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The CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS is pub-
lished by THE BURLAND-DESBARATS LITHo-
GRAPHIO AND PuBLISHING COMPANY on the
following conditions: $4.00 per annum in ad.
vance, 54.50 if not paid strictly in advance.
$3.00 for clergymen, school-teachers and post-
masters, in advance,

All remittances and business communications
to be addressed . to G. B. BURLAND, General
Manager.

When an answer is required, stamyp for return
postage must be enclosej.

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

BENEATH THE WAVE.

This interesting story is now proceeding in
large instalments through our columns, and the
interest*of the plot deepens with every number,
It should be remembered that we have gone
to the expense of purchasing the sole copyright
of this fine work for Canada, and we trust that
our readers will show their appreciation of this
fact by renewing their subscriptions and urging
their friends to open subscriptions with the
News.

CARADIAN ILLUSTRATED  NEWS,

CHRISTMAS GREETING.

As our readers will at once perceive, we
have devoted this whole number of the
Caxapiax ILLustraTED NEWS to the pic-
torial and literary illustration of scenes
and episodes connected with the happy
Christmas tide. Indeed to such an extent
has the material crowded upon us that we
have barely space left to fulfil the necessary
and agreeable duty of wishing our readers
and friends the compliments of the season.
Having been in regular communication
with one another during the year, and, in
most cases, during a succession of years,
there has grown a hond of union between
readers and writers, and when the happy

" seasen comes around in due course, it is

+ with a sentiment of real pleasure that the
managers of the journal seize the oppor-
tunity afforded them by their eolumns to
wish their patrons the full enjoyment of
the holiday season. While circumstances,
as none know hetter than ourselves, have
not always allowed us to do all that we
intended, or to come up to our ideal in
every instance, we have still the con-
sciousness of having done our best to
please, and we may confidently announce
that, with the beginning of a new ‘year, no
efforts will be spared to make the Cax-
ADIAN JLLUSTRATED NEWs more and more
worthy of public acceptance. We call
upon all our friends to aid us in this, both
by continuing their favours and inducing
others to lend us a helping hand.

THE PRINCESS ALICE.

As all loyal Canadians take an almost
personal interest in the Royal Family, it
is no exaggeration to say that tite demise of
Princess Avrick of Hesse will cast a gloom
wer our Christmas festivities. An addi-
tional cause for regret, in our case, is that
the melancholy circumstance so intimately
atfects the fair lady whom we, only a few
days ago, were welcoming with patriotic
outbursts to her new home in Canada. It
is sad to have to remember hereafter that
the arrival of the Princess Louise among
us was overshadowed by the great grief
which she must experience at the death of
a beloved sister. To her, in especial, and
to the Queen and whole Royal Family,
we, as a mouthpiece of public opinion, beg
to offer the sincerest condolence. The loss
is a heavy ome in many respects. It is the
first break in the large circle of the Royal
¢ Children—Her Majesty having enjoyed

the rare privilege of seeing her large off-

spring of nine sons and daughters grown
up around her to manhood and woman-
lwod.  Furthermore, Princess ALicE was

"' endeared to the Royal household, as

having been the favourite of her father,
whom she nursed on his death bed, and
the companion of her mother, during the
first dismmal years of her widowhood.
Another painful circumstance is that, by
. ar v septional coincidence, she died on the
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same day of the week and the same day of
the month—Saturday, December 14—as
the lamented Prince ConsoRrT, so that this
anniversary will henceforth be doubly
mournful in the Royal household.

Princess ALiceE Maud Mary was the
second daughter and third child of Her
Majesty, and was born on the 25th of
April, 1843. In July, 1862, she was mar-
ried to Prince Louis of - Hesse-Darmstadt.
Seven children were born of this union——
two sons and five daughters, but of these
one died in 1873, and another, MARIE,
only four years of age, preceded her
mother by a few weeks. In fifteen years
of her married life, Princess ALICE resided
a great deal in England, as it was only on
the 13th of June, 1877, that her husband
suceeeded his uncle, Lupwia the Third, in
the government of the Grand Duchy.

We should have liked to accompany
this brief memoir by a portrait of Her
Royal Highness, but neither in this city
nor in Ottawa could we find a likeness
that did not date back several years.
Rather than present an unfaithful picture,
we preferred to wait a few weeks, when
reliable photographs will rcach us from
England.

HOME MANUFACTURE OF ORD-
: NANCE.

It is not generally known that there
has heen, during the last four years in the
United States, the greatest artillery com-
petition on record. The object of this
competition was to determine on the most
suitable system of heavy rifled ordnance
for the service of the United States.
This competition trial was carried out
under the superintendence of the officers
of the United States Board of Ordnance.
The great struggle appears to have been
the competition between steel barrels as a
lining for heavy guns and coiled wrought
iron barrels. The latter have always been
advocated by Sir William Palliser, who
who has ever maintained that two good
coiled wrought iron barrels, one inside the
other, when oiled and fitted in by hand
into a cast iron casing, are certain to
defeat steel barrel guns in a heavy com-
petition, owing to the treacherous nature
of steel. This law, laid down by Sir W,
Palliser, has proved perfectly true in
America. ‘The steel barrel guns have
broken down, and the fleet and forts of
our cousins have been, so far, armed with
‘Palliser guns. Now this fact is of deep
interest to us, for although we might find
a difficulty in manufacturing steel bar-
rels, there can be none in naking coiled
wrought iron barrels, and the point raised
by this at once suggests itself, why should
our Government continue to send large
sums of money out of Canada to purchase
ordnance and stores which can be made
at home? We have reason to believe that
it ‘is now in contemplation to secure a
number of armour piercing guns for goast
defense. The cost of these will be many
thousands of pounds, and Canada can ill
afford to send this money out of the
country. It may be argued that, although
the United States makes large Palliser
rifled guns with perfect success, we
could not do svo. In the fimst place it
should be remembered that the United
States have no State gun factory. The
rifled guns alluded to are made by a pri-
vate firm, receiving the orders every year
from the Board of Ordnance. 1t would be
absurd to maintain that what a private
firm can do in America, for the Americai
Government, a private firm could not do
in Canada for the Canadian Government.
It is true that the manufacture in America
1s under a certain amount of inspection by
officers of the Board of Ordnance, but,
without the least disrespect for these
scientific officers, we can safely assert that
they do not surpass such officers, as Colonel
T. Bland Strange, Royal Artillery, in
scientific attainments and knowledge of
gunnery. Coiled barrels for a 64 pounder
rifle are now being forged in Montreal out
of Canadian iron by order of Sir W.
Palliser, who is anxious that the Cana-
dians should follow the example of the
Americans, ahd adopt his guns. We
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further understand that should our Gov-
ernmeni adopt his system, he will not
accept any pecuniary reward or commis-
sion. Such generosity is seldom met with,
and as he will guarantce the gums, we
really think Government should seriously
consider this most important question.
We have reason to believe that Sir
Edward Selby Smyth, K.C.M.G., is great-
ly in favour of Canada setting to work
in earnest to arm herself. He has never
coased to advocate this most important
point. We think it can be best attained
by sctting to work to make the armaments
ourselves. A small sum voted every year,
which surery finds its way back into the
pockets of the people, is better than send-
ing over $100,000 at a time to Woolwich,
not a penny of which ever returns to us.

We have now a good many Palliser 64
pounder rifled guns, purchased from
Woolwich. There can be no reason why
we should not make more of these and
even 120 pounders. We show a seetion of
a Palliser 120 pounder 7 inch gun, with
its two coiled wrought iron barrels, and
also a section of the Woolwich 7 inch gun.
The tirst gun is made on the new principle
of great length of bore to consume a large
charge of mild powder. By following
these rules Sir W. Armstrong has attained

| extraordinary results lately with very

small pressure on the bore of the gun.
The Woolwich gun is the old fashioned
dumpy gun still in vogue which gives a
low velocity owing to its length being too
short to consume the whole of the powder
charge ; it is moreover more expensive
than the Palliser gun. '

LA GAZZA LADRA.
AN OPERATIC REMINISCENCE.

Oneof the most charming of French writers,and
a musical critic of renown, M. A. de Pontmartin,
has just published a work entitled Souvenirs
d'un Vieww Mélomane, in which he relates an
amusiug incident comnected with the represen-
tation at Paris of L« Gazza Ladra, one of the
most melodious of Rossini’s lesser operas. As ]
have had frequent occasion in these columns to
publish remarkable episodes relating to that fa-
vourite art which is a main beautifier and solace
of life, I trust that the following will be found
sufficiently pleasant to bear reproduction.

About thirty years ago, young de Pontmartin
was engaged on the staff of L'Opinion Publique,
one of the Legitinist journals of the day. His
companions were & half dozen of youths who
later made names for themselves in the literary
world, and a few “ volunteers” who daily lounged
in the editorial rooms to read the papers and
furnish the gossip of the boulevards for the
‘“city items,” or faits divers. Chief among
these was a former Government official Madier-
Montjau. He was of gigantic size—six feet at
least—lean us a skeleton, pale as a sepulchre, but
his eyes glared with fire and his gesticulation
was always animated unto exaggeration. His
speciality was to express, in and out of season,
his repentance for the g:rt he had taken in the
Revolution of July, mn the Republic, and
bring in daily bulletins ot the health of the
{)ious Queen of the Belgiaus, daughter of Louis
Philippe and wife of King Leopold. This
strange character was a great favourite among
the young scribes of L'Upinion Publique, and
he often accepted an invitation to their modest
repast at the restaurant of la mére Morel. On
such occasions he would toss off his glass of
Bordemux, and rising, as about to propose a
toast, exclaim in a stentorian voice: “1 beg
pardou of God and men for having contri-
huted to the Revolution of July.” Then, he
would add with emotion ; ¢ fortunately we have
the best news of the pious Queen of the Bel-
giuns.” He cared little who overheard him
among the guests of the restaurant, as he was
fearless and had no human respect. It was this
queer individual who distinguished himself one
night at, the Italiens.

La Guiza Ladre had been announced during
several days for the first appearance of Sophie
V-——in the character of Ninetta. Ronconi,
the incomparable baritone, at that time mnan-
ager of the theatre, had assumed the réle of Fer-
nando, and the great Lablache was booked as
the Podesta. With such a cast, it was no wonder
that the opera drew crowds. On the epening
night, de Pontmartin and nis companions were
early at their ﬁ:)st-s, with Madier - Montjau
amoug them. ey had all dined exceptionally
well and were in a proper mood of appreciation.
The orchestra attacked the delicious overture, a
military march which culminates in an irresisti-
ble erescendo established on the dominant. The
introduction, the pretty couplets of Pippo, the
entrarce of the imperious farm-wife and the
goodman Fabrizio ha 1 nicely «isposed the public,
when came Whe charming ritornel announcing
Ninetta, and the famous cavatina: Di piacer mi
bulza il cuore. Sophie V—— sang this to per-
fection and was rewarded by three salvos of ap-
,plnuse. That initial triumph was enhanced

when, immediately after, Ronconi stepped upon -

the scene. This great artist was not always
sure of his intonation during the first mea-
sures, but, in his good days, he always rose
to the sublime. His rich voice, his tragical
expression, his terrible gestare, the incredible
art with which he coloured his phrases and made
them pass through a thousand gradations of
energy, tenderness, wrath and sweetness—all
these qualities electrified his audience. The
duet with Ninetta was executed in an inimitable
style. Encouraged by her wonderful partner,
Sophie V---- - surpassed herself, and the strette
was covered with braves. But silence ! Here
comes Lablache.  He had but one fault in the
character of the Bailiff. He was too handsome,
too grandiose, too Olympian. An eagle in place
of an osprey. Never was the celebrated air, J/
mio pia:io é preparato delivered with such an ad-
mirable blending of senile fatuity, clandestine
libertinism and wagisterial authority. That
guttural toesin, sottened by science, or rather by
genius, accommodated itself without an effort to
all the fioriture which abound in this piece. To
convert success into ovation, und enthusiasm in-
to delirium, ouly a spark was needed, and that
spark flashed from the immortal trio, ¢/ Nusne
Bengfico.  Tu the magnificent adagio, the fresh
voice of the prima donna respouded like a me-
lodious echo to the singing basses, which rivalled

5

with cach other in expression, flexibility and (N

power. A handkerchief might have been heard
to drop in the vast theatre. The drama was
progressing grandly. The Podesta, fancying him-
self alone with Ninetta, had just unmasked his
odious designs. At that moment, Fernando,
forgetting his own peril through solicitude for
his daughter, advance © upoun him, superb in his
thrilling indignation, and hurled at him the ery
of paternal wrath, Un maturo ! wn magistrato !
These words were uttered with such tragic fury
that the audience was completely cowed and
quite unable to applaud. There was a supreme
moment of dramatic and musical ecstagy, when
allat once a gigantic figure was seen rising to its
full height from one of the orchestra seats, and
lifting two long arms to the chandelier above.
This fantastic, spectral figure had a large mouth,
and from the large mouth camne these words, ut-
tered in a voice that drowned the sound of the
instruments :

“1heg pardon of God and men for
taken part in the Revolution of July
Happily, the news from Her Majesty the Queen
of tLe Belgians is better.” :

Fauney the result | The house reechoed with
cries of rage, mingled with shouts of laughter.
On the stage, Lablache and Ronconi, artists of
the heroic age, did not even wince, but poor
Sophie V—— went off in a swoon, falling into
the arms of the Podesta, who was much aston-
ished at his good luck. Down went the cartain,
but not fast enough to hide the sight of a big
cat, which passed majestically in front of the
prompter’s bo:., as if to enhance the catastrophe.
Ten minutes later, the curtain rose again, and
the manager eame forward te announce that the
prima donna, having recovered from her terror,
would continue her part, but entreated all the
indulgence of the audience. And she sadly
needed it. The rest of the opera went off very
poorly indeed.

In justice to our eccentric enthusiast, it must
be added that he was desperate, and tore out the
few grey hairs that were left him, as he repeated :

“* Poor Ninetta ! If I were rich, I would give
her everythin%to compensate for this misfor-
tune. But |
having taken part in the Revolution of J uly

JNO. LESPERANCE,

HUMOROUS.
EvERY editor has his shear ally.

TuE individual who was accidentally injured
by the discharge of his duty is still very low.

A MAN's good fortune often turns his head ;
his bad fortuneas often averts the heads of his friends.

THE man who goes to church simply because
he has nothing else to do, may not be a heathen, but he
is certainly au idle worshipper.

‘ WE’VE got to economize, or the country is

ruined,”’ was the soliloquy of & husbaud as he kindled
the fire with his wife’s bustle.

THE small boy who bade good-bye to Sunday-
school just after tbe picnic is now making a desperate
effort to regain his standing in time for the coming
Christmas tree.

THE natives of Lord Howe’s Island, in the
South Pacifie, petiti d for four achool and some
iron pots. The gentle aborigines evidently contem-
plate giving a party.

A WesTERN poet who had expressed a wish
to die “ amidst the grand solitude of the eternal moun-
tain-tops,” was killed by the explosion ot a pint of cheap
kerosene. . .

‘¢ SaRE,” said a Frenchman, wishing to dis-
play his knowledge of the English language, * did it
rain to-morrow 1’ * Yes, sare,” was the equally bom-
bastio reply—** yes, sare, it vus.”

A schoolmaster thus describes a money-lender:
‘* He sarves you in the present teuse, he lends in the
conditienal mood, keeps you iu the subjective, and ruins
you iu the future !"

having

A PREACHER who arrived at the kirk wet

through asked an old Scotchwoman what he should do,
to which she replied, ‘* Gang into tby? pulpit as sane as
ye can. Ye'll be dry enongh there.

THE other day a Detroiter, who has a good
record of army service, took down his revolver to shoot
a oat which had been hanging about the house. After
looking at him while he fired six shots, the cat walked
away. While he was loading up for more destruotiou
the shooter’s small boy inquired : ** Father, did youever
kill any one while you were in the army 17 *‘1 suppose
so, my son.” Afler a long pause the boy ocontinued :
‘“'I'hed you must have got near enough te hit ’em with
an axe, didn't you t”” It was then discovered ta be about
school time.

eg pardon of God and men for-
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MY CHRISTMAS FAIRY. of our children.” As my father spoke parlour seemed to have been turned | For this I tried with a

will and forco which
» to improve
without mis.
with the same
I knew that I would be
at my work deserved.

iployment a little more
n one diy the senior
room where 1 worked
and two gentlemen, all
copyists of manuscript.
looking over the work
nd our chairs, and, like

raised the hand still
lips, and looking fo
said, *“fear not, darli
Marsden and be the
within the old walls.”

Prophetic words !

