kind. The little maiden’s eyes filled with tears, and
she hesitated a moment while threading her fingers
through her chestnut locks. She finally threw herself
into a chair. ‘In God’s name,’ she gasped, ‘take it
quickly.” The barber, satisfied with his bargain, was
about to clinch it with his shears when a gentleman who
sat half shaved, looking on, told him to stop. ‘My
child,’ he said, ' why do you want to sell your beautifal
hair}’ ‘My mother has been nearly five monthsill; I
can’t work enmough to support us, everything has been
sold or pawned, and there is not & penny in the house’
(und kesn kreutzer im haus). ‘No, no, {will buy your
hair, and will give you a hundred gulden for it’ He
gave the poor girl the note, the sight of which had dried
her tears, and took up the barber's shears. Taking the
locks in his hand he took the longest hair, cut 1t off
alone, and put it carefully in his pocketbook, thus pay-
ing one gundred florins for a single hair. He took the
poor girl's address, in case he should want to buy
another at the same rate. This charitable man is only
designated as the chief of a great industrial enterprise
within the city.”

There are four cantons in Switzerland—Neufchatel,
Berne, Vaud, and Geneva~in which the manufacture of
watches forms the chief industry. According to the re-
turns issued in 1870, the number of persons employed in
this manufacture amounts together to 37,060, who are
thus distributed: In Neufchatel, 16,464, of whom 5,383
are women ; in Berne, 14,045, of whom 4,713 are women ;
in Vaud, 3,752, of whom 1,313 are women; and in
Geneva, 3,618, including 1,288 women. As to the number
and value of the watches manufactured, Geneva turns
out 500,000 per annum, almost all of them being of an
ordinary character. This, at an average price of forty
francs each, represents an annual return to the canton of
twenty millions of francs. In Berne the number is esti-
mated at 150,000, but as many of these are of gold. of a
higher order of workmanship, and highly ornamented,
their aggregate value may be taken to represent about
twenty millions. Vaud also yields about the same num-
ber, but the greater portion are exported without cases,
and yield, at thirty-five francs apiece, about five and a
quarter millions. About 35 per cent. of the whole value
of the Swiss watch manufacture forms the share of the
remaining canton — Neufchatel. The four principal
watchmaking countries turn out the following numbers,
and representing the following aggregate values, respec-
tively —Switzerland, 1,600,000, of the estimated value of
eighty-eight millions of francs; France, 300,000, worth
sixteen and a half millions; England, 200,000, worth
sixteen millions; and the United States. 100,000, of the
value of seven and g half millions. Thus the average

rice of an English watch is eighty francs, of a United

tates, seventy-five francs, while that of the Swiss and
French watches is severally fifty-five francs.

A writer in the Jewish Messenger, speaking of Leeu-
warden, a town in Holland, says: *The women of
Leeuwarden deserve a paragraph to themselves. Thereis
a primitive air about them which is refreshing after the
starched up and made-up-to-order beauties that are else-
where visible. They have a sturdy. grand look. They
are generally tall, with high forehead, aquiline nose,
lips closely set, and well-developed chin. The skin is
white, the cheeks delicately tinted (with colours from
nature’s atelier), and the eyes are large and piercing.
The young girls have lost much of the Frisian bearing,
for their heads are crazed, doubtless, by the furbelows
and fixings of the foreign dressmaker and mllliner. As
among the Quakers, the younger generation are losing
their reverence for the distinctive dress which should be
every fair Frisian's pride to wear. The matrons, how-
ever, adhere to the fushions of their ancestors. They
have almost & masculine face, but the sternness is re-
lieved by the beauty of the c:(u and the fair skin. In
Southern Holland & distinctive costume is worn by
many, but it is not so quaint as in Northern Holland, in
which Friesland is situated. Take a woman's head-
dress, for instance. A broad band of gold, of horse-shoe
shape, spans the forehead, aiding'to keep the hair back.
The sides of the band are adorned with large oval gold
rosettes. Above the band is reared a lace cap, or veil,
often of the best lace, with edges or complete wings
drooping to the neck. The ears glitter with rings of
gold and gems. These ornaments, which are either of
gold or silver even dmong the poorer classes, are re, arded
with t reverence, and treasured as sacred heirlooms,

m mother to daughter for many generations. The
g:::dl ve a soldierly aspect to the women, who are
generally full-faced, not sunken-cheeked, and walk with
a firm tread. Their stout, large shoes are in pleasing
contrast to the baby shoes which are considered the style
among our belles of the languid and languishing type.”

The Washington Capital says: ‘ One of the most
graphic, and probably one of the most accurate, des-
criptions of the personal manners of Prince Bismarck is




' home all right, but I don’t want to, and you wouldnt if

- comes inquiring

- one of the best books in the world.”

 other M
. Bgt# wasn’t Miss Susan, .it was old Mr. Smith, in his

" haired idlot

" enough fo provoke a.saint. I was awfully afraid he was
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the following by a gentleman who has recently taken
tock of the man: ‘ The portrait has a peculiar interestat
the present moment,’ says the writer. *‘The mightiest
statesman in the world is a tall, bald man with some
white hair. He wears a military uniform to please old
‘William, but he best likes looser drapery. The man is
very upright, very strong, very affable, and so wonder-
fully elastic in his movements that he might be taken for
an India-rubber man. He looks in robust health till
examined closely, and then an observer begins to notice
painful spasms and contractious of the face which re-
veal over-exhausted nerves. In a manner he is a rollick-
ing, overbearing man. Wife, children, and friends stand
in awe of him. He will not even listen to remonstrance,
still less to contradiction. He strides over his enemies
and acquaintances, nodding to the latter as he puts his
foot on the former. The man is of giant appetite for
work and food. He eats old sausages and black bread,
served without a table-cloth, for breakfast. His dinner
is of mighty meals in plenty, washed down or floated in
large goblets of strong Burgundy. He smokes, and
works, and talks perpetually. His home is like a vol-
cano in constant eruption. {lis secretaries cannot stand
his work long; they.are obliged to give in from sheer

exhaustion. ~ Prince: Bismarck is very funny when
pleased, very formidable, very rash, very imprudent at
all times. He is not a far-sighted man, or he would not

have rushed into & war so abruptly. He is rather an as-
tonished man, who has become mighty in spite of errors,
often because of errors, and who believes that every- ;
thing may be done by courage and opportunity. He s,
50 to say, a man who has stunned himself by his own ;
noise, and who keeps on bawling because it seems to '
bewilder people and make everybody shut their ears and
give in to him.”

<<

ODDITIES.

A Danbury little darkey refused to go to church *‘ kase
he didn’t want to look there like a huckleberry in a pail
of milk.” .

Mississippi is ‘singularly blessed in some respects. A
traveller there.says some of the land in that State is so
poor that a disturbance could not be raised on it.

The most artless fashion editor yet heard from is the
Western young person who closed her remarks one day
by saying that she didn’t know any more then, but was
g!:ring to church the next day and would learn some-
thing.

The Danbury News traces the secret of Chicugo's com-
placency over her desertion by the fire insurance com-
panies to the fact that any one of her girls conld stamp
out the next great conflagration that comes along.

A Detroit man about two-thirds druynk, and his back
covered with mud, stopped a policeman on the street and
asked to be locked up. ! Why, you are able to walk
home, aren’t you?” askedthe officer. ‘‘ Yes, I could get

you had my wife!  Take me down, ole feller, and if she
‘round just say I've gone to T'ledo on

'portant business. - :
Sunday night, says the Detroit Free Press, a police-
man on Baker street, passing a certain house about ten
o’clock, saw-a man drop %rom‘ a window and heard
smothered cries inside. He seized the man for a burglar,
but soon found that he had thé owner of the house in his
clutches. ‘‘ Well,” said the officer, ‘* it looked suspicious
to see youdrop outof a window that way.” ‘‘Well,”
replied the man, heaving a high, * when the old woman
gets her dander ap I ain’t patticular about what road I

get out of the house. : -

When TLord Chesterfield was one day a Newcastl
House, tlhie, duke happening to be very particularly en-
gaged, the ‘earl- was requested to sit down in an ante-
room, and ‘“Garnet upon Job,” a book dedicated to the
duke, happeued to lie in the window. When his
entered, and found the earl 80 busily engaged in reading,
he asked him how he liked the commentary, *‘In a.nK
other place,” replied Chesterfield, *“ I should not thin|
much of it but there is so much propriety in putting a
volume upon :patience in the room where every visitor is
to wait for your grace, that here it must be considered as

- Our ymi-x?\ﬁ'iend Parker went round the other evening
gmy: s Ti porary) to visit the two

mithe. : After conversing with them for a while, Miss
Busan exeused herself for a few moments and went up-
stairs, Presently Parker thought he heard her coming,
and, slipping behind the door, he suggested that the
oth Smith should tell Miss Susan he had gone.

;; As he entered he looked round, and said to his
daughter, ‘‘ Ah, ha! Bo Parker’s gone, has he! Good
riddawce! I don’t want any such lantern-jawed, red-
foolin’ round here. He hasn’t got the sense
of g turiiip, or money enough to buy a clean shirt. - He
‘ﬁ:‘ none of my daughters. I'll shake the everlasting

out of him if I catch him here again, mind me ! " Just
as hz;:onp!uﬂed Sasan came down, and, not_perceiving
Pagker, said, * Thank goodness, he’s gone. That man is
going 4o stay and spend the evening. Mary Jane, 1 ho,
gg:l‘sﬂn’tvnsk him to come-again.” Then Parker didlf::
nowﬂwhqther to stay there or bolt, while Mary Jane
looked as if she would like to drop into the cellar. But
Parker finally walked.out and rushed to the entrance,
seized his hat, shot down the steps, and went home, med-
itating on the empti of h happi , and the
inty of the Smiths. -

<

. THE HOUSEKEEPER.
A New Breakfast Dish.—Devilled sardines make an

excellent and tasty breakfust dish—simply devilled and
broiled in their own oil, and served on toast.

To Boil Rice, Carolina Fashion.—To one pint of rice
put one quart of water. Cover closely and boil rapidly.
‘When done, each grain will be distinct. well swelles, and
very white. Twenty minutes are sufficient for the whole
process. Rice should always be picked over carefully,
false grains removed, and cooked in a stew-pan clean to
a nicety.

Apples aud Tapioca.—Peel four or six good-sized
apples, take out the core, and fill up the cavity with sugar
and powdered cinnamon, putting a small bit of butter on
the top of each. Place them in a baking-dish, and strew
round them about a cupful of tapioca, raw, mixed with
some sugar and some grated lemon-rind; fill the dish with
water, and put in a geutle oven until both apples and
tapioca are done.

Cheese Frittérs.—Slice in half a dozen large tart apples
and prepare half as many thin slices of nice cheese. Beat
up one or two eggs, according to the quantity required,
and season high with salt, mustard and a liftle pepper.
Lay the slices of cheese to soak for a few moments in the
mixture, then put each slice between two slices of apples,
sandwich style, and dip the whole into the beaten egg,
then fry in hot butter like oysters, and serve very hot.
These fritters are an addition’to any breakfast table.

Cheese Pudding.—Take a quarter of a pound of excel-
lent cheese; rich, but not strong or old. Cut it in small
bits, and then beat it (a little at a time) in a marble
mortar. Add a quarter of & pound of fresh butter. Cut
it up, and pound it in the mortar with the cheese, till
perfectly smooth and well mixed. Beat five e g8 till
very thick and smooth. Mix themn, gradually, with the
cheese and butter. Put the mixture into a deep dish
with a rim. Have ready some puff-paste, and lay a
broad border of it all round the edge, ornamenting it
hand. ly. Set it i diately into a moderate oven,
and bake it till the paste is browned, and has risep very
high all round the edge of the dish. Sift with sugar over
it before it goes to table.

Florendines.— These are made of any sort of fruit
stewed in its own juice or in sweetmeat-syrup, but when
practicable, without any water. A pint of this fruit is
mixed with half a pint of fresh butter, and half a pint of
powdered sugar stirred together to a light cream, and
then mixed with three well-beaten eggs, and the fruit
stirred in alternately with the beaten butter and sugar.
Have ready-baked shells of puff-paste, ready to be filled
with the mixture.

Beefsteak Pie—Make some forcemeat with 20z. of fat
bacon, 20z. of bread crumbs, a little chopped parsley,
thyme, a small onion, and some mushrooms ; add season-
ing of salt, pepper, and nutmeg, pound in a mortar,
moistenini with the yolks of two eggs. Take a tw?tr
rump steak (or the undercut of a sirloin of beef), cut it
in thin slices, season with salt, pepper, and a little shalot.
Roll each slice like a sausage with some forcement inside.
Border a pie dish, put in the beef and forcemeat, fill it up
with good gravy, flavoured with Harvey sauce, Cover
with puff paste ; bake in a moderate oven. Make & hole
in the top, and add some reduced gravy. It can be
served hot or cold.

