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acceptable tg> the. mail ot business, and a
valuable HIniily Newspaper.
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THK UKRALL1)

BOOK & JOB PRINTING

establishment.

:|.:dorg for -any of the undermentioned des-
cription of

Plain & Colored Job Work

will be promptly attended to :

Fancy Bills, Business Cards, Circulars,Law
Forms, Hill Heads, Blank Checks,. Drafts,
Blank OVdeYS, Receipts, Letter-Heads,Fancy
Cards, Pamphlets, Large and Small Posters,
and every other kind of Letter-Press 1rint-

liaving made large additions to the print-
ing material, we are. better prepared than
ever to do the neatest and most beautiful
printing of every description.
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H. SANDERSON' & SON," /! ~

Richmond H iiii. DrOo Store,
Corner of Young and Centre streets East
have constantly on hand a good assortm”n
of Drugs, Paints, Perfumery, Chemicals
Oils, Toilet Sjoaps, Medicines, Varnishes
Fancy Articlesj I)ye Stuffs, Patent Medicines
i*id all other articles kept by druggiste
generally. Our stock of medicines warrant-

ed genuine, and of the best qualities.

Kichmond Hill, Jan 25, 72 ‘705
THOMAS CARII,
aler in Drugs, Medicines, Groceries

Wines, and Liquors, Thornhill. vBy
Royal Letters Parent has been appointed Is-
suer of Marriage Licenses.

DFJTISTIII

A. ROBINSON’S, L. D. S.
w method of extracting teeth without
N pain, by the use of Ether Spray,which
affects the teeth only. The tooth and gun.
surrounding becomes insensible with the
external agency, when the tooth can be ex-
tracted with no pain and without endanger-
ing the life, as in the use of Chloroform. Dr.
Robinson will be at the following place-
prepared to extract teeth with his new aps
paratus. All office operations in Dentistry
performed in a workmanlike manner :
Aurora, 1st, 3rd, 16th and 22d of each mont
Newmarket 2d “ “
Richmond Hill, 9th and 24th “
Mt. Albert 15th
Thornhill.»
Maple
. Burwick
Kleinburg
Nobleton.... .
Nitrous O.vide Gas always on hand at
Aurora.
Aurora, April 28, 1870

«“
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W. Il.V r7 PUGSLEY,

(successors to w .
TCHERS, RICHMOND HILL, HAVE
always on hand the best of Beef, Mutton,

Lamb, Veal, Pork, Sausages, kc., and sell at
the lowest prices for Cash.

Also, Corned Spiced Beef, Smoked and
Dried Hams.

The highest market price given for Cattle,
Sheep, Lambs, &c.

Richmond Hill, Oct. 24, ’72. 745-ly

FARMERS’ BOOT AND SHOE STORE
70HN BARRON, manufacturer and dealer
f) in all kinds of boots and shoes, 38 West
Market Square, Toronto.

Boots and shoes made- to measure, of the
best material and workmanship, at the low
ast remunerating prices.

Toronto, Dec, 3, 1867.

PETER S. GIBSON,

PROVINCIAL LAND SURVEYOR,
X Civil Engineer and Draughtsman.

Orders by letter should state the Concession,
Lot aud character of Survey, the subscriber
having the old Field Notes of the late D.
Gibson and other surveyors, which should
be consulted, in many cases as to original
monuments, &c., previous to commencing
work.

Office at w illow dale,
the Township of York.

Jan’y 8, 1873. 755

ADAM Il. MEYERS, Jr,,
(Late of Duggan 9Meyers,)
I)ARKISTER, ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

) Solicitor in Chancery, Conveyancer,
Ac., <
Office;—No. 12 York Chambers, Soutk-
east Corner of Toronto and Court Streets,
Toronto, Ont.

January 15, 1873.

J. H. SANDERSON,
TERINARY SURGEON, Graduate of
'Poronto University College, corner of

Youge and Centre Sts. East, Richmond Hill,
begs to announce tothe public that he is now
practising with H. Sanderson, of the same
plaoe, where they may be consulted person-
ally orby letter, on all diseases of horses,
cattle, &c.

All orders from a distance promptly at-
tended to, and medicine sent to any part of
the Province.

Horses examined as to soundness, and also
bought and sold on commission.

Riehmond Hill, Jan. 25, 1872,

w. cox,)
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PATENT mi:i>ic:il\ss.
pROCIFAMATION -

TIfjUSTARD’S Catarrh Specific Cures Acute

dVIL and Chronic cases of Catarrh, Neural-

gia, Headache, Colds, Coughs, Croup, Asthma,

Bronchitis, &c., it is also a* good Soothing
Syrup.

STARD’S Pills are the best pills you

r can get for Dyspepsia, Sick Headache,

Biltiousness, hdver, Kidney Complaints, &c.

VE yiw ljheumatism/Wounds, Bruises,

61d Stops', 't3uts, Bui'ns; Trost Bites,

es, Painful Swellings, White Swellings,

and every conceivable wound upon man or
beast ?

THE KING OF OILS

Stands permanently above every other Rem
dy now in use. It is.invaluable.

4 LSO, the Pain Victor\s_Infallible for
A_ Diarrhoea,’ Dysentery, Flofc, Colie,
Cholera.Morbus, Pain hud{Cramp in the
Stomach and Bowels, &c.
Directions with each bottle and box.
Manufactured by H. MUSTARD,

VProprietor, ‘Ingersoll,

Sold by Druggists generally.
The Dominion -Worm Candy is the medicine
o, expel worms; /fry it. 700-y

WM. MALLOY,
)JARRISTER, Attorney, Solicitor-in-Chan
I) eery, Conveyancer, &c.