It was the evenin
at our destination.
scene of wonder the w

clasped in his own to his
ndly down into her eyes
ng, you will yet return to
ichest lady that ever lived

y shop ; there was a ring
dress for Catherine who deserved it so
a beautiful Bible bound in white and

g With crown and with sceptre.
of Love's kingdom to-night ;
11 adore and accept her,

For love is her right.

even to myself seemed s

m handwriting, that it might be

e, and 80 even as to be read
ease as printed matter,
A little head crownéd with berries ; paid in the exact ratio th
A little brow clouded with doubt i
Little lips that are redder than cherries.
Too pretiy to pout.

As Archie presented mamma w
he showed her the Christmas ca
to put Sir Humphrey’s ring into it
the Bible from his haed and pressed h
his cheek in token of thanks ;
cake she turned away,
hand as if she fain wo

ith her present,
How tulfilled ?

of the next day ere we ar-
Never shall T forget the
harf with its bus
my untutored eye, as we disem-
hurrying to and fro are
onderful the stran,

than three months, whe
partner came into the
along with several girls

correctors of the press or
He walked slowly round,
of each as he passed behi
his son, giving a word of
or advice, as it seemed ne
on my neck as he
dently bending
pect my work. M
that I could feel ever:

A little fay dressed for the fairies ;
A little court waiting without,
A court where no sin and no care is,
Your kingdom, nodoubt .

lifting and waving her
uld banish it from her
among the things w
the small quiet cities of Scotland sees A few minutes afterwards Mabel came and

1 ““Mamma is crying.
happy tears ! The fountain of
sealed since the day on whicl
body met her gaze.

Do yon tbink of the

part you are playiog,
As you stand wit

h that fair drooping head —
‘What thoughts through your little braj
Will live there unsaid

encouragement,
edful. I felt his
stooped over my ¢hai
down that he might the
y heart was palpitat
Y beat against the a

”* Blessed tidings !
her tears had been
1 my father’s dead
This was better than Sir
hrey’s ring a hundred fold. This was the

the three eldest children, to-
nergetic girl named Cetherine,
er engaged on board ship, were
eyance and sent off to the board-

gether with an e
whom my moth

The wild wind is sweeping placed in aconv

through cloudland ;
The firelight glows ferven red ;

praise
breath
r, evi.
better
ing so

m om

The white snow is weaving a shroud-band

hristmas eve we
For hours that are dead.

piness in Canada.

St. Catherine street, where rooms

which I leant.
ged for us by a friend.

‘“Aye,” said he, after ins

had a semblance of hap-
as Day dawned,

pecting my work at
g we do not

- i aced mamma, myself and the baby
e ia K his foot was on the atep

e beside us when some-

Archie, our bread.winner,

his is somethin
fever bed from which for six

Walter, look here.*
His son came u

was ‘stretched on a | least a minute, ¢k

long weeks he never

g out through the night-air ;
of Winter draws near B

Io the glow and the gleam of the light there ready to take his plae

p to where Mr. Edmonston
and, excut 1 himself,
was writing trom before
tone, **This is the young

His weleome you hear. thiug startled the horse

and in their fright the
we were seated in

What was to be done ?
with us from Scotland
-was by the exercise ol
had lasted so long.
and asked myself “

8 of a carriage close by,
Y rushed against the one
,» causing the horses to rear
sway heavily to one side.
down and the door closed

The woney we brought
was nearly all gone ; it
f the utmost economy it

I looked at my idle hands
Is there nothing [ can do ? [

stood behind my e
lifted the manuscript 1
me, saying, in an under
lady of whom I spoke.”

**Capital ! as good as print 1”7

©) lips that are sweeter
Stwile too at the Chri

stmas King's birth ;
Let the shadows and s

OITOWS come after
Our season of mirth.

My father jumped

as the reply,

with a bang as the

got his horses to
resume a natural position

am strong and willing,
a shrieking noise as

surely I can work too.”
That evening an

ina hearty voice.
advertisement cau

Throw off those grave thoughts, 1i ¢ And of such wor

Give kisses and smiles fo

k twenty pages and over a

Or if of caresses i

of several voices calling i
00k on with delight.

n horror struck on my Edmonston and Fornam wanted a proof- | day,” said his son.
ear; I put my head out through the open win-

Walter, you'll look to that on the

There are hearts that
For the lustre that |
And the red lips that

dow. Oh God !
breast were unde

may ache some hereafter
ives in your eyes,

Oh God ! My father’s head and
ing feet of two ter-

I took Catherin

e into my confidence.
first she showed a

tchwoman’s prejudice | On the first of the month, w

hich was the day
I was paid six dollars a

rified horses his life blood
A splash of somethin
heaven it is my f;

abbling the ground.
warm on my faco ; mer-
ather’s blood !

against a lady, the daugh
man, working for her bread.
I explained to her how low o

of a titled gentle-
But at last when
ur finances were,

we received our salary,
week, instead of four.

But the spell of the young years that bind you,

A few weeks after this, while we were at tea
ght, Archie had a fit of coughing, which

Is sacred and holy and sa

doctor had said it
As we leave you, I wounld we mi,

efore Archie would again be a
mind took a practical view of
day ‘to Edmonston and Fornam’s

might be months )
ble to work, her in his spitting up and at last vomi
‘quantity of blood.

Iimmediately ran for the nea

We lived in that

ting a

rest doctor, but
advised that the
ularly attending him should be sent
as it might be very serious or other-
according to the natare of the case, of
judge so well as the medical
adding,

the street door entered into our

the first two years my mother e
scarcely call her living,
ighed ; spoke only in a
en it was yes, or no
no other word ever
she sat for two

ther’s mutilated |

seethe foreman asthe advertisement,

rlour. Darin
Ley 5 questions—my answor

xisted, we could
she neither smiled nor
ns8wer to questions and

he, on seeing my brother,

Seven Ghr{gtmas Bvaé.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER ROsx,

seemed to impress him fa
m I wasin a few min
room where an old gentleman sat
passed her lips.
s aud two nights by my fa-
ody was rich auburn which

o had attended him all along,

a ygng lady, Mr. Edmonston, who ad better be sent for withont delay

& good proof-reader in Miss

It was now nearly eight o’clock, and I dared
80 to Montreal at so late an- hour alone.
i we proceeded to St.
where Dr. Turnbull lived.

ot wWas
a wedding party, .1 one of the
erbrooke street, and might not be

shone like burnis Wilson's place,”

11 as a ha home
g4 fell on it ; it was

y forefathers for three
mbellished the walls of
while our sideboard was load-
ilver plate, heir-looms in the
neighbours could not
ey envied us the pos-

We had a handsome as we
in Seotland ; pictures of m
hundred years back e
the dining-room ;
¢d with gold and s
which our rich
hoast of, and of which th

said the foreman.
dressed asked a few
my ability to writeand s
ing me to write to his

upwards of five minutes. "
* wonderfully good, cons
attempt,” and at once d
engaged at a sala

hed gold when the sunshine
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mine."] was not jealous of that beautiful lady, it
would have seemed sin in me to be so0 ; I knew
that Walter Edmonston and I were as far apart
as if the wide Atlantic flowed between us. |
had never entertained one feeling of carthly love
for him ; but I had thought of him by day and
dreamed of him by night, until he became a part
of my very being: an idol which T could no
more tear from my heart than I could forget my
hope of heaven ; and I could not bear the
thought that another should love him as well as
I did. Poor child of seventeen years ! I believed
with a faith that knew no change nor wavering
since I first beheld him ; that heaven could hold
no joy for me were Walter Edmonston not there.

Dr. Turnbull accompanied us home ; Archie
must be kept quiet ; there was no danger ; the
blood came from some small vessel in the throat.

Christmas eve, the fourth, came with more of
shappiness than we had known since we crossed
the sea. Archie was so well that he had the
doctor’s permission to resume his labours in the
New Year, and his employer was eager for his
return, promising him an advance in salary.

My mother was herself again ; the spring
round which allin the household moved, as she
used to be in our old Scottish home.

We had a nice cake baked at home and iced
all over, set on one of our old silver salvers
adorned with a wreath of scarlet geraniums and
green leaves cut from our own house plants,

The old pictures we had brought from Scot-
land, covering almost every available space of

our humble walls were ornamented with scarlet

berries, branches of dark green fir and cedar.
The sideboard looked quite grand with the old
.Elate, and to do honour to the night we were all
resscd in our best—the two little girls and my-
self in white muslin, each with a little sprig of
scarlet geranium in our hair. The cake wascut,
und, behold, Sir Humphrey’s ring was mine ! 1
was reading the legend *‘ Kind heart be true,
and ye shall never rue,” amid shouts of merry
laughter from my brothers, when the door open-
el:ld, and a well-known voice thrilled through my
eart

‘¢ Excuse me, Madam, I knocked twice, and I
fancy the laughter of your pretty children pre-
vented my being heard. 1 am in search of a
family of the name of Denholm, where there is
a sick boy ; they live in this vicinity, and I have
mistaken the number of the house ; yerhaps you
could direct me where to find them ?”

All this time I had remained standing with
my back to the speaker. 1 now turned round
and said smilingly, * Do you wish to find our
house, Mr. Walter 7’

At tirst he was evidently so taken back, that
he remained for a second without answerin
but, quickly recovering himself, he replied wit
his usual suavity, removing his hat as he spoke :

‘It is indeed your house I am seeking ; will
you introduce me, Miss Denholm #”

1 did so, and my mother requested him to be
seated, with more coldness and haunteur of voice
than I could have wished, had the power of
modulating her tones been mine.

Walter Edmonston sat only a few minutes,
but in that time gained = little in my mother's
good graces by praising her heautitul children,
and offering to send from his library any books
Archie might wish to read.

1 felt quite swe the books were mentioned
merely as an excuse for a visit, the true motive
for which I was yet to learn.

A few days after this visit I met on the
Longueuil ferty boat two girls who worked as
compositors in Kdmonston and Fornam’s, and
lived almost opposite our cottage. Although we
passed over each morning to work in the same
establishment, we rarely met, as1 regularly gave
myself half an hour iu advance of the others.

* How do you do, Miss Denholm ¥ said the
older of the two; *““you had a visit from Mr.
Walter Edmonston on Christinas eve ; I saw him
going into your house.”

‘ Yes, we had the pléhsure of seeing him for
a few minutes.” *

‘“I hope he gave your mother a nice present.”

“What ’ said I, with a féeling of painful
surprise my face must have betraye(f. .

‘T hope he gave your mother a nice present of
cake and fruit and something, and your brother
some wine.”

‘“ No, certainly,” replied I, my blood runuing
hot and quick as 1 spoke. 1 am sure he never
thought of such a thing.”

‘“ Well, then, itis a real shame,” answered the
girl, who, occupied by her own view of the case,
never for a moment fancied that his doing so
could occasion any other feeling but that of sat.
isfuction.

*“ He asked me in the morning,”’ continued
she, ** where you lived, and I told him you had.
a sick brother and everything I thought could do
you good ; and to think of him going himself
and not giving you nn¥thing, when %\e sent a
large cake anu lots of fruit to us; it's a real
shame!”

How thankful I was that our little home had
been more than usually bright and gay that
Christmas eve.

Several months after this conversation, 1 vas
engaged on work which it was impossible for me
to finish in time unless [ went to the office early
in the morning. With this view, I left home
at six o’clock. It was the first time 1 had put
on a coloured dress since my father's death ; long
an the time had been we kept on our black

s, as expressive of the feelings of sorrow,
which, although weakeued by time, still kept its
hold on our hearts.

My dress was a light grey merino, witha hat
and shaw!l of the same colour, and very careful I
was lest anything, iu coming or leaving the ferry
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boat, should put the smallest stain on my new
attire.

The morning was ovely for the season, and I
walked leisurely along, enjoying the fresh, sweet
air.  As I approached the printing house, 1 was
all at once conscious of a crowd hurrying on to-
wards the street where it stood, while at the
same time dense clouds of smoke seemed to be
rising in the air from the same direction. 1
burried on only to see the back wing of Edmon-
ston and Fornam’s printing house one sheet of
flamé ! While such sentences as “‘God help him !”
‘‘ He's a dead man !” *“ They say it's one of the
firm ! struck my ear on all sides. :

1 r(i)ressed in among the crowd, and again
heard—*‘ No power on earth can save him ; they
have only old wooden ladders, and they are
broken! The escapes are useless; they have
gone for others, but he will be burnt to death be-
fore they come !"’

I still pressed through that dense crowd of
human beings, waving to and fro, and could now
clearly distinguish Mr. Edmonston’s voice call-
ing outin accents of thunder—**ten thousand
dollars—twenty thousand to the boy who car-
ries a rope up that ladder !

By stooping down and pushing myself under
the men’s arms, I got into the space where the
firemen were working. The building presented
a scene I shall never forget ; the roof had in one
part entirely fallen.in, and seemed like the crater
of a volcano pouring out flame and smoke, while
through each place over the entire back of the
building where windows had been, came great
licking tongues of flame, as if having consumed
all inside they sought something else to devour.

My eye took inall this at a glance, and at the
same moment I saw Mr. Edmonston attempting
to scale a ladder which was placed asgainst
the building.

Several of the firemen rushed and by force
dra%ged him away, calling out—*You will break
the ladder in pieces ; that weakly, broken thing
will support nothing heavier than.a slight boy.

Guided by the ladder my eyes sought the top
of the building. Oh, pitiful heavens, amid the
fire and smoke, stood \Balter Edmonston !

‘‘ What is the boy who climbs the ladder to
do !’:rl asked gf the ﬁremall‘l who stood next me.

““To carry this rope to the very topmost rin,
of the ladder and thgi throw it r{o tl?e man u;g>
there,” pointing to Walter Edmonston. As the
man spoke, he eyed me keenly all over. I am
sure he knew why I asked the question, and was
trying to ascertain if I had courage and strength
to climb the ladder.

¢ Fifty thousand dollars to the boy who will
climb that ladder I” Mr. Edmonston shouted in
tones of agony.

‘“A good price,”” said a man at my side,
“only ge would never live to claim it.”

I threw my shawl to the fireman I had spoken
to, at the same time lifting my dress and folding
it round my waist, and seizing the rope, I
climbed the ladder swiftly and lightly.

Shouts of *“Hurrah! hurrah for the brave
girl !” mingled with cries of ¢ For shame ; take
the girl down, she’ll be burned to death, she’ll
be dashed to pieces,” were uttered on every side.

I heeded them not ; I was light and sure of
foot. When 1 was fourteen years old 1 could
climb any tree in Marsden forest. 1 was with-
out fear, there was no such thing in the world
for me while Walter Edmonston was up there
with death amid the fire.

I stopped one moment at the top of the ladder
that 1 might take a steady aim.

CHAPTER I11.

I was still a long way from the window by
which he held, yet saw by his attitude as he
clung te the rail, th~t he had little if any sup-
port for his feet. 1 threw the rope, and saw him
seize and fasten it to a beam at his side.

He was saved ! By the time I was again on
the ground he was half-way down, the rope and
ladder both aiding him. As I descended, my
dress unfastened, and, floating out beyond the
ladder, attracted one of the many protruding
tongues of flame. It cid not alarm me. I kpew
the dress was worsted, and could only become
black cinders, incapable of communicating fire
to any other part of my clothes.” Before 1 reached
the giound, the fireman who held my shawl tore
out the burning part of my dress, and, snatching
tny shawl from him, I rolled it round me, so as
to hide my burnt dress, and hurried into the
crowd. .

Ere I was clear of the crowd, 1 knew by the
loud hurrahs which rent the air that Walter
Edmonston had reached the ground. Shouts of
““ Where is the girl ¥’ came on my ear as I
swiftly sped along the way to St. Mary street
and Longueuil ferry. 1 walked so awiftly that,
in an hour after I had descended from the lad-
der, I was showing my burnt dress to mamma
and Catherine, and telliug them of t. e burning
of Edmonston and Formaw’s printing house.
Fortuunately 1 was never aske(} how my dress
cae to be burned. They were all too thank-
ful to see me back safe to be much coucerned
ubout the dress, which was forthwith cousigned
to the garret along with my shawl and hat, both
covered with black soot marks.

* * * * * *

*

All that week the newspapers rang with
g:;um of the Fr] who had saved Mr. Walter

mouston’s life, and in every daily paper in
Mohtreal there appeared advertisements, signed
by Mr. Edmonston, requesting that she would
send her address to Edmonston and Fornam, and
then, when these were unsuccessful in finding

1 Humphrey’s ring.

the girl, others were inserted, naming the bank-
ing house, where fifty thousand dollars were
placed for the young lady who produced the
rest of the burnt dress, and matching it with the
piece torn away by the fireman, could prove
her identity with the one who risked her life to
save Walter Edmonston.

CHAPTER 1V.

Time sped on ; Archie’s salary was a large one
but the children were growing into big girh;x and
boys, and there were school fees to be paid as
well as double the money in rent we at first gave
for the same cottage.

