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Whiie my attention was flxed on bis cousti
he hailwbeeled his chair round, 80oas to fac
me-with the light of the lamp falling full o
him. In mentioning bis appearance as a wil
ness at the Trial, I ind I have borrowed (witl
out meaning to do so) from my experience(
him at this later time. I saw plainly now th
bright intelligent face, and the large clear blu
eyes; the lustrons waving hair of a light ches
nut colour ; Mie long delicate white hands, an
the magnlifcent throat and chest, which I hav
elsewhere described. The deformity which de
graded and destroyed the manly beauty of h
head and breast, was hidden from view by a
Oriental robe of many colours, thrown over th
chair like a coverlid. Hfe was clothed in a Jacke
of black velvet, fastened loosely across is ches
with large malachite buttons ; and he wor
lace rutiles at the ends of his sleeves, la tih
fashion of the last century. It may weil hav
been due to want of perception on my part -bu
I could see nothing mad ln him, nothing in an;
way repelling, as he now lookedat nie. The on
defect that I could discover ln bis face was a
the outer corners of his eyes, just under thi
temple. Here, when he laughed, and, lni
lesser degree, when he smiled, the skin con
tracted into quaint little wrinkles and folds
which looke<i strangely out of harmony witi
the almost youthful appearance of bis face. A;
to bis other features, the mouth, so far as hi;
beari and moustache permitted te see it
was small and delicately formed. The nose-
perfectly shapel on the straight Grecian model-
was perhalp a little too thin, Judged by compa-
rison with the full chieks and the high massive
forehead. Looking at him as a whole (and
speaking of him, of course, from a wojan's
not a pbyslognomist's, point of view) I can only
describe him as being an unusualjy handsome
man. A painter would have revelled in himas
a model for St. John. And a young girl, Igno.
rant of what the Oriental robe hid from view,
would have said to herselfthe instant she looked
at him, «I Here is the hero of my dreams 1 "

His blue eyes-large as the eyes of a woman,
clear as the eyes of a child-rested on me the
moment I turned towards him, with a strangely
varying play of expression, which at once inter-
ested and perplexed me.

Now, there was doubt, uneasy painful doubt,
ln the look: and now again It changed brightly
t appro ai, g0 open and unrestrained that svain woman might have fancied she hadl made
a conquest of him at first sight. Suddenly, a
new emotion seemed to take possession of him.
His eyes sank, bis bead drooped; he lifted his
hands with a gesture of regret. He muttered
and murmured to bimself; pursuing some
secret and melancholy train of thought, which
seemed to lead hlim farther and farther away
from present objects of Interest, and to plunge
him deeper and deeper In troubied recollections
of the past. Hure and there, I caught some of
the words. Little by little, I found myself try-
ing to fathom what was darkly passing in this
strange man's mind.

"A far more charmîng face," I 1eard hlmsay. "lBut no-flot a more beautiful figure.
What figure was ever more beautiful than her's ?
Something-but not al-of her enchanting
grace. Where Is the resemblance whlch bas
broughtl her back to me? In the pose of the
figure, perhaps ? In the movement of the figure,
perhaps ? Poor martyred angel ! What a life!
And what a death ! wbat a death ! "

Was he comparing me with the victim of the
poison-with my husband's Éirst wifeo? His
words seemed to justify the conclusion. If I
was right, the dead woman had been evidently
a favourite with hlim. r'There was no misinter-
preting the broken tones of his voice when he
spoke of her : he bad admired ber, living; he
mourned her, dead. Supposing that I could
prevail upon myself to admit this extraordina, y
person Into my confidence, what would be the
result ? Should I be the gainer or the loser by
the resemblance which he fancied be had dis.
covered? Would the sight of me console him
or pain him ? I waited eagerly to hear more onthe subject of the first wife. Not a Word moreescaped bis lips. A new change came over him.He lifted bis bead with a start, and lookedabout him, as a weary man might look If hewas suddenly disturbed in a deep sleep.

