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A GLIMPSE OF FAIRY LAND.

tone of ironical compassion, ‘‘he was hardly in his
right senses, I think, when he married.”

* Voila de mouvean, par exemple,” shouted
another, with a burst of merriment. 1 should
like to know who ever did marry in his right
senses,—except, indeed, that, Lke our gallnt
captain here, he was about to wed something like

fifty thouzand pounds as well as a charming girl.,

By-the-by, Salford, is the day fixed for your union
with the beautiful Clara 2

¢ Not the day, exactly :~Dbut let us talk of some-
thing clse!”

“The fair maiden still demurs, does she 2" per-
sisted the questioner: *Ihad heardso.  And, by
the way, Ingolshy, who met our raskly munied
friend a day or two ago,—you are aware, 1 sup-
pose, that he returned last week from aly,—say:
it is plin the womnd still bleeds, decoronsly
as he stives to conceal it beneath his wedding
rohe.”

“Bah 1™ exclaimed Salford ; * time has a baln
for all such griefs!”

¢ No doubit; only he is sometimes over tardy
with his specifics.”

« That which tickled me most,” said another of
the party, was that delicious tick of Salford’s
in getting his pretended narriage inserted in the
newspapers. I happened to call on the sup-
posedly jilted swain, the very morning the paper
reached him, and never saw I, before or sinee, a
man in such a frenzy. By Jove, his fury was sub-
lime, tremendous! mamd I really thought it would
be necessary topack him off to a Waison dec Santé.
Fortunately he vecovered and married, out of
hand to show his spirit—a less pleasant catasivo-
phe, in my opinion.”

«1 wish you'd change the subject,” said Salford,
peevishly. It bores one to death.  Eversthing
is fair in love and war; and if the poor devil was
tricked out of —— IIat!™

No wonder the glass fell from the speaker's
hand, aund that he lenped to his feet as if a howb-
stell had exploded beside him ;-~confronted as
he suddenly was by the white frce and burning
eyes of Francis Hevbert! ’

« Captain Salford,” said 2 voice as cold and
hard as if it issued from 2 statue, “allow me to
return the favors which it seetns you have hestow-
cd upon me in the only way at present within my
power™  As the last words left the speaker’s
lips, he lifted a glass of wine andhurled it fiereely
inSalford’s face!” *“ No uproar, gentlemen, pray,”
continued Herbert,—**no Llustering endeavor,
captain,—unless you arc a coward as wellasa liar
and villiin,—10 attract the natice of the waiters,
or of a passing gendarize.  This matter can have
but one termination, and it is well it should be a
quict one.  Monsicur le¢ Capitaine Grégoire,” he
continued, Stepping up to a French officer at the
other end of the roam, “a word with you, if you
please.?

Five minutes afterwards Captain Satford and
Francis Herbert, accompanied Ly their respeetive
scconds, were being mpidly driven towards the
Bois de Boulogne.  Pistols had been procured at
the Racher.  *There would hardly be Tig
cnough,” grafiy remarked le Capitaine Grigoire,
but for the heavy fall of snow.  As it is, we shail
manage, T dare say.”  Te then placed his mang
Captain Salford’s second did the same: and xo

cffort at accomodation being attempted, the signal
was quickly sped,—the simultancous crack of the
two pistols rang through the air,—followed by o
seream of mortal agony, and Captain Salford was
seen to fall heavily, with his face upon the snow.

“Itis finished with your antagonist,” said le
Capitaine Grégoire, approaching Hethert, who
as apparently unhurt, though his eyes gleamed
wildly.  ‘“And you?”

* Is—-is—-lie—-dead 27 surged through the
white, quivering lips of Francis Herbert.

¢ As Alexander,” replied Grégoire.  “Why is
your hand there ¥ he added quickly : “ You too
are hurt.”

“To death!™ groaned Hetbet, as he fell into
his sccond's outstretched ams.  “0 God, forgive
me ! -

On the precise day two vearsthat Francis Her-
bert was exiled from Oak Hall a parcel was deli-
vered there by a servant in deep mourning. Mr.
Merivale, to whom it was directed, opened it with
trembling hands, and found that it contained a
ring, which he at once recognised to have belong-
ed 1o his daughter Clara 5 and a paper on which
was written, in a feeble but well-remembered
hand—*When you receive this, my probation
will be accomplished. This is your werk and
mine. I forgive you as I wust to be fogiven.
The ring is Clara’s,—she, too, will be my last
thought. Farewell. F. L7,

Francis Heibert was buried at Pére La Chaise,
and on cach aniversary of his death an English
tady—upon whose sad, nmild features, the angel-
heauty of her youth still sheds o sun-set radiance
—is scen to kneel and weep upon his grave.
That lady is Clara Merivale.
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L
Tast night in yonder hawthorn dell
There came o'er me a wondrous spell ;
The moon shone bright on clifl aud stream,
Ard a fairy rode on every beam,

]

The Queen sat on a hazel bough,

And merrily danced the clves Lelow;
Their music the love-lorn zephyr breeze
Kissing the coy-leaved aspen trees.

8.
And there were arch-cyed beauties flying,
Aud tiny lovers round them sighings
And knights in tonrney strove, I ween,
To win a smile from their fairy Queen.

4.
The squirrel their mossy table spread
With the filbert brown, and the strawberry red,
And mystic healths in the sweetest dew,
They quaffed from cups of the harcbell blue.