My own work had changed wonderfully, ere
our sixth Christmas Eve came round. Instead
of conecting the proofs, I now wrote for the
weekly paper printed in the establishment, and
1 was well paid for my work ; but if 1 had not
been 1 would as soon have thought of living
amid the wastes of snow in Siberia as of leaving
Edmonston and Fornam's ; my resolution was
formed long ago—I would live and die working
for Walter Edmonston. On the morning of
Christmas Eve he came into the little office I
now called my own and with a look of care on
his brow and a slight tremor in his voice said :
¢« Miss Denholm would you oblige me by writing
a few verses on the death of a little boy who was
just beginning to speak. I wish to give them to

is mother.”

He paused as if to still the emotion he could
not conceal and then continued: ¢‘the child
was 80 dear to me I can scarcely realize that I
shall go in and out and Lear his voice—see his
face no morce forever.”

¢ Is it your only child, Mr. Walter, who is
dead "

¢ My only child,” said he, repeating my words
and speaking in a hard voice, ““what could make
you fancy it was my child ?”

1 did not immediately answer, but looked up
in his face that I might read there what he
meant by speaking in such a harsh tone. He
was looking down upon me with compressed lips
as if he would force himself to be calm, his brow
and cheek suffused with crimson. .

1 replied at once looking him steadily in the
face as I did so. ‘‘It was a very natural con-
clusion for me to come to when you said you
loved the child so well. 1 cannot see why you
should feel mg words as you seem to do.”

¢ Miss Denholm,” said he, ‘‘are you aware
that I am unmarried ?”

¢t No, sir,” replied 1 quickly, my face doubt-
less betraying the penitence 1 felt for my in-
voluntary mistake. ‘‘1 have believed you to be
married man for several years back.”

As I spoke a light seemed to break in on my
soul. That lovelv lady with her fair face and
beautiful form, ‘¢ Vashti the beautiful” must
have passed into the silent land. And I added
with a softened low voice such as we use when
speaking of the dead, ‘‘ Has God takeu away
the beautiful woman whom I thought was your
wife 1

As [ finished speaking he sat down at the cor-
ner of the table where 1 wrote, and looking in
my eyes said in a slow distinct voice : “ You are
laboring under a great mistake. I never was
married; I never knew but one woman [ would
wish to marry; and in thinking over all her
words and actions, I have ever come to the con-
clusion she would not accept me if 1 offered
myself. ¢“He rose; and placing his hand on
mine just foran instant, said : ** Miss Denholm,
if I needed further proof, your words to-day have
told me I was right.”

He was gone. 1 wrote the verses. I did my
very best. 1 poured all the sorrow, all the
poetry of my soul into them.

CHAPTER V.

Our sixth Christmas Eve. Since the third,
each one as it came round brought a visit from
Walter Edmouston. These visits were the white
spots in my Christmas. Somehow | thought he
would not come this evening, yet hoping against
hope by one excuse or another I kept mamma from
cutting the cake. The old ¢llock warned eight ;
further delay was useless. We all left the room
that inamma might cut the cake and put in the
ring. This done she called us back and putting
the nlate heaped with the cat picces into my
hand bade me help myself and then serve the
others. 1 had just taken the pliate from her
hand when a light taF at the door. made my
heart léap ; against all rule I opened the door
myself and admitted Walter Edmonston.

*“ Welcome,” said I, in a heartier tone than 1
wae accustomed to use, I did not mean to do
so, but unconsciously T spoke as my heart
dictated. ““You shall have to-night u picce of
our Christmas cake.”

As I spoke I presented the plate. He lifted
the top piece with a few words of cowpliment,
and then passed to the upper end of the room
to address mamma and Archic.  When he was
seated, mamma expluined to him that he was not
expected to eat the piece of cake, ouly to bLreak
it in pieces ; that this was one of our Scottish
superstitions connected with Christmas, adding,
‘1 hope, as you are the guest, you may be for-
tunate enough to find the ring.”

It was even so, Walter Edmonston got Sir

After examining and admiring the curious old

ring with ®its grotesque carving and quaint

legend, he said, addressing mamma.

‘1T am entitled to retain this rjng for three
nights, am I not? You see, although I am a
Canadian, Iam not wholly ignorant of your Scot-

tish customs.”

“ You are,” replied my mother, ‘ but only on
condition you repeat to us the dreams it inspires.”

““The conditions are agreed to,” replied he,
putting the ring on his finger, observing as he
did so,” this must be a very old ring ; [ once saw
in a mouastery a silver jug of similar workman-
ship which was supposed to be three hundred
years old.” o

“ That is the age we ascribe to this ring, ’ re-
plied my mother, ‘“‘and also to a bowl which my
ancestdr, wholeft the ring in our family, brought
from: the Holy Land, and had the ring made in
Scotland in imitation of the bowl.”

Mr. Edmonston expressed a wish to see the
bowl, to which iny mother replied by handing
me the key of a chest where the bowl was kept
saying, *‘be careful in lifting the desk from the
top of the chest ; I observed some time ago t‘hu
back seems quite loose.” Turning to Mr. Ed-
mouston, she said, ‘* this old desk is one of my
household gods; it is the only thing I possess
belonging to a dear grand uncle who was father
and mother and everybody to me, and who died
thinking he left me heiress to all his land.”

Mamma was fond of Larping on the loss of
Morton Castle, which she believed had been
brought about by the distruction of the will
made in her favor, and 1 felt annoyed by her
present reference to it.

Mr. Edmonston, as in duty bound put on a
look of sympathy. Archie came forward to show
him some drawings which had lately arrived
from Scotland, in order to change the conver-
sation, which we dreaded as it always brought
on mamma a fit of the blues. .

T had obtained possession of the bowl without
injury to the old desk, when ou attempting to
replace it down it fell and seemed to come to
pieces. . i

1 came down stairs with the bowl which of
course was duly admired, and shortly after our
guest bade us adieu. On Mr. Edmonston’s de-
parture I ran up-stairs to an end window where
each Christmas Eve [ watched his receding form
until it faded in the distauce ; and haviug as-
sured myself that my ecar could catch his 100t-
steps no longer, I brought down the broken desk
and showed it to mamma. She took it from ny
hands without a word of reproach, although ]
knew, poor as we were, she would have rather
lost & hundred pounds. It was put on the table
as tenderly as if it had been a thing of life. The
back had fallen out. It had originally been fus-
tened by a sprirg which Archic in vain tried to
refasten. In his endeavors to make the spriug
work the bottom of the desk fell to the ground
and with it a large parchment.

My undemonstrative mother called out, * O,
children, give praise to God ! here is my uncle's
will 1

Verily soit was. My mother spread it out,
holding it in both hands, while Archie read over
her shoulder its contents, willing to her, thirty
years before, the Castle and lands of- Morton, «
town house in Edinburgh, and fifty thousand
pounds ! The will signed and sealed.

My mother wished Archie at once to ge home
and enter an action against the heir in posses-
sion, she proposing to part with our-plate to pay
the expenses of his journey. This he absolutely
refused to do, for the first time in his life dis.
puting her commands. He argued thus: * The
present proprietor has been thirty years in pos-
session ; is it likely he will give it up without
a long and expensive law-suit ! Every valuable
in our possession would not pay the expense of
even beginning such a suit in Britain. I am
the principal support of the family. How are
they to be provided for in my absence ¥’

Little more was said on the subject that night,
but subsequently my mother told me that she
had formed the resolution of going home herself
on purpose to obtain herright ; the idea of being
foiled in the attempt could never be forced upou
her.

My mother and I often talked over this mat- -
ter in our own room after all the others had
gone to bed. She never wearied of the theme ;
she was convinced we were by the finding of the
will to become rich and live in our own land.
Often night after nigiit have I counted the mid-
night hour and then one, two, three, four—
when wearied in mind and body I have fallen
asleep while my mother still talked on. She
was determiued to go, that was certain ; and it
was as certain that she who had never mixed with
the world all her life was as unfit for even
taking such a voyage alome as little Flor-
ence with her seven yvears. My dear mother
who depended upon me for buying all the
clothes and linen for the household, because she
could not bear to come in contact with strangers.
She go to Britain alone! No, such a thing
could never be. If it znust be doune, 1 resolved
to go myuself, and one of our sleepless nights 1
told her so. She.grasped at the idea, and it
was at once decided I should go in February.

1 had saved two hundred dollars in order to
pay for ruusic-lessons for Maud, to whom mamma
had imparted all of the science she herself knew,
and 1 resolved to take this money and devote it
to going home. And although I was strongly
iuclined to adopt Archie’s opinion on the sub-
ject, yet 1 considered my devoting my money to
this purpose was a sacred duty to my mother,
who had never known peace of mind since that
ill-starred will was found. We had all been so
happy before it came to disturb our peace. Ah!
how I wished I had handled that old box with
more care.

On the fifth of January I wrote to the firm,
saying that I must leave the office for soms
mon that I was to visit Britain on business
of importance, but I would return, if such was

their wish, as soon as possible.

1 received the




VN AN SR S—

Decenser 21, 1878.

CANADIAN 1ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

391

reply 1 expected from the just, considerate men
1 served. They wished me a pleasant voyage ;
my desk and seat would be ready for me on my
retarn. The day 1 was to leave the office I told
Mr. Walter Edmonston that T was to sail on the
morrow. He became white and red like a girl
as 1 spoke, half asked me what }msmess 1 was
going upon, aud then checked himself. .ln the
evening he joined me just as I was stepping on
board the boat at Longueuil ferry. Taking my
hand to help me on board, he lgd me to a seat,
and sitting down beside me, said :

¢ came here toask you to allow me to see you
home. I have something 1 wish to tell you,
which cannot be said in the office.”

As he spoke he took ofl his hat, and holding
it in his hand, addressed me with the same air
of consideration he would have used in speaking
to the first lady in the land. Something in the
courtly dignity of maniner he assuined reminded
me of ** Vashti the beautiful,” whose cheek I
had seen him kiss so fondly, and while signify-
ing my willingness to accept his escort, I men-
tally asked myself for the hundredth time,
«“Whois Vashti¢”

When we landed, Mr. Walter drew my arm
within his own, and thus we walked on. The
evening was lovely, the bright moon throwing
one half of the street into deep shadow, while
the other seemed as bright as day. He spoke of
the conimonplace things around—the beauty of
the stars, the moonlight on. the waters of the
St. Lawrence, seen in bright streaks and flashes
as it streamed through the branches of the
dark firs.

1 listened but did not attempt to utter a word
in replv. My heart was beatinghard and quick ;
what he wanted to say to me I thought not of ;
1 cared little. 1 was hap{:ier then, than I ever
oxpecto\i to be again ; whatever was the cause
of his accompanying me home that night, it was
not Jikely he would ever do soa second time.

As we came to the corner of the street turning
down to the cottage he said, ¢ Will you walk
with me half an hour on the river bank. What
1 have to say, is for your ear alone.” .

1 tacitly consented, and we walked on untii
we reached a grassy knoll, shaded by a row of
dark fir trees overlooking the river. The
fatigue of walking so far, together with the ex-
cited state of my own feelings, made my steps
falter and my heart beat almost audxb}y. )

Throwing & light coat he held on his arm over
part of the knoll, he made me sitdown, saying,
- You are tired, regt here, we will talk under
the shade of these grand old trees and this
pleasant ‘light of stars’. "

‘As we seated ourselves he took the hand which

d rested on his arm, and held it in his own.
]llzndeavored to draw it away, but he held it
with a firm grasp and said : . )

<] will only detain you a Very little while ;
let me have my own way.” .

We sat somes minutes without speaking.
Sitting beside Walter Edmonston thus, was dear
happiness to me, yet, 1felt as if I had been guilty
of an indiscretion, and wished myself at home
in my mother’s house. I half rose from my seat.
With a gentle pressure of his band he reseated
e, saying : ¢ Wait for ;jnst five minutes ; look,
you can count the time.” As he spoke he open-
ed his watch and placed it on my \ap_. A second
after, he abraptly said, looking fnll.m my f“ﬁe'
«Why, did you think 1 wasa married man ?

« Because,” 1 answered, ‘‘some years ago, 1
went, accompanied by our servant, to a villa
above Sherbrooke street, for Dr. Turnbull, and
while waiting in the avenue, I saw you.come out
from a room full of gayly-dressed peo l.e, ymh a

- 1ady attired as a bride, beautifal and lggnﬁed a8
Vashti. Herbracelet fell and you clasped it on her
wrist——"" I stopped short. ~ He laughed a light

inging laugh.
x'lltfl fem‘elgxbel‘ well ; how strange you sl}ou]d
think of Vashti. That lady is my -twin sister,
and I have called her Vashti as a pet name since

e was eighteen.”

- He paulgad for a second or two, and then re-
sumed. ** Dora is beautiful and good, my dearly
beloved only sister, and she is as you say, digni-
fied as Vashti. But 1 want a wife loving as
Rachel; that if God takes her, ere I finish the
days of my pilgrimage, I may at the last look
back to the lonely oak of weeping where g}m
sleeps as to the place of my one great SorTow.

e paused— lifted the watch from my lap,
looked at and then replacedit ; the five minutes
were already gone. He then took my hand in
both his own and looking into my eyes said in
a low but strong voice. o

« Igabel, will you be my wife ? .

Could 1 have lost my senses, or was l in the
land of dreams? My breath came faint and
quick until with very happiness my beating
heart grew sick. The man who in my sight
was sel 8o high above his fellows ; the one of
whom in four years close fellowship I could
tind naught of blame—the one 1 had striven 8o
hard to copy, prayed to be made like unto.

I had no power of speech left, but my trem-
bling hands which he held in his were more
elognent than words. He gathered me to his
bosom and pressed his lips to mine ; tears came
to the relief of my overcharged heart : tears of

kfulness and joy. .
th?!ne begged of m‘l );u delay my journey for a
few weeks, in the mean time Wwe 'w‘nuld be
murricid and it was possible with his ielp my
business would be more easily accomplighed.

A moment's reflection told me this could not |

be ; in the first place, my mother, ou the eve of
becoming (as sh}e felt certain she would) Lady
of Morton Castle, would be highly indignant at
the idea of my marrying a tradesman ; accom-
plished, nyble gentleran as she allowed him to

be. And then, in the eyes of his mother and
sister 1 was only one of his father's employees ;
proud women were they all, and would ill brook
such a mate for their only brother. 1 well
knew after six years’ residence in Montreal that
the pride of position-and riches was as rife and
strong therc as that of ancient name and high
degree in the land of their forefathers. T resolved
I would never enter a house to set sister against
brpther, mother against son ; no, when I
plighted my faith to Walter Edmouston I saw
clearly as| was looking down the long vista,
the future before me.

If T succeeded in my mission to Britain, 1
would then be Lady Morton’s daughter; de-
scended from a loug line of noble ancestry this
would at once gain me a sure welcome. Should
I fail, I would then return to Moutreal and try
to win myself a name in the paths of literature,
8o dear and honoured by every Canadian heart.
I told him that such an arrangement was im-
possible. I must go home alone and bear my
maiden name.

* * * * * * -

1 was five days on board ship before I could
stand steady cnough to venture on deck, and
when | did I found I was the only lady there,
and mgst have fallen before I could reach a seat
but for the kindly assistance of a man who wore
& whole suit of coarse grey clothes and green
spectacles. The ship was rocking terribly and
sent my grey friend—I1 may call him so for his

and hair were as white as his clothes
were grey—and myself, first to one side and
then to another, in our efforts to reach a seat.

I am glad to see you,” said he; ‘1 almost
began to think we were going to land without
seeing one of the ladies.”

‘The passage was a stormy enc, and with the ex-
ception of two, none of the other ladies ventured
on deck ; so by the end of the eleven days we

myself had become almost intimate friends. As
we neared our destination he asked me whether
any of my friends were to meet me on landing.

“No,” replied 1. * 1 will drive to the Crown
Hotel. It is kept by the son of an old acquaint-
ance of our family—it will be pleasant %or me
to go there for the night and proceed to Edin-
burgh next morning.”

““Your programme is exactly my own,” said
he, ‘“although my residence in Edinburgh will
probably not exceed a few days.”

With the pilot, a young man came on board
who introduced himselt to the Captain as the
son of Mr. Morton, of Haughton, to whom my
mother had written saying I was to be a passen-
ger by the Adria, and requested 1 should be
pointed out to him. The Captain introduced
the young man, willing I sup to be rid of
the trouble he had entailed on himself.

Mr. Morton almost at once congratulated me
on finding the will ; told me he was a distant re-
lative of mine and in the same breath feared I
would not be able to make people believe that
the will I brought home with me was other than
a *“ Kanuck dodge” to get hold of the property.
I felt indignant and said so, adding that the
property being taken possession of by the man
who made the will wasa *“Scotch dcdge” of
sreater magnitude and crime than fifty Kanuck

odges put together.

He laughed good-naturedly, said he saw that
I, like al{;who lived a few yearsin Canada ; had
become a thorough-bred Canadian.

‘] am proud of being called a Canadian,” re-
lied 1, with I fear a little show of temper. I
early love Canada, it is my adopted country ; I

mean to live and die, and be buried there. 1
would rather own a little cottage with its or-
chard on the Island of Montreal, than Morton
Castle and all its lands.” :

This was not the conversation he wanted ; he
returned again to the will.