" What have I done?" he said. "Have I beenletting my mind drift again ?I" He shuddered
and sighed. " Oh, that bouse of Gleninch "he murmured sadly to himself. "Shahl 1 never
get away from it in my thoughts? Oh, that
bouse of Gleninch!"

To my Infinite disappointment, Mrs. Macal-
lau checked the further revelation of what waspassing ln bis mind.

Sonething in the tone and manner of bisallusion to her son's coutry bouse seemned to
have offended lier. She interposedi sharply anddecisively.

" Gently, my friend, gently ! " she said. " Idou't think you quite know what you are talk-
lng about."

Ris great bine eyes fiashed at ber fiercely.With one tur of bis hand, he brought bis chaIrclose at lher side. The next Instant be caugbtber by the rm, and forced ber to bond to hlm,
oentilh cid hsper lu ber ear. Ho was vio.

lety agitated. Hîs whisper was loud enoughto make itself heard where I was sittiug at the

"I don't k now whbat I amn taiking about ?"
be repeated--with bis eyes fixed attentively,
net on mny mother-ln-law, but on m e. " Yousblort-sighted old woman ! where are your spec.-
tacles ? Look at lher'i Do you see no resem-
bance--thie figure, not the face !-do you see no

resemblance thiere to Eustace's first wife ?"
"ure fancy!" rejoined Mrs. Macallan. " I

see nothing of the sort."
lie shook ber impatiently•.
" Not so loudi! " be wbispered. "She will

hear you." w
" I have beard you both," I said. "You need

have no fear, Mr. Dexter, of speaking before
me. I know that my husband had a irst wife;1

c, and I know how mIserably she died. I ha
ne read the Trial."
n "You have read the life and death of a ma
h- tyr !I "cried Miserrimus Dexter. He sudden
of wheeled his chair my way; he bent over me
f his eyes filled with tears. "Nobody appreciati
e er at her true value," he said, but me. N

e body but me! nobody but me!"
t- Mrs. Macallan walked away impatientlyt
e the end of the roomi.

e " When you are ready, Valeria, I am," s
ls said. "We cannot keep the servants and t

n horses walting much longer ln this blea
en place."
te Iwas too deeply lnterested in leading Mise
t rirmus Dexter to pursue the subject on which tt had touche 1, to be willing to leave him at tha
'e moment. I pretended not to h-ve heard Mr
e Macallan. I laid my hand, as If by accident, ce the wheel-chair to keep him near me.
t "You showed how highly you esteemed tht
e poor lady ln your evidence at the Trial,*' I said
t " I believe,NIr. Dexter, you have ideas of you
e own about the mystery of her death ? "I
a He had been looking at my hand, resting o
- the arm of bis chair, until I ventured on m

question. At that, he suddenly raised bis eyeu
and fixed then with a frowning -and furtiv

s suspicion on my face.
s "l How do you know I have ideas of my own?

lhe asked sternly.
"I know it from reading the Trial," I answered

~ "The lawyer who cross-examined you spok
almost ln the very words which [ have jus
used. I had no intention of offending you, Mre Dexter."

His face cleared as rapidly as It iad clouded
He smiled, and laid bis hand on mine. Hi
touch struck me cold. I felt every nerve ln m

s shivering under It-I drew my hand away
- quickly.

"I beg your pardon," he said, "if I have mis
understood you. I have ideas of my own; abouthat unhappy lady." He paused, and looked a
me in silence, very earnestly. "Have you any
ideas ?" he asked. "Ideas about her life ? o
about ber death ? "

I was deeply interested; I was burning to hea:
more. I mlght encourage him to speak If I
was candid withb him. I answered, idYes."

"Ideas which you have mentioned to any
one?"Ilbe weni oui.

"To no living creature," I replied--" as yet.'"This la very strange 1I" he said, still earnestly
reading my face. "What Interest cau you have
ln a dead woman whom you never knew ? Why
did you ask me that question, just now ?
Have you any motive ln coming here to see
me ? "

I boldly acknowledged the truth. I said,"id
have a motive."

l Is it connected with Eustace Macallan's
first wife?"