Office—No. G Royal Insurance Buildings,
Toronto street. *

Toronto, Dec. 2, -1859. ' ' 594

J. SEGSWOIITIT,

EALER IN FINE GOLD AND Sla-
D ver Watches, Jewelry, Sec., 113 Yowge
Street, Toronto.

Home.

W hat magic is in that little word home ;
One, two, three, four letters only, and yet
there is no word of like length in the English
language containing so much meaning. Its
véry letter is prolific, beginning with happi-
ness (h), and ending with enjoyment (e). AVe
love to listen to the music of its sound, and
dwell in rapturous pleasure o’er the visions
of beauty it conjures up. It is the sum total
of all earthly desires. Ah ! who would not
resign, willing and gladly, the busy cares of
the World for the sweet and quiet enjoyment
of a home? Home? it is an Elysium on
earth. Every man .should cherish it as his

Jieart’s best treasure, and ever make it his

high aim to shed perpetual joy oyer that
dearest spot on earth.” At night, tire&"anci
weary from the toils and cares of the day,
libw gladly you turn your footsteps home-
ward'! As“your'hand falls upon the latch,
and tlie door creeks beneath its pressure, a
listening ear catches the sound, and buoyant
feetspring forward eagerly to meet you ; the
pattering of fairy footsteps are heard upon
the floor—the door opens—a light form is
there to greet and clasp yon to its' fond em-
brace ; loving arms are thrown around you
warm kisses pressed upon your lips ; tiny
voices carol forth their welcome, and, lialf-
smotliered with caresses, yon are hurried for-
ward to a seat—the door closes upon you,
and you are no longer of the world—no long-
er tired—all your cares forgotten in the
social companionship of your wife and child-
ren.
“ Be ;1t ever so humble, there’s no place like
ome.”

Al Indian King in Luck.

The ex-King of Oudh, in India, has met
with a piece of good fortune, in a quarter
whence he least expected it. One of his
wives, whom he supposed had left him for-
ever, with all that made her dear to him, has
died suddenly in possession of a fortune, to
which, by the law of the land, he becomes
sole heir—a fortune estimated at $5,000,000.
By which it seems that the wives of tlie
Navabs of India cannot only hold separate
property, but that they may leave their for-
lorn husbands at pleasure without a bill of
divorcement. Mehal, the lady in question,
was one of the wives of Wajid Ali Shah, the
deposed king of Oudh. She is supposed to
have been the wealthiest of the thousand
charming inmates of the royal zenana of
Lucknow, and was the lawful wife of W aji
Ali Shah. After the mutiny she left her
zenana, which became somewhat demoralized
by the dethronement of the King, and mar-
ried her daroga privately. Renouncing this
private ceremony, however, she took up, a
few years ago, with a nephew of Newab Sir
Mohsund-dovvla, with whom she contracted
a nika marriage. The espousal to the king,
however, was the only binding one, and
Mehal died his lawful wife, and having no
issue, all her great fortune went into his
hands, which were already full, he having a
a rank among the many millionaires of the
wealthy City of Lucknow.

Speaking of the ex-King of Oudh, a story
is told of him in connection with the late
visit of the Prince of Wales. The Prince de-
sired the ex-King to call upon him. He re-
plied to the invitation that if lie were con-
sidered in the light of a sovereign there was
necessity of his going to the Prince ; but if
an exile, and afakir, there was hardly any
circumstance that would justify him in ap-
proaching the august presence of so illustri-
ous an heir-apparent. The reply struck the
Prince, who resolved to pay the Shah a pri-
vate visit, which he did, and the grandest
preparations were made for his reception. In
the course of conversation the Prince is said
to have promised the ex-King that he would
speak on his behalf to the Queen. The Prince
was presented with a cane set with pearls
and diamonds. From all this it is anticipat-
ed that sooner or later Oudh will be restored
to its ex-sovereign.

How They Worked in the Garden.

A poor old man, having to use a crutch
to help him along, sat down on the grass on
Maiden Lane yesterday, his back against a
close board fence, to nibble at ahard biscuit.
It wasnt long before he realized that the
owner of the place behind him was working
in his garden, assisted by his mostestimable
wife.

“That’s no way to make an onion bed,”
the old man heard the husband call out.

“ Perhaps not; you know all about gar-
dening !” mocked the wife.

“1’ve made more onion beds than you ever
heard of !” he hoarsely said.

“ Made ’em sitting on a chair in a saloon,
didn’t you ?” she squeaked.

“ Go to blazes with your old garden !” he
yelled, throwing down his liOe.

“ Don’t talk that way to me—don’t tell me
to go to blazes,” she warned.

There was a word or two more, and then
the poor old man leaped up, forgetting his
crutch, limped up and down to find a knot-
hole, and gasped out:

“ If that hain’t the sound of some one be-
ing choked, then I'm a liar, and I give fifty
dollars to find a hole in this fence as big as a
mighty small pin-head.”

W hat is the next thing to a hen stealing?
Why, a cock robin, of course.

RICHMOND

UNSUNG.

As sweet as the breath that goes
From tlie lips of the white rose,
As weird as the elfin lights
That glimmer of fro9ty nights.
As wild as the winds that tear
The curled red leaf in the air,

Is the song | have never sung.

In slumber, a hundred times

I've said the enchanted rhymes,
But ere | open my eyes.