-

Cinnamon Cake.~—Cut up half a pound of fresh butter,
and warm it till soft in half a pint of rich milk. Sift a
pound of fine flour into a broad pan; make a hole in the
centre, and pour into it the milk and butter, having
stirred them well together. Then, gradually, add a large
quarter of 8 pound of powdered sugar, and a heaped tea-
spoonful of powdered cinnamon. Beat three eggs very
smooth and thick, and stir them in, also a wine-glass and
8 half of brewer’s yeast, or two glasses of fresh. baker's
yeast. Then mix (having sprinkled some over thé ‘top)
all the dour into the hole in the centre, so 18 to make a
soft dough. When all is well mixed, cover it, and set it
to rise in & round straight-sided tin pan., Place it near
the fire, and when qnite light and cracked all over the
surface, flour your pasteboard well, place the loaf upon it
and having prepared in a pint bowl a stiff mixture of
ground cinnamon, fresh butter, and brown sugar, beaten
together so as to stand alone, make numerous deep cuts
or incisions all over the surface on the sides and top of

| the cake; fill them with the cinnamon mixture, and
seasoning from coming |

pinch together s0 8s to keep the
out. @lazeitall over with beaten white of egg a little
sweelened. Then return the loaf to the pan. and bake
it in 4 moderate oven till thoroughly done. When cool,
cut it down in slices like a pound cake.

An Indian Curry.—We venture to say that no one who
has ever tasted this recipe will care to try another curry.
First, a good plateful of onions (about two or three good-

i 0nions), well browned in a stewpan in a good lump
of batter, next about two teaspoonfuls of Madras curry
powder, stir well, add the meat, which must be raw, best
mutton or beef, cut up into fairly small pieces, stir well
again, then throw in two cloves of garlic, chopped small,
salt to taste, and about half a coffee cup of euld water,
and let the whole boil up. After this, let the curry
simmer, adding cold fresh milk whenever it becomes too
dry, and, just before serving, a goodly squeeze of lemon.

The curry ought-to be commenced three hours before
diuner,

—————

THE GOSSIP.

HoME ATTRACTION.—Some one writes, both
gracefully and forcibly, ““ I would be glad to see
more parents understand that when they spend
money judiciously to improve and beautify the
house and grounds about it, they are paying
their children a preminm to stay at home as
much as possible to enjoy it; but when they
spend money unnecessarily on fine clothing and
Jewellery for their children, they are paying them
8 premium to spend their time from I;xome——that
is in those places where they can attract the
most display.”

THE CHAINED Fox.—A fox that had been
caught young was kept chained in a yard, and
became so tame that fowls aud geese approached
it without fear.

‘¢ Pretty thing,” said the mistress. ‘It does
no harm. It is cruel to keep it chained.”

So she unbuckled its collar and let it run
about. Scarcely, however, had she turned her
back than she heard a great clucking from her
poultry. Looking around, she saw the fox
scamgering off with her plump pet thrown
over his shoulder,

‘‘ You treacherous, ungrateful little villain,”
cneg the woman, ‘“and I thought you were so
goo .” .

“So I was, mistress,” said the fox,
as I was chained.”

There are many

‘“so long

little foxes that need chaining.
There is the put-off-studying-your-lesson-till-the
last-minute fox that runs off with your good
marks at school ; Master Reynard * speak-
without-thinking,” which is always getting its
owner into trouble ; and Sly-boots *‘nobody-
will-see-you-do-it.” Chain them up : Chain them
uf) with strong yet tender chords of loving disci-
pline. That’s the only way to manage them.

SPINSTERS. —It was, inearly times, in England, a
custom passing almost into a domestic and social
law-that no young woman should be married until
she had, with her own hands, spun a full set of
linen for her body, her table and her bed. Hence
all unmarried women were called ** spinsters,”’
and in all legal documents they were, and have
been since, so denominated.

What would we do with that appellation as
applied to marriageable young ladies of the pre-
sent day ! To be sure, the need of spinning by
hand is passed ; but how many of our damsels
who think themselves ready for matrimony can
even make a good, sweet, healthful loaf of bread ?
There are a few, thanks to a motherhood not
qu.it.e extinct ; but far, far more can spin, if the
spinning be confined to street yarns and idle
gossip.

Look ye, fathers, do as a father of my acquaint-
ance did, who had a family of growing danghters,
which daughters were sure, in time, to want gold
watches. .

¢ My child,” he said to each in turn, * when

ou will present to me a loaf of raised wheaten
read, made by yourself, which you would not
be ashamed to set before any company as your
own handiwork, 1 will give you a gold watch.”

Two of those girls, to my knowledge, have a
received their watches, and I believe they will
make good wives.

The gossip is great in asserting his own inno-
cence of intention. He repudiates altogether the
classification which would include him in the
category of the slanderers—those conversational
assassing against whom we make special supplic-
ation ; and. when he is brought to book on the
charge of spreading abroad false reports and
beaving his part in shying stones at his neigh-
bours” hov-es, answers demurely : ““I did not
mean to do any harm ; I only told so and so to
Mrs This and That, and she had no business to
repéat it! " This only telling so and so is just the
whole burden of the mischief. Mrs This and
Thet i3 a great & gossip as himself—as much of
a sieve ; and when two sieves are put togethor to
Ecld water, how mvoh will be left for a thirsty
soul to drink by the end of a summer’s day?
And again, Mrs This and That’s promise of se-
cresy 13 no valid plea for condonation. The
things we cannot keep for ourselves we have no
right to expect others will keep for us, and we
only play monkey tricks with our conscience
when we pretend to believe that everyone else is
more trutsworthy than ocurselves. Grim expe-
rience tells us that gossip is never kept, how
sacred soever the promise, and that no methods
have been a8 yet invented which can padlock the
wazying tonjue and check that flnid speech
which is worse than the letting out of many
waters.  We know that we have simply ensured
translation and passing it on with additions,
when we gossip to our friends under promise of
silence, and that we have been sowing seeds of
evil whereof no man can foretell the ultimate
deadly growth.

CHILDREN S FASHIONS.

The female fashion-books, saysa writer in the
children of the present day, are amusing by rea-
son of their extravagances—the odditiesto which
?urveyors of costume have recourse to please the

ashionable world. It is too late to assume the
part of censor with regard to those costly enor-
mnities when theyrelate to women, but it is not too
late to refer to them with indignation when they
are attached to children. Once it was only adult
women who were bedizened by fashion makers,
but pictures now are common of children over-
laden with ridiculous trickeries to which names
that are both ludicrons and incomprehensibleare
given, and which it is a profanation of a reason-
able woman’s mouth to pronounce. The poor
child, bearing a load of finery into a ball-room,
thinks herself as good a woman as the rest, and
endeavours to play a part like ome; but the
spectacle is saddening.  ‘‘It does not. much
matter,” says the Scotch critie, ¢“if a youngmn
selects a little girl of eight for partner; even in
these precocious days she is too young tobe much
harmed by his pretty speeehes (I am not so sure
of that) ; indeed she progaly hardly understands
them, but it is & very different matter with her
sister of fifteen, She fully comprehends the com-
pliments, though she does not understand that
they are as often as not made in jest to ¢ please
the child.” She enjoys them thoroughly, imagines
herself grown‘u;l), often fancies herself in love,
and at any rate looks with distaste on the school-
room life to which she must return. Instead of
enjoying her studies and seizing eagerly every
opportunity of improving her mind, she is fretful
and discontented, longing for emancipation and
the permission to plunge into the whirl of dissi-
}mtion which appears so delightful.”  Amatory
ancies ensue. The music-master or the dancing-
master is in imagination an immaculate being,
endowed with seraphic qualities ; and it fortun-
ately happens that music-masters and dancing-
masters are generally honourable men—otherwise
mischief would occur. Before Miss is out of her
teens, she may be an old woman in experience
and in misery.

How MucE WE TALK.—It is well that all we
say is not written down, not only because some
of it might be rather against us, but because
there would not be room for it. A curious French-
man has lately been making a calculation, which
is that a man talks on an average three hours a
day. at the rate of about twenty-nine octavo
pages an hour, This would make eighty-seven
pages a day, about six hundred a week, which
would amount to fifty-two good sized volumes
every year. And then, multiplying this by the
number of years in a man’s litg, what alibrary he
would have if it should all be printed ! Aud, too
how very little of the whole would be worth pre-
serving, and how much he would be so glad 1f it
had been left unsaid !

NOVELISTS GIRLS.

If the fabulous prince who had never seen a
female were a person, and if he could be
obliged to expound to the world his idea—to be
entirely derived from modern novels—of what a
girl is, the result would be funny to contemplate.
The bewilderment of Mrs. Todgers when called
upon by Mr. Peckniff to define her notion of a
wooden leg would feebly represent the state of a
candidate for examination on the question,—
““ What sort of creature is a modern girl?”  Cer-
tain of our novelists—they are those whose works
are more or less tainted and suspect—avoid girls,
except when their casual introduction is a neces-
sity of the story, as a foil for the seductive young
married women who do all the real business of
the plots; or they take them simply and above
board from the French ingénue school, in which
everything remotely resembling reality is re-
jected, and the substituted id:ﬁ is intolerably
foolish and insipid. Novelists with a purgose
give us the puppets of their predilection, which

dance to the pulling of their strings as doll-
hoydens, doll-sportswomen, doll-incomprises,
doll-models of many varieties, from the vulgar
and ungrammatical animals of Miss Braddon’s
and her imitators’ books, to the muscular, breezy,
unconventional, ungloved, long-walk-loving,
white-lie-hating young woman, unpopular wit
her own sex, and with a tendency to Joshua
Davidsonism, who is undergoing evolution by
Mrs. Linton’s strong, but grinding and gritty
rocess, in her story called ¢ Patricia Kemball.”
§1iss Broughtnn's irls would be hardly more
intolerable in real %i.‘fe than Miss Yonge's, and
the damsels who do nothing but keep journals
~—unmistakably written by Mr. Wilkie Collins—
than those who, acccrding to Mortimer, his
namesake, do little else than eat. Miss Thack-
eray can make girls real and charming, but she
does not always do =o; the ‘¢ Old-Kensington
Girls ” are wreaths of mist. Mrs. Edwardes’s
girls are occasionally on the side of *‘ loudness,”
but they are, on the whole, capital. Just three
of the male novelists who are drawing girl
pictures for us at present, are doing so well,
effectively, to the life. These three are Mr.
William Black, Mr. Justin MacCarthy, and Mr.
James Payn. '

CLARA. MORRIS ON LADY MAC.
BETH.

Miss Clara Morris has heen interviewed by a
Grophic reporter to whom she expressed herself
as follows as to the character of Lady Macbeth :—

‘I maintain that Lady Macbeth was slight,
slender, and of a blonde type. I know this is
not the accepted theory, but it seems to me very

lausible. Ydo not believe that she coerced her

usband otherwise than with that subtle and
almost intangible persuasion which is essentially
womanly, and which is indicated in some chance
expression orlook ratherthananimating every tone
and word of converse. Take, for instance, nine
out of every ten flirts we see about us. No one
imagines that it is because of the man himself
that they exercise their arts. No ; it is to hear
some one say, ‘she is irresistible—no man can
help succumbing to her attractions.’ Lady Muc-
beth found that she could completely rule in this

rsuasive, womanly way her great soldier of a

usband, and it made her drunk ! She thirsted
for more extended power. Her husband first
catches sight of what she would have him do in
that simple question apropos of Duncan, *And
when goes hence ?’—in which by a look, but
with no mouthing to point the significance of
her speech, she points the bent of her ambition.
She longs to see him. seated on the throne, and
to be seated by his side. The conventional Lady
Macbeth swoops down upon her lord, and leads
him off as though she were the bigger man of the
two. And no Lady Macbeth that 1 have yet
seen has rendered justice to the sleep-walking
scene. You know that a somnambulist has ab-
solutely no fear, but Lady Macbeth is always re-
presented as gx-oﬂmg1 her way with difficulty
about the stage. This is a very little thing,
but I always look out for the small matters, and
the large ones come of themselves. Thus hur-
riedly I have given you some idea of my concep-
tion of Lady Macbeth. 1t has been my pet cha-
racter since I was a child, and I hope to do some-
thing with it. At least I can try.”

AN ESSAY ON NOSES.

The degree to which this member governs the
expression of the human face, and is an exponent
of character, is scarcely credible.

The aquiline, when animated by blue blood,
quivers in colour with dilated nostrils, like the
war-horse. The long, slim nose is generally fol-
lowed by its owner into a systematic and precise
groove in the world, and seldom turns from a
settled purpose. .

Mrs. Grundy's nose may be said to have an in-
dependent respiratory apparatus, and possibly is
not unlike an interrogation point ?