"IL•.,"
With anything that happened ln ber life-

time?"

"With ber death?"

He suddenly clasped bis hands, with a wild
gesture of despair-and then pressed them both
on his bead, as if he was struck by some sudden
pain."

" I can't hear iLt to-night 1I" ho said, " I wculd
give worlds to hear lt-but I daren't; I should
lose all hold over myself ln the state I amn 
now. I am not equal to raking up the horror
and the mystery of the past; I have not cou-
rage enough to open the grave of the martyred
dead. Did you hear me, when you came here ?
I have an im men-e imagination. It runs riot
at limes. It makes an actor of me. I play the
parts of all the heroes that ever lived. I feel
their charactere'. I merge myself in their Indi-
vidualities. For the time, I am the man I fancy
myself to be. I can't help IL. I am obliged to
do IL. If I restrained my imagination, when
the fit ls on me, I should go mad. I let myself
loose. It lasts for hours. It leaves me, with
my energies worn out, wlth my sensilbilities
frightfully acute. Rouse any melancholy or
terrible associations in me, at such times; and
I ama capable of hysteries, I am capable of
screaming. You heard me scream. You shahl
not see me lin hysti-ries. No, Mrs. Valeria-no,
you Innocent reflection of the dead and gone-
I would not frighten you for the world. WiHI
you cone here to-morrow ln the daytime ? I
have got a chaise and a pony. Ariel, my deli-
cate Arel, can drIve. She shall call at Marna
Macallan's and fetch yon. We will talk to.
morrow, when I am fit for il. I am dylng tohear you. I will be fit for you In the moruing.
I will be civil, Intelligent, communicative In the
mornlng. No more of It now! Away wilh tie
subject! The too-exciting, the too-interetitng
subjecti I nmustcompose myself, or my brains
will explode ln 1ny head. Musi sla th true
naFCotlc for excitable brains. My harp i my
barp I"

Ho rusbed away lu bis chair to the far end of
the room-passing Mrs. Macallan as she returned
to me, boni ou hastening our departure.

" Come !" said the old' lady lrriiably. " You
bave seen hlm, and ho bas made a good show
of huiself. More of hlm ,might be tiresomie.
Corne away." •

The chair meturned to us more slowly. Miser.
rimas Dexter was working IL with one baud
ouly. In the other ho held a harp, of a pattern
whicb I had hiihertooniy seen la plitres. The
strings wer-e few lu number. and the instrument
was so small that 3 culd bave beld It easily on
mny lap. It was the anclep t harp of the pic-.
tured Muses and the legend ry Welsh Bards,.

" Good niuhi, Dexter," said Mrs. Macailan.
Hie held Up oneo haud imnperatively.

Wai 1 eh said. '.Let hem hear me sing."le turned to me. " I decline o beh ludebied to
wtet popifor my poetry and my music," heo

own music. I Improvise. Gînepoery an momen
to think. I will Impromiso for You." oet

ve He closed bis eyes, and rested his head on
the frame of the harp. His fingers gentl3

r- touched the strings while he was thinking. In
ly few minutes, he lifted his head, looked at me,
e ; and struck the first notes-the prelude to the
ed song. It was wild, barbaric, monotonous mu-
o- sic; utterly unlike any modern composition,

Sometimes It suggested a slow and undulating
to Oriental dance. Sometimes It modulated into

tones which reminded me of the severer bar-
e monies of the old Gregorian chants. The words,
e when they followed the prelude, were as wild,k as recklessly free from all restraint of critical

rules as the music. They were assuredly in-
r. spired by the occasion ; I was the theme of the
e strange song. And thus-in one of the fluiest
at tenor voices I ever heard-my poet sang of me:

Wlv dît-s she Coit- -n She rei nit s me f the lo t
She reminds me of the dead

ut In lier forin like the other,
d. In huer %valk like the other
ir Why does she come ?1

Does Destiny bring lier?
Shall we range together

The- mazes of the past !
sy Sha <t- sean-lu together

Sha The se-rets of tht- past(e Shall we interchange thoughts, sturnises, sislpic-ions ?
Does Destiny bring her !