¢ Of course we would rather your family have
Morton Castle than old Peter Morton who is in
possession. We don’t like a bit of him ; but I
tell you the truth when I say that every one
looks upon the finding of. this will as a sham.
It seems so unlikely to be anything else after
having been lost for thirty years to come to life
in Canada.

1t is no sham in my eyes as I saw it found.”

¢ Of course it is in reality no sham,’’ replied
he, ““but I feel quite sure it will be treated as
such in the Court of Session ; and so does every
one else who has heard of it. 1f it were mine,”
continued he, looking sharply in my face as he
spoke, ‘| would burn it, aud my right hand
with it, rather then bear the odium which will
attach itself to the finder of that will'; particu-
larly to you, as Mrs. Morton writes my mother,
you are quite remarkable for your penmanship.”

This was a view of the case which had not yet
presented itself. 1 did not like the speaker, his
face and manner were sinistér in the extreme ;
yet, there might be much truth in his won_lf.x;;
they were at all eveuts very plausible. He said
no more on the subject ; but by and by asked
if I had much luggage. :

«Only one small valise about a foot and &
half square,” was my reply.

13 it among the passenger't bagguge dor in
vour own state-room ?’

¢ In my state-room.”

¢ We are very near the wharf. 1 think you
had better let me bring it here so that when the
boat stops we may get on shore as quickly as
possible.”

*1 wish we could reach Edinburgh to-night,”
1 said, speaking my thoughts aloud, more than
addressing Mr. Morton. *
“There is a ten o’clock train. [f you do not
think it too late we can take it,”” was his reply.

I brought the valise, it was of light weight agd

were on board, Mr. Taylor (the grey man) and’

contained little more than one change of cloth-
ing.

f 1s this the parchment chest where the will
is stowed away 7' he asked with a good-natured
smile.

““No, it is in this satchel which 1 always
carry in my hand. | am so afraid of it that 1
put it under my pillow by night, and carry it in
my hand by day.”

“QOh, capital "’ exclaimed he with a hearty
langh, * that is as good as a farce. 1 suppose
you think it worth its weight in gold.”

We were now at the wharf and my com{mnion

giving me his arm, lifted my valise and away
we went,
The wharf was quite dark except where here
and there a light from a lantern shed its fitful
rays fo a mowment and was gone. There were
several larrels ranged side by side in two rows
a little way up the wharf. Mr. Morton bidding
me wait there and guard my valise, put it down
while he went for a carriage, enjoining me not
to stir from the spot on any account nntil he
canie back.

I promised obedience and away he went. He
was not gone many seconds, I am sure not a full
minute, when some one from behind threw me
over upon one of the barrels; scarcely had I
fallen when my satchel was wrenched from iy
hand. [ acreamed with all my might ¢ Stop
thief ! stop thief!” A man with a lantern held
it over me and helped me to rise, saying as he®
did so:

¢ Whisht wi' your stop thief! Wha do ye
think could stop a thief on this dark night.
What hae ye lost **

¢ My satchel ; a small black satchel.”

¢ Nae fear o’t, is there siller in't ?”

¢ No, only papers.”

¢ Fient a fear o’'t; naebody wad steal a sat-
clrel wi’ only papers in't; it's lying somewhere
about you? feet.”

¢ No, no,” replied I; *‘some one took it from
me by force. I kept it fim in my hand and it
was wrenched from me.”’

¢ Let me look for it, Mis: Denholm,” said a

\ voice close by, with a sweet, familiar tone like

the sound of pleasant waters, speaking to my
heart of bright, sunny Montreal in the midst of
this cold, dark wharf with its drizzling rain. I
looked up, and, to ‘my great delight, saw Mr.
Taylor’s grey beard and green glasses.

“ Thank you, Mr. Taylo1, it is of no use Jook-
ing for it. * 1 was thrown dewn and the satchel
snatched from nry hand, and it is full of valu-
able parers of no use to any one but myself.”

“ Let me assist you into this coach,” said he ;
1 doubt not the police will soon bring the satchel
into your hands again. When 1 see you safe at
the Crown I will go and inform them of the
affair.”

In a few winutes we were at the Crowu where
Mr. Taylor cousigned me at once into the hands
of Mrs. Johnston, the large, good-tempered-look-
ing landlady, who, on being informed who I
was, expressed the utmost pleasure, overwhelm- |
ing me with all sorts of questious. ¢ Come u
stairs and take off your things,” said she; *
have just one room vacant, but if I had none,
your mother’s daughter would get my own.”

On arriving at the first landing, she took a
bunch of keys from her pocket, and, opening a
door marked No. 11, ushered me into a nice com-
fortable room with the gas turned up at full
height. * Did you ever see the like o’ thea
cutties o' chambermaids!” exclaimed she;
¢ they’re enough to ruin a’ body ; look at that
gas blazing away to a shut door and bare walls 1"’
1 was terribly excited by my loss ; the kindly
woman saw | was in trouble, and, putting her
hand on my shoulder, said : ‘¢ You are weary
with travel, and perhaps there’s something vex-
ing you. -Sitdown, my bairn, and tell me what
itis; you'll be the better for telling me your
trouble, whatever it is, and you cap't tell it to
safer ears. 1 know more about your mother's
family than I could tell in a long summer’s day ;
and you’ll not want money at any rate. - I have
plenty, and all that began us in the world was
‘won in Morton Castle.

I felt as if [ would gladly tell everyone of my
loss, in hopes that it would help me to recover
ny satchel. 1 sat.down.and told her about our
finding the will, and also all that had occurred
since.my landing, at the same time regretting
that I had left the wharf before: young Morton,
of Haughtou, returned with the carriage. In my
distress I had quite forgetten having promised to
wait for him when [ left'the wharf with Mr.
Taylor. - '
¥ Ye ueed na' be a bit sorry for that,” replied
she. ¢ Mrs. Morton o’ Haughton hss no soun,
and it’s' my thought that the young, man was
Peter Morton's son ; aud,Nf so, he’s ta'en your
satchel, and no one will ‘ever set eyes on it or
the will more.. Peter Morton is a writer in
Edinburgh,” continned she, and it was his five
fingers made the will, his brother’ Aundrew, a
poor paralyzed man, came into the property as
‘heir-at-law. Andrew is dead these twenty years,
and Peter has the Castle and the land. 1'm as
sorry for your lossas if it were my own, but twa
blacks, wonuna make a white, so put your things
off and come down and take a cup of tea; don’t
be down-hearted, perhaps that decent-like man
wi' the green goggles has heard some word o
your satchel at the police.”

1 put off my benuet and shawl, and went to
refresh my poor, hot face with cold water,
accusing myselt bitterly for being so stupid as to
carry the title to my mother’s birthright aeross
the ocean in my hand. Mrs. Johnston folded
my shawl, and, opening a drawer n the bureau,

placed it there, exclaiming in a surprised tone
as she did so: *““My goodness ! the lady that

slept here last night has forgotten her night-
clothes bag, and that careless cutty, Jenny, has
slipt it into the drawer and never said a word
about it. It would have been a pretty story if
she had written for it and we had sent her word
that it wag na’ here ! .

I turned round as she spoke, and beheld my
satchel in Mrs. Johnston’s hand !

¢ My satchel, my satchel,” eried I almost
wild with delight, and seizing it 1 opened and
beheld the will all safe.

“ Look here,” eried I, *there is the will,”
pulling it out as I spoke.

“ Na, well then, was cver the like heard o
gince Adam was a boy,” exclaimed the good
woman, in nearly as much delight as myself,
$‘however could it come here? We'll see if
Jenuy kens anything about it.”’

Jenny was rung for, and asked if she knew
anything of the satchel being in the drawer.
¢« Surely 1do,” said the girl. ‘It belongs to
the gentleman who took this reom.”

“This room taken; why there’s no baggage
or greatcoat or anything here " said Mrs. John-
stou interrogatively.

“No,” replied the girl. * He had nothin
with him only that bag; and he said he hopec
no one would open his room. He locked the door
himself and put the key in his pocket, and he
said he only wanted his supper as he was going
off by one of the trains to-night. Better to put
the lady into No. 12,” coutinued the girl “he’ll
be mad at putting anyone into his room.”

“ May be he will,” wag her istress’ reply,
uttered in a cool tone; “ but I'm not easy putina
hobble wi’ their auger, or I would no ha’ kept &
house like this so long. Come down-stairs,
Miss Denholm, and we'll see what my son says
about this.”

The old lady locked the door of No. 11, leav-
ing my shawl and bonnet inside. I followed
her down stairs iuto a parlor, where I found Mr.
Taylor and the landlord, to whom the former
had recounted my loss. They were now made
aware of how I had recovered my satchel and its
contents so unexpectedly, and at once came to
the conclusion that the gentleman who hired
No. 11 and Mrs. Morton’s pretended sou were
one and the same person.

While they were speaking Jenny came into
the room, almost breathless, saying that we had
scarcely left No. 11 when the gentleman who
had taKen it came up-stairs, and going straight
to the drawer at once missed his leather bag,
and asked, with a great oath, what had become
of it. She showed him my shawl and bonuet,
saying : * The lady who had on this shawl has
it down in my mistress’ parlor, and my master
and another gentleman are all speaking about it;
I'll show you the parlor, if you like.” While
the girl was speaking he turned on his heel, ran
down stairs and out at the door, without paying
his bill, which last item was what caused Jenny
to bring the intelligence of his flight so quickly. .

I went to Edinburgh next day, accompanied
not only by Mr. Taylor, but the good, kind
landlady of the Crown.

Mrs. Morton of Haughton received me very
kindly, and ordering her carriage at once, took
me to the office of Carnegie & Macduff, writers
to the signet, and old friends of mny father, who
looking over the will, said it would make short
work of Peter Morton's right to Morton Castle,
Mr. Garnegie accompanied e to the office of
Mr. Dundas, who had been my father's lawyer
The old geutleman seized the will with suel,
avidity, one would have supposed it was to prove
his own title to the {)ropurty. He laughed
heartily as he pointed out to Mur. “&l‘l’:('gio
several clauses in the will.

* This will bear hard on cheating Peter, soe.
ing it was himself that made the will,” sajd he
and both gentlemen seemed to ecnjoy their
brother lawyer’s discomfiture. o

1 was three months in Edinburgh, and before
one-half of that time had elapsed, a cable tele.
gram was sent for my mother to come hack to
Scotland, that she might take possession of
Morton Castle, its lands, and one of the hand-
somest houses in Edinburgh, together with fifty
thousand pounds, with its accumulated interest
which, fortunately for us, Peter Morton’s parsi:
monious habits prevented him from using.

The very morning after mamma’s arrival in
Edinburgh, our old home of Marsdon was offered
to her, it having been sold conditionally—that
is, if claimed within twenty years, it would he
ours at the price paid for it. The first letter |
!xad from W alter Edmonston -and it was longer
in coming than 1 expected-—cended by :«m.yirrg:
““ I would have called to bid you goed.bye, and
make you a present of my green glasses, but 1
found, on leaviug you with Mrs. Morton, that I
hu} just time to reach the train to Liverpool,
which would join the first boat for Montreal.”
His greeu glasses ! It was no wonder the grey
man’s voice reminded me of home on that dark,
wet wharf. The letter concluded thus:—*On
my arrival at Montreal, before going home |
went to tell Mrs. Denholmn that I had left you
well ; the cottage door was open, the parlor
empty, but in the breakfast-room beyond 1 saw
?he one | had come to see, dispensing charity,
in the shape of old clothes, to a poor woman.
In the hands of the latter was a certain groy
worsted dress, partly burnt, for which my father
has in wvain been offering five thousand
dollars. The woman parted with the precious
aarment, well content to exchange it for a few
dollars. On shewing the prize to my tather, he
advise:l me to try my best to gain the one who
had worn it tor my wife, and 1 told him my
heart was lost and won long hefore Fidmonaton
& Fornam’s printing-houst took fire,”
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CHAPTER VI.

And now, patient reader, this is my seventh
Christmas eve. The great hall at Marsdon,
which runs along the whole of the main build-
ing behind, has Christmas logs burning brightly
on the old iron dogs in the chimney ; the walls
are bright with shining, green holly laden with
its scarlet berries hung Tound the old knights of
Marsdon, from Sir Humphrey in his armour
down to my grandfather in his General's uni-
form, and my own dear father in his hunting
suit of Lincoln green. Of the ladies, some wear
sacques, others the stiff head-dress and ruff of
Mary de Guise ; my mother, fresh and lovely in
her young beauty, with her bridal dress of white
satin, and pearls. The oak ceiling and floor
shining like polished marble, bright with plate
as old as the house. Our guests with one excep-
tion to be Denholms and Mortons.

The vestibule where mamma and Archie—as
Sir Archibald Denholm Morton—are seated in
state, to receive the guests, has its own great
Christmas log and decorations of holly, w §ch
there, are reflected from pier glasses reachmﬁ
from lloor to ceiling, doubling every picture an
statue in the room. Vases, filled with natural
tlowers, give a beauty and perfume to the whole
house. The light of wax tapers reflected back a
hundred times by the crystal pendants of the
chandeliers ; the gay dresses of the children, ail
combining to form a scene of enchantment and
beauty. L

Manma has given her life interest in Morton
Castle to Archie, reserving Marsdon as her own
and her children's home ; the fifty thousand
pounds, inherited by her as heiress of' Mortqn,
she has given to me as a marriage portion, with
a trousseau fit for a duchess. y warriage
dress—the only one chosen by myself—is to be
white satin with blue forget-me-nots !

Dear reader, I am to be married on Christnas
day, to-morrow. This should be the happiest
day 1 ever knew, yet my heart is_full of appre-
hension and unrest. He telegraphed to us from
Liverpool, of his arrival in Britain, yesterday ;
he ought to have been here by ten in the morn-
ing; the timepiece in my boudoir points to
nearly six o'clock, and yet he comes not. The
bell, in the old tower of Marsdon, is ringing in
the Christmas with deafening tones, and the bells
in Marsdon village have begun to ring out in
reply, a merry Christmas—a merry Christmas,—
and hecomes not. .

““ Hope deferred maketh the heart sick.” How
the suspense takes away my breath and makes
my heart stand still, surrounded by the din of
joy, amid which I alone sit quiet and silent. 1
try to think of the chorus of angels singing peace
snd good-will to man—of the star-guided wan-
derers, on the lonely moor, the streak of light
which streamed from under a cottage door in the
land of Bethlehem, in the solemn midnight,
centurigs ago—but it will not do; the terrible
words * e cometh not” are before meas write.

The bells ring on a merry Christmas—a merry
Christmas — bang after bang is given to the
knocker at the great door, as the guests pour in,
and one after another, amid mirth and laughter,
bid my mother and brothers “a merrﬂ Christ-
mas,”” while hands are pressed and the hearty
response is given—** a merry Christmas.”

Ah, woe for me, he cometh not.

A strain of holy music on the air, now loud
and deep—now low and sweet,—again a great
burst of triumphant melody, *¢ Christ is born in
Bethlehem.”

Woe is me ; my heart stands still; why doth
my bridegroom delay his coming ? A voice which
seems Jow and sepulchral, as it were that of the
spirit of death, whispers in my ear and tells me,
“ There are dangers on the land unknown, on
the sea,” and my heart responds to the fearful
truth, as it lies like a weight of lead in my
breast, and over and over I ask myself the ter-
rible question ‘¢ Will I ever see him more ?’” -

Oh, that 1 could escape the din of their happy
voices, the almost wild mergiment.

Anpther knock at the door, not a loud bang
like the others, but a low, nervous knock, like
the harbinger of evil tidings. My mother and
Archie go to the door ; out on the portico. What
can take them out there ?

Hark ! that voice, with its familiar sound.
Be wmerciful, oh, God! Itis old Mr. Edmon-
ston’s voice, low and subdued. I cannot hear
his words. But 1 know their import well.
Walter, my bridegroom, is dead, dead !—be
pitiful, oh, God !

Again the loud burst of melody, the trium-
phant chorus, *‘Christ is born in Bethlehem.”
Would to God that burst of music could kill!

Oh, woe—oh woe, hark !—what voice is that
ringing out so 4doud and clear— ¢ A merry
Clhristmas, a merry Christmas, where is Isabel 7"

It is Walter Edmonston. 1 praise Thee, O
God ; his foot is on the stair, comiug up three
steps at & bound.

Dear reader, a merry Christmas, & merry
Christmas to you. .

Thar last survivor of Napoleon’s expedition to
Egvpt has just died at the Invalides. This
veteran, Darrey by name, who had almost at-
tained his one hundredth yoar, was fond of re-
lating how he was on duty in Egypt on the day
the murderer of Kleber was executed. Kleber
was assassinated in Cairo in June, 1800, hy a
fanatic named Soleyman, who after having been
condemned to death had his right hand barned
off and was then impailed. Tortured by thirst,
he ealled for something to drink, and Darrey,
tunched with compassion, gave him a glass of
water. Darrey had been for more than half a
century at the luvalides, which now econtains
very few old soldiers.