What shall we say of the pug, the pitiable tar-
get for youth’s remorseless arrows, and perhaps
at that callow season not exempt from memB:a-
nous agitation ; from inhaling of pepper or other
pung:gt1 cures of an odious habit, applied to the
apron-sleeve by well-meaning mothers #

A broad, flat protuberance is sometimes set
above a wide, mirthful mouth and solid, square

aws,

) A piquantly retroussé nose may be charming
in coquettish young ladies ; but it unhappily
ofttimes degenerates with their mother's years
and obesity into an elevation of the olfactory or-
gan, as if constantly offended.

A crooked nose does not by any means augur
an angular disposition, nor shrewdish propen-
sities.

Another style, seldom possessed by men, is
comely enough at the beginning and symmetri-
cal of bridge, but in the culmination is a little,
round, vicious ball, which on provocation is ex-
ceedingly rubicund and irescible. It is a sort of
barometer for internal indignation, and a focus
from which sparks of fury scintillate. It would
be novel to find persons whose upper lips project,
and become nervous and unmanageable when
giving utterance to falsehoods, have noses much
the same fashion.

It may not be intimated that an insignificant
nose is not suggestive of unusual ability and at-
tainments ; neither is it always to be taken for

ranted that prominent ones show marked intel-
igence ; yet we are wont to give the latter the
benefit of the doubt,




Sp———r

:5*’,1316

© CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Novewom 14, 1874

THE LAW AND THE LADY A NOVEL.
WILI\IE COLLINS '

AUTHOR OF “‘ THE WOMAN I~ wnm; "« TRE naox*m)w," “THE NEW MAGDALEN,”

ll‘\‘TlBRD acoonting to Act of Parlianment of Canads, in
ear 1574, by WILKIE COLLINS, in the Ofice of
intster of gricalture.}

DU, SR

Part 1.—Paradise Lost

CHAPTER VL
MY OWN DISCOVERY,

Fortunately for me, the landlond did not open
the door when I mang. A stapid wmatd-of-all-
work, who never thought of asking me for my
name, let me in., Mrs. Macsllan was at bome,
and BWad no visitors with ber. Giving me this
information, the maid led the way upstalrs,
and showed me into the drawing-room without
a ward of announcement.

My mother-in-law was aittug aione, near s
work-table, knttiing. The moment I appeared
in the dourway, she laid aside her work; and,
rising, signed (o nie with s commandibg gesture
of her hand to let her speak drst.

# 1 Enow what you have come here for,” she
sald. * You bave come here to ask Qquestons
Spare yoarsell, snd spare me. I warn you be-
forehand that I will not answer any questious
relating (o my son.”

It was firmly, but not barshiy, said. | spoke
drmly ino my taro.

« I have not come here, madam, L0 ask ques-
tions about your so08,” 1 answered. “ I have
come—1f you will axcnse me-—to 88K FoOu a ques-
t{on about yourself.”

She started, and looked at me Xkeenly over
her spectacles. I had evidently taken her by

sarprise.

«What is the qnesition ?*' sbe lnquirel.

« 1 now know for the Arst time, madam, that
your name is Macallan,” 1 satd, * Yoursob has
married me ander Lthe naume of Woodville. The
only bhooourable explanation of this clrcum-
stanoe, 50 far as 1 know, is that my husband is
your son by a Brst marrisge, The happiness of
my Mfe 15 at stake, Will you kinliy consider
my position ? Wil you let me ask if you have
besn twice married, and {f the name of yoar
first husband swas Woodville * °

8he considered a lttle before she replied.

“The question is & perfectly natural oue, in
your position.” she said. < But'l think I bad
better not answer it.™

«May I ask why ¢7

« Certainly, If I answered you, I asbould only
lead to other quextions; and I should be obliged
10 decline repiytng to them. { am sorry todisap-
point yoa. I repeat what I sald on the beach—
1 bave ro other feeling than a feeling of sym-
pathy towards you. If you had consolted me

By
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bejore your marriage, [ should willingly have
admitied you to my fullest ocoufidepce, ' It is
pow too late, You are married. I recommend
yoa to make the best of your position, and to
rest satlsfled with things as thay are.”

« Pardop me, madam,” I remnoastrated, » As
things are, l don't knowthat I am married. All
1 know, unless you enlighten me, 18 that your
pon has married me under 8 name that is not
bis own. How can 1 be sure whether [ am, or
em not, his jawful wife? ™

« [ belleve there can be po doubt that you are
lawfully my son's wife,” Mrs. Macailan soawer-
ed, *“ At any rate it is easy to take a legal opi-
oion on the gubject. I1{ the opinlon lathat yoo
are not lawrally married, my sou (whalever his
fauits and fallings may be) i a gentleman. He
is incapable of wilfully deceiving a woman who
loves and trusts him ; hs will do you justice. On
my side, I will do you jJustice too. 1f the legal
opinion is adverse L0 your rigutful claims, I will
promise Lo 8uswer aty questions which you may
choose to pul 0 me, As 1t is, I belleve you o
be lawfully my sun’s wife; and I say agalup,
make tbe best of your poeition. Be satisfied
with your husoand's »ifectiooate devotion to
you, If you value your peace of mind, and the
happiness of your life to coine, abstain from at-
tempiing to know more than you know uow ”’

She sat dowo again with the alr of & woman
wbo had said her last word,

Further retmmoustrance would be wseleas—I
oould see it in bher tace; 1 could bear {tin her
voice, I tarned round to open the drawing-room
door.

«“You am hard on me, madam,” I said at
parting. # I sn at your mercy, and [ ooust sub-
mit.”

Bhe suddenly ionied up, and answered me
with a flasb un her kind aud basdsome old
face.

« As God ir my witnexs, chlid, I pity you from
the bottom of iny hearti”

Afwer that extraordinary outburst of feellng,
sbe Lok Up her work with gne Land, and signed
10 me with the other to jeave her.

1 bowed to her in ullence, anid went out,

I bad entared the honse, far jrom feeling sure

© . of the course 1 ought L take fn the fotare, 1 laft

the bouse, pusitively resoived, comte what might
of {1, to discover the secret which the moiher
and son “were hiding from me.” Ans W the Gues-
tion of the name, I saw it now in ths light in
which [ ought to bhave seen It from the Srst. 1f
Mrs. Macallan had been twica marcried (as | hag |
ranbly chosen to suppose) she would certalnly )
have shown some wigus of recogoition, when
w«he heary me addressed by her first husband’s
nnme,  Where nil eise wns mystery, there wan
po mystery here, 'Whatever his reamons might
be, Kustace had assuredly married me under
an assumed name,

Approaching the door of our lodgings, I saw
my husband walkiog buckwards and forwards
before i, evidenily waitiag for my return. If he
asked me the quenmtion, I deoided to tell him
frankly where I had been, and what had mmd
betwean hisa mother and myself,

He harried to meet me with signs of dismrb-

auce in his face and manner.,
«“I have a favour {0 ask of you, aneﬂa," he
rald. % Do ‘you mind returning wlth ms- 1o
Loodoun by the naxt train 1’

I looked at him, Ip the po;:nlar ‘phrase, 1

ald hardly believe my own ears. - .

“It's a matlter of business,” ha went on, “of‘
un Interest W any one bul myself; and it re-
quires my presence in London. - Youdon’t wish
W satl jnst yet, as I understand 7 1 can’t leave.
you here by yoursel{. Have youany object!oxw
o going to Taondon for a day or two?*. . .

I roadse no object.lon. I o0 was esger lozo
beok,

Ta London, 1 could obtain the legal opinlon’
which wonld tell me: whether' ] wan lawfally
married 1w Eustace or not. In London, [ should
be within reach of the heip and advice of my
father’s fafthful’ old clerk. I oould oconfide in
Banjamin as [ enuld - eonfide In no one - else,

Desrly an | loved my unale ftarkweather, 1

Sha was a middle a.ged womsn, mth a large ex?enenoc of the world and its mckednam written legi
hair, however, stoud in need of some akilled attention.

“no beginner in the art of dressing hair. —(Soe page 318, col. 2.)

<The chambermaid rearran

shrank from oommumeaunz with him in my

present neec.” Iis wife had told me that I bad
made a bad beginning when 1 signed the wrong
bame 10 tho marriage register, 8hall 1 own 147
My pride shrank from scknowledging, before
the honoymoon was over, that hizs wife was
right,

In two hoon more we were on tho raliway
again. .Ab, what a contrast that second journey
preaented 1o the first !  On our “way Lo Rams-

kate, everybody oould see thal we wore a new.
ly married coupla. . On our way to Londan, no- -
1 body ' noticed us; nobody would hnva, doubted

fhat we had been marriad for years.. = .

We went to a private hotel in the nelghbour-
hood of Portland Place, -

Aftor broak(ast, the next morning, Euauwo
annouiced that he maost leave me {0 atlond to
hia Losinesa, [ had” provlbm\y mentioded .to
him that ‘T'had sowe purchases 1o make In
1.oudoa,
alone—ou the coudition  that I uhon)d take n
carriage provkied by the hotel,

My heart was heavy thal morning; I rell the
nnacknowledged sstrangemount that had grown
up batwoen on vory kee-.ly. My husband oponed |
the door 10 go out—and eame back o kiss mae
bofore he left me by mynolf, That little alter.

He was quite willing (o let mae goout |

ETC.

bly on her manner mul on her face, My

ged ity with a ready hand which ahowed that she was

thought of teuderness lauched ma.: Arting on
the tmpulse of the moment, I put my arm
round his neck and prossed him (o me genlly.

4 My darting,” [ said, » give wme all your oon-
fOdenocoe. 1 kxnow that you fove ma.  HBhow that
you can trust me (oo’

He sighed bittarly, aud drew back from nie--
in sorrow, not in anger.

"I thought wo had agreed,; Valeria, net ¥ re-
taro to tuat wibjeot agnin,™ he sald. +* Yoo oaly
distross yoursolf and distross me."

He left the room abruptiy, as i he dare not
trust himself to say more. It fa betlar not 0
dwell on what I falt afler thin last repulse. 1
ordered the onrriage at onoce.. I was eagoer Lo

find & refuge from . my own thoughu In move-
{ mont and chavge.
Vi1 drove to the shope um.. and wada the puf-

ohasen whioh I bad mentloned to Enstace by
way of giving a1oason for golug. out. Thenl
davoted myself to the objeci which I really had
a3 heart. I went to'old - Benjamin's Httle vilia,
In the byewnys of 8L, John's. Wood,

AR 8000 &2 - ho bad got over the Arst surprise
! of keolng mo, ha noticed that T lonked pale aud
{ onroworn. I oconfosted st once that 1 was in
, trouble. . Wa nat down together by the brigbit
fireuido 1o his tlae Hbrary (Benjumio, as (ar av




‘anxtoty,
A0 roturn with hiim 1o 810 John's Wood, and to
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*CFwill gein you in a few miputes.

his meann would allow, was n great ootlector of
bookal—and thers | told my old friend, fraukly
and truly, all that § have told here,

He was too distressed to ssy much, He fer-
vently prossed my hami, he forvently thanked
Gord that my futher hw! pot lived 10 hear what
e bad heard, Then, after 4 pause, hie repeated
my mother-iu-law's name to htmself, o a doabt-
ing. questtoning toue,

* Mueallan 2™ he sahd,  * Macallan ? Where
huve 1 heand that name? Why doer It sotund
Ra if 1t WaRD'U strroge to e 7"

He guave up pumkning the iost recollection,
and arked, very ¢arnasily, what he could oo for
mao. 1 angwered that bie could help me tn the
fArst plives to put an ond - to the doubt—an un-
endurable doubt (o ma—whetber T was lawhiily
murried or nol, s energy of the ciddays when
he hud eonducted my father's business showed
ftaell ugain, the moment | sald these waurds,

“ Your carriage ix at the door, my dpar, ™ he
Rswersd, « Come with me tomy wyer, with-
out wiskting another momeont.”

We drove to Lincotn's Inn Flelds,

AL my request, Benjamin put my case o the
Inwyer, as the onsg of & friend tn whom 1 was
Interested. . The rnswer was given without
hesitallon,
my husband's name to bho the name abder
whiehi' I had known him. Tho witnessox to my
marringe, my nnele, my aunt, and Henjamin,
had neted, na 1 had acted, in perfeot good fafth,
Under thiose circumsianees, there wias no doubt
about ths law, = [ was legally warried.” Macal-
a0 or Woedville, | wns his wife. :

.Thia decisive auswer relleved ‘me of a horvy
1 accapled my old friond’s jnvitation

mak: my pehoon at bis earty dlmwr.
On our way back | reverted to theone other
subject which wax now uppermost tn oy miud

I had married, honestly belleving !