The Futiure wili show.
Let the niglht pass;

e IshalLset the day oine.

:e 1 shah set-t jteHor uuîiîîui:3t She will look into Mine.
.'lThe Futture will show.

HîIs voice sank, his fingers touched the strings
s more and more feebly as he approached the
e lstlines. The over-wrought brain needed, and
y took, als re-animating repose. At the final
Swords, hisheyes slowly closed. His he. d lay

back on the chair. He slept with his arms
t round his arp, as a child sleeps, hugging lts
t lasi new tey.
yi We stole out of the roon on tiptoe, and left
r Miserrimus Dexter-poet, composer, and mad-r man-inb is peaceful sleep.

r

THE SOCIETY GIRL.

Mauy look upon youth as the happiest period

of life. Wen we consider how many worries

1 they lave of tle kin I lave just recorded, andlow seriously such matters are viewed, and what
a matter of importance it is to know with whoni
they dance, or whether another receives more
favors hi the german, and the many things which
seen as trifles to older persons but of the first
importance to then, I doubt whether youth isreally the happiest period of one's life. If one
could only read the thoughsts of the girls at a
german, for instance. They first hear that thereis to be one given, and there is anxious expect-
ancy until the invitation comes. Next is the
îalptatng uneertainty about a partner. Perhaps

at île lasiunoosont lise fails to put in an appeu-
anc. Tere is the beautiful dress, which wasordered for this especial occasion. She iad lain
awake some hours every night since it was put inthe dressnaker's hands, thinking how lovely andbecoming it would be. T'hen there was a dread
of disappointmnent foi- fear it mîsight not be finislhed
when promised, ori migit not fit, or niglht not
coime up to lier ideas of loveliness. So the dress
in which sie appears anid is so admired, has been
purchased at a cot of some happiness, and after-
all she sees another dress worn that is >rettier,
and if hers had only been made diff-întly iLwold have been somtch liîaîse-r. Auivinig
a the bail stie sets parimier af er partnier come to
le duessing-roo door to escort the young

ladies who are assiguned theim for the eveuiig.
But wliere is lers ? At first sie is ounly auxious,
but soon grows indignant when the dressing-rooms
is deserted by all but herself and chaperone.Wlat slali she do ? She cannot return home,for the carriage huas been dismissed until mid-
niglht. So with scarcely repressed tears she andiamna enter the ball-roonm and sweetly smile
at the lady who is reeiving. Manuia explains
about the missing partner whomî they were to
meet at the dressing-room loor. All tle cou)lesi
are now drawing for soats, aud my it-oinet stto take a back clair anong the chape iies. Now,
if she did not have an elgs thome andiw'as ut
kiown tebe wealthy, she iigit stay back there
ail cf île evening, but unîder the circunistancestute young men take hler out occasionally, when
Io ! a stranger eters. He is the only maipre-sent who is disengaged and considers himself
fortunate in finding one of the loveliet girls pre-sent without a partier. His cominîg was as
opportune for that young ladys happiiess as thej
arr-ival cf île thero cf roman-sce upons thse spiot imi
time to check theo fitery steed w-ho was russhinugwiih- lis lovoly burdeo to île brink of île adja-icenmt pr-ecipice. In ithort, hie w-as île right u.ial

ini thec right place- But île after- pleis m a c
the eveninîg scarcely comnpenisated fou-is usiery
cf the first part.

