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claimed that the peace of Europe was secare just before s loan was
coming ont, Vast mnasésof the stock, then,are held by means of
borrowed money by the capitalists and finaneial institutions of
Germany, and they would topple like a honse of cards if s serioms
war were tobresk out.” If a war does breAk out, nevertheless, we
may be confident that it will not be to the interest of the Emperor and
Prince Bismarck to take sach a part in conuection with it as to ruin the
German capitalists whom they have themselves encouraged to
speculate. Their influence under the circumstances might naturally
have been looked for as exercised in favour of the preservation of
peace, but of tbat we have as yet heard nothing, the only utierance
on the subject credibly reported as baving been made by either of
the great men alluded to being that in which the Emperor William
hoped that England might be induced to make some conceseions,
and which also tended to show a disposition isclining towards 1the
Buesian eide. Failing their efforts, then, to maintain peace, it
may be very rationally supposed that the Emperor and Prince
Bismarck are desirons of 2 war that shall result in favour of Russia-
This article in the Baturday Review we confess go: s also to strengthen
our opinions, ’
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CHAPTER V,
THE HEIE TO THE W0ODS,

Pavt Finisrox aud bis mother had, for many years, lived in a high,
narrow house on the Quays, in Dublin, close by where a light bridge
pprings over the dark running river. T'all gpara congregated beside
it, and old brown sails flapped heavily in the water, torning orange
and red in the sun. High above there were domes against the sky,
and in the shadow of the up-hill distance Ioomed the ghostly out-
lines of many pesks and pinnacles,

Mrs. Finiston was a frail creature, who was chained to her sofa
in her dingy room. For yesrs she had had nothing strong to pro-
tect her but her trust in God, notbing bright to look at but the face
of her boy. Yet, with these two comforts, she had managed to get
on pretty well, and now her son was turning into = tall, brave lad,
Ooly let her live a few years more, and she might free him for-ever
from the dangera that beset bim.

fShe had saved her husband from the enrse of his family, and she
would try to save her son. Her husband bhad heen the brother of
Bimon tbe miser. He hua oblnined with difficnlty a commissiow in
the army, and had been sent into the world 10 seek his fortune, It
had been her labour to keep him from longing after ill-omened posses-
sione. Bhe was tender, upright, and somewhat superstitions, and the
curse of Tobereevil had been the terror of her life, The dread of it
had made her patient in poverty, and peculiarly unselfish in her love ;
and her patience and love had so influenced her husband that he had
never shown & desire totonch the rusting treasnres of hisrace. Hus-
band and wife had paid one visit together to Tobereevil, and had
kastened away, shuddering at the wretchedness they had witnessed,
but now ke bad been dead many years.

Mrs. Finiston was in receipt of & emall pension, and poesessed
also & irifling annoity of ber own. But all this littls income would
vanish when she died. No wonder, then, that she prayed to be
spared ; that she stinted and saved with the hope of being enabled
to give her son a profession. She bad determined against making
bima soldier ; as such he wounld be always poor; and in poverty,
there was that danger of the longing for the riches of the misers
of Tobereevil, Bhbe would hedge around his future from that r.sk,

Her bhigh sitting-room window was bowed out towards the niver,
and the narrow panes between its ancient pilasters sfforded a view
over the bridge into the sunshine, The dome of the Four Courts
shone finely in the distance above the maats, throungh the soft amber
haze of a summer's day. 8She bad resolved that, under its sheiter,
her Paul should yet win fame and gold—hororable fame, which he
would prefer to wealth: gold, honestly earned, which he would
generously share and spend. There were many great men even in
her own little day who had grown up oat of smaller heginnings,
The mother on the sofa recalled a dozen such,

With a view to all this she bad deprived herself of comfort that
he might be taught by the best tntors in Dublin, He was now
geventeen, & student of Trimty, and had teken a fair share
of honours for bis time. He was not a genins, nor over-fond of
books ; but he loved his mother, and appreciated the sacrifices she
was makiog for his sake, And, though ke smiled a little at her
anxiety about the carse, his horror ot it was even greater tham her

WD,

Thus Paul Finiston, sitting among his booke in the rude old
winduw, would often also raise his eyes and hopes to that dome of
promise against the clouds, He would stifie in his heart certain
yearniogs foran open.air life; for travel, for change, for the ownership
of country acres, and the power of mastersbip in a dominion of his
own. He wounld determine within him to let no weakness of purpose
throw bim in the way of temptation. He, would become a learned,
bard-banded man of business, who shonld found a new house to redeem
the honour of his name, and, above all, should have no leisure for
bad dreams.

# Paul,” said hie mother one evening, as he came in and settled
down to his books, I have had & letter from the West,”

“ Prom the West!” echoed Paul, startled, thinking of the
miger.

« From dear old Martha Mourne, She is coming te Dublin en
business with her lawver; and she says: ‘I will bring poor
Timothy’s child to see yon,'”

“Who is poor Timothy's child ? " agked Panl, ¢ Her piece? I
hope she is not grown up.” For he was very shy of women, having
been acenstomed to spesk to none but his mother,

# Bhe is a child of about twelve years old, if [ remember. And
you must be kind to her, Paul. You must meet them at the coach,
and bring them here,"”

Panl pnlled a face over his book, a sign of dismay which he.
would not bave shown his mother for the world, He tried fo be glad
that she should see a friend ; bat, for himself, be had a dread of old
women and children. 84ilt he would be kind to them, aud civil to
them, if he comld, He would meet them at the coach office, of
course, and carry all their band-boxes if need be. He wounld pour
oufi the tea as he was accustomed to do, and help little "Missy and
old madame to cake, But after all thess things were resolved
upon, it could surely never hurt any one that he should kick his old
boots about hia own little room, and wish the good people safely
back where they came from.