1 | rejterated my resolution to discover why Fus. -

{ tare had not marrted we ouder the name that
was roally his own,

mu o consider well beforehand what 1 proposed
dolog.  His adviee to
tremes naecet l—was my mother-in-law's advice,
repeated slmost worrd for word,  « Lenve things
as they are, my dear,
!t own peace of mind, be satistlod with your hus.
band's atfection.  You know that. youn are his
wife, and you know that he loves you.  Surely
that is enough?"

I had but one nasweor to this, Life, on such
conditions as my good friend had Just stated,
would be sfinply unendurable to e,

: thaut nothing could reconcile me to living with
{iny husband on the terms on which. we were
ilving now, ILonly rested with Benjamin to

Csay whether he would give a helping hant to
}

Chils master's daugliter or not.

The old man's answer was thoroughly eharac-
teristio Of him,

« Mention what you want of me, my dear,”
wis il he gaid.

We were then pussing o atreet in the neheh-
fbourhood of Portman Sgquare, I was on the
point af spenkiog Agato v hen the words were
suspended on my Hps, I saw my hnsband.

e wax Just descendlng the stepr of r-house,
as il leaving It after a visit,. His éyes were ou
the ground; bho did not look up when the ear-
ringe  passed. - As the servautl closéil the door
bohind him, I notlced that the number of the
hotise was sixteen. - At the next corner I saw
the namo of the slreet.: -It.was Vivinn Place, -

“ Do you happen to know who llves at nums
ber sixtean,; Vivian Place 1" 1 lnguired. of my
companlon, o

My companion shook his beml, anil entreated -

ne---go strange do ex-

“unendurable to me.

~doubt orf the one man
Nothing |

s ponld alter my resolution, for this plain reason, -

‘Mujor's address.

Auw revedr, my charming pupil Ay reroir’ — (8o puge 310, 0ol 1)

Benjamin started. My question was ceriainly
a strauge one, after what he had just sald tome,

w N, he replied. « Why do youn ask 7™

o I have just secen Eustace leaving that honse,”

4 Well, my dear, and what of that T

My mind ix in a had way. Benjamia., Every-
thang my husbaond does that | don't understand

S poases my saepleion now,”
In the {uterest of your .

Henjanmin 1ifted his witbered okl hauds, and
let them drop on his knees agaip in mute la-
mentation over me.

o1 !l you again,” I went on, “my life is
I won't answer for what
left much longer to live in
on earth whom 1 luve,
You have had sxperience of the world, Suppose
you were shut cut from Fusiace's confldruce as
1 nm 2 Suppose you were as fond of him as !
am, and felt your position as bitterly as 1 feel
{{, what would youdo?”

The question was plain,
with a plain answer,

i1 think 1 should fiud tmy way, my dear, 1o
somo lutimate friend of your husband's,” he
suid, +and make & few discereet inguiries in that

T many do if T am

fguarter Gest”

Kome intimate friend of my busband’s? |
constdered with myself.

respomdent, Major Fitz-David., My heart beat
fast Ax the hame reourred to my memory, Sup-
pose 1 followed Banjamin's advice? Suppose |
applied to Major Fitz-David? Even if he too
refused to answer - my questions, my position
would not_be. more helpless than it wis now, 1
deterinined to make the attempt, - The only
diMeulty in the way, so far, was 1o dizcover the
I hud glven back bits letter to
Doctor Starkweather, ‘st my unclé’s own re-
quest. I :iemembered that the address from

There was but one .
friend of tts whomn I kuew of 1 my uncle's cor-

Benfamin mat it}

I revived since 1 had seen him Jusi,

which the Major wrote was somewhere in Ion-
don, und I remembered no more.

“Thank you, old frlend; you have given me
an idea already,” I said to Benjamin, ' Have
you got a directory {u your house,”

“No, my dear,” he rejolned, looking very
much puzzled. « Buat'l can easily send out and
borrow one.”

We returned to Lthe Villa. The rervant was
sent at once to the nearest stationer's to borrow
a directory. 8he returned with the book just
as we sat down (o dinner,  Bearching for the
Msjor's pume under the letter ¥, [ was startled
by & vew diccovery.

“Benjamin 1" 1 subd,
colncidence. Look heret "

He lunked where | polnted. Msajor Fitz-
Davids address was Number Sixteen, Vivian
Place—the very house which [ had xeen my hus-
band leaving as wo passed {n the carriage !

#This Is a strnoge

CHAPTER VII.
ON THE WAY TO THE MAJOR,

# Yeu,” sunid Benjauin,
certainly, Stih ”»

He stopped and Jooked at e, He geemed a
littie doubtful bow I might receive what he had
1t in his mind to 33y 19 me pext.

“ Go on,” 1 said,

“SLHY, my dear, [ see vothing suspleious tn
what has happened.” he resumed, » To my
wiand, It s quite mitural that your hueband,
heing In London, stoub! pay o visit W one of his
friends.  And it's equully natural that we should
pass through Vivian Place on our way back
here. This seems to be the reasonable view.
What do you say 7"

1 have iold rou already that my mind isin
a bad way about Kustace,” Ianswered. ¢ Isay
tbere is some motive at the bollom of his visit
to Major Fitz-David, It 1s not an ordinary eall.
I am firm!y convinced 1t is not an ordinury call”

“Suppose we get on with our dinner 27 satg
Benjamin resignedly, *Here is a loin of mut-
ton, oy dear, an ardinary iolo of mutton. Is
there anything suspiclous inthat 2 Very wall,
then. Show me you have confidence {n the
mutlon ; please eut. There’s the wine, again.
No mystery, Valerin, iu that claret; I'll ke
my oath it's nothing but innocent juice of the
grape. Ifwecan’t helleve {u anything else, let’s
belleve {n juice of the grape. Your good health,
my dear.”

I adaptled myself to the old man's genial hu-
mour as readlly as I could,. We eat and we
drank, and we talked of bygone days. Fora
little while I was almost happy in the company
ofmy fatbterly old iriend. “Why wasl not old
100? Why had [ potdone with love—with it’s
certaln miseries; iU's transtent deligbts: iv's
cruel losses ; 1t's bitterly doubifol gains?  The
last autumn flowers in the wivdow bzsked
brightly :n the iast of the auniumn sualight
Benjamin’s little dog digested bis dinper in per-
fect comfort on the bearth. The parrot in the
next house screeched bis vocal accom plishmeonts
cheerfully. I dou’ doubt that it is & grent ari-
vilege to be & bamap being,  But may jt not be
tize bappier destiny to he an animnal ora piapt ?

The brief respiie was sconover: ail my azx-
leties came back. 1 was once more & doubtiug,
discontented. depressed creature, when I rose
to say good-bye,

“ Promise, Iy dear, rou will do nothing rash,*
sald Benjamin, as he opened the door for me.

“Te {t rash to g9 to Major Fitz-David v L
asked,

“Yes, If you go by yaurself. You doo't Enow
‘whaut sort of man heis; you don't know how
he may receive you, Let me ry drst, and pave
the way, as thesaying {s. Trust my experience,
my dear. In matters of this sort there is no-
thing ke paving the way.” '

1 coustdered a moment. It was due to my
good friend to cousider hefure I'sald No,

Reflection dectded me ou tuking the respon.
sibility, whatever it might be, upon my owuy
shoulders. Good or bad, compassionate or cruel,
the Major was a man, A woman's {nfluence
was Lthe safestintluence to trust with hi, where
the end to be gained was such an end as I bad
fn view., It was not easy tosay this 1o Benja-
min without the dianger of mortifying him., |
made s appointment with the ohl man to calt
on e'the next morning at the hotel, and talk
the matter over again,  Is it very disgraceful to

o It {2 a colncidence

Dme to add that T privately determined, if the

thing could be saccomplished, ta see Mayor Fitz-
David in the fnterval ¢

Do nothing rash, my dear. In
interests, do nathing rash "

Those were Benjamin's ust words when we
parted for the day.

I found Fuastace walting for wme fnoar~itting-
room at the hotel.  HIX spirits sredied to have
He ndvanced
10 meet me cheerfully, with an opeit rheet of
paper in his hand,

My husiness is settled, Vialerin, sooner than
I expected,™ he began gmily. < Are your par-
chases all completed, fair iwdy T Are you froe,
100 v‘) A1

I had learnt already, God holp me ! to distrusy
his fits of gndety, 1 asked eantiously,

“ Do you mean free for to-day o

« Free for to-day, and to-morraw, and next
week, and next wonth, and next year, (oo, for
alt I know tothe contrary,™ hoe answered, puts
ting his wrm boisterously - rousd my waist.
Lok here !

He lifted the open sheel of paper which 1 had
noticed tn his hand, und held {L tor me to read.
1t was a telegram ta the salling master of the
yacht, luferming him that we had arranged to
refurn to Ramsgate that evening, and that wo
should be ready to sall for tho Mediterranean
with the next tide. L .

» 1 ouly waited for your raturn,” said Eastade,
wio send the telegram to the office.” :

He crossed the room, as ba spoke, to ring thn

your own

. bell. " I stopped bim.

“T'am afrald T oan’t go to Ramsgnte to-day,””
I said. ’
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“«Why not?” he asked, suddenly changing
his tone and speaking sharply.

I dare say it will seem ridiculous to some
people—but it is reaily true that he shook my
resolution to go to Major Fitz-David when he
put his arm round me. Even a mere passing
caress, from him, stole away my heart, and sofi~
ly tempted me to yicld. But the ominous aiter-
ation in bis tone made another woman of me.
I felt once more, and felt more strongly than
ever, that, in my oritical position, it was useless
t‘.)ouand still, and worse than useless to draw

ack.

«] am sorry to disappoint you,”” I answered,
« It 1s impossible for me, as I told you at Rams-
gate, to be ready to sail at a mement's notice.
I want time.”

4 What for?”

N. t only his tone, but his look, when he put
that second question, jarred on every nerve in
me. He rouselin my mind—I can’t tell how
or why—an angry sense of the indignity that he
had put upon his wife in marrying her under a
false name. Fearing that I should answer rash-
ly, that I should say something which my better
sense might regret, if I spoke at that moment,
I said nothing. Women alone can estimate
what it cost me to be silent. And men alone
can understand how irritating my silence must
have been to my husband.

¢ You want time ?"" he repeated. ¢ I ask you
again—what for?"

My seif-control, pushed to its extremest
Himits, failed me. The rash reply flew out of
my lips, like a bird set free from a cage.

«1 want time,” I said, *to accustom myself
to my right name.”

. He suddenly stepped up to me with a dark
ook.

¢« What do you mean by your ‘right name’?”

s Surely you kuoow,” I answered. ¢ I once
thought I was Mrs, Woodville. I have now
discovered that I am Mrs. Macallan.”

He started back at the sound of his own
name a8 if I had struck him; he started back
and turned so deadly pale that I feared he was
goiug to drop at my feet in a swoon. Oh, my
tongue ! my ongue! Why had I not controtled
my miserable mischievous woman’s tongue ?

« I didn't mean to alarm you, Eustace,” Isald.
« I spoke at random. Pray forgive me.”

He waved his band impatiently, as if my pen-
itent words were tangibie things—rufiling, wor-
rying things, like flies in summer—which he
was putting away fiom him.

s What else have you discovered ?* he ask-
ed, in low stern tones.

« Nothing, Eustace.”

s« Nothing?’ He paused as he repeated the
word, and passed his hand over his forehead in
a weary way. ¢ Nothing, of course,” he re-
sumed, speaking 1o himself, ¢ or she would not
be here.” He paused once more, and looked at
me searchingly. ¢« Don’t say agaln what you
sald just now,” he went on. ¢ For your own
sake, Valeria, as well as for mine.” He dropped
into the nearest chair, and said no more.

I certainly heard the warning ; but the only
words which really pr d an impression on
my mind were the words preceding it, which
he bad spoken to himself. He had sald: —
¢ Nothing of course, or she would not be here.”
IfI bad found out some other truth besides the
truth about the name, would it have prevented
me from ever returning to my husband ? Was
that what he meant ? Did the sort of discovery

that he ocontemplated, mean something &o |

dreadful that it would have parted us at once
and for ever ? I stood by his chair in silence ;
and tried to ind the auswer to those terrible
questions in his face. It used to speak (0 me
80 eloguently when it spoke of his love. It told
me nothing now.

He sat for some time without looking at me,
lost in his own thoughts. Then he rose on a
sudden, and took his bat.

« The friend wuo ient me the yaoht. is 1o
town,” he said. «I suppose I had better see
him,and say our plans are changed.” He tore
up the telegram with an air of sullen resigna-
tion as be spoke. ¢« You are evidently deter.
mined not to go to sea with me,” he resumed.
« We bave better giveit up. I don’t see what
else i8 to be done. Doyou?”

His tone was almosi a tone of contempt. I
was too depressed about myself, 100 alarmed
about him, to resent it,

« Decide a8 you think best, Eustace,” I said
sadly. ¢ Every way, the prospect seems & hope-
less one. As long as I am shut out from
your confldence, it matters little whether
we live on land or at sea—we cannot live hap-
pily.”

