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First Quarter, 1st day, 2h, 3m., even., W.

Full Moon, 8th day, 7h. 22m., morn., E.
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R

. sux | High |Moon! g &
25 ‘ DAY WEEK. 2 2
B I rises |sets |Water| sets. | w I
e e h mh mh m|hmh m

1 Saturday 1729450 4 20 99 80

2 |Sunday 285 1156 21 14; 33

3 |Monday 26/ 9{ 8 8 223 86

4 {Tuesday 2 97 4028 88

5 |Wednesday 24 4, 8 15’ 420 40

6 {Thursday 22| 6 9 18| 5 20! 44

7 |Friday 21| 8,10 20 rises | 47

8 |Saturday 19! 9111 16{6 8 B0

9 |Sunday 18] 1lieven. | 7 17| 68|

10 {Monday 16; 13| 0 36, 8 2510 57

11 |Tuesday 14' 15148/ 9385 1

12 |Wednesday 12" 17/ 2 18110 42! 5

18 ;Thursday 11} 18' 3 511 45| 7

14 |Friday 10, 19 4 2 morn.| 9

15 [Saturday 9 20,448 046 11

16 {Sunday 7] 22) 5 50 148] 15

17 {Mondny 6 23| 6 50| 2 42} 17

18 |Tuesday i & S8 743 088 B

19 |Wedvesday | 3| 26/ 8 33| 4 20 23
20 [Thursday $ 3 27‘ 921 455 26
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Prices Current.
CHARLOTTETOWN, January 31, 1868,
Provisions,

f, (small) per Ib, 4dto 7d
f):'by( the qmm 34d to 6d
Pork, (carcass) 44 to 434

Do (small) Sd to 7d
Mutton, per lb., 8d to 6d
Lamb per b, 4d to 5d
Veal, perlb., 8d to 5d
Ham, per lb., 5d to 6d
Butter, (fresh) 1s to 1e 8d

De by the tub, 1ldtols 1s
Cheese, per 1b., 3d to 6d
Tallow, per lb., 9d to 10d
Lard, per lb., 84 o 104
Flour, per Ib., 34d to 84
Oatmeal; per 100 lbs., 2Wsto 2!s
Liggs, per dozen, 1s to 1s 3d

Grain,

Barley, per bushel, 8s Gd to 4s
Oats per do., 38 10 3s 4d
Vegetables.

Peas, per quart

Potatoes, per bushel, 18 9d to 2s 3d

Poultry.

Geese, 23 6d to 3s 6d

Turkeys, each, 4s to 78 Gd

Fowls, each, 1s to 1s 8d

Chickens per pair,

Ducks, 18 3d to 1s 6d

Fm.

Codfish, per qtl., 20s to 30s

Herrings, per barrel, 25s to 403

Mackerel, per dozen,

Lumber.

Boards (Hemlock) &
Do ﬁSpruce) 48 to Bs
Do  (Fine) Tato 9s

Shingles, per M 135 to 18s

Bundries.

Hay, per ton, 70s to 80s

Straw, per cwt 1sGd to 28

Timothy Seced,

Clover Seed, por Ib.,

Homespun, per yard, 48 to 6s

Oalfskins, per 1b., 6d to 94

Hides, per lb., 4d

Wool, 1s to 1s 4d

Sheepskins, 38 to bs.

Apples, per doz.,
rfgﬂagfe. 1
QI';ORGE LEWIS, Market

sto1s 3d
Clerk.

A. HERMANS,

GUN-SMITH,

BELL-HANGER AND TIN-SMITH.

EGS to inform his friends, and the (‘mbllo generally,
that he has ﬁn commenced Busines on Dorches-
ter Street, noxt door to the Reading Room Building,
he is prepared to execute all orders in his line

with neatness and despatch.

swoT

ON MAND,
A neat assortment of Tinware,
Kitchen Utensils, &e. &o.
including the patent Box Tox Cowree Por, which re-
oolved tco Gold Medal Prize, at the Paris Exposition
of 1867. Also, BON TON LANTERNS, which will

surpass everything in the Market, and suitable for cither
use or on board Vessels.

A few Warer Coorens on hand, which together with

large variety of other Stock will be sold cheap for

Mr. HERMANS is Agent for SAWYELR'S CRYSTAL
UE. a new, econ and superior article used in
ﬁm y & eaving of fift cent is guaran-
m" forvhb.h'.hc begs to solicit the patronage of
OW'town, 24, 1067, .
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BOOKS. BOOKS.
TBE following CATALOGUE coutains many useful

and instructive Works, all of which can be had
cheaper at the QUEEN'S STREET BOOKSTOKE

than elsewhere. B. REILLY.
CATAILOGUE.