This ghost of a poem flies ;

Of the interfluent strains

Not even a pote remains :

| know by mK_puIse_s’ beat'

It was something wild and sweet,
And my heart is strangely stirred
By an unrcmembered word !

1strive, but | strive in vain.
To recall the lost refrajn.

On some miraculous day
Perhaps it will come and slap ;
In some unimagined Spring
1may find my voice, and ting
The song | have never sung.

li. Aldrich, in June Atlantic

MIRK ABBEY.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.
MISS ROSE AYNTON

—T.

COMES OUf.”

“ So you have been a spectator, Lady Lis-
gard, of the late love-scene, have you  said
Rose Aynton, with a low and suppressed
tone. “ That was very generous-and like a
woman—in one’s hostess, t00.”

“ Hush, Rose ; do not say things that*yo.u
may afterwards be sorry for; lewill'tell you
how it happened.”

“ Nay, do not trouble yourself, my Lady ;
| can guess. You knew Sir Richard had
made an appointment With me hdre, and you
wished to hear with what rapturous gratitude
the penniless girl would consent to be' his
bride. | hope you did hear, madam, since
you took such trouble.”

“Yes, Rose; |I did hear. Your cruel
words shall not rob you of my sympathy. |
am sorry for my son, of course ; but I am
sorry for you also. | had been worried, vex-
ed by many things of which it is not neces-
sary to tell you ; I came hither for solitude,
and wearied out by many a sleepless night—
nights of care, girl, suoh as | trust you may
never know—I| fell asleep 1llyonder recess. |
never heard you enter the room at all. | woke
up while you Were speaking, but scarcely
knew whether | ought to reveal myselfor not.
| heard you reject poor Richard ; then, when
he had gone, | thought that you repented
having done so. 1 was moved at seeing you
look so white and still. | felt for you, Rose,
with all my heart, and came out, when |
might as easily have remained concealed,* to
try to comfort you. My poor dear girl !”

“That was very kind,” returned Rose,
quietly. “ But if | had behaved otherwise,
would you then have welcomed me as your
daughter-in-law ? Please to tell me that.”

“1f I should say ‘ Yes,” you would not be-
lieve me, Rose. So why ask me such a ques-
tion. Moreover, the matter is settled now
for ever. He would be a doting lover, in-
deed, who would forgive such a repulse ; and
Richard is thc last man in all the world to do
s0.”

“ Do you think so ?” answered the young
girl with an incredulous smile. “ You have
forgdotten surely your own youth, Lady Lis-
gard.”

“ W hat know you of my youth, girl ?"sask-
ed' my Lady hastily, her pale face Hushing
witli emotion.

“Nay, do not be angry,” returned the
other coldly. “ I meant nothing, except,
that when a woman is young, -she is very
powerful. You say that | have lost Sir
Richard, and therefore you pity me. Now,
I will wager by this time to-morrow tljat 1
could win him back again.”

Was this the humble and submissive girl
who came to Mirk four months ago, almost
from school, and whom she had treated as a
mother treats her child ! The conscious belle
of a London season could not have spoken
with a greater confidence ; the most practis-
ed husband-hunter with a cooler calculation.
“ Come,” continued Rose, “if you really are
so sorry for me, Lady Lisgard, and so dis-
tressed upon your son’s account, have | your
permission to do my best to repair this com-
mon misfortune !”

My lady could scarce conceal a shudder at
the thought how nearly had this cold-blood-
ed scheming girl become her daughter-in-law.
W hatever objections she might have had to
such a match before—and they werein them-
selves insuperable—seemed to have grown to
twice their former proportions. The girl’s
determination and self-confidence alarmed
Jier, too, for that result about which she had
before felt so certain. At all hazards, she
was resolved to prevent an attempt at recon-
ciliation being made.

“ No, Rose ; | do not wish you to try to
recover the affections of Sir Richard.”

“ So, so ; then we have the truth at last,
Lady Lisgard. You are not willing that |
should be daughter-in-law of yours. You
grudge me such great good-fortune as to be
allied with the race of Lisgards : and yet it
fell to your own lot—as | have heard—even
in a more unexpected manner.”

“ Miss Aynton, what | was in 110 affair of
yours,” replied my Lady with quivering lips.
“ Yrou have only to remember what | am.”

“| do so, madam, very well. | see you
held in honor, by all people, and without
doubt, justly. Your position is indeed to
me an object of admiration, perhaps, | may
add, even of envy. Is it not natural that it
should be so? And when your son offers to
lift me from my present low estate to place
me as high, why should 1hesitate to take ad-
vantage of such a proposal? | have refused
him, it is true ; but now being, as you say,
repentant, why should | not strive to recov-
er what | have let slip—wealth, honors, ti-
tle -

“ Rose Aynton,” returned my Lady, clasp-
ing the girl’s wrist, and speaking in very ear-
nest but broken tones, “ | warn you, do not
do it. Even if you succeed, you may not
win all you dream of. Strive not, | charge
you, for your own sake, to undo what has
been done. | have reasons for what | say
beyond any that you can guess. If you would
be happy, do not endeavor to ally yourself
with this family.”

“ Lady Lisgard, what canyou mean ?” ejac-
ulated the girl, her white face flushed at last,
her wide flashing eyes 110 longer hard and
cynical, and her every feature impatient for
reply.

“I mean simply what | say. Seek not to
be Richard’s wife. If you want money—and
I know from your own lips it is not love
that prompts you—you shall have such
wealth as is mine to give. | had meant it
for a different purpose ; but that is no
matter. Only do not seek to win back my
son ; and when you leave us, | will bless you
for your forbearance—and for your silence,
Rose.”