« If you oould control your ouriosity,’”’ he
answered sternly, ¢ we might live bhappily
enough. I thought I had married a woman
who was superiorto the vulgar fallings of her
sex. A good wife should know better than to
pry intd affairs of her husband’s with which she
has no concern.”

Surely it was hard to bear this? However,
I bore it.

« Is it no concern of mine " 1 asked gently,
¢« when I find that my husband has not mar.
ried mue under his family name ? Is it no con-
cern of mine when I hear your mother eay, in
80 many words, that she pities your wife ? It
is hard, Eustace, to accuse me of curiosity, be-
cause I cannot aecept the unendurable position
in which you have pluiced me. Your cruel
silence is a blight on my happiness, and a threat
to mny fature. Your oruel silence is estranging
us from each other, at the beginning of our
married life. And you biame me for feeling
this? You teli me I amn prying into affairs
which are your’s only? They are not your's
only: I bave my interest inthem too. Ob,
my darling, why do you trifie with our love
aud confidence in each other? Why do you
keep me in the dark ? "

He anawered with & stern and pitiless bre.
vity.
¢ For your own good,”

I turned away from him in silence.
treating me like a child.

He followed me. Puiting one hand heavily
on my shoulder, he forced me to face him at
once.

« Listen to this,”” he said. ¢ What I am now
golng to say to you, I say for the first, and last
time. Valeria !if you ever discover what I am
now keeping from your knowledge, from that
moment you live a life of torture; your tran.
quillity is gone. Your days will be days of
terror; your nights will be full of horrid dreams
through no fanlt of mine, mind! throigh no
fault of mine ! Every day of your life, you will
feel some new distrust, some growing fear of
me, and you wiil be doing me the vilest injus-
tice all the time. On my falth as a Christian,
on my hononr as & man, if you stir a step
farther in this matter, there 1s an end of your
happiness for the rest of your life! Think ser-
jousty of what I have. sald to you; you will
have time to reflect. I am going. to tell my
frier.d that our plans for the Mediterranean are
given up. I shall not be baek before the even-
ing.” He sighed, and looked at me with unut-
terable sadness, « I love you, Valeria,” he said.
« In spite of all that has passed, as God is my
witness, I love you more dearly than ever.”

80 he spoke. 8o he left me.

I must write the truth about myself, how-
ever strange it may appear, I don't pretend to
be able to analyse my own motives; I don't
pretend even to guess how other women might
bhave acted in my place. It is true of me, that
my husband’s terrible warning—all the more
terrible in its mystery and its vagueness—pro-
duced no deterrent effect on my mind : it only
stimulated my resolution to discover what he
was hiding from me. He had not been gone
two minutes before I rang the bell, and ordered
the carriage to take me to Major Fitz-David’s
house in Vivian Place.

Walking to an i fro while 1 was walting—I
was in such a fuver of excitement that it was
impossible for me to sit stili—I accidentally
caught sight of myself in the glass.

My own face startled me : it looked so hag-
gard and so wild. Could I present myself to a
strauvger, could I hope t» produce the necessary
impression in my favour, looking as I looked
at that moment? Forall I knew to the con-
trary, my whole future might depend upon the
effect which I produced on Major Fitz-David at
first sight. I raig the bell again, and senta
message to one of the chambermalds to follow
me to my room.

I had no maid of my own with me: the
stewardess of the yacht would haveacted as my
attendant, if we had held to our first arrange-
ment. Jt mattered Httle, 80 long as I had a
woman to help me. The chambermaid ap
peared. I can give no better idea of the disord-
ered and desperate condition of my mind at
that time, than by ewning that I actually cor-
sulted this perfect stranger om the question of
my personal appearance, She was a middle-
aged woman, with a large experlence of the
world and its wickedness written legibly on her
manner and on her face. I put mone/ into
the woman's hand, enough of it to surprise her.
She thanked me with a oynical smile, evident-
ly plscing her own evil interpretation on my
motive for bribing her,

« What can I do for you,
asked In a confidential whisper. ¢ Don’t speak
loud ! There is somebody in the next room.”

« I want to look my best,” I sald; “and I
have sent for you to help me.”

+] understand, ma'am.”

She nodded her bhead significantly, and
whispered to me again.

s« Lord bless you, I'm used to this! ” she said.
« There is a gentleman in the oase., Don't
mind me, ma’am. Ivs a way I have. I mean
no harm.” 8She stopped aud looked at me oriti-
cally. ¢ 1 wouldn’t change my dress, if [ were
you,” she went on. ¢ The colour becomes
you.”

It was too late to resent the woman's imper-
tinence. There was no help for it baut to make
use of her. Besides, she was right about the
dress. It was of a delicate maize colour, prettily
t{rimmed with luce. Icould wear nothing which
suited me better. My bair, however, stood in
need of some skilled attention. The chamber-
maid re-arranged it, with a ready hand which
showed that she was no beginner in the art of
dressing bair. She lald down the combs and
brushes, and looked at me—then looked at the
tollette table, searching for something which
she apparently failed to finc.

« Where do you keep it ?”" she asked.

« What do you mean 7"

« Look at your complexion, ma'am. You
will frighten him if he sees you !ike that. A
touch of colour you must have. Where do you
keep it ? What ! you haven’t got it ? you never
use it ? Dear, dear, dear me!”

For a moment, surprise fairly deprived her
of ber self-possession ! Recovering herself, sbe
begged permission to leave me for a minute.
I let her go, knowing what ber errand was.
She came back with a box of paints and pow-
ders ; and 1 said nothing 1o check her. 1 saw,
in the glass, my skin take a false fairness, my
cheeks a false colour, my eyes a false bright-
ness—and I never shrank from it. No! I let
the odious deceit go on; I even admired the
extraordinary delicacy and dexterity with
which it was all done. ¢ Anything” (I thought
to myself, in the madness of that miserable
time), ¢80 long asit belps me to win the
Major’s confidence! Aunything so long as I
discover what those last words of mny husband’s
really mean!”

Tune transformation of my face was accom.
plished. The chambermaid pointed with her
wicked forefinger in the direction of the giass.

« Bear in mind, ma’am, what you looked
like when you sent for me,” she said. * And
Just see for yourseif how you look now. You're
the prettiest woman (of your style) in London.
Ab, what a thing pearl powder is, when one

He was

ma'am ?” she

knows how to use 1t 1

CHAPIER VIII,
THE FRIEND OF THE WOMEN.

I find it impnssible to deseribe my sennuons
while the oarriage was taking me to Masajor
Fitz-David’s bouse. 1 doubt, indeed, 1if I really
felt or thought at all, in the true sense of those
words.

From the moment when I had resigned my-
self into the hands of the chambermaid, I
seemed in some strange way to have lost my
ordinary identity, to have stepped out of my
own character. At other times, my temper-
ament was of the nervous and anxious sort,
and my tendency was to exaggerate any diffi-
culties that might place themseives in my way.
Atother times, having before me the prospeot
ot a criticatinterview with a stranger, I should
have considered with myself what it might be
wise to pass over, and what it might be wise to
say. Now, I never gave iny coming interview
with the Major a thought ; I felt an unreasoning
confldence in myself, and & blind faith in him.
Now, neither the past nor the future troubled
me; I lived unreflectingly in the present. I
looked at the shops as we drove by them, and
at the other carriages as they passed mine. I
noticed—yes! and enjoyed—the giances of ad-
miration which chance foot-passengers on the
pavement cast oun me. I said to myself, ¢ This
looks well for my prospect of makimg a friend
of the Major ! ” When we drew up at the door
in Vivian Piace, it is no exaggeration Lo say
that I had but one anxlety, anxiety to find the
Major at home.

The door was opened by a servant out of
livery, an old man who looked a8 if he might
bave been a soldier in his earlier days. He
eyed me with a grave attention, which relaxed
little by little into sly approval. I asked for
Major Fitz-David. The answer was not al-
together encouraging : the man was not sure
whether his masier was at home or not.

I gave him my card. My oards, being part
of my wedding outtit, necessarity had the false
name printed on them, Mrs. Eustace Woodville.
The servant showed me into a front room on
the ground floor, and disappeared with my card
in his hand.

Looking about me, I noticed a door in the
wall opposits the window, communioating with
some inner room. The door was not of the
ordinary kind. It fitted into the thickness of
the partition wall, and worked Iin grooves.
Looking a little nearer, I saw that it had not
been pulledout so as completely to close the
doorway. Ouonly the merest chink was left;
but it was enough to convey to my ears all

. that passed in the next room.

« What did you say, Oliver, when she asked
for me ? ” inquired a man’s voice, pitched cau-
tlously in alow Key.

« I said 1 was not sure you were at home,
sir,” answered the voice of the servant who
bhad let me in.

There was a pause. The first speaker was
evidently Major Filtz-David himself. I waited
to hear more.

«] think I had better not see her, Oliver,”
the Major's volce resumed.

« Very good, sir.”

«Say I bave gone out, and you don’t know
wheu I shall be back again. Beg the lady to
write, if she has any business with me.”

s Yes, sir.”

« Stop, Oliver.”

Oliver stopped. There was anotherand longer
pause. Then the master resumed the examin-
alion of the man.

« I8 she young, Oliver ? »

« Yes, sir.”

« And—pretty 7"

«« Better than pretty, sir, to my thinking.” 3§

“Aye? aye? What you call afine woman—
eh, Oiiver?”

« Certainly, sir.”

« Tall t”

« Nearly as tall as I am, Major.”

« Aye? aye? aye? A good figure?”

ss As slim as a sapling, sir, and as upright as
a dart.”

« On second thoughts I am at home, Ollver.
Show her in ] show her in !

So far, one thing at least seemed to be clear.
I had done well in sending for the chamber-
maii. What would Oliver's report of me have
been, if 1 had presented myseif to him with
colourless cheek and my ill-dressed hair ?

The servant re-appeared; and conducted me
to the inner room. Major Fitz-David advenced
to welcome me. What was the Major like ?

Well—he was like a well-preserved old gen.
tleman of (say) sixiy years old ; little and lean,
and chiefly remarkable by the extraordinary
length of his nose. After this feature, I noticed,
next, his beautiful brown wig; his sparkling
little grey eyes; his rosy complexion ; bis short
military whisker, dyed to matech his wig; his
white teeth and his winning smile; his smart
blue frock-coat, with a camelia in the button-
hole ; and his splendid ring—a ruby, flashing
on his little finger as he courteously signed to
me to take a chair.

s« Dear Mrs. Woodville, how very kind of you
this is ! I have been longing to have the hap-
piness of knowing you. Eustace is an old friend
of mine. Igcongratuiated him when I heard of
his marriage. May I make a confession ¢ — I
envy him now I have seen his wife.”

The future of my life wa>, perbaps, in the
man’'s hands. I studied him attentively ; I tried
to read his character in his face.

The Mujor’s sparkling little grey eyes softened
as they looked at me; the Major's strong and
sturdy voice dropped to its lowest and tender-
est tones when he spoke to me; the Major's
mauner expressed, from the moment when I
entered the room, & happy mixture of admira-
tion and respect. He drew his chair close to

mine, as if it was a privilege to be near me.
He took my hand, and lifted my glove to his
Hps, as if that glove was the most delicious
luxury the world could produce. * Dear Mrs.

=»

\MsJor.

‘Woodville,” he said as he softly laid my hand
back on my lap, ¢ bear with an old fellow who
worships your enchanting sex. You really
brighten this dull house. It is such a pleasure
to see you ! ”

There was no need for the old gentleman to
make his little confession. Women, children,
and dogs proverbially know by iustinct who the
people are who really like them. The women
had a warm friend—perhayps, at one time, a
dangerous warm friend—in Major Fitz-David.

I knew ag much of him as that, before 1 had
settled myseif in my chalr and opened my
lips to answer him.

«Thank you, Major, for your kind recep-
tion and your pretty compliment,” I sald;
matching my host’s easy tone as closely a8 the
necessary restraints on my side would permit.
« You have made your confession. May I make
mine ?”

Major Fitz-David lifted my hand again from
my lap, and drew his chair as close as possible
to mine. I looked at bim gravely, and tried
to release my hand. Major Fitz-David declined
to let go of it, and proceeded to tell me why.

« I have just heard you speak for the first
time,” hesald. « I am under the charm of
your voice. Dear Mrs. Woodville, bear withan
old fellow who is under the charm ! Don’t
grudge me my innocent little pleasures. Lend
me—I wish I could say give me—this pretty
hand. 1am such an admirer of pretty hands;
I can listen 8o much better with a pretty hand
in mine, The ladies induige my weakness,
Please indulge me too. Yes ? And what were
you going tosay ?”

s | was going to say, Major, that I felt parti-
cularly seusible of your kind wel!come, because,
as it happeans, I have a favour to ask of you.”