HISTORICAL,

Lingard’s History of England,
Huome's " "
Gibhons’ Rome,
Smith's Greece,
Pollard’s History of the American War,
Popular Ancient History,
The English History of America,
Robertson’s Scotland and America,
History of Ireland, (Moouey.)
Hallsm's Middle ages,
do.  Constitutional History,
do.  Literature of Evgland,
Eighty Year's Progress in British North Ameriea,
Theirs' French Revolution,
Rise and fall of the Irish Nation, (Barrington,)
Muann's British North America,
Rise and Progress of the English Constitution, (Creasy)
European Civilization, (Balwez)
Minister of Btate, (Guizot.)
Two Sicilies (Kavanagh.)

MISCELLANEOUS.

Essays, (Bayne,)
Irving's Columbus,
do. Washington, -
Coleridj;e’l Northern Worthies,
Kennedy's Demosthenes, & . &e.,
Frenck Wemen of Letters, (Cavanagh)
O'Connell’s Speeches,
Burke's do.
Elements of Rhetorie, (Wheatly.)
Mechanics for Wheelrights, &e., &e.,
Mechanic's Text Book,
Parsuit of Knowledge,
Vestiges of Creation,
Juvenal and Perseus, (English,)
Bacan & Locke,
Old Red Sandstone, (Miller,)
The World of Ice,
Martinet's Letter Writer,
Principles of Political Economy,
Cyclopoedia of English Literature,
Men who were in Earoest,
Morton's Elements of Agriculture,
Physieal Theory,
Worke «f the most Rev. Johu Hughes, D. D.,
Indian Sketches, (De Smet,)
ALSO, AN ASSORTMENT OF SELECT TALES
SUITABLE FOR PRESENTS TO
SCHOOL CHILDREN.
Among the Religious Works wtll be found:—
Fundamental Philosophy, (Balmez, )
History of the Church, (’i’untnriui.)
Sermons of the Paulists (for 1861,)
Life of St. Cecilia,
The Martyrs, (Chateaubriand,)
Reeve's Bible History,
Cobbett's History of the Reformation,
do. Legacies,
Variations of the Protestant Churches, (Bossuet,)
Christion Perfection,
Spiritual Combat,
Newman's Serimons,
Imitation of the Sacred Heart, .
Manuel of Controversy,
Guide to Cathohe Young Women,
Works of Dv. Cahill,
Life of St, Patrick,
do. Blessed Virgmn,
Life of Christ.
Rosary and Devotion of Mary,
Holy Week Manual,
Life of St. Jusepl,
Sacred Heart
Millner’s End of Coutroversy,
do  Letters to a Prebendary,
The Soul Contemplating God,
Clock of the passion,
Exercises of St. Gertrude,
The Christian Virtues, (Ligouri)
Lectures on Science, iWiwmuu)
Faith and Reason, (Martinet)
The I recious Blood, (Faber)
All for Jesus, do
The Creator and the Creature, do
Spirttual Confeesions, do
The Blessed Sacrament do
Essay on Catholicism, (Cortes)
History of my Religious Opiuions, (Newman)
Meditati)ns, (Challoner)
The Monks of the West, (Montalambert)
Complete Works of St. John of the Cross,
Authority of Doctrival Decisions, (\Ward)
Treatise on the Immaculate Conception,’
BIBLES and PRAYER-BOOKS, in French and
Eoglish, from 1s. up to 125, Sacred Histories and
Cateohisms, Hymn Books and Harps, 3s. each, Beads,
Medals und Crosses, in variety.

LIGHT LITELATURE.

Wild Times, a tale of the days of Elizabeth,
Willy Reilly, Croppy,
Evil Eye,
Boyne Water,
Art Maguire,
The Confessions of an Apostate, (Mres. Sadlier)
Para Saetha,
Tales and Stories of the Irish Peasantry, (Carleton)
Story of the War in La Vendee,
Heroives of Charity,
The Poor Scholar,
Arabian Nights,
The Woman in White,
Catholic Legends,
Pictures of Christian Herolsm,
Twice Taken,

Aleo, a collection of Lever's Dickens', Lover's, Dumas’
and Braddon's best prodactions.