A PA INTER'S R OMA NCE
The- Washingtoni Natuinal R'ptuwican gives jtise followving romanice in tise tifs cf Walter- lu-

galls, île painter, who died recenstlyv " Quiite t
early in hîfe le fell, whenî he was pcou-, ini love
with a New Hamnsphire gi, the datughter cf a
well-to-do farmer. She wvas really musc belle cf
Sanbhorton, sud lad rather- lofty ides cf tue iîî. s
of mal aIe wouîld like teosai-rry. His attachu-i
ment was recipr-ocated, ansd tht-y wer-e eungaged.Still, on île lady's parti Lise affecetion was niot so s
deep-seated as it mugît hsave beeni, uand besides t
hem chsoice w'as oppose-d by hber parents. They ~eult tîs> st- iiht iiiitîubl îistc î tuaiiss

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

THE Turks have takLen to writingi operaici oluifs,anil a native eoinie opera has met with ilei uc -c-su i
Constantinople that a second work, Jet- tt sThe Schoolinaster," is announed.

ISABELLE, the flower girl of the P aris-Jocky
Club. is said to have more jowellerv eventt antS i-der. Over 500 personages of the higluhest distinIcti on I lv
given her pieces of jewellery, and yet Isabelle is plain,portly, middle-aged. and virtuous.

THE Germans have always beeus famel for tieir
roverenc- cf tht-jr gremul putt anti coinpssrs. Noîs-however, the Teutons have determimsets rn thiridols ito ridicule, and a theatre is going to bring out a
burlesque-schiler una Goethe-in which the poets'ives and characters are te be carieatured.

PaOBAaLY the highest price evm iai fi-jsum-nalistie work was that paid by Mr. Fiske tlt hi London
agent of a New York paper, whi was flt-r-e $Sti500bythe lunes for his report of the ocean Nvîacit rae, bt
gave it t tht A ierican paper, receiv'img a thousamnd
tdollars for bwo colsîuns.

"'TRAM" has received a diamsaginsg blow. A
special committee appointed to inquire into tie training
f naval cadets on hard the - Britaniasj," have uihesi-

tatingiy reportesi tuas thue eranumitg systesu overtaxessuet braitns, and tiat the- competitive systeu shotsîlue
aboiisied, as havug t-o value in jts-hf, and yet (aiatg
svcrybu> boys.

SomE French ladies, friends of the EmpressE"ugénie, have lately been working for lter a splendid
carpet. lais ompose- f a number of squares, each of
w b ac contai s the Tarm rialh e rings of the f ar worker's
hsusbamsd or fatîter.'Ths quares, wbeu tutu are ailfinished, are to be joined together vby bans of'gldcloth, embroidered with violets, the smbol of t.e d-nasty of Napoleon.

THE horror of politics felt by .iiodoiate mmîis
in France has been comieally illustratelb elate minsialpriest in his seriuon. The good curé is <Ieseanting outhe horrors of the lower regions, and finding his co gre-guiun muîmîssoved by his eloquence, thus windsi up with ai
isaing argum nei .c '10 give you, miy bretiren, a

lit-a ofmluis awsfui phlace I May t-Il yen IbiS politisa srediscussed there allday long."

CARNIVAL Masks formii a special branich ofmanufacture in France, and the nakers are already
i ar si uahw ork for the com ing s ason.i 'lie variou s kinds
cf nîasks are each the speciclité coft-tute îprovinsce.'Isesheap ordinary ones are ade lusAi pru e.a Britthei
Lyons manufactures those of velvet ansd silk, grotestny-mnasks come from the Marais, while falseunoseatls eg
te atother departnent. Facial imiiutations of publieehratSers are strictly proiibited.

THE escape of ex-Marshal tazine is still at sore
subject with the Frenchauthorities. Aintoigst the Pari-sian toys prepared for theu Jou(r de lAn was tclever littlemodel of the Fort Ste. Marguérite. At tlie top stoul a
toy figure dressed as a Frenelu M ral, ad holdig a
rope. By pressinug mi sriug tIse figure suid (Iowa sfitl-rope on to tie rocks below, washed by th- swn hieanother figure appeared at the iuuninit of ise, twer
clasping his hands in despair. This represctei fte
governor of the prison. h'lie sale of the toy has beeniprohibited by the (4overnor of Paris.