BOGEY.

(FROM THE FRENCH.)

The hour is late, the mother from hone ;
Why tarrieth he in the waning light ?
Down on the lawn where the laurels gloom,
He promised to come and sing to-night.
Hark to that rogue of a sister's cry ! -
‘Will the child keep ever a wakeful eye ?
Sleep, tiny, sleep ; Bogey will take
All little girls that he finds awake. (BYs.)
This naughty old Bogey, whenever he comes,
Kills, as he rideth his terrible round
In the dead of night through the children’s rooms,
And eats all the babies who won't slesp sound.
His big black eyes are aflame with light,
Aud all who behold him they shriek with fright.
Sleep, tiny, sieepd Bogey will take
All little girls that he finds awake. (Bis.)
** Nay,"” says the little one, * Luoy, nay ;
For I've seen the Bogey from over the blind.
He looks not a bit like what you say ;
He has big black eyes, which are, ©, s0 kind !
I peep when his sweet, sad voice I hear;
For he sings of love, so I need not fear."”
Sleep, tiny, sleep ; Bogey will take
All little girls that he finds awake. (Bis.)
The sister reddens, then softens her voioce :
** Sleep, my darling, 'tis time for rest ;
Sleep, and to-morrow 1'll give you choice
Out of all my ribbone you love the best.”
Down in its pillows the rognish head
Nestled, and softly the tiny said,
* I'm asleep, I'm asleep ; so now, dear Lu,
Your black-eyed Bogey can come to you.” (His.)

W.E. M.

DICK ALLEN’S MERRY
CHRISTMAS.

1t was abont ten o’clock on the night of Christ-
mas-eve—a good many years ago now—that
Dick Allen gave his name at the gate of ¢ Old
Trinity’ College, Dublin, and passed in. As he
looked in at the lodge-door, he felt a strong
tem (i)tation to sit for a while with the two burly
good-natured-looking night-porters by their roar-
ing fire ; for the night was bitterly cold, and he
felt more thoroughly alone than he ever had be-
fore in the two-and-twenty years of his life.
However, there were other feelings in Dick’s
mind at the time that counter-balaunced his sense
of Joneliness ; so he merely replied to the porters’
kindly ¢Good-night, sir,” and passed on to his
rooms in ‘ Botany Bay.’ Once within his rooms
he lost no time in striking a light, and then set
to work to rekindle his smouldering fire. The
prospect that the candle revealed was far from
cheerful. The room was carpetless, and, except
for a table, one armchair, and two or three
dilapidated canechairs, almost naked of furni-
ture. And yvet they had not the look of the
apartments of a hard-reading sizar, who had
neither means nor desire for uny decoration be-
yo\d what was absolutely necessary: the nails
were there in the walls, but the pictures were
gone ; that handsome armchair and massive
table had never been put in by themselves.
Where was the rest of the furniture ? Everything
betokened a recent and rapid fall in the fortunes
of the tenaut. He, however, had now at last
succeeded in rousing into a show of animation
the dying embers ; and after warining his hands
for a few minutes over the blaze, he got up, and,
producing a bottle of whisky from his pantry,
mixed a glass of ‘grog,’ and then, throwing
himself into the armehair, fell a-thinking.

A perfect stranger to Dick and his story would
easily have guessed that the thoughts which were
bringing such a weary look of almost hopeless
wretchedness upon that handsome young face
were not over-pleasant ones. Sad enough in all
conscience they were, and not without reason.
It was now some six months since Dick had
fallen out with his father, between whom and
himself there had always existed the strongest
affection. What was the original cause of quarrel
is immaterial. Some trifle, occurring at an inop-
portune moment, had set at variance two proud
and wilful, though loving, hearts. Hot and
bitter words had been spoken on both sides. The
very closeness of the bond which had united
them before seemed to make the breach more
irremediable ; and Dick Allen had left his home
one night in the summer vacation, refusing all
offers of assistance from his father, and deter-
mined for the future to hold no communication
with him. He had never known what it was to
want money, and consequently thought that
nothing was easier than to get it ; so while the re-
mainder of his last quarter’s allowance lasted, he
Jived pleasantly enough at his rooms in college,
always on the look-out for some means of making
money, but not yet considering the search as
very pressing or necessary. In fact, he was quite
satisfied in his own mind that to a clever fellow
—as he undoubtedly was—anything like an ap-
proach to want was an impossibility. When his
money, however, began to disappear, it occurred
to him that his manner of looking for work had

rhaps been scarcely energetic enough, and so

e determined to set about making a livelihood
without further delay. .

It would be going over again a thrice-told tale
to relate the rebuffs and disappointments that he
met at every step ; how he gradually almost lost
faith in himself from repeated failure; how he
tried to obtain employmeut iv one way after
another, and at last began to think that there
was no way whatever open to him. The fact
was that poor Dick, though clever enough, had
yet never had the training in the school of
p verty which would have enabled him to turn

is talents to immediate account. He tried to
get a position a, under-master in a school ; but
found .that his having obtuined no collegiate

distinetions (whieh Dick, indeed, had always !

comsidered rather as the exclusive privilege of

poor men) was an insuperable barrier. He tried
Journalism ; but found the market already over-
stocked, and numbers of men with as much brains
as himself, and ten times as much technical skill,
applying for every vacancy. He had had, it is
true, one or two transient gleams of success ; but
they had done him almost more harm than good,
as they diverted him from the now all-important
search for some occupation comparatively per-
manent.

One result of his ill-suecess in this struggle
for a livelihood was that he was gradually com-
pelled to drop the society of his former compa-
nions ; for Dick was far too proud to accept the
assistance many of them would have been gad
to give him, and he could not bear to live
amongst them in his present altered circum-
stances. Hence it was that for some months he
had lived almost alone. But about a month be-
fore the Chrismas-eve on which we have seen
him, he had tallen inu with a set of men whom
he had formerly avoided almost with contempt,
but to whom he was now attracted by a kind of
sympathy. They were almost all clever men
and all dissipated men-—a wild, reckless set,
nearly every one of them kuowing that he had
by his own deeds blighted the prespects of a pro-
mising life—utterly careless of the future if only
they had to-day the means of drowning remem-
brance of vesterday. Once amongst them, Dick
had soon given up all etfort, as he had before al-

-most given up all hope, to obtain anything like

a respectable and permanent position. They
lived a strange, disreputable, hand-to-nmouth life
getting ‘tick’ wherever there was a chance;
‘backing’ one another’s bills when any one
would accept them ; sometimes, though not often,
making & few pounds in some honourable way.
Poor Allen soon lost any delicacy he had had
before regarding a resort to the pawnshop; and
‘his furniture and most of his wardrobe had gone
very rapid}i‘; to supply means for the constant
round of dissipation in which he lived, and
which had left its mark on his pale, though still
handsome and well-bred, face.

Yet through all the stages of poor Dick’s
downward career, he had always one restraining
influence upon him which, though at timesalmost
unheeded, never quite left him. This was the
affection he had for his younger sister—as he
called her, ‘little Kate.” Squire Allen had been
twice married. By his tirst wife he had three
children—a son and heir, now abroad with his
regiment in India, and two daughters, both of
them married for some years before the period of
my story. By his second wifehe had-our hero
Dick and one daughter, four years younger than
Dick. On these, his youngest children, the
Squire’s whole affection had been concentrated.
Their mother had died a couple of years after
Kate's birth ; and hence it happened that sh: and
Dick had clung to one anotger from childheod
as children early deprived of a mother’s care
often do. After the quarrel with his father, Dick
had regularly corresponded with her, and, know-
ing her anxiety about him, he had sent her glow-
ing accounts of success and prosperity, which, I
fear, must often have seemed to himself a dismal
mockery as he contrasted them wich the actual
disappointment that was wearing him down.
Kate helieved enthusiastically in her brother’s
talents, and so was the more easily imposed upon;
and it was a ireat comfort to the good-hearted
old Squire to know from her that the son whom
he was as fond of as ever was at least not in any
difficulty. As to an ultimate reconciliation, the
older and wiser man deemed it merely a question
of time.

The day bvefore this Christmas-eve, however,
Dick had seen the last of his late companions
leave Dublin for the Christmas, and had returned
to his solitary rooms perfectly desolate ; he had
felt very ill forsome days, and utterly dispirited.
It had suddenly occurred to him that Christmas-
eve would he Kate’s eighteenth birthday, and
knowing she wounld wish to hear from him on
that day, he had sat down to write. After a
vain effort to control himself and tell the usual
tale of success and happiness, the poor fellow
had utterly broken down, and in a few almost
incoherent sentences told how ill he felt and how
hopeless his condition was, and implored Kate
to write to him at once, as he did not know how
soon it might all end; but it could not last
much longer. This he had hurriedly posted, al-
most carei:ss as to the effect it might have ; but
now, as he sat gloomily thinking in his armchair,
he could not help feeling bitter disappointment
that he had had no reply. He got up, and paced
up and down the room.

¢ She might have telegraphed,’ he said aloud ;
‘she might even have come up to see me.
Though how could she,s he s»id, a moment after,
‘ while she,” entertaining a lot of people at home ?
But she might at least have telegraphed. Good
God, if she'd written to me like that, nothing
would have kept me from her !’

These reflections added to the bitterness of
poor Dick’s feelings ; for a few minutes more he
walked up and down with irresolute steps, then
suddenly stopped for a moment, asit were to
collect {ximself, took a bottle from his breast-
pocket, and setting it down on the table, brought
a wine-glass from the pantrr. ¢As well do it
now as at another time,’ thought poor Allen, as
he, held the glass up to the light and began pour-
ing the laudanum into it drop by drop. He had
counted about thirty drops, when suddenly he
heard the first clang of the bells commencing the
Chyistmas chimes. Somehow the sound com-
pelled him to stop and listen, and he laid down
the bottle and glass. Then, as he listened, he
could not help going over,in memory the many
times when, on this night of the year, he had
stood in his father’s house, with his sister by

him, and wished her many a happy birthday ;
and he thought of what that sister’s feelings
would be were she to hear next morning that he
had died a suicide. Thus he stood thinking until
the chimes had ceased ; and then, softened and
more calm, he turned to the table, and said to
himself, ¢ Not on this night, at any rate. To-
morrow | may be able to do it, so that no one
may know how I died.’ Then it struck him that
the laudanum he had already poured out would
at least procure him what he seldom enjoyed
now—sound sleep ; so, filling up the wine-glass
with water, he sat down again by the fire, and
in a few minutes was fast asleep.

Now while poor wayworn Dick was heavily
sleeping under the influence of that gentle poison,
laudanum, events were transpiring far away that
strangely influenced his fate. 1In the great old
drawing room of Allenstown was assembled a
large and merry party. The house was always
at that season full of visitors, and as many rela-
tions and friends were gathered together as could
find room. The centre of attraction on this her
birthday was of course Kate, who was, indeed, at
all times the favourite with everybody, from the
warm-hearted but hasty old Squire, down to the
raggedest ‘gossoon’ that hung about Allenstown.

Yet somehow this night she was not in her -

usual spirits ; she could not help thinking often
and anxiously of the brother whose place was
vacant, and who seemed almost cut off from her
for ever. An accident too had happened in the
morning, which, although treated as a jest by
most of the guests, had rendered Kate more than
usually anxious. The hoy who had gone in the
morning for the post had taken an early opportu-
nity of drinking Miss Kate’s health ; and it was
only after astrict search that he was found in
the middle of the day, at his old grand-
mother’s cottage with a broken head, and,
as the old cook said to Kate, ‘spacheless
wid the dhrink.’” Speechless or not, he had
been utterly unable to indicate the whereabonts
of the postbag, and the only course was to wait
patiently till he slept his drunkenness off, and
might be able to remember. Kate had heen
much disappointed, for she was sure Dick would
have written for her birthday, and in-spite of his
jovial letters her woman’s wit had begun of late
to suspect something wrong. Just as they were
¢ drinking in ’ the Christmas morning, word had
been brought that the truant postboy had at
length recovered consciousness, and was leading
a party in search of the missing bag, <o that the
letters might be expeeted any moment. They
waited, however, a good while longer, laughing
and talking round the fire; but at last, sure
enough, in came the old butler with the letters
Kate had a whole bundle of them, amongst
which she saw in a moment one with Dick’s well-
known handwriting. After reading for a few
moments she suddenly turned deadly pale, and
almost fainted. Restraining herself, however,
like a brave girl as she was, she made some excuse
for leaving the room, and rushed to the Squire's
sanctum, where she knew he had just gone. She
shut the door and said.

¢ O Squire, read that !’ putting into his hands
poor Dick’s broken-hearted scrawl,

The Squire read and gasped out,

““(iood God! My poor boy, my poor boy !
What is to be done ? If I had only known !

The father and daughter stood for a few  mo-
ments, as it were, overcome with a great feeling
of powerlessness to avert the calamity that was
evidently foreshadowed in the letter. Suddenly
the same thought struck both, and they looked
at the clock.

‘O father,’ cried Kate, ‘ couldn’t we stop the
nigh,t mail at Knockrath. They’ll do it for

ou.”

¢God help us,” snid the Squire; the mail
passes at two, and it’s more than half-past one
already. Stay, though,” he added, after a mo-
ment ; ‘there’s just a chance.’

He opened the door, and went at once into the
kitchen followed by Kate.

¢ Quick,’ said the Squire, to the servants, who
were in high-jinks, ‘some of you fetch Jim
Cassidy !’

In & minute in came Jim, a fine specimen of
a young Irishman, the rough-rider and trainer
of the establishment, who had carried the
Squire’s colours to victory on more than one
steeplechase course.

¢ Jim,’ said the Squire, ‘I want you to ride
for your life to Knockrath, and tell the statior-
master from me to stop the up-mail and keep it
a few minutes ; we’ll be after you. Look alive,
man ; you've seven miles to go, and scarcely
twenty minutes to do it in! Take Saucy Kate;
she’s about the fastest.’

¢ 0 Jim, it's for me ; and do ride fast !’

¢ For you, miss !’ cried Jim. ¢Then, bedad,
if the gray mare doesn’t put her best leg fore-
most, you may say I'm no horseman.’

¢ Ir*a minute or two the grey mare was at the
back door, and Jim Cassidy booted and spurred,
and in the saddle ; then, with good wishes from
all, he was off, taking the mare down the back
avenue at a steady canter. A few seconds more
and he had passed the gate, and the listeners
could tell by the rapid thud of the hoofs that
Jim was sending Saucy Kate along towards
Knockrath at a rate few men would have cared
to ride on that dark road in the wild night.
In an almost incredible short space of time
(though it seemed long enough to Kate) the
mail c;l)haeton was brought round, and Kate,
muffled up to hereyes in furs and with a driv-
ing-cloak of her father’s outside of all, was
seated in it, and in a moment more the Squire
was driving as if he meant to overtake Jim on
the grey stecplechaser. Suffice it to say Jim

did his work like a man ; got up just in time to
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have the signals set for stopping the train ; and
after a few minute’s delay the train was off again
to Dublin, carrying Kate and the Squire on their
errand of love.

‘While they are coming to him as fast as steam
can bring them, let us take our story-teller’s
privilege and fly swifter even than that to poor
Dick’s cheerless chambers There he lay
sleeping peacefully, heedless of the bitter co])]d
and the fast-expiring fire, heedless of the
miseries of yesterday, heedless of the cerlénm
awakening to the miseries of to-morrow. An 33
hour after hour of the night passed on; an
now it is five o’clock, and the college gates are
opened to let the servants in, and they bustle
about and make a feeble show of life in the
dark quadrangles. Another ho!}‘r passes, ang
Dick still sleeps on ; and the mail has reacl}e
Dublin, and Kate aud his father are hastening
to him through the gloomy streets. But gradu-
ally, under the restoring power of sk'eep, the
careworn look has faded from the lad’s face ;
and now, as he is nearing the waking hour,
he begins to dream. He dreams that he is
going home for the Christmas as he tsed to go.
He gets out at the well-known station ; there
is old Tom Ryan waiting for him with the dog-
cart. Now he is up and has the reins in his
hands, and they are off along the old road to
‘Allenstown ; and Tom is explaining to him that
¢ Miss Kate would have come to meet lglm, bat
has to entertain the people on her blrt'hday ;
but sure he’ll be home in time for lunch.” And
now, with the speed of a dregm, he is within
the Allenstown gates and dashing up the avenue.
A moment more and he is in the hall, ax_ld there
are his father and Kate— But what is this?
The sleeper is dimly conscions of some break
in his dream ; there is & moment of vague be-
wildering effort to awake; and then Dick
struggling to sit up, finds his hand clasped in
his father's, and hears the well ,known voice,
¢ My poor Dick, my poor Dick!’ And thena
muffled fignre comes to the front, and before
Dick is well awake he is in Kate's arms. ‘When
he was fully awake and realised the whole scene,
he fairly broke down and burst into tears , .an,d
there was 2 queer huskiness in the Squire’s
voice (he had seen the landanum bottle ou the
table) as he said, ¢ Dick, old follow, we've both
been hasty ; but we’ll say no more about that.
Come along ; there’ll be just time to get aom;
breakfast at the Gresham, and then we l} catel
the 8.30, and be at home for luncheon.” And
s0 Dick was in time for luncheon, and spent a
fairly merry Christmnas ; and I have never heard
that Kate caught any cold or other ailment from
her midnight trip to Dublin.