1 was consclous, while I spoke, that I was
approaching the object of my visit a little too
abruptly. But Major Fitz-David’s admiration
rose from one climax to another with such
alarming rapidity, that I felt the importance of
administering a practical check to it. I trusted
10 those ominous words, ¢ a favour to ask of
you,” to administer the check—and I did nnt
trust in vain. My agel admirer gently dropped
my band, and (with all possible politeness)
changed the subject.

« The favour 18 granted, of cour<e! he
said.” « And mow—tell me—how is our dear
Eustace?"”

« Anxious and out of 8 irits,” I answered.

s« Anxious and out of spirits !’’ repeated the
« The enviable man who is married to
you, anxious and out of spirits ! Monstrous !
Eustace fair'y disgusts me. I shall take him
off the list of my friends.”

« In that case, take me off the list with him,
Major. I am in wretched spirits too. You are
my husband’s old friend. I may acknowiedge
to you that our married life, is, just now, not
quite a happy one.”

Major Fitz-David lifted his eyebrows [dyed
to match his whiskers] in polite surprise.

« Already! ” he exclaimed. ¢« What can
Eustace be made of ? Has he no appreciation
of beauty and grace? Is he the most ingsensi-
ble of living beings "

« He i8 the best and dearest of men,” I
answered. & But there is somoe dreadful mys-
tery in his past life—"

I could get no further: Major Fitz-David de-
liberately stopped me. He did it with the
smoothest politeness, on the surface. But I
saw & look in his bright iittle eyes, which said
plainly, « If you will venture on delicate
ground, madam, don’t ask me to accompany
you.”

« My charming friend ! ” he exclaimed. “May
I call you my charming friend? You have—
among a thousand other delightful qualities
which I can see already-—a vivid imagination.
Don’t let it get the upper hand, Take an old
fellow’s advice; don’t let it get the upper hand !
What can I offer you, dear Mra. Woodville? A
cup of tea *”

¢ Call me by my right name, sir,” I answered
boldly. ¢« I have made a discovery. I know as
well as you do, that my name is Macallan.”

The Major sturted, and looked at me very at.
tentively. His manner became grave, his tone
changed completely, when he spoke next.

¢« May I ask,” he sald, ¢«if you have commu-
nicated to your husbaund the discovery which
you have just mentioned to me "

ss Certainly ! I answered, ¢ I cousider that
my husband owes me an explanation. 1 have
asked him to tell me what bis extraordinary
conduct means—and he hasrefused, in language
that frightens me. I have appealed to his
mother—and she has refused to explain, in lan-
guage that humiliates me. Dear Major Fitz-
David, I have no friends to take my part; I
have nobody to come to but you! Do me the
greatest of all favours—tell me why your friend
Eustace has married me under a false name !

« Do me the greatest ofall favours,’”’ answered
the Major, ¢« Don’t ask me to say a word about
i

He looked, in spite of his unsatisfactory reply
a8 if be really felt for me. I determioed to try
my utmost powers of persuasion ; I resolved
not to be beaten at the first repulse.

«1 must ask you,” Isaid. ¢« Think of my po-
sition. How can I live, knowing what I know,
—and knowing to mcre? I would rather hear
the most horrible thing you can tell me than be
condemned [a8 I am now] Lo perpetual misgiv-
ing and perpetual suspense. I love my husband
with all my beéart; but I cannot live with him
on these terms : the misery of it would drive
me mad. Iam only a woman, Major. I can
only throw myself on your kindness. Don’t—
pray, pray don’t keep me in the dark !”

I could say no more. In the reckless impulse
of the moment. I snatched up his hand and
raiged it to my lips. The gallant old gentleman
started as if I had given bim an electric
shock.

«My dear, dear lady!” he exclaimed, « I
ocan't tell you how 1 feel for you! You charm
me, you overwhelm me, you touch mse to the
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heart. Whagcan I say ? What can Ido ? I can
only imitate your admirable frankness, your
fearless candour. You have told me what your
position is. Let me tell you, in my turn, how I
am placed. Compose yourself—pray compose
yourself! I have a smelling bottle here, at the
service of the ladles. Permit me to offer it.”

" He brought me the smelling-bottle ; he put
a little stool uuder my feet; he entreated me
to take time enough to compose myself, ¢ In-
fernal fool!"” I heard him say to himself, as he
considerately turned away from me for a few
‘moments. “IfI had been her husband—come
what might of it, I would have told her the
truth t” :

Was he referring to Eustace ? And was he
going to do what he would have done in my
husband’s pluce—was he really going to tell me
the truth ?

The idea had barely crossed my mind, when
I was startled by a loud and peremptory knock-
ing at the street door. The Major stopped, and
listened attentively. In a fow moments the
door was opened, and the rustling of a woman’s
dress was plainly audible in the hall. The Ma-
Jor hurried to the door of the roota, with the
activity of a young man. He was too late. The
door was violently opened from the outer side,
Just as he got to it. The lady of the rastling
dress burst into the room.

CHAPTER IX.
THE DEFEAT OF THE MAJOR.

Major Fitz.David’s visitor proved to be a
plump, round-eyed, over-dressed girl, with a
florid complexion and straw-coloured hair,
After first Axing on me a broad stare of asto.
nishment, she pointedly addressed her apologies
for intruding on us to the Major alone. The
creature evidently belleved me to be the last
nhew obfect of the old gentleman's idolatry ; and
she took no pains to disguise her jealous resent.
ment on discovering us together. Major Fitz-
David set matters right in his own irresistibie
way. He kissed the hand of the over-dressed
girl, as devotedly as be had kissed mine; he
told ber she was looking charmingly. Then he
led her, with his happy mixture of admiration
and respect, back to the door by which she had
entered—a second door communicating directly
with the hall,

* No apology {8 Decessary, my dear,” he said.
¢ This lady is with me on a matter of business.
You,will find your singing.master waiting for
you upstairs. Begin your lesson; and I will
Join you in a few minutes. Au revoir, my
charming pupil—au revoir.”

The young lady answered this polite little
speech 1n & wbisper—with her round eyes fixed
distrustfully on me while she spoke. The door
closed on her. Major Fitz-David was at Iiberty
to set matters right with me, in my turn.

¢1 call that youug person one of my happy
discoveries,” sald the old gentleman compla-
cently. ¢ She possesses, I don't hesitate to say,
the finest soprano voice in Europe. Would you
believe it. I met with her at arailway station ?
8he was behind the counter in a refreshment-
room, poor innocent, rinsing wine-glasses, and
singing over her work. Good heavens, such
singing ! Her upper notes electrified me. I said
to myself, « Here 18 a born prima-donna—I will
bring her out !’ She is the third I have brought
out in my time. I shall take her to Italy when
her education is sufficiently advanced, and per.
fect her at Milan. In that unsophisticated glrl,
my dear lady, you see one of the fuiure Queens
of S8ong, Listen! she is beginning her seales.
‘What a voice ! Braval Brava| Bravissima]”

The high soprano notes of the future Queen
of song rang through the house as he spoke. Of
the loudness of the young lady’s voice there
could be no gort of doubt. The ,sweetness and
the purity of it admitted, in my oplnion, of
considerable dispute,

Having said the polite words which the ocos-
sion rendered necessary, I ventured to recall
Major Fitz.David to the subject in discussion
between us, when his visitor had entered the
room. The Major was very unwilling to return
to ths perilous topic on which we had Just
touched when the interruption occurred, He
beat time with his forefinger to the singing up-
stairs ; bhe asked me about my voice, and whe-
ther I sang; he remarked that life would be
intolerable to him without Love and Art. A
man in my place would have lost all patienoce,
and would have given up the struggle in disgust.
Being a woman, and having my end in view,
my resolution was invincible. I fairly wore out
the Major’s resistance, and compelled him to
surrender at discretion. It is only Justice to add
that, when he did make up his mind to speak
to me again of Eustace, he spoke frankly, and
spoke to the point.

«1 bave known your husband,” he began,
“ gince the time when he was a boy. At a cer-
tain period of his past life, a terrible misfortane
fell upon him. The secret of that, misfortune is
known to hls friends, and is religlously kept by
his friends. It 18 the secret that he is keeping
from you. He will never tell it to you as long
&s he lives. And he has bound me not to tell 1,

" under a promise given on my word of honour.
You wished, dear Mrs. Woodville, to be made
acquatoted with my position towards Eustace.
There it ia!”

¢ You persist in calling me Mrs. Woodviile,”
I said.

“ He will now acknowledge no other. Re-

is 1 You must do, what we

after your marriage ; it was then too late. Be-
fore your marriage, she did all she oould do—
without betraying secrets which, as a good
mother, she was bound to respect—to induce
her son to act justly towards you. I commit no
indiscretion when I tell you that she refused to
sanction your marriage, malnly for the reason
that Eustace refused to follow her advice, and
to tell you what his position really was, On my
part, [ did all I could to sapport Mrs. Macallan
in the course that she took. When Eastace
wrote to tell me that he had engaged himself to
marry & niece of my good friend Dr. Stark-
weather, and that he had mentioned me as his
reference, I wrote back to warn him that I
would have nothing to do with the affair, aonless
he revealed the whole truth about himself to
his fature wife. He refused to listen to me, as
be had refused to llsten to his mother ; and he
held me, at the sama i e, to my promise to
keep his secret, When tarkweather wrote to
me, I had no choice but to involve myself in a
deception of which I thoroughly disapproved—
or to apswer in a tone so guarded and so brief
a8 to stop the correspondence at the outset. I
chose the last alternative ; and I fear I have
offended my good old friend. You now see the
painful position in which I am placed. To aldd
to the difficulties of that situation, Eustace came
here, this very day, to warn me to be on my
guard, in case of your addressing to me the very
request which you have just made! He told me
that you had met with his mother, by an un-
lucky accident, and that you had discovered the
family name. He declared that he had travell-
ed to London for the express purpose of speak-
ing to me personaily on this serious subject.
¢I know your weakness '’ he sald, ¢« where wo-
men are concerned. Valeria is aware that you
are my old frlend. She will certainly write to
you; she may even be bold enough to make
her way into your house. Renew your promise
to keep the great calamity of my life & secret,
on your honour, and on your oath.’ Those were
his words, as nearly as I can remember them.
I tried to treat the thing lightly ; I ridiculed the
absurdly theatrical notion of ¢ renewing my
promise,” and all the rest of it. Quite useless !
He refused to leave me—he reminded me of
his unmerited sufferings, poor fellow, in the
past time. It ended in his bursting into tears.
You love him, and so do I. Can you wonder
that I let him have his way. The result is that
I am doubly bound to tell you nothing, by the
most saered promise that a man can give. My
dear lady, I cordially side with you in this
matter ; I long to relleve your anxieties. But
what can Ido ?7”

He atopped, and walted—gravely walted—to
hear my reply.

I had listened from beginat og to end, without
interrupting him. The extraordinary change in
his manner, and in his way of expressing him-
self, while he was speaking of Eustace, alarmed
me as nothing had alarmed me yeot. How ter-
rible (I thought to myself) must this untold
8tory be, if the mere act of referring to it makes
light-hearted Major Fitz-David speak seriously
and sadly—never smiling; never paylng me a
compliment; never even notioing the singing
upstairs ! My heart sank In me as I drew that
startling oconclusion. For the first time since 1
bad entered the house, I was at the end of my
resources; I knew neither what to say or what
to do next.

And yet, I kept myseat Never had the reso-
lution to discover what my husband was hiding
from me been more firmly rooted in my miand
than it was at that moment! I cannot account
for the extraordinary 1nconsistency in my char-
acter which this confession implies. I ocan only
describe the facts as they really were.

The singing went on upstairs. Major Fits-
David still walted impenetrably to hear what I
had to say—to know what I resolved on dolng
next,

Before I had decided what to say or what to
do, another domestio incident happened. In
plain words, another knocking annouanced a
new visitor at the house door. On this oocasion,
there was no rustling of a woman's dress in the
hall. On this occasion, only the old servant en-
tered the room carrying a magnificent nosegay
in his hand. « With Lady Olarinda’s kind re-
gards. Toremind Major Fitz-David of his ap-
poiutment.” Auaother lady! This time, a lady
with a title. A great lady who sent her flowers
and her messages without ocondescending to con-
cealment, The Major—first apologising to me
—wrote a few lines of acknowledgment, and
Sent them out to the messenger. When the
door was closed again, le carefully selected one
of the cholcest flowers in the nosegay. ¢ May I
ask,” he said, presenting the flower to me with
his best grace ¢ whether You now understand
the delicate position in which I am placed be-
tween your husband and yourself? »

The little interruption caused by the appear-
ance of the nosegay had given a new impulse
to my thoughts, and had thus helped, in some
degree, to restore me to myself. I was able at
last to satisfy Major Fitz-David that his consid-
erate and courteous explanation had not been
thrown away upon me.