“ Yes, Lady Lisgard, | will say nothing of
all this,” returned the girl thoughtfully after
a short pause. “ | promise you to never
speak of love to Sir Richard further ; and as
for your offer of a bribe, though | do not
know that | have ever shewn myself so
greedy to deserve it—I will forgive you even
that.”

“ Thank you, thank you, Rose,” answered
my Lady eagerly. “ | dare say, in my haste
and trouble, | may have said things to offend
you, and if so, | am very sorry. You have
doubtless your troubles too.”

“ Yes, | have,” answered the girlgravely ;
“and | should like to be alone with them for
a little, Lady Lisgard, unless you have any-
thing else to ask me.”

“ Nothing, Rose—nothing ; you have
granted all I wished. You will be as undis-
turbed here as in your own apartment; nay,
even more so; for Letty will not think of
coming here to seek you out. Nobody ever
comes into the Library.”

My Lady leaned forward as she spoke, and
kissed the girl’s smooth brow, cold as a
tablet of alabaster, and then softly left the
room.

Rose Aynton, stood for a full minute, lis-
tening, eager and motionless as Echo herself,
before she stepped to the door, and turned
the key.

“ No more spying, my lady !” ejaculated
she ; “ my hostess has her secrets, it seems,
as well as I. It would be well if I could dis-
cover hers before she found out mine. W hat
could she mean by cautioning me, for my own
sake, not to ally myself with the Lisgards ?
She is nota fool to think to frighten me with
a mere gipsy’s warning—threatening much,
but meaning nothing. What reasons can
those be against by becoming her daughter-
in-law, which are ‘beyond any that | can
guess 7 If | could only get this proud dame
beneath my thumb, then, indeed, | might
recompense myself somewhat forhaving miss-
ed Sir Richard. To think that 1 should have
lost a prize like that through mere humility
of mind ! “Yet even if you succeed,” said
she, (you may not win all you dream of.’
Those were her very words. ‘Haste and
trouble * alone could never have suggested
them to her, although they may have made
her indiscreet enough to utter them. What
has put my Lady in such low spirits of late,
and kept her so moped up within the Abbey
walls? How came she alone here in this
place, whither as she says, ‘No one comes?’
She must have been hidden in yonder recess
in the far corner, or we must needs have seen
her, when my love-sick swain and 1 were
walking up and down.”

Swift and noiseless, like some beautiful
wild beast upon the trail, Rose Aynton cross-
ed the room, and scanned, with a cruel look
in her dark eyes, the little study over which
was printed Legal.

“1 never heard that my Lady was given
to Law,” muttered she derisively.  “ True,
she said that she had been sent to sleep, a
thing which any one of these folios one
might think would compass. But why did
she come hither at all? There must have
been something of interest to attract her.
The books 011 this side does not seem to have
been touched for ages ; but here—yes, some
one has been to these quite lately, for the
dust has been disturbed, and here, | mistake
not, is the dainty print of my Lady’s fingers.
We are getting warm, as the children say at
Hide-and-Seek. What have we here? A
slip of paper for a marker, torn cross-wise
from an envelope with Lad upon it. It was
surely imprudent for my Lady to use her own
address forsuch apurpose.  Wills! Ah, she
has been studying the art of making wills, 1
dare say. Considering Sir Richard is already
so well off—and since | am not to be his
wife—it is to be hoped she will leave her
money to son W alter ; and some, too, to poor
dear Letty, for she is one who will never
learn to help herself in this world. It is well
for her that she has not to live by her
wits. If she had been in my position, she
would have been a governess.  Yes, it’s all
about Wills this book. A.nd why should not
my lady make a will, bein” of ripe age, and
yet not old enough to sniff that smell of the
charnel-house, wijiich ven”~”s the operation
sounpleasanta duty to the aged. | am afraid

unless, indeed, I could find the will itself

that | have but discovered a mare’s nest
after all. However, here are more book-
markers ; come, let us combine our informa-
tion  Succession! That’s only the same
story. Illegitimacy! Great Heaven, but
this is more than | had bargained for "

The girl stepped swiftly to the open win-
dow, and pushed the heavy folds of hair be-
hind her ears. “ | feel my blood rushing to
my brain, and roaring ‘Ruin "” murmured
she. “ If this sudden fear has any real foun-
dation, then indeed am | hoist with my own
petard. No wonder she warned me against
alliance with her race, if what | here suspect
is true. They will need well-born suitors
themselves, she meant, to make up for what
is lacking in their blood, and mayhap money
too. The will of old Sir Robert may be dis-
puted. The Succession—but no, | had for-
gotten—there is no one to succeed, save her
two sons, for they have not a relative beyond
themselves in the world, these Lisgards ; but
the title—that would be lost, of course.
That’s what she hinted when she said that |
might not gain the thing | counted 011, even
though | won Sir Richard. He cannot know
of it; he could not be so proud if he had the
least suspicion of any blot in his own scut-
cheon. How he would wither if oite said to
him : ‘Thou Bastard I’ And yet | gravely
doubt whether this discreet madam, his mo-
ther, has not one day tripped. ‘What
know you of my youth, girl ?” cried she a
while ago, white, as | thought, with anger ;
but it was fear, it seems. She comes here
alone to find out for herself by study what
secret course to follow, or what hidden dan-
gers to avoid, having counsellor in whom she
can confide. That seems so far certain, 0I*
she would surely ask her son himself, being
a lawyer, or that wise Mr. Arthur Haldane,
whom | so honestly dislike, for their advice.
It may be all this bodes as ill for Walter as
for his brother ; it may be that it bodes the
yOunger the best of fortune, and the elder
the worst. That would be a brave day, in-
deed, for some one, on which the proud
young baronet should sink to plain Mr. Rich-
ard, and the poor captain rise to be Sir
W alter Lisgard ! And, again, there may be
nothing in all this, after all. Time will
doubtless show, and it shall be my task to
hurry Time’s footsteps towards the discov-
ery.”