POETICAL.

Shakespeare, Byron, Moore, DBeattie, Goldsmith,
Collins, Gray, Do Vere, Tennyson, &o., &e., &o.

STATIONERY,
AND

SCEOOL BOOEKS
Of every description.
Law Blanks, Memorandums, ete,, ete.,
Paper Blinds,

in variety
DRAFT BOARDS,
&0-’ &0., Le.

Queen Btreet, Ch'town, Jan, 8, 1862,
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THE EMPTY CHAIR.

Poor is the heart that never mourned,
Save only for a selfish vow;
Jo,yleu the heart that never turned
T'o others’ joys with kindled glow,
When ties are rent, and death lies low,
That friend that friendship ill can spare,
Forever gone as all must go,
How sad to mark the empty chair,

Then memory brooding o'er the past,
Recalls the light of festive hours,
And perished joys, like shadows cast,
Still lengthening more as evening lowers.
The glory of life's summer bowers,
When roses hide the thorns of care,
Seems dimmed with clouds and drenched with
showers, .
When gazing on the empty chair,

When once the old familiar face
Beamed welcome with its genial glow,
And hailed with hospitable grace
The chosen friends of long ago;
Where conversation’s social flow
80 oft relaxed the brow of care
A volce is mute —a form laid low=
We sigh to find the empty chair,

In friendly gatherings of yore,
When merry songs and toast went round,
His jocond laugh is heard no more,
His welcome face no more is found.
The silent grave, the grassy mound,
All the remains of him is there—
But memory conscerates the ground,
And sorrows o,er the old arm chalr,

As down the vale of vanished years,
A retrospective glance was cast,

How swift, how short the span appears,
The grave yard of the past!

Like sere leaves trembling in the blast,
And drooping from the branches bare,

Friend after rriend still foilows fast,
And leaves behind the empty chair,

As years decrease and friends decay, .
Though other interests round us spring,
The ties that death has torn away,
Time back again can never bring;
But hallowed memories round them cling,
That none but friends of old can share,
Till comes the hour on viewless wing,
When each must leave an empty chair,

Sclect Literature.
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LIFES VALUE.

A STORY OF BRITTANY.

The scene of our little story opens in an apart-
ment in an ancient castle in Brittany. The young
proprietor is about to quit the abode of lis forefa-
thers, to pursue schemes of wmbition at court or in
the great world. The family, consisting of the mo-
ther and two sisters, with the hero of the piece, are
met together on this interesting occasion. But we
will let the young gentleman relate what passed at
the interview,

The time at leugth came when T should depart,
and Joseph, opening the door gently, informed us
that the chaise de poste was ready. This announce-
ment was stariling to my mother and sisters, who,
in an agony of fecling, threw their arms around
me.

‘It is not yet too late!” they exclaimed with
tears ; ‘ renounce this intended journey. Oh! do
not leave us !’

¢ My dearest mother,” I replied, ¢ at twenty years
of age and the inheritance of a noble name I must
make myself known in my native land. I must
open a path to fame either in the army or at court.’

¢ Aod when you are gone,’ suid my poor motker,
* what will become of me.’

* You will hear with pride and pleasure of your
son's success.’

¢ And should I hear of his death in battle.”

¢ Well, of what use is life at my age,” I repliod,
but to gain honor and glory ? Think rather of the
time when I shall return a colonel—perhaps a mar-
shal of Fraunce.'

¢ Aud then,’ said my mother.

* Why then, honor and respect shall follow my
steps where I go.’

* And then,’ pursued she.

* Then I will marry my cousic Henrietta ; we
shall fiad noble husbands for my sisters, and we will
all live together in peace and happiness in these an-
cient halls of my ancestors,’ "

¢ Aod why not commence this life of happiness
from this moment ?* said my mother.~* Where is
there a wider or fairer domain in Brittany than
yours?  Who claims a nobler name in the Prov-
ince. In tho midst of your faithful vassals, are you
not sufficiently hounored and beloved. Leave usnot,
my son |—leave not your [riends, your sistsrs, your
mother, whom you may never again behold! Go
not to waste in the pursuit of vain glory, orto
shorten, by sorrows and disappointments, those
youthful days that pass so rapidly. Life is a trea-
sure, my beloved Beruard ; and where can you en-
joy it more than under the lovely sky of Brittany ?*