THE 'mies prminîts ak thabulited statelistit tf tIi
number of the eiployed and uneiployed isrkimsguusîssin New York. Fromii these figures we learns thatstetuechanisand unskilledlabourers of ise eity noinsber

abot 82,000, ofw nhoim 16,000 are idle. Th is is a more
favounushie showing tisaisfliat cf lad yeusr bý titintu- mercent. The Timies's arti-le tlso ifrns asr bytrt5,6 pcftie workingmnen belong to unions, andover 4600 lIoisot ; and tIsai 5,730 of teii iouists are idte agint st9,785 of the notiiunionists. 'l'e unions have during tyear lost 11,185 lm miuembershils.

AN Anerican ilady writer, exhibitiiing îone ofthe differences between the vernaculaîr of the Amseriniisand English, states that the waist of au dress is by t helatter denouunated a "I body." lheu relates that a yoiung
Aitrican nad, oma s-it tusa cuntrysmr luseaPu
into a moeui rs h usly ct-miieu by titi- tsf the fusiily,
but which hîa the re'lmtation of beitg l hasstet 'lyteyoung lady hatl subdled lier iervo s s s 'iit-tly -t)fail into a light sluiuner, when there sme a gentlet a
t hle door, and a sepulbh ral voic whispered throln glt ey-hole :1 I want to coue m iand get iy dy

THE Paris Reds have iadi a eveit a sîsuis-
tening of a red ha y by ivil riglits. Tse tale rswhich stood the fout ws covered with red cloth an
anopied by thtle drcpeau rouge. l Tie baby swas dressdn red, and the iother wore a red girdle and red ribbs,l'ie fsther, who was in his shirt sleeves, wore also a rtiwaistband and the Phrygiai cap, and lield inhis hands

» glass and a litre o red ine, ith which lie gave
irotheriy tielcouse 10 bis gîmeats. At heîsgtb, ail lit-vit-gssembled, the graidfather, who was as rd as tht-

athon tdvt-cedt sosly andiraisimg his treuuhingianuis aboiîiu- i uI-s ssîuizii î'rnîumîuîîmeiî tise- stul-i1i tise naine of tise> Reptîhluc, I baptise t-e t- aul",
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s i tt i i g ') e b i es -2I a ia w o r t h yli o f th e ir
Iaugihter's land. 'lie result of it was the enga-

gen t bokn oil, and ligalls muarriedl anotlher
lady. Her first affine I also nmrriei. Each of
then had childrer-she a daughter an hLe a son.
After they had grown up tley met -te son aid
daugiter--in the t'resent bity, Strangelvenough, so intitt, delleate, and beautiful are
the avenues of love that tlhey, too, fell inuto the
emobrace of the tendr passion, and after a short
eourtship were engage to be iarried. Twentv -
five years before that their father amid mother itI
been similarly boum ainil, like tiviii, tliey •fr

somie cause broke oil tl egage eii, t as tfior

p r Ints h a i on rbe f e tliem . lin tie miianti îie
INu'. Ingails had bumiel lîs wife, and liappîeninig
to neet iis daugliter of lis fiist betrothed, a

hutua i a l tion sprai g up sbetweenî tiemi, anid
they were narried. TIire as, perliaps, quite
forty years differenîce iii their ages, leut tlhere
never was a truer marriage. His love and iegardwere infinite. Her devotion and tender care were
beautiful. She was hisliild, lie lier fatlher. le
was the oak, she the vine. He the keystoie of
the arch, she its lovely curve. le the power,
and she the beautv of a life tlhat was all grace,affection, and pieitv. He aid beei dead euh'
three weeks, whien she left earli te join huin ii
Heaven. Fronm the day of is loss she refused to
he coifo-ted. Her grief vas too leep for tears,and words of consolation wvere uilheedei. One
evening she retired for the- iglit apparently iii
goot health. Sle complaiid ieitier of painnor sickness, but iii tht, moriniiig she was stoem
dead in her bed."
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