CHAPTER XI.
UP EARLY.

It lias been justly observed that one half
of the world does not know how the other
half lives. The statement is a very safe one,
and might have been made a great deal more
comprehensive by the philosopher who ut-
tered it without risking his reputation for
sagacity. Wedo notknow how our next-door
neighbor lives, except in the sense of what
he has for dinner, which may indeed’be dis-
covered by the curious ; nay, we often know
not how our own household lives, how our
very sons conduct themselves when not at
meal-times and under our very eyes, what
pursuits they really follow, what hopes, what
fears, what ambitions they in secret enter-
tain. It is well, indeed, and should be a
matter of congratulation, if we are quite
cognizant of the “ goings on” of our wives
and daughters. It is strange to think what
a world in little lies under the roof of any
great mansion, such as Mirk Abbey. How
interesting would the genuine individual biog-
raphies—if one could only get at them—of
such a household be, from that of the mistress
of the establishment (whose troubles we are
endeavoring to portray) down to that of the
under kitchen-maid, concerning whom we
have “no information,” but who has doubt-
less her own temptations, wrongs and troubles
also, which concern her with equal nearness,
although they may not be sogenteel! It is
probable that the true history of the second
grave-digger in Hamlet would be to the full
as interesting as what we know of that phil-
osophic Prince himself, though his father had
not been murdered by his uncle, albeit even
that may have been the case, for aught we
know. But, alas ! the novelist has not the
power which the Devil on Two Sticks pos-
sessed of lifting the tiles off the attics ; but
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has generally to content himself with such
glimpses as he can obtain through the key-
holes of the first and second floors.

Taking advantage of even this moderate
privilege, we are sometimes rewarded with
phenomena. Thus, it is little else than a
portent to see Captain Walter Lisgard, who
is not generally addicted to early rising, up
and dressed upon a certain May morning be-
fore the clock on the great stairs has sounded
three. True, he has been out of bed once or
twice at such an hour on other occasions, but
then it was because he had notretired to rest
the night before. He has done that, how-
ever, this time, or, at all events, has exchanged
his evening-dress for morning-costume. Some
people do getup at the most premature hours,
even in winter, and light their own fires, and
retrim the midnight lamp to pursue literary
or scientific labors ; but if Captain Lisgard
has got up to study, we will eat" him. What
can he be about? He gropes his way down
the great staircase, where darkness is made
visible by streaks of grayish light—which is
not yet dawn—struggling through cracks and
crannies ; and he stumbles over the heavy
rug beneath the bottom step, and swears
with involuntary emphasis. Then he listens
a while, to see what will come of that. The
great clock on the liall-table ticks reproving-
ly : “ Don’t, don’t—shame, shame !” as he
never heard it tick before; and here and
there breaks forth an expostulatory creaking,
as though from moral furniture, which has
no such scruples in the daytime ; but his
ejaculation has aroused no living being.

Softly he turns the key of the front doon
softly withdraws the bolts, and would as
softly have slipped out, butthat there is sud-
denly a jar and a whir and the opening door
is held fast by an iron hand. “ Confound the
chain ?” exclaims the captain. “ It is as dif-
ficult to get out of this house as outof New-
gate.” Then, when all is still quiet, he
emerges upon the stone steps with an “ |
wonder for my part how burglars are ever
discovered,” and takes his way towards the
village. The gates are locked at the end of
the avenue, and the porter and his wife are
doubtless fast asleep, as well as fair-liaired
Polly—dreaming perhaps of himself, thinks
the captain with a half-contemptuous, lialf-
complacent smile—but Master Walter, who
is as active as a cat, climbs the stone pillar
by help of the iron hinge, and “ drops”
noiselessly on to the road. He passes up the
humble street, where each cottage is quiet as
the grave—two blessed hours intervening yet
between its inmates and their toil, and makes
for the Lisgard Arms. The inn stands on a
slight elevation, so that he sees it some time
before he nears it. “ Why, the place is on
fire I'” mutters the captain; and certainly
there is some extraordinary illumination tak-
ing place in one of the apartments. A flood
of light pours from it as from some Pharos,
as though to beckon benighted folks whither
good ale is to be found ; and yet the houseis
always shut at eleven, in conformity with the
squire’s orders.

It’s that infernal idiot Derrick himself
who has done it,” continues the captain.