VARIETIES.

« WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK, ETc.’_’—Ins
smn;’enthat this misquotation has obtained. so
wide 8 currency. It is stramger still, that the
meaning of the passage seems to have been
totally misunderstood, or rather, reversed. Into
this 'vulgar error, no less a character than
¢ Punch,” has fallen. In the last half of the

72 “Punch” gives, what is call:ginm tt\l:;

¢g large engraving,” representing
y{;z’fncz;"ith swogrgs d%awn, io conﬂgct; i}eneath
this are the words at the head of this article.

Now, every one knows, that the correct quo-
tation from Lee’s tragedy of ‘‘ Alexander the
Great,” is, * WWhen Grecks joined Gr_eeks! then
was the tug of war.” This pissage, which is true
to history, comes from the mouth of Clytus, in
the play, who, when drunk, is chaffing Alexander,
for which he was killed by the latter, but the
b?under lies in supposing the allusion to be to
that of a conflict between Greek and Greek.

At a battle of Chsronea, nearly a century be-
fore that to which the play has reference, the
Atticans and Beeotians were opposed to each
other in deadly strife ; but, to repel the common
invader,——l’hif;p of Macedon,—they Jjoined each
other in the later battle of Chwmronea, B. C
338 which Milton*describes, us:—-“tha’t' dishonest
vict’ory at Cheeronea, fatal to liberty. ]

This, then, is the meaning of the quotation,
viz., that when *¢ Greeks joined Greeks,” that is,
when the Beoeotians and Atticans Jomef'l are
against Philip, ** then was the tug of war.” Auny
other construction, besides being false to history,
would make the Macedonian a Greek, which
would seem to be absurd. )

SociaL Dress.—In Apgleton’s Journal we
find the following on the fine young American
gentleman, all of the modern time. I can re-
member the time when all Al’nancans of any
station were attired in Hamlets’ customary suit
of solemn black—black cloth coat and. trousers
and black silk waistcoats and black beaver hats.
But tweed suits and coloured walking-coats and
light trousers are now asprevalent in New York
as in London, and— marvellous ret_volutlon ! the
gentleman now agree to dress for dinner, for the
opera, and, to some degree, for the theatre. The
rough’.and.ready American of the past has not
been banished with the buffaloes to the far West,
and it is absurd for an Enﬁllshmt}n to infer, as
many of them do, that the {.:_vplcal Anerican
gentleman is one of the few relics of bygone ?la 8
that straggle in from the prairies, as it w?ul
for Americans to mistake for typical Englishmen
some of the rural squires we meet at the cattle-
show. The ceremony of dsessing for dinner im-
plies o great desl-—social refinement, for in-
stance, and cultivation, and a respect for polite
conventionalities. Thirty years ago Americans
were amazed at the ceremoniousness of English
society and the rples of precedence and the ter-
ribly formal processions from the drawing-rooms
to the dining-rooms, but they have the same
ceremonies in their own houses now,

I o

THE ARGUMENT IN FAVOUR OF
GHOSTS.

1 have always been under the strong impression
that the argument in favour of ghosts has failed
to receive a sufficient amount of serious atten.
tion. The Spiritualists complained greatly that
Faraday would not bestow any serious attention
on the phenomena whose existence they alleged.
For the rapping department of Spiritualism_ I
have personally as much contempt as Faraday
could have; but I think it a great pity that
when a scientific issue was sou%ht, the challenge
was not seriously taken up. think there is a
much stronger argument 1in favour of the ghosts
themselves than there is for their spirit-rapping.
For instance, if Milton and Shakespeare condes-
cend, by an elaborate but clumsy process of
knocks, to make some extremely common-place
observations, I must greatly regret that their
mental calibre has so deeply degenerated since
the days they were in the flesh. And, indeed,
if their remarks were of a better quality, I should
still prefer limiting myself to their human
publications. I grieve to say that there are still
some sonnets of Shakespeare’s about which my
mind is not made up, and still some of the ob-
scurer prose writings of Milton with which I am
unacquainted. I should therefere venture to say
to the rapping spirit : ¢ Illustrious rapper, I shail
be exceedingly obliged to you for your communi-
cations as soon as'I have finished the works
composed by you while in a former state of exis-
tence. As soon as I have mastered those, I shall
be grateful for any further commuuications.”
Milton, by the way, may not unfuirly be claimed
as a Spiritualist. We remember his words :

‘ Millions of spiritual beings walk the earth
Unseen, when both we sleep and wheo we wake.’

At Christmas time, whether we believe in ghiosts
or not, we talk ever ghost stories—talk over
then., telling story after story, i;iving tradition
upon tradition ; very bold while the logs are
heaped high and the wassail cup is going round ;
but perhaps the boldest slightly shy as he creeps

-along the long shadowy corridors of a country

house, and into big bedrooms where evergthing
is shrouded in deep gloom, out of which anything
might come. A great deal of the couversation
consists in ghost stories, more or less authenti-
cated—generally, I am bound to say, less so—'
which each person has to relate. It is observable
that every individual ?ves the story at second-
hand. Nevertheless, 1 have met with one or
two persons who have told a ghost story straivht
off. The remarkable ghost story relating to the
late Theodore Alois Buckley, chaplain of Christ
Church, Oxford, the translator of a good many
Greek and Latin works for Bohn’s series, is
familiar to very many. Similarly I knew a most
admirable and homely ‘clergyman who used to
tell what I may call a domestic ghost story. An
old gentleman of his acquaintance dropped in to
smoke a pipe with him one alternoon, and gave
him some excellent and seasonable a-lvice. Two
items were that he should never omit to have
family prayers, aud to say grace before dinuer.
The third item he always kept to himself. It
transpired afterwards that his old friend had died
at the very time when he entered the room and
commenced. the conversation. Theve is some-
thing like this in the ingenions story fabricated
by De Foe of the apparition of Mrs. Veal, in
order to get a circulation for Drelincourt On
Death.

I observed that in all our argumentation there
was a constant reference to the Good Book. Al-
though some of our modern philosophers desire
to improve it off the face of the earth, and think
that we have reached a stage of civilisation in
which it may be safely laid aside, it somehow
seems that every discussion of this kind is in-
complete without it. Indeed our young people
showed a creditable knowledge of chapter and
verse. Of course we heard of the old lady at
Endor raising the ghost, and of ople fancying
that there might be the angel of Peter, However,
1 do not enter into the theological argument.
Nevertheless, it may be fairly observed that
scriptural authority is not to be alleged against
the theory, but, on the contrary, so Tar as it goes,
i8 1a its favour. _

The real argument is of a threefold character.

First, there is no ¢ priori improlability ugainst

the theory. Rather, like the biblical argument, -

the probability is in its favour.

Secondly, there is an enormous amount of
uniform tradition in its favour. i

Thirdly, there are various cases sufficiently
authenticated according to the rules of evidence.

Now, without carihg to be dogmatic, I venture
to say that these considerations constitute an
argament well worthy of attention in favour of
the ghost theory. .

1 do not venture to expand the argumeat,
familiar to very many, that in every material
body there is a spiritua] body intermingled; and
that when the materia) bodyy decays thercisa

spiritual body which is liberated from the thral-
I believe that Mr. Serjeant
Cox is one of the mnost eloquent exponents of
this theory. According to him, the disembodied -
spirit is in a sense embodied, although the : .
' conquerable and natural aversion on the part of

dom of he flesh.

embodiments are not recognisable hy our senses.
But this does not signify, as there are many
most potent real things which we cannot see,
such as currents of the air and electricity. It i’
allowable to suppose that for good and sufficient
reasons these forms may at times be permirted
to be vigible. - We may believe that the blessed
spirits will have something else und better to do
than to take up that tangled skein of earthly
affairs of which they must be heartily tired.
Dean Ramsay tells a curious stery of two old

Scotchwomen, one of whom was dying : ‘And if
ye see our Jean in heaven, ye'll jest tell her we
all be bidin’ well.” ‘Hist, woman,” returned
the worthy saint, ‘I can’t go cleckin’ all over
heaven after your Jean.” O sancta simplicitas /
Without being anthropomorphic, we may believe,
on the one hand, that while the liberated spirits
will not do our errands, on the other hand, there
may be great crises and emergencies for hu-
manity, or for their dear ones—*si quid mortalia
tangunt’—when they will have the will, if they
have the desire, to manifest themselves. The
first argument may be thus brieflyssummarised :
Unless we are sheer atheists we believe that
souls are immortal ; then there is the probability
that they have ethereal bodies capable of visibi-
lity, and the possibility that they may at times
be visible to ourselves.

Of the vast mass of tradition existing on the
subject it is unnecessary to speak. There is no
century or country, no family, hardly any
individual, where some traditions of the kind are
not to be found. The most simple and rudi-
mentary form of the supernatural appearance is
the dream ; * for the dream is from Jove.’ Every
night of the year there are multitudes of us who
see visions and dream dreims with a remarkable
fidelity which no waking effort could achieve ;
all the old surroundings revive in marvellous
detail ; the form of him who, himself beloved,
loved us, comes forth with gracious voice and
benignant aspect. Now no doubt these dreams
are mainly reminiscence, the revival of old
scenes photographed forever upon the brain.
But we need not supposed that this phantasma-
goric procession that sweeps through the cham-
bers of the mind is altogether purposeless and
unteal. Have none of us found the rush of
revived affections, the solemn influence of the
revival of old impressions, the coming forth from
hidden rooms of the mind of matters that altoge-
ther escaped our recollection,—* the burial places
of memory give up their dead’? The quod semper,
quod ubique, quod ab omnibus of theologians es-
pecially applies to ghost stories. There is a
universal consensus in their favour. The mass of
tradition is simply overwhelming. To treat the
general instinct and conviction of mankind with
contempt is both unhistorical and unphiloso-
phical. The spiritual machinery of our greatest
dramatists, the most stirring legends, yes, and
some chapters of authentic history, must
disappear if we reject the unwavering tradition.
If the old proverb is true that there is no smoke
without fire, how are we to account for the uni-.
form existence of the body of accepted tradition
on the subject, without at least admitting the
existence of a nucleus of truth? Many of our
readers have read of Lord Lytton's Scin Leca,
and there are various corresponding traditions
in Norse and Scandinavian literature. I believe
that the Strange Story embodied some of Bulwer
Lytton’s deepest convictions,- not to say ex-
periences. Talleyrand used to say that there
was something wiser than the wisest person,
more eloquent than the eloguent, more far-sighted
than the shrewdest, and that was prevailing.
sentiment and public opinion. It is to the
detecting and reproducing of this floating public
opinion that the 7Times has owned its marvel.
lous success. 1 do take the sentence as entirely
true; for there have been times when the
opinions of a Bacon or a Shakespeare or an Aris-
totle have been pretty well worth the thoughts
of all other writers put together. But this uni-

 versal feeling and constant abiding tradition has

always been, with Lord Beaconsfield, ‘on the
side of the angels,” on the side of supernatural
appearances,

ext, what is the amount of positive testimony,
of evidence that will sustain cross-examination,
that we have in favour of the popular theory ?
In our scientific day we can only proceed accor-
ding to facts accurately stated and vigorously
sifted. It is utterly unscientific to laugh the
theory out of court, and to pooh-pooh sll the
witnesses. Science has only bLeen able to make
its sure advances by accepting facts, when shown
to be facts, even of the most contrariant charac-
ter, satisfied that they will be reconciled on a
higher plane. 1f the evidence given on behalf
of alleged supernatural occurrences cannot be
received, there is an end of such things asevidence
on the one side and conviction on the other.
Many an important litigation has been settled
on less conclusive testimony than supports many
an instance of apparition or recond sight. What
is especially remarkable is, that these ghost
stories, as we may call them generically, instead
of vanishing away in the increasing light of the
nineteenth century, may almost be said to show
an increasing frequency ; at least there are in-
creasing facilities in their becoming known. In
the recent memoirs of Lady Georgiana Chatterton
she mentions how, when she sat by the side of
her dead mother, her soul was filled with a
solemn gladness, and she was convinced that her
mother's spirit was with her. She gives also
somae remarkable and authentic instances of se-
cond sight. [ myself, within the range of my
own personal knowledge, could give some re-
markable instances of this kind. In recent
cases, such as have happened within the last
few years or months, there is generally an un-

the living to publishing details respecting their
deceased véhtfves. Just to mentiolr:e a fe%v sali-
ent cases. No one can question either the gond
sense or-good faith of John Wesley. He euger-
tained the strongest belief in the supernatural,
aud his narrative of the weird occurrences at Ep-
worth has always been accepted as suthentic. |
need only aliude to the cycle of spiritualistic
¥henomena in counection with Swedenborg.

here is a remarkable account of Richardson, in

his northern voyages, finding the words written
on a blank sheet of paper, ‘Steer north ;' and
doing thus he saved a number of lives. There
has been the dream about shipwrecked sailors
which has led to a boat being pushed off next
day to neighbouring rocks, and there rescuing
the sufferers just in time. Various cases of se-
cond sight stand upon indisputable authority.
While residing at Cardiff 1 knew the case of a
policeman stabbed by a butcher ; the poor widow
had seen the whole thing in a dream ‘the night
before. The remarkable instance of a gentle-
man i Cornwall seeing by second sight the
assassination of Mr. Perceval in the lobby of the
House of Commons is firmly established. But
finally, to return to our friends the ghosts ; and,
indeed, I call them our friends, for, to quote
pious old Ruddle (to whom a ¢visible and sup-
pliant ghost’ foretold the Plague of London six
months before ), *what pleasures and improve-
ments do sygch deny themselves who scorn and
avoid all opportunity of intercourse with souls
separate, amro the spirits glad and sorrowful,
which inhabit the unseen world!” Take the
historical ghost of ‘the bad’ Lord Lyttelton.
This story has been lately told by two authors
with great carefulness —the Rev, F. G. Lee and
Mr. Percy Fitzgerald ; and the late Lord Lyttel-
ton, than whom a more honourable and able
man nerer existed, devoted great pains to its
thorough investigation. The pith of the story
is that, three days before his death, he saw in
his house, in Hill-street, Berkley-square, a flut-
tering bird, and afterwards a woman appeared to
him in white apparel, and said to him, ¢ Prepare
to die; you will not exist three days.’ The
remarkable thing about this story is the number
and variety of independent witnesses to the truth
of the occurrence. The extraordinary story of
the apparition of a member of the Hell-fire Club

lated to the writer when an undergraduate at
Oxford, and since then the evidence has heen
sifted and arranged. The figure of an undergra-
duate was seen scaling the college at the very
moment when the man had fallen down in the
midst of a druoken orgy. Of course mauny
sulpematural stories admit of a perfectly natu-
ralistic interpretation.
charming story of Marmorne (is it possible that
it can have been written by the present Lord
Lytton ?) there is a man playing the ghost, who
receives a bullet in his shoulder, which leads tn
the discovery of a murderous conspiracy. More-
over, a every serious chapter might be written on
cases of insanity or death csused by foolish
people simulating the honours of ghostdom.
At all events we, sitting cozily over our Christ-
mas hearth and telling our mutual ghost stories,
fully indorse the expression that *there are more
things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of
in our philosophy ;' and &re resolved that we will
not speak unsympathisingly or carelessly of the

doctrine of apparitions.
-
THE GLEANER.

JENNIE JUNE writes thirty-three fashion
letters a week.

Lorp Harpwicke declares that *“ writing to
newspapers is oue of the greatest curses of
modern times for the readers.”

Mg. BrerT HARTE, the Anerican humourist,
is on a visit to Kngland, and is now enjoying the
hospitality of the Duke of St. Albans, at Best-
wood Lodge.

Louise was having erected at Kensington is not
nearly completed, but will be slowly proceeded
with during the absence of her Royal Highness.

MR. CoxwewLL, the celebrated aeronaut, is
preparing six large balloons for military pur-
poses. He is now a resident at Seaford, and has
en g;ged extensive premises there to carry out the
work.

A LIKENESS of Oliver Cromwell, that for some
time hung from day to day at the door of a
second-hand bookshop in Oswestry, was sold for
thirty shillings. We hear that the old picture
was sold lately in Manchester for £300.