As my mother spoke she led me to a window,
and pointed out the noble avennes of the ancient
park, where the stately chestnuts were mingled with
lilacs und woodbines, whose fragrant blossoms per-
fumed the air. Before the door stood the aged gar-
dener and his family, whose saddened looks seemed
to say, ‘Desert us cot, our noble master—desert not
those you are bouud to protect ¥ IHortensia, my
eldest sister, twined her arms round my neck, while
Amelia, the youngest, taking up a volume of La
Foutame, pointed to au engraving, and with sobs
placed the book in my hands. It was the fable of
the ‘ Two Pigeons.” Istarted.np, and extricating
mysell from their embraces, and again exclaimed,
* 1 must win honor and glory,’ Let me go, let me
go ' and I rushed into the courtyard,

As I was about to ascend the carriage, a fomale
figure appeared at the hall door. It was my cousin

eurietta. Ske wept not, spoke not ; but, pale as
marble, appeared sinkiog to the earth. She had a
handkerchief in hor baund, with which she waved
me a last farewell, and then feli senseless. I rush-
ed to her, raised her in my arms, and uttered the
tenderest vows of love and constancy, But when [
saw the color revisit her cheek, leaving her to the
auxious care of my mothier and sisters, T hastened

-

Oae more look at 1Tenrieta, and I felt I could wvot
have lefther. Ina few miunutes after, the chaise
de poste was rolling along the high road towards
Sedan,

For some time my thonghts were entirely filled
with my beloved Heuorietta, my weeping sisters,
my dear mother, and all the happivess [ felt I was
leaving. But as the ancient turrets of Roche Ber-
nard receded from my view, those saddening images
eeemed to vanish also, and were succeeded by the
brilliant visions of glory and ambition. What airy
castles rose before me as I Icaned back in my old

vehicle. Riches, honors, diguities,—nothing did I
refuse myself as the just reward of my merit; and|
the scale ascending as I advanced on my journey, |

I was aduke, governor of a province, and a marshal
of France, by the time at which I reached the inn
at which I was to repose for the night. The voice
of my servant, simply addressiug me as ¢ Monsicur
le Chevalier,’ forced me unwillingly to abdicate my
newly-created dignity.

The next day and for several succeeding ones 1
indulged in the same ntoxicating dreams, my jour-
ney being of some langth. I was repairing to Se-
dan, to the residence of the Duke of C——, an old
and tried friend of my father’s, and the protector of |
my fhmily. Ile had promised to take me to Paris |
and iotroduce me at the Court of Versailles.

I reached Sedan at so late an hour that I could
not thiok of presenting myself at the duc a chateau,
and therefore enstalled myself for the night at the
Arms of France, the best in the town aftorded, and |

{and the rendezvous of all the officers of the garrison. |

Sedan was then a fortified town, the very streets
had a warlike appearrnce, and the citizens a martial
air that seemed to say to a stranger, * We are com- |
patriots of the great Turenne.’

I supped at a table d’hote, and took the opportu-
nity of inquiring my way to the chateau, where 1 in-
tended going in the morning.

¢ Any one will point it out to you," was the ans-
wer, ‘it is well kuown to the whole country. In
that chateaun expire! one of our most celebrated
men and bravest of wurriors, Marechal Fabert.,’

Aud hereupon, as was natural among so many
military heroes, the conversation fell upoh the career
of the marechal. They spoke of his many gallant
exploits, and of his singular modesty, which had |
made him refuse the titles of nobility and the rib- |
bons of several orders offered to him by Lows
XI1V. Above all, they expiated on his extraordin-
ary good fortune, which had enabled him, without |
the aid of family interest-—ho being the son of an |
obscure printer—to raise himself from a common
soldier to the rank of Marechal of France. It had
appeared so extraordinary and uoprecedented an
elevation, that, even during the life of Fabert, popu-
lar rumor had not been backward in attributing it
to supernatural causes. Tt was currently reported
that he dealt in magivyand it was even afliciced he
had made a compact with Satan.

Our landlord, who, to the ignorance of a native
of Champagne, added the eredulity of a peasant to
Brittany, gravely assured us that a few moments
before Fabeit expired, a black man, uokoown to
any oove in the chateau, had entered the chamber
and carried off the marechal’s soul, which, indeed,
ot right, appertained to him, he haviog purchased it
long before. Mine host also went on to stafe that
from that moment to the present time, upon each
anniversary of Fabert's death, the black man was
soen at miduoight bearing a lighted torch in his hand.
The recital enlivened our dessert, aud we quaffed
several bumpers of Champagne to the familiar de-
mon of the deceased marechal, hopiag he might
also take us under his protection, and give us simi-
lar trinmphs to the battles of Collioure and Martee.