That’s his room, | know. Just as if he
could not have got up in the dark, as I did :
a fellow that probably had never more than
a farthing dip to light him any morning, be-
fore he went to Cariboo. | wonder, for my
part, he can dress without a valet. What a
stuck-up, vulgar dog itis! How | hate his
pinchbeck ostentation, and still worse, his
dreadful familiarity ! If it could only be
found out immediately after this Derby that
he was a returned transport, with five-and-
twenty years or so of his sentence still unex-
pired, how delightful it would be ! | really
think that he is least objectionable in the
evenings, when he is drunk. There is some-
thing original in his brute-manner of swill-
ing ; a sort of over-driven-ox style about his
stagger, which would make his fortune upon
any stage—where there was room enough for
the magnitude of the exhibition. Certainly,
one has to pay for the society of this sort of
gentry, and still more for their friendship.
Alas, that | should have made this fortunate
savage fond of me ! | wish I could feel as
Valentine did with Orson, instead of being
much more like the too ingenious Franken-
stein, whose monster became his master.
However, that has not yet come about yet—
notwithstanding meddling Mr. Arthur Hal-
dane’s warnings.—Let me see, it was arrang-
ed, | think, that | was to”whistle to this
animal. Master Walter drew a silver cab-
call from his pocket, and executed upon it
the disconsolate cry of one who in London
streets between the closing of the night*
houses and the rising of the sun desires a
Hansom. Instantly the light from the inn
began to diminish—once, twice, thrice ; and
then the casement became blind and rayless
like the other windows. * That beggar had
four candles lit !” ejaculated the captain with
irritation.  “ It was a mercy that lie did not
bring out the village fire-engine ! Here he
comes with his eternal pipe, too. | daresay
he had the imprudence to light that before he
left the house, and Steve’s red nose will smell
it.”

There are some men who always look the
same, 110 matter at what hour you come upon
them : fresh, and hearty, and strong, they
have but to duck their heads in cold water,
and straightway the fatigues of a weary day
are utterly obliterated. They rejoice like
giants to run their courses without any sort
of preparation in the way of food and sleep,
such as the rest of mankind require. Against
this healthy animalism we protest, by calling
it rude health ; and to those who are ofa less
powerful constitution, it is naturally an of-
fensive spectacle. Walter Lisgard had him-
self by no means a delicate organisation ; his
complexion, though pale, was far from sick-
ly ; his limbs, though models of grace rather
than of strength, were of good proportions
and well knit. Buthe was conscious of look-
ing lieavy-eyed and haggard, and he secretly
resented the robust and florid appearance of
the unconscious individual who now joined
him—a man at least twenty-five years his
senior.

“ | suppose you have been accustomed to
get up at these unearthly hours at the gold-
diggings, that you look so disagreeably wide-
awake, Mr. Derrick,” grumbled he. “ You
would very much oblige me if you would but
yawn.”

“Get up ! Master Walter ; why, I've
never been to bed,” answered the bearded
man with a great guffaw. “ The fact is, that
| took a little more than was good for me last
night, and | did not dare lie down, knowing
that we had this business on hand so early.”

“ Why, one would think, by the amount
of light, that you have been lying in state,
like some deceased king of the Cannibal Is-
lands,” returned the other peevishly. “ Was
it your habit to use two pair of candles in
your bedroom in Cariboo ?”

“Well, I never had a bedroom there, that
you would call such, as | have told you again
and again, Master Walter ; but I have burn-
ed twenty candles at a time when they were
selling at Antler Creek at five dollars a
pound. You imagine, | suppose, that it is
only you gentlemen who live athome at ease
who have money to spend ; but let me tell
you that is not the case. | will go bail for
my part, for example, that I’ve paid more
sovereigns away in twenty-four hours than
your brother, Sir Richard, ever did in a
week.”

“ My dear Mr. Derrick, you are boastful
this morning,” said the captain quietly ; “ it
is my belief that you have taken a hair of the
dog t-hat bit you overnight.”

“ Maybe | have and maybe | haven',
Master W alter ; but | shall burn just as many
candles as | like. | have worked hard
enough for my money, and, dam’me, but Il

enjoy it. Why, when | was at New W est-
minster, | had my horse shod with gold ; and
if | choose, 11l do it here.”

“ You would have a perfect right to do so,
Mr. Derrick,” returned the other gravely ;
“and, for my part, if your horse should casta
shoe in my neighborhood, | should warmly
applaud your expensive tastes. But you
must have really been very rich to do such
things. Now, liowr much do you think you
were worth when you were at New West-
minster ?”

“ That’s tellings, captain,” responded the
other with a cunning chuckle ; “ but when 1
was on Fraser River, me and my mate Blan-
quette, we made ” -

“ Well, now, what didyou make?” urged

the young man, as. the other hesitated.
, “Well, we made nothing for the first five
days,” answered Derrick drily—* nothingat
all.—How far have we got to go to reach the
Measured Mile by this road ?”

The two men had left the village, and were
pursuing a winding chalk-road that led, but
not directly, to the Downlands at the back of
Mr. Chifney’s stables.

“ It is a very circuitous route,” returned
Master Walter frankly ; “ and | wasin hopes
it might be shortened to the fancy, by hearing
you tell something,of your own story. But,
of course, | have no wish to press you to tell
it against your will. You have conferred ob-
ligations upon me enough already, | am quite
aware.”

This was the first sentence of conciliation,
not to say of civility, that thc young man
had spoken, and heretofore his air had been
cross or cynical; yet no sooner did he evince
this little of good-will, than the manner of
the other, softened at once to a degree that
was very remarkable in so rough a man.

“ Don’t talk of obligations, lad, for I like
you—ay, so well, that | wish you were ason
of mine ; not that | am fit to be the father of
such as you either ; 1 know that well.”

“If | were your son, | am afraid you
would have a good deal of trouble with me.
Mr. Derrick,” replied the young man laugh-
ing ; “ 1 am not a good boy.”

““That is true, Walter Lisgard ; and yet |
never saw a face that took my liking as yours
does—save once. | could not tell what drew
me so towards you, when | first met you up
at Itlhe Farm yonder; but now | know very
well.”

“ Then it is to the similarity between my-
self and some other favored individual that 1
am indebted for your regard ? That rather
robs the compliment of its flavor.”

“ Ay, my lad ; but you are dear to me for
your own sake, also, although, indeed, |
scarce know why.”