THE last relative of Thomas Hood has just
passed away.  Mrs. Frances Freeland Broderips
only daughter of the humourist, died on the 3rd
inst., at Clevedon, in the 49th year of her age.
In conjunction with her brother, Tom Hood,

the late editor of Fun, she wrote and npubli
the life of her father. and published

NOTICE TO LADIEN.

The undersigned begs respectfully to inform
the ladies of the city andeountr3}r that they
wxl! find at his Retail Store, 196 St. Lawrence
Main Street, the choicest assortment of Ostrich
and Vulture Feathers, of all shades ; also,
Feathers of all descriptions repaired with the
greatest care.  Feathers dyed as per sample, on
shortest delay. Gloves cleaged and ¢ «tf black
oaly. J. H. LBLANC. Works? 547 Craig St.

JEALOTSY isthe worst of all evils, yot the one
that is the least pitied by those who cause it.
The only perfect Fitting Shirt made in Canada is
made by TrEBLE, of Hamilton. Send for sam-
ples and cards for self-measurement. Six A
Number One Shirts for $12.

pretty, or to be pretty unless young.
want ;ﬁrsbclns shrank Flannel Shﬁ‘t,

samples and ecard for self-measugement;
TREBLE'S, 8 King Street K., Hamilton, Ont:

of one of the colleges at Oxford-—in imitation of -
Wilkes’s Club at Medmenham Abbey—was re-.

For instance, in that .

THE beautiful studio which the Princess

17 is valueless to a woman to be young walees
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THoMas Hoop.—Death and fame came to
Thomas Hood almost together. For twenty
years he had held his place among the rank and
file of literature, earning thereby little more’than
daily bread and the applause that is but of a
moment, when, in 18483, the Christmas number
of Punch electrified its readers with the Song
of the Shirt.” Those wonderful verses went
from newspaper to newspaper as in old times the
bedcon tire was accustomed to pass from hill to
hill. ' The laurels reaped by the author were,
however, harren, and the sunshine of celebrity
had nothing golden in its beams, With the new
year was born an unlucky publication christened
Hood’s Magazine. Misfortunes fell thick upon
both periodical and editor, and the ¢ flashes of
merriment’’ that the latter still put forth came
trom a life blackened with the thunderclouds of
sickness and calamity. By May Hood was in a
sick-room, and »s editorial apology for the non-
continuance of & nuvel he had commenced sent
forth a drawing of «a plate of leeches, a blister,
a cup of water-gruel, and three labelled vials.”
All the rest of that Year, and far into the s ring
of the next, the light of life still flickere on,
sometimes burning up brightly enough for the
sick man to resume hisg pen, sometimes all but
fading away into eternity. 1 am so near death’s
door,”” said Hood on one occasion, *““that I can
almost fancy T hear the creaking of the hinges.”
The. 3rd of May, 1845, saw that door gently
opened for him, and as quietly as a tired child
falls asleep this gentle spirit passed away from
carth. Not a mere jester was it that died, but
a brave and kindly spirit who did his noble duty
in the battle of li%e, .and who had constantly a
heart to appreciate and a hand to relieve the
suflerings of others. There is nothing in the
fame of Hood over which any descendant of his
can ever blush. He wrote much that was calcu-
lated to make the hest of men better, not a line
that could by any possibility make the most
worthless specimen of humanity worse. Numerous
and exquisite as are his poems, there are two
that in especial shed a star-like light upon his
memory. While London remains a city the
hearts of en must continue to be stirred by the
“* Song of the Shirt ”’ and the Bridge of Sighs.”
The one poem is in some sense the sequel of the
other. In this Metropolis of ours, where the
worship of the golden calf is practised on an
ever-increasing scale, it is the poor and not the
idols that so frequently endure the fate of being
ground to powder. These vietims are, in general,
girls, uneducated or half-educated drudges,
whom the love of liberty and the hatred of
domestic service have driven to toilsome and ill-
paid modes of gaining their daily bread. Year

Y year their numbers increase, year by year
thousands of miserable fates and faces tell us
how swift is the descent from the death-in-life of
the %arret to the hell of the streets. Lest we
should be over-zealous in casting stones, lest we
should forget that forgiveness turned not away
from the sins of Magdalen, Hood showed us the
starving woman despairing, the sinful woman
dead. ““One more unfortunate” is, perhaps,
the most pathetic line poet ever penned. The
thonght of it seems to turn the Thames into a
grave,
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CHRISTMAS NO[ICES.

SAvAGE & Lymax, J EWELLERS,
219, St. James Street.

The firm of Savage & Lyman has been for
Years so closely identified with the Jjewelry trade,
uotonly in Montreal, but through Canada, that
the simple announcement of their resumption of
business at the above address will be suflicient
to cause a large and fashionable crowd of pur-
chasers for the holiday trade. Their stock is
all fresh and choice, of the latest styles, and
newest patterns ; nothing stale or out of date.
In clocks, bronzes, gold and silver watches,
chains and fancy goods, there is a range of choice
at prices corresponding with the times.

HEearx & HaBRrisox, OpTICIANK,
242& 244, Notre Dame Street.

Have now on view a large collection of mi-
croscopes, telescopes, magic lanterns, opera
glasses, &c., and marked at the very lowest
prices. The jnsgection of these are highly inter-
esting to the scholar and student,and the money
wisely expended in their purchase returns
with abundant interest in the knowledge and
instruction obtained by their use, Spectacles
and glasses to suit every sight may be found at
this address.

Jos (. THoMPSON & Co., Funs,
Corner of Notre Dame and St. Peter Streets.

Just s0 soon as the first approach of winter
does Thompron make his show window res-
plendent with the most stylish and newest at-
tractions in furs. The prices range so that
everybody may suit their means. For the
ensuing two weeks there will be an extra push
made in inducetuent to purchasers,the announce-
ment of which will be duly appreciated by a
large majority these hard times. Every article
made up under special supervision.

W. 8. WaLker, WATCHES & JEWELRY,
321, Notre Dame Street.

Tu anticipaiion of the holiday season, this
house has made very handsome additions to its
usual large stock of watches, chains, Jjewelry and
fancy articles. The assortment is excellent and
is marked down to the lowest prices. There
are but few similar establishments where such
inducements are offered in the quality of the

" goods aud the sterling solid vulue represented.

ANcUS’ LADIES’ PARLOR SHOE STORK,
375, Notre Dame Street.

Ladies will always find at this store the very
finest imported boots and shoes as wern by the
fashionable world in Europe. This supplies a
want long felt by many of the fair sex. The
assortment comprises everything for the ball-
room, reception or promenade, and of all sizes
and widths to fit every foot. The Argyle Ice
Creeper for ladies and gentlemen is one of the
latest requisites for icy winter. Sold at the
low price of 25 cents.

RoBERTSON THE FURRIER,
232, McGill Street.

This is a favorite establishment with many
of our citizens, and the proprietor is ever alive
to the wants and tastes of the public. A large
variety in gentlemen’s, ladies’ and children’s
furs may be found here and at most reasonable
prices—all fresh-new goods, not stale and out of
feason stocks. The prices will be found very
reasonable and to meet the present economical
wishes of the many.

HrNgy J. SHaw, Priano-ForTk DFRaLER,
726 & 728, Craig Street.
There probably has never been a time in Mont-

real when purchasers of pianos have had the in-
ducement in quality of instrument and low prices

CANADIAN ILLYUSTRATED NEWS,

held out to them as at the present moment
The instruments dealt in by Mr. Shaw are not
the frands so often imposed on credulons people,
but have the gnarantee of the makers for five
years, and are of the best rosewood cases. A
visit will well repay the musical talent of our
city, as thorough examination of their merits is
respectfully invited. .

Browy & Craceerr, RECOLLET Housk,
Corner of Notre Dame and St. Helen Streets.

Fickle and changeable as fashion in dressand
costumes may be, Brown & Claggett are ever
equal to the occasion. Their show-rooms are
always attractive, and with their critical taste
and experienced staff of employees, the most
exacting demand may be suited. Their show
windows and cases ure now full of Christmas
novelties—one interesting feature of which is
the numnerous tables of articles ran ing from 5 to
50 cents in price and which are dai y crowded by
purchasers, so tempting are the inducements.

Wi, DRYSDALE & Co., BOOKSELLERs,
282, St. James Street.

A visit to Drysdale’s preparatory to Christmas
is the rule with many of our holiday purchasers.
The attraction there thiseseason is greater than
ever, and such as has already drawn a large num-
ber of visitors. Mr.Drysdale seems to thoroughly
understand what is needed, and the assortment
of illustrated books are large and varied, Bibles,
Church services, prayer books, pocket books,
scrap, auto and photo albums, fancy goods,
&c., in every style, and at prices which will
meet the economical spirit of the times.

H. A. NELSON & Sons,
WHOLEsALE Fancy Goops,
Montreal & Toronto.

Special notice of the Christmas season would
seem incomplete without mention of the well-
known wholesale house of H. A. Nelson & Sons,
of Montreal and Toronto, so closely identified
with the fancy goods branch of business. It is
largely from this establishment that numbers

of our merchants east and west replenish their
supplies, not only at holiday times, but th rough
the year. A visit through their extensive pre-
mises could alone give an idea of the extent
of the importations and the large manufa ctures
of the numerons articles dealt in by this firm.

VALUABLE PIANOS.

w OFFERS A MAGNIF1
.- cent new Grand Squure
(8800) OBICKERING PIANO for $300, und & new
No. 1 Square ($650) for $390 OASH. Each having the
maker's guarantee for five Vears.

s Aw OFFERS FIN ° NEW 7 OCTAVE

Piano guaranteeds, for 5 yearsand of

the finest ROSEWOOD CASES (mo imitation), for $200
CASH. Call at his Stores, : :

726 and 728 CRAI1G STREET,

For Descriptive Catalognes,

The' Splendid New York WEBER PIANDS

)
RE NOW SOQLD AT THE

WEBER ROOMS,

At a large discount of the New York prices. Cal
for Catalogues, - -

Bottom Prices

AT 232 McGILL ST.

— Gengine Persian Lamb ( 5, best
anality, only $9.00. Fur Caps as low as 5.00.
Racoon Coats from $285.00 to $3
Gauntlete Lamb Lined from $8.00 to
other Furs proportionately low. Wx. R
PRACTICAL FURRIBR. Furs renovated and

.00.  Otter
9.00. Al
OBERTSON,

altcred to the
prices.

latest styles. Good workmaoship and low

\ | A NEW IMPORTATION FOR THE HOLL.
188 ST. JAMKS S'l‘REET,_A NEW I

wW. S. WALKER,

NGUS’
375 Notre Dame St.

LADIES'PARLNR SHOE STORE,

IMPORTERS AND DEALERS
Ladies’ Fine Dress Boots and Shoes

Is the cheapest, hest and most convenient of any in use,

PRICE, 25 CENTS.

“A " represents the Creeper in position ready
for use.

“B" shows the Creeper thrown back entirely
out of the way when not in use, or walk

NPT

“If & man empties his Ppurse into his head, no man can
take it away from him. Ap investment in knowledge
always pays the best interest.” —FRANKLIN.

DRYSDALE'S

All marked low to-suit the times.

W.DRYSDALE & CoO.,
Booksellers, Stationers, &c.,

232 ST. JAMES.STREET,
_ __MONTREAL.

Christmas Presents,

Diamonds,
Watches and
' Jowelry.

ENGLISH & FRENGH CLOCKS,

8ilver and Silver Ware.

DAYS AT GREATLY REDUCED
’ PRICES.

321 Notre Dame Street,
(ESTABLISHED 1853.,)

NOTICE

is bereby given that application will be made to the Par-
liament of Canada at its next session for an.Act to amend
and consolidate the Acts relating to the MONTREAL,
PORTLAND AND BOSTON RAILWAY COMPANY,
to change the name of the Company, to anthorize the re-
dj and lidation of the Bond issue of the
Company amd for other purposes.
Moutreal, 10th Dee., 1878,

M, 8. LONBRGAN, Sec'y- Treas,

T ! ? .
ALL DENOMINATIONS, Truﬁﬁr:i;:“;s coanect at Puint Levi

Dxoenmrz 31, 1878,

HOLIDAY GOODS !

1878. ESTABLISHED 18I8.

Savaoe & Lyman

219 St. JAMES ST.

(Next Door to Messrs. Jas.- Brown & Bro.,)
Have opened the above premises with an entirely

MODERN & FASH!ONABLE STOCK

6GOLD & SILVER JEWELLERY,
GOLD and SILVER WATCHES,

Of American and Swiss Manufactare,

Bronzes, Solid Silver & Electro-Plated Ware

In every variety of its manufacture,

CLOCKS AND FANCY GOODS.
Prices to Suit the Times.

N. B—W \TCHES, CLOCKS, and JEWELLERY
promptly repaired.

219 ST. JAMES ST,

MONEY WELIL SPENT

IN GIFTS OF PERMANKNT VALUK.
List of articles sold by

HEARN & HARRISON,

242 & 244 Notre Dame St.

Gold Spectacles, Scotch Pebbles, 86,00
Gold Eye Glasses ** “ 7.50
Sitver Spectacles, pure quality, 2.50

Elegant American Stereoscope and

for the Ball Room, Reception Views, ] . 3.00

or Promenade. Magic Lantern and 40 Diagrams,  9.00

SBTRONG BOOTS AND SHOES SUITABLE FOR Large oo ' i 5 00

WINTER WEAR IN GREAT VARIETY. S . 0 M . 6.50
OUR ARGYLE ICE QREEPER uperior Compound Microscope, ,

Elegant Achromatic and Opera Glass, 5.00

In great variety TELESCOPES, FIELD GLASSES,

THERMOMETERS, BAROMETERS, PHOTO AL-
BUMS, and a large and elegant assortmeut of SCIEN-
TIFIC TOYS.
TICLES suitable for PRESENTS.
—_—

MODEL ENGINES, FANCY AR-

187870, .
Winter Arrangements.

EXPRESS PASSENGER TRAINS run DAILY

exoept Sundays) as follows :—

Leave PointLevi............ ... ... .. . . 8,00 A.M
y Riverdu Loup...... ... (.77 207 P.M
VOR CHOICE ABBORTMENT OF (Arrive Trois Pistoles (Dinner) -300
Holiday Gifts,| =i A
o ampbellton (Supper 10,00 *
L A Dalhousie. .. 1021
. . . “ t... .
L i 8
ALL AGES, u“ )s!onown ............... o500 o«
. “ t. John... ... ... .. 815 ¢
ALL CLASSEs, ¢ Halifax...... 0TI 130 R
ALL CONDITIONS, Puliman Cars on Express Trains.

with the Grand
caving Montreal at 9.45 o’clock p-m.
Pullman Car leaving Point Levi on Tuesday, Thurs-
day and Saturday, runs through to Halifax, and om
Monday, Wednesday and Friday to 8t. John.
For information in regard to passenger fares, tickets,
rates of freight, train arrangements, &o., apply to

G. W. ROBINSON,

Agent,
177 8t. Jamu%’l:eet.
C.J. BRYDGES,
Generul Supt. of Gov't Ry’s.
Moutreal, 18th Nov., 1878.

IMPORTANT NOTICE.
Burland-Desbarats Lithographic Ca,

5 & 7 BLEURY ST,

Begs to iuforin the BANKERS, MERCHANTS and
BUSINESS MEN of the Dominion, 'hat their
establishment is now in fall o eration, and that
they are prepared to do all kin, of

ENGRAVING,
ELECTROTYPING,
STEREOTYPING,
LITHOGRAPHING
and TYPE PRINTING,

Pota-Rlectsatyping & §oot Jageaving

IX THR BEST STYLE, AND AT LOW PRICES.
Bpecial attention given to the reproduction by

#hoto-Zithograghy
OoF
MAPS, PLANS, PICTURES or BOOKS'
OF ANY KIND. :

From the facilities at their command, and the
completeness of their establishment, the Compeny
foel evnfident of giving satisfaction so all whe
entrust them-with their orders,

G. B. BURLAND,

l(uuqﬂ' 1
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FIRST PREMIUM

Fur Establishment,

249 NOTRE DAME STREET.

The Subscriber begs to aunonnce that he has on hand
a large assortment of very fine FURS, consisting of :—

SEAL and PERSIAN LAMB CLOAKS,
SILK WRAPPERS. (Fur linea),
Gents' Seal and ersian Lamb Coats
Hats, Caps, Muffs and Boas

Of the Latest Style and Best Workmanship. We make
a speciality of the

PRINCESS LOUISE CAP,

and would respectfully invite an inspection of the large
and well-assorted stock at present on hand.

A. BRAHADI, .
Cor. Noire Dame St. & St Lambgr/ Hill.

The above firm was awarded FOUR FIRST-CLASS
MEDALS aod DIPLOMAS at the Provincial Exhibition
in 1860, during the visit of H.R.H. The Prince of Wales.