The next morning, at an early hour, I repaired
to the chatean of the Duke de C'——., 1t was an
immense and gloomy Gothic pile, which would not
perhaps at another time have made much impression
upou me ; but I must confess that 1 vow gazed
upon it with a singular feeling of interest, as I call-
ed to mind the landlord’s story.

The domesiice who ushered me in told me his
master was not ye! visible. I gave my name, and
was then left alone in an ancient hall, ldorneq with
the trophies of the chase, aod hu” around with fa-
mily portraits. I waited a cousiderable time, but
uo one appeared. *Is this brilliant career to com-
mence by the ante-chamber 7’ exclaimed I, be-
ginning to conceive the impatience of a discontent-
ed place-hunter. I had gone three times the roun?
ol the grim portraits, and had sedulously counted
all the beams of the lofty ceiling, when I heard a
slight noise in the wainscot, and found. it to proceed
from a half closed door, moved by the wind. I
pushed it geotly open, and saw a small room, taste-
fully furnished, acd from which a glass door open-
ed into a maguoificent park, I advaoed in order to
enjoy the view from the window, when aonother ob-
ject met my sight. Streched on a sofa, whose back
was turned to the door by which I eotered, was a
man, who not observing me, rose hastily and rusbed
to the window. I then perceived that his face was
bathed in tears, and that despair was marked in
every feature, Ile remained for a moment motion-
less, his face buried in his hands, theu, with rapid
strides, began to pace the apartment. As soon as
his eye fell upon me, he stopped and shuddered,
while I, distressed at my intrusion, muttered some
words in apology, and was about to withdraw,

¢ Who are you 7—what brings you here ? he ex-
claimed, in a loud voice, and sieizog my arm with
violence.

¢I am the Chevalier de Bernard, and have come

hand warmly, he made me sit down by him, aud in-
quired with much ioterest about my family ; spoke
of my father, whom he appeared to have known so
well, that I could not doubt my being in the pros-
ence of the master of the chateau.

“You are Monsieur de C—" said I,

He rose, aud replied, in an agitated tove, ‘I was
once ; butl am nothing—~nething now.——Hush !—
do not speak—do not ask any questions.

¢ Permit me at least,” I ventured to say, ‘to assure
you, that if the most devoted friendship can in any
way lighten the affiiction of which I have been an
uavoluatarly witnessg——'

 You are right he replied, abruptly ; * though
you canoot ehange my doom, yet you may receive

my last wishes, That is the ouly serviee you can

back to the carriage without even turning my head.

ol
He closed the door carefully and returned to his
! seat at my side, where I waited in trembling anx-
Liety tor the result. There was something awfully
solemn in the tone of his voice, and an expression
in his countenance I never seen before. is face
was deeply pale, wkile lightnings seemed to flash

and | from Lis large dark eyes, and his features, worn by
 suffering, were frequently convulsed by a demoniae

smile, .
¢ What T am about to relate to you,’ he said at
length, in a hollow tene, ‘will confound your reason.

y l.know, I know,' he said hastily, and taking my

You will doubt—you will perhaps utterly disbelieve.
Eveu I almost doubt at times, still—at least I wish
to do so ; but the proof, the fatal proofis too strong.

Alas ! are there are ot in all that surrounnds us,
in our very organization itself, mysteries whose ex-
istence we are compelled to acknowledge without
powers of comprehending them.’

e paused for a moment as if to collect his
idens, pressed his haod to his brow, and continued :

“In this castle I first drew breath, and being &
younger son, upoa the elder born was, of course, to
devolve all the wealth and honors of the louse.
Life was distasteful to me ; I lived but iu the future ;
and yet what a gloomy future appeared to my aching
sight! T thus attained my thirtieth year, and I was
still uothing,~nothivg ; while I daily Leard of col-
ossal reputations, whose fame reached even this re-
mote province. * I will try the career of letters,
1 exclaimed : ¢ let mo win fame in any way, for
fame alone is happiness.

* The only confidant of my chagrin was ao aged
uegro, who had been in the chateau even before my
birth, Judeed he was so old, that nobbody remem-
bered his coming ; and it was said he had beea pre-
sent at the death of Marechal Fabert.