“ Thank you, Mr. Derrick.”

“ True,” continued the other thoughtfully,
without noticing his companion’s flippant
tone, ‘‘you are like—ah, Heaven, how like
you are to one that’s dead andgone ! Indeed,
I can refuse you nothing When | think upon
it, It is not everybody, however, lad, to
whom | would humor by telling exactly what
| am worth. While a man is merely known
as rich, he may have any sum, and be looked
up to accordingly ; but when his wealth can
be reckoned to a pound, he loses credit. I
Manylaws wins at Epsom, | shall be worth—
ay, a hundred thousand pounds.”

“ | suppose no one in Cariboo ever made a
sum like that by gold-digging, eh ?”

“ | think no one, Master Walter, There
was no claim so rich as my mate’s and mine
at Snowy Creek, and it did not yield that
sum. But, by Heaven, how well I remember
what it did yield. It seemed to me then that
1 should never run risks any more, but live
onwhat I had in content and plenty ; and yet
here I am, this very morning "e-----

My dear sir,” interrupted his companion
gaily, ““it appears to me that you are taking
gloomy views. W hat is life without excite-
ment?”

Ay, that is very well for you, lad, who
have something to fall back upon, if your
little schemes should miscarry* Excitement
in your case is only another name for amuse-
ment ; but in mine ”

‘Well, in yours, Mr. Derrick I”

‘Do not call me Mister ; call me Ralph,
lad—that is, if you are notashamed of me al-
together.—You are ashamed, | see. Well,
never mind.—Let me see, | was speaking of
Cariboo, was | not? Well, success or failure
there was a question of life and death. One
might be a beggar, or one might be the king
of the colony. | had known what poverty
was—and that is not merely being without
money, mind. | have lived among a savage
people for months who had neither gold or
silver—nothing to hoard and nothing to spend
save shells picked up on the sea-shore, and
strung on sea-weed for a purse ; and | was as
poor as they ; but yet it was not poverty.
But | had felt the sting of that in many a
crowded city, and | came to Cariboo to escape
from it. If | should make my thousand
pounds or so, | would buy a farm, or a share
in a ship, and live a quiet respectable life to
the end of my days. While making these
good resolutions, my ready money—which
was also all I had in the world—was melting
fast. With the last ten pounds ofit,|l bought
the half of a small claim at Snowy Creek.
Blanquette and | sawed our own lumber and
made our own sluices. It was no light work
even for me, who had been used to rough it.
There was twelve feet of top-stripping to be
removed, before we could hope to reach the
pay-dirt. For the first five days, we made
nothing. | would have sold my share in the
whole concern for a couple of pounds, and
begun with that afresh ; but on the sixth day
we found fourteen ounces of gold, and | was
worth fifty pounds. Then | would not have
sold my chance for scarcely any sum thatyou
could name. | would have shot any man
that had jumped into our pit, spade in hand,
just as | would have shot a dog. Your
brother, Sir Richard, may talk about the
rights of property, but he never appreciated
them as | did then. Onthe seventh day, we
found forty-five ounces ; on the eighth, sixty.
The find kept on increasing, till it rose to
four hundred ounces daily, when we employ-
ed eight hands to clear away the tailings.
The whole area of the place out of which |
scooped my fortune was not eighty feet by
twenty. | found for my share twelve thous-
and pounds in it.”

“ And you brought that safe to England,
did you ?’

“ No, lad, | did not. | spent five hundred
pounds of it in champagne—we drank it out
of buckets—for one item.”

“And in candles, Ralph,” asked Master
Walter smiling—* how much in candles?”

“In one thing and another, dear lad,
| spent four thousand pounds before we land-
ed MEngland. Even what was left would
have seemed affluence six months before------
But there, what’s the good of talking?
There’s the rubbiftg-down house, is it not?
and | shall soon know whether | am going to
get a second fortune, orto lose what | have.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Miss Dickenson, the plaintiff in the Baker
trial last autumn, is, it appears, to be short-
ly married to Lord Howard de Walden. The
lady is twenty and the gentleman forty-
five ; the lady is to have a title and £160,-
000 settled on her.

A Tonawanda, Pa., sign reads thus —
“John Smith teacher of cowtillions and other
dances—gramar taut in the neetest manner
—fresh salt herrin on draft—likewise God-
frey’s cordial—mtes sassages and other gar-
den truck—N. B. A bawl on friday nite—
prayer meetin chuesday also salme singin by
the quire.”
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GENERAL.

Some of the Yankee papers are in a bad
way about the refusal of the British Govern-
ment to extradite Winslow, and talk about
breach of treaty engagements, &c. Even if
there was anything wrong about the refusal
to extradite Winslow, the Yrankee3 ought to
be the last to say anything about breaking
treaty faith. But the faot is that our <mto
neighbors tried to get possession of Winslow
by fraud, and John Bull was too sharp for
them ; that’s the whole matter in a nut-
sh_el(lj. Uncle Sam may bluster, but it’s only
wind.

It appears that the Viceroy’s country isa
Turkish despotism in all its monstrosity. In
the first place, slavery isuniversal and main-
tained by the will of the sovereign ; second,
the labor on public works is forced and un-
paid, and that on the Viceroy’s estates is
practically unpaid. Conscription is conduct-
ed by the press-gang, and confiscation of pri-
vate estates, cattle and goods, is habitual to
the Viceroy, the owner being obliged to take
in payment what an official, anxious to please
his master, may determine. Taxation,ister-
rible in burden and in manner of collection.