] thank you most sincerely, Major,” I said.
“ You have convinced me that I must not ask
you to forget,on my aoccount, the promise which
you have given to my husband. It is & sacred
promise which I, too, am bound to respect; I
quite understand that.”

The Major drew a long breath of relief, and

do—you must give way toan unr ble man,
The best fellow in the world in other respeots :
1n this one matter, as obstinate and self-willed
as he can be. If you ask me my opinion, I tell
you honestly that I think be was wrong in
courting and marrying you under his false name,
He trusted his bonour and his happiness to
your keeping, in making you his wife. Why
should he not trust the story of his troubles to
you as well? His mother quite shares my opi-
nion in this matter. You must not blame her
for refusing to admit you into her confideunce,

patted me on the shoulder in high approval of
what I had said to him,

“Admirably expressed,” he rejoined, recover-
ing his light-hearted looks and his lover-like
ways in a moment. « My dear lady, you have
the gift of sympathy; you see exactly how I
am situated. Do you know, you remind me of
my charming Lady Clarinda? She has the
gift of sympathy, and sees exactly how I am
situated. I should so enjoy introducing you to
each other,” sald the Major, plunging his long
Hose ecatatically {nto Lady Clarinda’s flowers.

I bad my end still to gain, and belng, as you
will have discovered by this time, the most ob-
stinate of living women, I still kept that end in
view,

“ I shall be delighted to meet Lady Clarinda,”
Ireplied. In the meantime—"

“ 1 will get up a littie dinner,” proceeded the
Major with a burst of enthusiasm. « You and
I and Lady Clarinda. Our young prima-donna
shall come in the evealng and sing to us. Sap-
pose we draw out the menuf? My sweet friend,
what i8 your favourite autumn soup ?

“In the meantime,” I persisted, ¢ to return
to what we were speaking of Just Row —.."

The Major's smile vanlshed; the Major's hand
dropped the pen destined to im monalise the
name of my favourite autuman soup,

“ Must we return to that?” he asked pite-
ously,

“ Only for & moment,” I said,

4 You remind me,” pursued Major Fitz-Davi |,
shaking his head sadly, “of another charming
friend of mine—a French frtend-—Madame Mir-
liflore. You are a person of prodigious tenacity
of purpose. She happens to be in London, Shall
we have her at our little dinner ?” The Major
brightened at the idea, and took ap the pen
again. ¢ Do tell me,” he said, “ what ¢s your
favourite autumn soup ? *

“ Pardon me,” I began, “we were speaking
just now——"

¢ Oh, dear me !” cried Major Fltz-David, «is
this the other subject ? ” .

s¢ Yes, this is the other subject,”

The. Major put dowa his pen for the second
time, and regretfully disinissed from his mind
Madame Mirliflore and the autumn soup.

“Yes?” he sald, with a patient bow and a
submissive smile. ¢« You were golng to say-—"

“ I was golg to say,” [ rejoined, ¢ that your
promise only pledges you not o tell the secret
which my husband {s keeping from me. Yon
have given no promise not to answer me if I
venture to a8k you one or two questions.”

Major Fitz-David held up his head warningly,
and cast a sly look at me out of his bright litlle
grey eyes.

“ 8top!” he sald. « My sweet friend, stop
there. I know where your queations will lead
me, and what the Yesult will be if I once begin
to answer them. When your husband was
here to-day he took occasion toremind me t at
I was as weak as water in the hands of a pretty
woman. He is quite right. I am as weak as
water ; I can refuse nothing to a pretty woman.
Dear and admirable lady, don't abuse your in-
fluence ; don’t make an old soldler false to his
word of honour!”

I tried to say something here in defence of
my motives. The Major clasped his hands en-
treatingly, and lorked at me with a pleading
simplicity wonderful to see.

“ Why press it ? 7 he asked. «I offer no re-
sistance. I am a lamb-—-why sacriice me? I
aoknowledge your power; 1 throw myself on
yoar mercy. All the misfortunes of my Yyouth
and my manhood have come to me through
women. Iam nota bit better in my age—I
am just a8 fond of the women, and Just as ready
to be misled by them as ever, with one foot in
the grave. B8hocking, isn't 1t? But how true !
Look at this mark!” He lifted a curl of his
beautiful brown wig, and showed me a terrible
scar at the side of his head. «That wound,
supposed to be mortal at the time, was made
by a pistol bullet,” he proceeded. « Not receiv-
ed in the services my o untry—oh, dear no!
Received in the service ofa much-injured lady,
at the hands of her scoundrel of a husband, in
a duel abroad. Well, she was worth it.” He
kissed his hand affectionately te the metmory
of the dead, or absent lady, and pointed to a
water-colour drawing of a pretty country house,
hanging on the opposite wall, « That fine es-
tate,” he proceeded, ¢+ once belonged to me. It
was sold years and years since. And who had
the money? The women—God bless them all
—the women. I don’s regret it. IfI had an-
other estate I have no doubt it would go the
same way. Your adorable sex has made fts
pretty playthings of my life, my time, and my
mouney; and welcomes. The one thing I have
kept to myself is my honour. And now, that
is in danger, Yes, if you put your clever little
questions, with those lovely eyes and with that
geutle voice, I know what will happen—yon
will deprive me of the last and best of ali my
possessions. Have Ideserved to be treated In that
way—and by you, my charming friend—by
you of all people in the world ® Oh, fle, fle ! »

He paused and looked at me as before, the
picture of artless entreaty, with his head a little
on ony side. I made another attempt to speak
of the matter in dispute between us, from my
own point of view. Major Fltgz-David Instantly
threw himself prostrate on my mercy more in-
nocently than ever.

“.Ask of me anything else in the wide world,”
he sald; « but don't ask me to be falee to my
friend. Spare me that, and there is nothing I
will not do to satisfy you. I mean what [ say,
mlind,” he went on, beuding closer to me, and
8p:aking more serlously than he bad spoken
yot. I think you are very hardly used. It is
monstrous to expect that a woman, placed in
your situatlon, will consent to be left for the
rest of her life in the dark. No, no! If[ saw
you at this moment on the point of finding out
for yourself what Eustace persists in hiding
from you, I should remember that my promise,
like all other promises, has its limits and re-
serves. I should consider my-<elf bound fn
honour not to help you—but I would not lift a
finger to prevent you from disocovering the trath
for yourself.”

At last he was speaking in good earnest; he
lald & strong emphasis on his closing words, I
laid a stronger emphasis on them sull, by sud-
denly leaving my chair. The impulse to spring
to my feet was irresistible, Major Fitz-David
had started a new idea in my mfnd.

“Now we understand each other,” I said,
«I will sooept your own terms, Major, I will

ask nothing of you but what you have Just of-
fered to me of your own accord.”

¢ What bave I offered? ” he enquired, look-
ing a little alarmed.

“Nothiog that you need repent of,” I an-
swered : ¢ nothing which it is not easy for you to
grant. May I ask a bold question? Suppose
this house was mine Instead of yours *”

¢ Consider it yours, cried the gallant old gen-
tleman. «From the garrets to the kitchen
constder it yours,”

“A thousand thanks, Major; I will consider
it mine for the moment. You know—every-
body kKnows—that one of a woman’s many
weaknesses is curiosity. Suppose my curiosity
led me to examine everyithing in my new
house

¢ Yes”

“Buppose I went from room to room, and
searched everything and peeped in everywhere 2.
Do you think there would be a chance-—-"

. The quick-witted Major anticipated my ques-
tion. He followed my example; he, Loo, started
to his feet, with & new idea in his miod,

“ Would there be any chance,” I went on, ¢ of
my finding my own way to my husban U’s secret
in this house? One word of reply, Major Fitz-
David, Only one word—yes or no.”

“Don’t excite yourself!” cried the Major.

“Yes or no,’ I repeated, more vehemently
than ever.

“Yes,” said the Major, after a moment's con,
sideration,

It was the reply I had asked for, but it was
not expliclt enough, now I had got it, to satisfy
me. I felt the necessity of leading him, if pos-
sible, into detatls, .

“ Does ¢ Yes,” mean that there is some sort of
clue to the mystery 2" J asked. Something,”
for instance, which my eyes might see, and my
hands might touch, if I could ouly find it 7"

He cousidered again, [ saw that I bad suc-
ceeded in interesting him, in some way un.
known to myself; and I waited Ppatlently until
he was prepared to answer me. .

“The thing you mention,” he said; ¢ the
clue (as you call it) might be seen and might
be touched—supposing you could find it.”

“In this bouse ? ” I asked.

The Major advanced a step nearer to me, and
answered, . .

¢ In this room,”

My head began to 8wWim ; my heart throbbed
violently. I tried to speak : it was in vain;
the effort almost choked me. In the silence, 1
could hear the muslic lesson still golog on in the
room above. The future prima-donna had done
practisiog her scales, and wag trying her volce
now in selections from Italian operas. At the
moment when I first heard her, she was sing-
iug the lovely air from the Sonnanbula, «Come
per me sereno.” I never heard ‘that deliclous
melody, to this day, without being instantly
transported In imagination to the fatal back-
room in Vivian Place.

The Major—st rongly affected himself,
time—was the first to break the silence,

« 81t down again,” he sald; “and pray take
the easy chair. Xou are very much agitated;
you want rest,”

He was right. I cou!d stand no longor; I
dropped 1nto the ohair, Major Fitz.David rang
the bell, and spoke a few words to the servant
at the door.

“I have been here a long time,” Isald, faint.
ly. «Tell meif [ am in the way.”

“In the way ?” he repeated, with his irres-
istible smile. ¢ You fosget that you are in your
own house!”

by this

(To be continued.)

Amusement.

THEATRE ROYAL

House Crowded ;v;ith Elite of City.
THE GREATEST SUCCESS OF THE SEASON.

THE BELLES OF BURLESQUE!

MISS ELIZA WEATHERSBY
MISS ELLA CHAPMAN,
MISS JENNIE WEATHERSBY.,

Songs and Dances all Encored !

Acting & Triamph !

. Scenery Perfeotion !
WEDNESDAY AND THURSDAY, 11th and 12th November :
LEO AND LOTUS.

FRIDAY, 13th November: ALADDIN. Benefit of Miss
Weathersh:

SATURDAY, 13th povember: A Double Bill of Immense
Interest. .

NOTICE.—Seats can be secured at Prince's Musio Store.

A Gem worth Reading!—4 Diamood worth Seeing)
SAVE YOUR EYES! -
! Restore your Sight!
THROW AWAY your BPECTACLES,
By reading our Illus-
trated P

AND ANATOMY of the
EYESIGHT. Tells .

how to Restore Impair. B

od Vision and Overworked Myes

to cure Wealk, Watery, Inflam y and

Near-Sighted Kyes, and all other Dis=
oases of the BEyes.
WASTE NO MORE MONEY BY ADJUSTING

HUGE QLASSES ON YOUR NOSE AND DIS-
FIGURING YOUR FACE. Pamphlet of 100
ay.u Mailed Free. Sond your address
‘lnl

Agents Wanted,
Q':l“h or Mhamltl h':.. Olg' :_g:y guaranteed.

% DRJ & 00,, (®. 0. Box se1,)

; BALL
o, 91 Liberty Bt., Now York Oity, ¥, Y.€ -

.
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North British & Mercantile
INSURANCE COMPANY.

ESTABLISHED 1809.
Head Office for Canada:
No. 72 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER STREET,
MONTREAL.

FIRE DEPARTMENT.
Insurances effected on all classes of Risks.
LOB8ES PROMPTLY PAID.

LIFE DEPARTMENT.

NMinety per Cent of Profits Divided among Policies
of Participating Scale.

MANAG'NG DIRECTORS AND GENERAL AGENTS:
D. L. MacDOUGALL and THOS. DAVIDBON.
WM. EWING, INSPECTOR.
6. EL ROBERTSON & P. R. FAUTEUX, Sub-Agts. for Montrsal.

Agents in all the Priuciua’ Ciii+s and Towns. 10-00-52-23

R. C. JAMIESON & CO.,
MANUFACTURERS OF
Vearnishes <& Japans,
IMPORTERS OF
Oils, Paints, Colors, Spts. of Turpentine, &c.,

3 Corn Exchange, 6 St. John 8t., MONTRKAL.
10-19-13-25,

DOMINION METAL WORKS,
[®8TABLISHED 1828.] .

CHARLES GARTH & CO.

MANUPACTURERS AND IMPORTERS OF

Plumbers, Engineers, 8teamfitters, Brass,
Copper & Iron Work, Gasfittings, &c.

OFFICE AND MANUFACTORY :
536 TO 543 CRAIG STREET, MONTREAL.