At four o'clock next day the coach came in. It was a long, rose-
coloured evening towards the spring fnll of soft promises of sweet
months yet to.come : bars of red fell across the bridze, and spikes of
burnished gold tipped the clustering spars, while masses of light and
shade rolled wp and down the shifting shrouds, gambolling like
living things,

Panl had laid the cloth, and bronght the fat roast chicken and
the glices of cold ham from the nearest cook’s shop; had set forth
the fresh lemon-cakes and the strawberry preserves, The tea was
in the teapot, and the kettle on the hob. He had placed the muffins
at a prodent distance from the fire, where his mother on her sofa
could tarn them at her leisure ; and, all these formidable arrange-
menta made, ke spuntered slowly down the quay with his hands in
his pockets. He gazed with new interest at the movements of the
meq in the boats, spoke to them from the wall, and was pleased when
they invited him on board; but the very last moment of lingering
arrived, and Paul was at his post when the coach drove up.

He scanned the faces ioside, and recognised his charge with
a thrill of relief. They did not appear awful after all; and they
looked very tired, and very glad to see him at the door. This, no
doubt, made Pan! look eo glad to see them, and the introduction was
quite pleasant and [riendly, There was nothing to object to aboat
Misg Martha, except that her bosnet was a little bruiscd on one
side ; but that was from falling fast asleep against the side of the
coach. She looked thoroughly a lady in her neat garments
of lavender and black, and her quick-wittel ways seemed to
announce that she was accustomed to be no incoavenience to any-
one, Beside her sat a slim little {maidew, in a gray pelicse and
a deep straw bounet tied down with white, who was cherishing
fondly a basket of roses, which had faded, in her lap, And wkhen
the bonnet torned rouod, there were discoveradt under it cheeks
flushed with fatigne, and bright, eager eyes—a sweet little bloomy
carnation of a face, ,

The travellers, upon their part, saw a strong, graceful, good-look-
ing lad. The face was as good a face as ever woman looked upon, The
features were manly, the eyes dark and steady under finely marked
brows. They were sweet-tempered eyes, yet suggestive of passien.
The forehead was broad ; aod the temples too fall for any man but
a poet. The half-curled locks were thick and fair, and 1the mouth
looked particularly truthful, It was not a very firm moutb, and yet
not weak ; truthful-looking and chaogeful, and very-apt to smile ;
and it smiled broadly as Panl Fipiston handed yoang Missy and old
madame out of the coach,

As for parcels, Miss Martha had only two small bags and a large
wmbrella ; and it was as moch as Paul conld do to gei leave to carry
the latter., ‘

# No, my dear,” she said, “though I like you for offering. Itis
a good sign to gee a lad polite to old wowen ; but I'd rather yon'd
take hands with little May to keep ber steady on the crossing.”

8o Panl marched forwerd with May under one arm amd the
umbrella under the other; and Miss Martha followed with a bag
in each hand. And in spite of his dread of old women and children,
Paul began to be uneasy lest any of the Trinity fellows should happen
to stroll down the street at the wrong minnte, and behold thia
procession crossing the bridge,

(7o ba continued.)

The fact that Carter and Co., of George Btreet, are the only
Drapers in Dunedin doing = strictly Cash Trade who import their
own Goods direct from Home Markets, is the one cause of their
being able to sell chenper than apy other firm. Carter and Co.
bave just opened, ex 8.8, Coptic and Kaikonra, 18 cases Men's and
Boys' Clothing, and in consequence of the desperate scarcit of
Ready Money, they have decided to offer the whole lot, for afew
weeks at Landed Cost, Therefore call, inspect, and judge four your-
self. Carter and Co., 60 and 62 George b reet, Dunedin,

When the blood is impure, or when it is thin and cold, good
health fs impossible. Uwiler such conditions, boils, pimples, head-~
aches, neuralgia, rhenmatism, and one disease after another is de-
veloped. Take Ayer’s Sarsaparilla and it will make the blood pure,
rich and warm.

The Republigue Frangwise (Paris) warns Italy that no good can,
possibly arise out of an alliance betwegn a Latin peogle with per-
fidious and selfish Islanders. M, Manecini’a bold metaphor, compar-
ing England to a wealthy matron who wounld not grndge her bloom.
ing young friend (Italy) some of her superfluous colonial jewellery,
in, it 8ays, no longer suited to the existing situation, The Repub-
liguz warns the Peninsnlar Government that Eygland is fighting
for the very existence of her Empire, shaken to its foundations by
the victory of the Mahdi, and Italy in taking up & position on the
shores of the Red Sea runs the riek of being suddenly dragged into
the vortox of the barbarism of the desert, The Britiah Press it adds,
baving thrown off the mask, it is the duty of France to make Eng-
land understand that, with the Soudan or withont it, the Egyptian
question has not ceased to be & Huropean one,