Of each million of children born in Eng-
land 263,000 die before reaching the age of
five, 34,000 are carried offduring the follow-
ing five years, and 18,000 between ten and
fifteen years. Only 635,045 attain the age
25, and but 421,115 that of 55. . Out of tI}p
>whole million only 2,153 reach the age of 93,
223 live to be centenarians, and only one at-
tains the 108tli year. The latest statistics
confirm the statement that females live lon-
ger than males, and married people longer
than single ones, and it also appears that
Jews live longer than Christians.

Bishop W hipple gives an accountofsome
tableaux given by a tribe of Western In-
dians for his amusement. They were intend-
ed to show three phases of an Indian’s exist-
ence—the wild, the civilized, and the Chris-
tianized.  The curtain rose first on a party
of aborigines, in a dark forest, nearly nude—
this was the native state ; the second showed
to his delighted eyes the same actors, dress-
ed as semi-savages, armed with rifles and
pistols, and grossly intoxicated. The, third
was composed almost entirely of women, who
sat meekly attired in black alpaca dresses.—
They were evangelized.

Less than three years ago the present Gov-
ernor of Hiogo Ken, Japan, told Mr. Greene
that if a native bookseller sold a copy of the
English Bible, knowing it to be a Bible, he
(the Governor) would be compelled, acting
under orders from Yreddo, to put said book-
seller in prison. At that time none of tlie
servants of the missionaries at Kobe dared
to attend family worship. Now a Christian
newspaper is started in Kobe, by permission
of the government, a church of about forty
members is gathered, and a church building,
to be erected in the native town with native
money, is under consideration.

A dog in Kentucky having manifested
symptoms of hydrophobia was shot by Judge
Wickliffe. The dogs on the place immedi-
ately collected to prepare forafuneral. ““Old
Bull, the largest and fiercest dog, took the
body of the dead spaniel in his mouth and
started for the w'oods. The other dogs fol-
lowed in procession. There the dog-sexton
dug a grave at the foot of a tree and deposit-
ed the body, and the other dogs joined in
covering the remains with earth. The mourn-
ers then united in howling for fifteen min-
utes, when they dispersed. This almost in-
credible story is substantiated by several
persons of high standiug, some of whom are
Iadiesd of the family in which the incident oc-
curred.

A1 work and no play sent a man to the
insane asylum in Davenport, lowa. He was
a workman in a factory, and his industry
during ten years could not easily have been
increased. He was at his bench early and
left it late. No amusement broke the mon-
otony of his daily life. He scarcely knew of
anything outside of the factory and his home.
It is not Wonderful, therefore, that his mind
had room for morbid fancies. He imagined
that his foreman was plotting to kill him,
and that the whole world, excepting his
daughter, was in the conspiracy. He made
the girl stay constantly with him as a defen-
der. Next, he barricaded himself in his
house, and from that mimic stronghold he
was sent to the asylum. The moral points
to the wisdom of recreation.

Preparations are already being made for
the next general elections for the German
Reichstag, which in all probability will occur
before the end of the year. The socialDem-
ocrats, who intend nominating working-men
candidates in all the large manufacturing
towns, are the mostactive. The great party
of National Liberals, consisting of 150 mem-
bers inthe Reichstagwillbe supportedby Gov-
ernment in the elections, and therefore will
hardly sustain any great loss. The Conser-
vatives, however, who at the last elections
sustained heavy losses, will again be much
weakened. The Ultramontanes, who gained
twenty-five seats at the last elections—their
number having risen from sixty-seven to
ninety-two—will probably gain the majority
in all the Roman Catholic constituencies of
Silesia and the Rhenish provinces, where
their power has greatly increased. In Alsace-
Lorraine—entitled to elect fifteen Deputies—
the Moderate Party, who look upon the an-
nexation as an irremediable evil and demand
self-government for the new imperial prov-
inces, will this time certainly succeed in
electing several candidates. The Poles, who
are deeply irritated by the approaching in-
troduction of German as the obligatory offici-
al language in the Grand Duchy of Posen,
will in all probability command still moro
seats in the next Reichstag. Their party in
the German Parliament at present counts
thirteen members,

Riding Camels.
[Prom Warner’s Book on Egypt,]

Mounting the camel is not difficult, but it
has some sweet surprises forthe novice. The
camel lies upon the ground with all his legs
shutup under him like a jackknife. You
seat yourself in the broad saddle and cross
your legs in front of the pommel. Before
you are ready, something like a private earth-
quake begins under you. The camel raises
his hind-quarters suddenly, and throws you
over upon his neck ; and before you recover
from that he straightens up his Knees and
givesyou a jerk over his tail; and, while
you are not at all certain of what has hap-
pened, he begins to move off with that dislo-
cated walk which sets you in a sea-saw mo-
tion, a weaving backward and forward in the
capacious saddle.

Not having a hinged back fit for this move-
ment, you lash the bedst with your koorbasli
to make him change hisgait. He is nothing
loth to do it, and at once starts into a high
trot, which sends you a foot into the air at
every step, bobs you from side to side, drives
your backbone into your brain, and makes
castinets of your teeth. Capital exercise.

When you have enough of it you pull up,
and humbly inquire what is the heathen
method of riding a dromedary. It is simple
enough. Shake the loose halter rope (he has
neither bridle nor bit) against his neck as
you swing the whip, and the animal at
once swings into an easy pace; that is, a
pretty easy pace, like that of a rocking horse.
But everything depends upon the camel.

Dom Pedro rises at a very early hour in
the morning. Uneasy lies the head that
wears a crown.