Here an unvoluntary start of surprise, which I
conld not repress, made my companion pause,

* Go ou,’ I said, * “tis nothing,” but votwithstand-
ing, I thonght of the black man deseribed by the old
lnadlord. -

¢ Ooe day,’ continued Monsienr de C y ‘1 gave
way before Yago (so the negro was called) to the
despair of my soul, at the sharmeful obscurity in
which I dragged on my days. *I wonld give ten
years of lile,” I exclaimod, * to become a célebrated
author. .

“Ten years!’ said Yago,coldly ; ‘it is paying dear for
such a trifle.” Iowever, I aecept your ofler. The
ten years are mine. Keep your promise, you will
find me true to my word.’ -

¢ I will not attempt to depict my astonishment at
this speech. However, after a moment’s reflection,
I naturally coneluded that age had enfeebled his in-
tellect, and, with a smile of pity, left the room, and
in a few days after, the chateau. Yarrived in Paris
and soon found myself in the most distinguished liter-
ary institutions of the metropolis. Euncouraged by
their approval, I published several works. My sue-
cess exceeded my most flatterivg dreams.  The jour-
nals of Paris, of France, of even foreign nations
rung with my name, yourself, even yesterday, young
man, acknowledged the power of my A

‘How !" I exclaimed with naat you
are not the Duke of C—1"

¢ No,’ he replied, coldly.

¢ What favoured son of genius then stands before
me? said I —*Marmontel! D'Alembert! Vol-
taire ! :

Thoe unknown, with a smile of contemapt, contin-
ued his recital—

*The Jiterary fame I enjoyed, wnbounded as it
was, could only satiefy a soul like mine. 1 Ionful‘
for nobler triumphs, and could not help exclaiming
to Yago, who had followed me to Paris, ¢ Oh, there
is no real glory but that which is gained on the bat-
tle field ! What is a philosopher—a poet | nothing!
Speak to me of a hero |—~What are the poet's lays
compared with the laurel wreath of a conqueror,
To purchase that, I would willingly give ten years
more of my life.'

¢ 1 agree to the bargain,’ said Yago,
mine aleo, Don't forget.

At this period of the narrative the unknown
paused, for he observed the astonishment expressed
in my countenance.

¢1 told you, he said, ‘you would not believe,
You thivk it a dream as I, alas ! did ovee*  But the
houors I won, the triumphs I gaived—squadrons
led to meet the fire of the enemy—fortresses cars
ried by my skill—standards seized by my bravery—
victories that were echoed through the world ; these
were uo dreams—no ! that glory was real, and that
glory was mine !’ :

He paced the room with rapid strides, and his
checks flushed with the vehemence of his discourse,
while I muttered to myself, ¢ Who, then, is this re-
nowned warrior 7 Coigoy ? Richelicu ? perhaps Mar-
shal Saxe himseff.’

The fever of enthusiasm passed away, and the nn-
known sunk again into despondency.

¢ Yugo spoke truly,’ he continued, 'a & low and
mournful tone, ‘I was soon wearied with the vain
incense of military fame, and perceiving there was
but one thing real and substantial in the world, I
purchased by fire years more of my existence, the
riches I coveted. Yes, young man, it 88 true, though
incredible—I saw my wealth increase beyond m
most sanguive desires. Lands, forests, castles,
were mine. Even this morning I thought myself—
but no matter; you will soon be conviuced of the
truth——oh, how soon.’ .

He approached the clock on the chimuey, and
looked at it with a terrified gaze, then continued,
rapidly :—

¢ This mo+ning, on awaking at daybreak, 1 felt o
degree of exhaustion throughout my whole frame
that alarmed me, I rang my bell, and Yago
answered the summons,” * What is the matter!” I
exclaimed, * I am faiut.'

¢It is but the course of nature,’ he answered,
enlmly. ' Master, the Lour approaches—it is
come.

¢ What hour ?* 1 eried, in surprise.

¢ Do you not divine it?” said Yago, *ZHeaven
alotted a8 your portion sixty years of existenee.
You had lived thirty of thema when I first became
your slave.’ :

* Yago,' I eried, ‘you are jesting with me "

+ No, master, no; in five years of‘ life h:‘
expended twenty-five to purehase glory,
eas:c my property, and will be d:oiiﬂhmd' ,
my existence.’ kb

* That, then,' I cried, ¢ was the

your services.’
dearer,’ Lo an

¢ They are

render me.’

* Others have paid
‘for instance, rl&f" whom 1
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