JAMES MATTINSON,

(rate of the Firm of Charles Garth & Co.,)

PLUMBER, STEAM & GAS FITTER,
BRASS & IRON FINISHER,
Machinist and Manufucturer of Steam Pumps, .,
579 CORNER CRAIG, NEAR COTTE 8T,

MONTREAL.
AUl work personally

Pratt’s Patent
BRACE and SKIRT
SUPPORTER.
LATEST IMP]
‘Y3140d4dNS
1Y41Y8 puv 301484
HUdjbd S, }Hoid

“INEREAOYJINI ISALVYT

tion, and promotes health, by giving tone and
r 30 the vital organs. The best and most perfect
made. Rotai 0e of Men's, $1.75; Ludies’

i

Send to any addiess, post paid, on receipt of
money. Send chest measure. For sale by all first-class
deal aud at the office of the Cleveland Shouldar-
&w.:%o., Cleveland, O.

. 10-37-8-643,

LEA & PERRIN'S
ORLIBE.ATRED

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

DECLARED BY CONKOISSEURS TO BE

The only Cood Sauce.
"

CRUTION ACANET FRAVD.

The sucoess of this most tle]icix::l and uorivalled
Condiment having caused certain ers 10 apply the
aame of * Worcestershire Sauce” to their own E.‘rior
compounds, the public is hereby informed that the only
way to secure the genuine is to -

ASK FOR LEA & PERRIN'S SAUCE.

and to see that their names are upon the wrapper, .
bottle. ;

labels, n?«. snd ;

Some the foreign markets having been supplied
with & spurions Worcestershire S8auce, npon the wrapper
and lal of which the name Lee & Perrina have been
forged L. and P. give notice that they have furnished
their correspondents with ;0"! of attorney to takein-
stant pr inet Manyfacturers and Fendors of
sueh, or any other imitations by whiok their right may
be infringed.

Ask for LEA & PERRIN'S 8auce;and ses

FOR. HAYWARD, M.R.C.5.. L.S.A.. 14 York Stree

‘Name on Wrapper, Label, Bottle i
) and Stopper. - i
Whe and for Export by the Proprietors, Wor- '
eGuwr .ﬁ; Qn_thB'iati{vrzll, Limdoen. &c., &C. ;“’and gv !
rocers .
To be obtained of ':ly DOUGLAS & CO., and :
T .

Ollmen un verJu.ll
UHART & CO.. Mout . ,
9-19-1y-618. |

The Hoyal Canadiaa lnsurance Company.
FIRE AND MARINE.
CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, $4,000,000,

Having Nearly Two Thousand Stockholders.

Available Funds to meet Claims exceed Seven Hundred Thousand Dollars.
Tocare el Classes of Risks against Fire ot moderate rates, which wiil be paid immediately on the Loss being

established. .
- MARINE BRANCH.

This Company are prepared to issue Policies on Inland Hulls and Iniand Cargoes on terms 88 favorable as
.:'X‘F'Zl‘-l“.(ii'g;i Company. Open Policies issued on Special Terms. Losses adjusted equiiubly and Paid Prompiiy
at tire Hey ce.

DIRECTORS :—HON. JOHN YOUNG. PRESIDENT.
ANDREW ROBERTSON, .. R. THIBAUDEAU,
W. F. KAY, M. C. MULLARKY,

GENERAL MANAGES, ALFRED PEREY. SKCEETARY, ARTHUR GAGNON.
. A ANAGER MAkisg DEPARTMENT, CHAS. G. FORTIER.

" BAN K:Rs $—BANK OF MONTREAL. LA BANQUE DU PEUPLE.
10-20-52-22

Commercial Union Assurance Company.
HBEAD OFFICE, 19 & 20 OORNHILL, LONDON.

oapii.a/’ $’2' 500, 000' FUNDS IN HAND AND INVEBTEP, OVEB < - $5,000,000-

UNCALLED CAPITAL, - - 11,000,000

BRANCH OFFICE FOR EASTERN CANADA—UNION BUILDINGS, 43 ST. FRANCOIS-XAVIER ST., MONTREAL.
FIRE DEPARTMENT. Tusurance granted apon Dwelling Honees and Mercantile Risks,

and Munulactories und their conients, ¢: veasonable rates.

J. F. SINCENNES. VICR-PRESIDENT.
L. A. BOYER, M. P.,, JOHN QSTELL,
ANDREW WILSON.

in¢luding Mills

LIFE DEPARTMENT. Term~ 'iberal—Rates moderate—Secnriiy perfect-—Bonus large, baving here- |

tofore uveraged over 25 per cen.. of ihe Premiums paid.

FRED. COLB, General Agent for Eastern Canada.

Provincial Insurance Company of Canads,

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO, Ont.
FIRE AND MARINE, Endearors 10 deserve confidence by a PROMPT AND

JUs1 SKTILEMENT OF FAIR CLAIMS,

MONTREAL OFFICE: 160 ST. PETER STREET, COR. NOTRB-DAMBE.
10-19-52-29_-*_“ o T 2. EVANS, BaENT.

DR. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CELORODYNE

THE ORIGINAL AND ONLY GENUINEH.

10-19-52-28.

CHLORODYNE
is admitted by the Profe 10 Be the most wonderful and vainable remedy ever discovered.
CHLORODYNE
is the best remedy known for Coughs, Consumption, Bronchitis, Asthma.
CHLORODYNE
effectually checks and arresis those too often fuial diseases—Diptheria, Fever, Croup, Ague.
CHLORODYNE
acts like a charm in Diarrhees, and is the only specific in Cholera and Dysentery.
- CHLORODYNE
effectually cuts short all attacks of Epilepsy, Hysteria, Palpitation, and Spasms.
CHLORODYNE

is the only palliative in Nenraigia. Rheams . ism. Gout, Cancer, Toothuche, Meningitis, &ec.

From LORD FFrRANCIS CONYNGHAM, Mount Charles, Donegal : 17th December, 1868,
* Lord Francis Conyugham, who his ime last vesr boaght some of Dr. J. Colis Browne's Chlorodyne from
Mr. Davenport, and has found it « wmont wonderful wedicine, will be giad to have half-a-dozen bot(les sent at once
to the above address.’

Earl Russell communicated to the College of Physicians that he recerved a dispatch
Jrom Her Majesty’s Consul at Manilla, to the effect that Cholera has been ragin
Searfully, and that the ONLY remedy of any service mas CHLORODYNE.—Se

Lancet, 1si December, 1564,

OAUTION.-Beware of Piracy and Imitations.

CAUTION.—Vice-Chancetlor 8icr W. PAGE WO0OD stated that Dr. J. COLLIS BROWNE was, undoubtedly, the
Inventor of CHLORODYNE ; that the story of the Defendaut, FREEMAN, was deliberately untrue, which, he re-
gretted to say, had been sworu to.—See Times, 13th July, 1864.

Sold in bottles ut 8. 14d.. 25. 9d., 48. 6d., and 11s each. Noue is genuine without the words ‘ DR. J. COLLIS
BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE * on the Government Stamp. - Overwiclming Medical Testimony accompanies each
bottie.

SOLE MANUFACTUEEE :—J. T. DAVENPORT, 3 GREAT RUSSELT. STRERT, BLOOMSBURY, LONDON.

DR, HAYWARD'S NEW DISCOVERY,

(PATENTED 1879).

ENGLAND, FRANCE & BELGIUM.
The Treatment and Mode of Cure.
How to use it successfully

Witha sfety and certainty in all cases of decay of the
nerve structures, lors of vilal power, weakness, low
apirits, despond , langor, exh , MUICU-
lar debility, loss of strength, appetite, inds-
gestion, and funclioral ailments from
various excesses, dc., dc.

Without Medicine.

TEE NEW NOODR
RE-ANIMATES and REVIVES the failing functions ;
of life, and thus imparts ENERGY and FRESH VITALITY :
to the EXHAUSTED and DEBILITATED Constitution, and |
may fairly be tered,

THE FOUNTAIN OF HEALTH.
THE LOCAL and NERVINE TREATMENT.

Imparts toue and vigour to the nervous system, and
b highly re ting properties, its inflaence on
the secrctions and functions i8 speedily manifested, and
in all cases of debility, uervousness. depression, palpit-
ation of the bheart, trembling of the limbs, pains in the
back, &o., resuliing from over-taxed energies of body or
mind, &ec. ‘
Full Printed Instr , with Pawmphlet and Dia-
grama for snvalidz. post Free, two stamps.
(FPROM SOMNINVENTOR AND PATENTEE,)

THE COOK'S

FRIE

BAKING POWDER
Has become a Househo'ld Word in the land, aud isa
HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY -

in every family where Economy and Health are
studied.

1t is used for raising all kinds of Bread, Rolls, Pan-
cakes, Griddle Cakes, &c.,’ &c., and a small quantity
used in Pie Crust, Puddings, &e., will save half the
usual shortening, snd make the food more digestible.

THE COOK'S FRIEND

SAVES TIME,
IT SAVES TEMPER,
IT SAVES MONEY.

For sale by storekeepers throughout the Dominion,
! and wholesale by the facturer,

W. D. MCLAREN, Union Mills,
9.18-1y-613 55 College Street.

"

THE FOLLOWING
I8 AN
¥ EXTRAOT FROM A LETTER
™% dated 15th May, 1879,
. Hornish , NOAT

from an old inhabitant of
inster, Wilts :—

‘I mustalso beg to say that your Pills are
A% an exceliont wedicine for me, and 1 certainly

BRIDAL GIFTS!

SAVAGE, LYMAN & C0.,
226 and 228 ST. JAMES STREET,

HAVE IN STOCK THE

Largest and Richest Assortment of SILVERWARK and

Faney Articles for Wedding and Presentation Gifts und

General Family use to be found in the Dominion.
10-20-4-24,

JOSEPE LUCKWELL,
BUILDER & JOINER

356} ST. ANTOINE STRERT,
MONTREAL. 1020523

E. J. MELLOR,
JEWELLER,
286 NOTRE-DAME STREET,

Has constenily ou hand one of the finest stocks of

FINE JEWELLERY,

WATCHES AND DIAMONDS
TO BE FOUND IN THE DOMINION.
4.20.7-31

ROBERT MILLER,

Pﬁblisher. Book-bnder, Manuféﬁtming and
WHOLESALE STATIONER,

IMPORTER OF
‘Wall Papers, Window Shades and
SOHOOL BOOKS,
397 Norre DaMe STrREET, MONTREAL.
$B to P20 I72 DAY Agm Weated!

of either sex, young or old, make more money at work
for us in tneir spare moments, or all the time, than at
anything else. Particulurs free. Post card to States

& | costs but two ocents. Address J. STINSON & CO.,

Portland, Maine. 10-19-26 0.

MIRICAN WATGHES

Tlustrated catalogues containin os
giving full intormnfon § Pprics lst,

How to Choose a Good Walch

Price 10 cents. Address,
8. P. KLEISER,

P. 0. Box 1022, Toronto.
Street, T
9:21-1y-620

No. 34 Union Block, T

JOSEPH GILLOTT’S
STBEL PENS,

S0ld by all Dealors thronghout the World, .

Sight s the Greatest en o Nature,

SAVE YOUR EYES!
RESTORE YOUR SIGHT!
Ede's Patent American Eye Liquid.

worth 20 guineas per bottle, has been proved by thou-
sands to ﬁ'xhe bel;:ever afforded to the public. Dim-
ness, aged, weak, watery, sore, blood-shot, kells, specks,
colds, inflamed, near-sighted, over-worked, and every
disesse of the eyes, oured in a few dressings. ‘Thou-
sands of testimonials can be seen. Send a8 stamped
envelope for testimonials, and judge for yourself. Some
of the most wonderful cares ever witnessed in men, wo-
men, and ehildren, all well known in Birmingham and
district ; some who had been in hospitals, and under the
best medical men of the day. Not the slightest pain in

ft. Sold in bottles atls. 1§d. and 2s. 94. Pre.

only by John Ede, S8nowball Villa, Birchfleld

usin,
ﬁ Birmi

§ do enjoy good health, sound -sleep, and a ham free by post for 15 and 33
lfonm.nu Squ.ure.‘ f;undon, W. ] L b ood appefite ; this is owing o taking your | stampe. ng '
For Qualifications, vide ‘' Medical Registor.” ills. [ am 78 years old. 10-15-52-639.
) 10-17-13-642.  Remaining, Gentlemen, yours verx:ysru- e ————
- . peotfully, - i ished by the BURLAND-DEs-
OW TO MAKE MONEY IN WALL | " we Proprictors of Printed and Published by o >
Street safely with 810 or more. Profits large. BARATS LITHOGRAPHIC AND PubLIsHING Cox-

Pamphilet mriled.

UMBLE & (0. 5 Brogdway, N, Y. NORTON'S CAMOMILE PILLS, Londoa.
P. 0. Box 4905, ; 10-16.13-640 1

! 10-1-26-e2w-629,

PANY, MONTREAL.

WHITESIDE'S PATENT SPRINC BED!

.