. L et g "
THOMAS CREAIN,
MILITARY TAILOR,

Master Tailor to the Queen’s Own Rifles. Late Master
Tailor in H. M. 16th Regiment. Uniforms and accou-
trements strictly in accurdance with the ** Dress Regula-
tions for the Army,” and of the best workmanship and
quality. The New Regulation Helmet in stock. Price

Lists sent on application. 435 YONGE BTREET,
Toronto. ’

J. K. MACDONALD,

LACKSMITH, BELL HANGER, LOCK SBMITH
&c.. 24 Latour Street, Montreal.
5" REPAIRS PROMPTLY ATTENDED To.
17.20-53.354,

New Work of Vital Interest.

Post. Free 12 Cents or 6d. stg.
FROM

J. WILLIAMS, P. M.

22, MARISCHAL STREET, ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND,
NORTH BRITAIN,

A LONG AND HEALTHY LIFE.

CONTENTS:

1.—Medioal Advice to the Invalid.

2.—Approved Prescriptions for Various Ailments, n-

cludiog Exhaustion, Loss of Nerve Power and Debility,

3.—Phosphorus as a Remedy for Melancholia, Loss of
Nerve Power, Depression, and Nerv

4.—~The Coca Leaf a Restorer of Health and Strength.

5. Hints on Self-Treatment and Cure. 17-1-52-369

25 Chromo Cards, Cupids, Mottoes. Flowers, &c. No.

3 alike, with name, 10c. Nassau Card Co.
Nassau, N. Y. ’

THE COOK’S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER

Hax become a HOUSEHOLD WORD in the land.and is
' HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

inevery family where Economy andHealth are stndiad
Itis used for raising all kinds of Bread, Rolle, Pao
cakes,Griddle Cakes, &c., &c., and a smal) quantitynsed
in Pie Crust, Puddings. or other Pastry ., will save half
theusual shortening,and make the foodmore digestihle

THE COOK'S FRIEND

BAVESTIME,
IT SBAVES TEMPER,
IT SAVES MONEY.
For sale by storekeepers througkoutthe Dominion,
aud wholesale by the manufacturer.

W.D.MCLAREN,UNION MILLS,

17-19-52.362 55 College Street.
*(} Chromo and Pe Cards
60 (no 3 alike). Name in Gnﬁ%m.:lgx. I(i.ccntl.

CLINTS BROS,, Clintonville, Ct.

kS

Canadian Pacific Railway.

TENDERS FOR GRADING, TRACK-
LAYING, &c.

EALED TENDERS, addressed to the undersigned,
and endorsed* Tender Pacific Railway,” will be
received at this office up to NOON of

WEDNESDAY, the 1st day of
January next,

for the Girading, Tracklaying and . other works of con-
struction required to be executed on following sections
of the Canadiau Pacific Railway :
1. From the westerly end of the 26th contract at
English River to Raleigh, a distance of about 50 miles.
2. From Raleigh to BEagle River, a distance of about
62 miles.

2. From Eagle River to the easterly end of the 15th
contraet at Keewatin, a distance of about 67 miles.

4. From Yale to Kamloops Lake, in British Columbia,
& distance of about 125 miles.

Plans, &c.. may be seen, and Specificatious, approxi-
mate quantities, forms of tender, and other information
obtained at the office of the Eugineer-in Chief at
Ottawa.

A bill of guantities will be ready on or before Decem-
ber 1st,‘atthe Depariment of Public Works.

No tender will be entertained unless on printed form,
and unless the conditions are complied with,

The general Tender for coustruction of whole line
under Railway Act of 1874, covers above sections; but
separate tenders are nsked under the ordinary conditions
of the Department.

By order,
F. BRAUN,
Secretary.

Department of Public Works, }
Ottawa, October 24th, 1878.

Cinadiar Pacific Railway.

To CAPITALISTS and CONTRACTORS.

HE -GOVERNMENT OF CANADA will receive
proposals for constructing and working a line of
Railway extending from the Province of Ontario to the
waters of the Pacific Ocean, the distance being about
2,000 miles.

M a

of infor for parties proposing to
tender will be forwarded on application as underneath.
Engineers’ reports, maps of the country to be traversed,
profiles of the surveyed line, specifications of preliminary
works, copies of the Act of Parliament of Canada under
which it is proposed the Railway isto be coustruoted,
descriptions of the natural features of the country and
its agricultural and mineral resources, and other in-
formation, may be seen on applicution to this Depart-
ment, ur to the Engineer-in-Chief atthe Cunadian Gov-
ernment Oftices, 31 Queen Victoria Street, E.C., London.

Sealed Tenders, marked * Tenders for Pacific Rail-
way,” will be received, addressed to the undersigned,
until the

First Day of January next.

F. BRAUN,
Secretary .

Public Works De

ment,
Ottawa, 24th Octo

r, 1878.

E.N. FRESHMAN & BROS.

Advertising Agents,
186 W. Fourth St., CINCINNATI, 0.,

Are authorized to receive advertisements for this paper
Estimates furnished free apon application.

3" 8end two stumps for our Advertisers’ Mannal.

MANOEL DUTRA SILVA,

New. Houselof Consignments of all kinds,
' BAHIA, BRAZIL,

Receives Vessels and Steamers of all Nations.

6 per cent Commission.
8 All Letters to be Prepaid as above,

ADIAN .oLUSTRATED NEWS.

LEA

In consequence of spurious imitations of

AND PERRINS SAUCE,

whick are calculated to decerve the Public, Lea and Perrins

have adopted A NEW LA}IBEL, bearing
thus,

their Signature,

Lo I,

which 1s &la(}eg

Wholesale and for Export by the

on every bottle o
E, and without which none is genuine.

Ask for LEA & PERRINS’ Sauce, and sec Name on Wrapper,
etors, Worcester ; Crosse and Blackwell, London,

WORCESTERSHIRE

, Label, Bottle and Stopper.

&c., &%.; and by Grocers and Oilmen throughout the World.

‘To be obtained of
Messks. J. M. DOUGLASS & CO.,, MONTREAL ; MEssis. URQUHART &CO.. MONTREAL.

ASK
YOVR
GROCER
FOR 1T AND
TAKE NO OTHER.

—i0i—

WHOLESALE TRADE AGENT,
WILLIAM JOHNSON,
BOX 888, P. 0.. MONTREAL.

ROWNTREE’S
ROCK

GOCOA. .

GUARANTEED ONLY COCOA SUGAR

—ie—

COMPOSED AS REPRESENT.
ED OF ONLY COCOA AND
SUGAR.

DR. J. BAKER
EDWARDS.

THE BEST REMEDY FOR INDIGESTION.

MARK.

CAMOMILE PILLS are confidently recommended as a simple Remedy for Indigestion, which is
the cause of nearly all the diseases to which we are subject, heing a medicine so uniformly gratesul
and beneficial, that it is with justice called the ** Natural Strengthener of the Human Stomach.”
“ Nortow's Dills” act as a powerful tonic and gentle aperient ; ave mild in their operation, safe
under any civcumstances, and thousands of persons can now bear ltestimony lo the benefils to be
derived from their use, as they have been a never-failing Family Friend for upwards of 48 years.
Sold in Bottles at 1s. 13d., 8. 9d., and 118. cack, by all Medicine Vendors throughout the World,

CAUTION.
Be sure and ask for “ NORTON’S PILLS,” and do not be persuaded to purchase an imitation.

2 FANCY CARDS with Name 10c. Plain or Gold,
Agents’ Outfit 10c. 150 Styles. Hull & Co.,

"Hudson, N.Y,

10 to 10“0 invested in Wall 8t. Stocks makes
fortunes every month. Book sevt free
explaining everything.
Address BAXTER & CO.. Bankers. 17 Wall 8t., N. Y.

M’ontreal. Portfand & Boston Railway Co.

NOTICE

Is hereby given that the Annual General Meeting of the
Shareholders of the MONTREAL, PORTLAND AND
BROSTON RAILWAY COMPANY will be held at the
Office of the Company, No. 151 St. James Street, in the
City of Mountreal. on WEDNESDAY, the FIFTEENTH
DAY of JANUARY NEXT (1879), at the hour of
ELEVEN in the forenoon, for the election of Directors
for the ensuing year, and for the transaction of other
business.

MONTREAL, 10th December, 1878.

M. 8. LONERGAN,
Sec- Trees.

Perfumed Chromo and 8nowflake Cards, in Case
5 name in gold, 10c. Davies & Co., Nortbford, Ct.

JUST PUBLISHED

CHISHOLM'S ALL-ROUND ROUTE AND PANORAMIC
GUIDE OF THE ST. LAWRENCE,

With corrections to date. It contains full descriptions
of the points of interest ou the * All Round Route,” in-
clading Hudson River, Trenton and Niagara Falls,
Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal, Quebec, Saguenay River,
‘White Mountains, Portland, Boston, New York. Itis
profusely illustrated, and is furnished with maps of the
Route, and a fine panoramic view of the St. Lawrenoce
River. For sale by booksellers and news agents. Sent
post-paid to any address on receipt of the price, 50 ots.

C. R. CHISHOLM & BROS.,
179 Bonavesture street. Mautresl,

LONDON MANUFACTURING CO.’8
ESSENCES OF MEATS,

For luvilids, Travellers, and Persons of Delicate Health.
ESSENCE OF BEEF,
ESSENCE OF MUTTON,
ESSENCE OF CHICKEN.

These Essences cousist sglely of the Juices of the
Finest Meats extracted by gentle heat without the ad-
dition of water or a.n{ substanee, and are ready for use
direct from the can, without further preparation, and will
be retained by the stomach in the most severe cases of
illness.

An excellent stimulant iv cases of Diptheria, Hemorr-
hage, and all cases of depressed systein, and low vital
power; almost a specific in cases of sea sickness and dys-
pepsia, and the ailments of infants in summer have been
oured by this exeellent E«sence.

‘Wholesale by LYMANS, CLARE & CO, and H,
SUGDEN EVANS, and by all Druggists and Grocers.

7 26-52-373

THE

Canadian Spectator,

A high-class Weekly Journal,
EDITED BY THE

Reverend A. J.:B RAY.

+ SUBSCRIPTION: $2.00 PER ANNUM.

OFFICES: 162 8t. James Street, Montreal, and 4
Toronto Street, Toronto.

THE MIL'TON LEAGUE.

**Give me the liberty to know, to thiok, to believe, and
to utter freely, according to conscience, above all liber-
ties.—Milton.”

PUBLICATIONS :

BRAY, REV. ALFRED J. The Churches of Chris-

) tendom, eloth.......... ... ... ... ....... $1.00

BROWN, REV. J. BALDWIN. The Doctrire of
Annihilation iv the Light of the (iospel of

Love. ... o, 50
DALE, REV. R. W. Protestantism : Its Ultimate

Principle 60

The Ten Commandments..................... 60

DAWSON, GEO., M.A, Prayers, and a Discourse

on Prayer..................... e
McCLEOD, NORMAN, D.D. Scotch Pebbles...... 15
TIPPLE, Rev. 8. A. Echoes of 8poken Words. ..

‘‘Here is a new wave of literature, and of the deep
and wide sea of religious thouqht, but sparkling and
bright and yratefuily refreshing.”’—Literary World.

ROBERT MILLER,

Publigher, Book-Binder, Manufacturing and
WHOLESALE STATIONER,

IMPORTER OF

Wa.ll' Papers, Wipdow Shades and
SCHOOL BOOKS,

397, NoTRE-DAME STREET, MONTREAL.
14-6-

Fashiongble Visiting Cards—no two alike, with
vame, 10c. Nassau (ard €o., Nassan, N. Y

JOHN MCARTHUR & SON

OIL LEAD, PAINT,
60LOR & VARNISH MERGHANTS

IMPORTERS OF

English and Belgian Window Glass, Rolled, Rough
and Polished Plate Glass, Colored. Plain and
Stained Enamelled Shest Glass,

PAINTERS'& ARTISTS' ATERIALS, "RUSHES :
CHEMICALS, DYE. 8TUFF#, NAVAL STORES, &C.

310, 312, 314 & 316 ST. PAUL ST.,
AND

255 & 257 COMMISSIONERS ST.

MOIWNTREATL.
2-17-52-068

2
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SEVEN INCH PALLISER RIFLE FOR CANADIAN COAST SERVICE
‘ Weight............. 8§ fons, - £ ;
: Levgth of Bore.,:/. 18} tnches.

Velocity .,

ar

Powider Charge.... .. 85 s,
Weight of I‘ro)rctﬂe 120 lhs,
cevees 1,700 feot & second.

e e

L
B~ SO

~e

COILED WROUGNT xaoxvukul..

LENOTH OF BORYX,

Y "o TOTAL LENGTIH,

SEVEN INCH SERVICE GUN

o4 & Weght ..o 7} tons,
P Paowder ( h;ug» ...... 3¢ {bs.
s . Levgth of Hore.. ... 126 iuches,

L Weight of I’ro;rculc 115 He,

Velocity.. ... ..., 1,450 feet a second

. L8
15 . o &y

thy 57 Jiemined

%43  TOTAL LENGTH,

»

GRIZAT

CHEAPSALE

OF

FURS.

THOMPQO\' the  Furrier, ix offeriog his hrgo and
valaable stock at & large redpetinn frum regular pricesy
for 15 days. Ses Saturday’s Witnesz and Star of . the
T4th inst.

JOB C. THOMPSON & CO.,

416, 412 and 420 XoTRE DAME STREET.
Grand chanen for

CHRISTMAS & NEW YEAR PRESENTS,
E‘LECTRO PLATE

A very large Assortment of
the Boest quality of .

SBERRPbASED HARD

Suitadble for preseniation, Wed-
VAR Mug preseots, & oo pris.
f ing all articlss ELECTRO.
PLATED with 311 VER,

- HBuving a thoreagh knowledge
of the . ELECTRO-P. ATE
BUSINESS, the poblie ay
coofidently n-ly 09 geiting the |
best Goods,

Prices Jow. Inspection Invited:

SHOW ROOM 370 st. Paul Street.
JOHN WA’ [‘S()‘\ Jr.

JOHNSTON'S

FLUID - BEEF 'is

f Pnnch, u. N.
;: ard Austriao
; ‘Naval, Milftury
'3 and (lenern] hog.
‘¢ pitals, Tt i pre.
Pf by plho
phynic
: LT clan, umi every
mediesl man who hu m-ud its meriu rist 13 (m.{
essonce kuown which anotaine aif the nmrhlve conet
tueots of beef, and [x prononvced by selentifie mes every.
where 10 ba the most perfect !ooglar invalids ever fo.
::::wd’ %, Sold by Droggists aad Grooers, 35¢., " 60¢.,

91 To 97 ST Pn:n S-rnn'

{ hmsimas Gﬁﬁassf,’f” o e

DOLLSY&. TOYS

in ¢ndless Yartety.

- and hHYTLEllZ\’b (‘lﬂll’,l\lﬂ\’(. Pl\'S 3
for EVENING PARTIEN,

ASD A (‘-lelll LINE oF

FANCY 390335

suitalls for the

‘\vf O NTRERIEAX..

H A NELSON & SONS T(‘)nox,‘,o,

EVEN ING & RECEPTION
GL O VES.

‘ CENTS WHITE KID LLO"F
“ aned splandid valis.

3 l .<'H“ DREN'S WHITE KID GLOV E§, onlvr &9¢. a pair,

LADIES’ KID GLOVES

3 White and Opwrs 2-Hunon 75¢., 81 nud $1.254a pair,
E White and Opera 3-Button, §1, 81 25 and $1.60'a pair.
E White and Opera 4: Buu:m, $1. 81.25 dnd $§1.50 a pur.
— White 6. Button, 81,25 & paur

- White 8-Butron, 81 50 a pair.

‘ Ou:r Stock of Kid Gloves is second to nane in tho
- ; ozninion Ior variety and value, .

S ROWN & CLAGGETYT,

Recollet House,

s 50¢., The. and §$1.95,

@

Cor Notre Dame and St Helen Sts

@' Coun!ry ardera Soliciled

All aiz).:

WILLlAM DOW & CO.

;; BREWERS and MALTSTERS

M ) NTRFAIL.

5. 7
= TENTRA g
: Q e
"s\ g

4 R

TRY>™

Pale and Brown Malt. = -
In:u Pale, asd sther Ales. Extra Doudle and 815‘(
Btout in Wod and Batte. - Bhipping ordcn ym&ﬂ .-
scuted. anihu nrrpphd La

s, JBAKER&CO

SHIRT MAKERS & HABERDASHERS.

sclr.mmnrrmrnl Card and Kumpm of Colored
c:lﬂa Khirtings senat frec by mal), Large stock of
ervear, ‘l'm. Dent's movcs.&c..alnn on hnd.

138 ST JAMES STREET,

()rpmlh Bt Lawrenne Rali,

MON'I‘RE.A.I:

~'The Canadian Mlustrated N o188 1 printed and pubd.
Hished by the . BUKLAND- Db anARATS LITHGORARNIC
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