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The promise of God’s.great love for man=
Poldly forth 'gainstthe winter'sskys: -o.-.
*Pis s meek rebuke to that drifting stream,
Yot how many heedless ones rush by,.
“Withouat a thought of the God within, ™"~ -
@Or even a f]a.nce to His ocross on high,
Manding Jimed sgainst the calm ﬁ}ey sky ?

o stood the cross on Calvary’s hill—
“While thovsands shouted with mocking cry
A% Him, who had shed His blood to redeem,
That heedless throng that goes sweeping by." -

Heart-lok, L turn from the nolse of the town,

JAnd enter the slwaysopen door, : =~ - -

Sfhen bumbly kneel by tbe font within,

And God’s sweet meroy to men implore.

Afar o’er the sanctuary the lamp is barning,:
. That tolls that 2 God of love 1s there,
‘While'sge and youth around sre kneeling,

‘With heads bowed down in suppliant prayer.

sh altsred niche and fresco grand o

ke the Church God built on the Rock ot Peter,

Bweet Ohurch of Jegns, long may yon stand.

| ports, and parchmenta’of "all Gorts—soraps;of

paper. covered with . varions” handwritinge,
most of them gorawling and illegible—and'
threw them all into her lap, to uss at need.
- «Yod are growing old now, M, Nicois,”
began she; « but you were young:onoe, and
in youth the heart beats splte of everything.
A'man bacomés & banker, but “does not be-:
coms all at once a miser. At twenty you
did not care 8o much for heaping up gold,.
and you epjoyed your youith. Do you re-
member Lonfse Michau?” - -

The banker. shivered. -

u ] gee you remember,” resumed the Naine;
« ghe was the daughter of respectable people,
though ehe had no other fortune than her two
strong arms. . -Her dowry was her beauty ;
they called her Loniaé the Blonde.”

« Why reonll theae things ?” said Nicols;

_And then I turn from thy peacefal quiet,

- “Ye face once more the bastling throng,
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-3ut above the strifs and sin and riot,
A hear thy voice, like some grand old song.

*Fhourgh years may pass, thy memory ever,
ALike s beacon light 10 e sball be,

Agnuiding siar from sin and error,
JAR haven of rest for eternity.

R.O'BRIEN,
Montreal, Febranary 17th, 1883,

THE DWARF'S SHCRE.

CHAPTER XIX,—CoxTmuED,
. THE DWARFS EECORET.
« Take those o the banker, sud say that s

Pperron who brings him news js waiting.”

<

The lackey, tuddenly changed his mind
akent the dwarf, and, anx{ous to dleplay his
great zaal, refused totransmit the commission
1o M, Nlcoig’ valet, but ran up-stalra himself,

# it i3 of my son I want to hear.”

u Dp pot interrupt me;”’ sald the Naine; # I
spoak slowly, and sometimes unconanectedly;
itis justasIcan. My nilnd 18 as dull as
my body is deformed. 1f I once lose the
thread of my thoughts, I may never recover
it.”

The banker threw himgslf back in his cbair
with foroed and painful resigunation, eaying,
« I am listening.”

« Loulse was ag good ag she wa3 pretiy; and
as confiding as good. Bhe did not know how
to lie herself, and she never dreamt that any
one could deceive her. A man told her that
he loved her, spoke of marriage, and of a
brilliant future. Louilse saw in such a union
the happiness of her family, an affection equal
on both sides, and all the joy of au alllance
contracted in ‘the &éight of God snd men,
apnd— ”’

The Nalne sprang to her feet, pointing her
outstretched arm at the banker, a8 she conti-

nued : )
« That man lled. A rich helress orossed

> .and asked to -spesk to the banker. .The | his path ; he forgot his first love, who was

Fooov b

.. Banker, in surprise, told them to admit the | poor.
...xasn., The lstter, whose name wae Lamoursl, | selfish coward !”

Dent double and sald, In a volce of well-felgned

emotion,
«You will pardon my unususl conduct, sir,

~-?-h'consldprauou ot y motive.”

& What is your motive, and what. do you

7" "«wmnt, Lamourel 7 'sald Nicols;

"% ~whole house into your Bsecrets,

o a

--- -gried Nicols.

o ] thought- there was no wse lettlng the
gir,” giid
Jamourel mysterfously.. s

#X bave no pecrets. Whal do yon mean 7"

4] do not venture to pry into my master's

... gMalrs” sald theservant; «I only wished to
.. save him a great shoock.”
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Do .done with It

# 8ay what you have to say, Lamourel,and
I am busy,” said Nicols

__Jmpatiently.

“Dp you recognizs this, sir?” sald the

Andre Nicois, yon were a brutal and
The banker did not resent the Insult
which this monstrous boivg flung In his
ince. The remembrance of hia fault, which he
had avowed -to the Abbe Sulpice, still tor-
mented him at times. He bowed his head,
whilé the womsn went on in a voloe husky
with emotion : .

.- # 1 gald that the family of this girl was re-
spectable. Bhame had never come upon
them. Louise, smarting under the sense of
desertion, fled from the home wherein she
had pasgsed her childhood. One  creature
alone knew her whole meélancholy story.
Andre Nlicols, you were her murderer 1"

The Nalne paused a moment,and went on :
st One morning the body of Lonise was fonnd
in the river ; her hody had canght on a branch,
and her corpse was floating among the

-.-- 3mckey, 1aying the paper open on the banker's | gedges. If you had sesr her then, livid and
- detk, ond taking care t¢ point out the pars- | ghastly, her eyes glagsy, her lips purple, the

grph indicated by the Nalne.
The banker. scarcely suppressed a ory of

Puin.

.. #Where did you get thia?" be crled.
& What do you want? Why do you re-
wve—"

#1There i3 a woman below.”

# A woman? Goon.

wBhe bripgs you some news,”

#And she gave you this placard and this
per 77 .

# Yep, glr.” - T

= Why did you not bring her here at once?

~ Run down for her, Lamourel!?
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» Bacause ahe is poor, deformed, hideous.”

4'What does that matter 7 Bhe may possess
4he happliness ot my whols life.”

‘Lamourel bastened out.

Aundre Nicols, a firey to confiicting emo-
Hlons, read over every line ¢f the paragraph
3n the paper which the Naine had so carefully
preserved. In the column of oasnalties, 'were
Ahe liness ) :

‘4A terrible misfortune has befallen a highly
¥espected famlly. A child belonging to M.

: Apndre Nicois was stolen.while walking with

#& nuzse. The unfcrtunate girl, feeling that
she. had neglected her ocharge, would
3ave drowned herself but for the interventlon
.of the police. Every effort has been mads
49 find the banker’s sonm, but bitherto with
Zojauccess, Fenra sro enteriained that the

3nother.will loge her reason.”

... #How well I remember! How well I re-
member,” garped Nlcole,  my besutiful boy,

my idolized Maro! Bhall I atlast find the key
#0 thie enigma? Will he be restored to.me
affer twenty years? How much he may
Rave suffered! What has he become 7 What
28 he doing? Hly miefortunes will only
make bim dearer t» me. -Ok! why. does not
&is woman come? What is kesping her ¢’

As he spoke the Nalne entered the room.
¥repared a3 ho had been to behold a wretohed
ebject, the banker was surprised. He scarcely

. yestralned a gesture of dlsgmst and abhor-

Fence ; but overcoming bis repugnance, he
Deld out the paper to the Nalge.

o 1#¥ou brought this, saylng you bad some re-

“yalation to make,” said the banker.
wYeg,” answered the Nalue brusqualy. )
sWell;speak out, tell me ail, and be aseured
7 ghall not ke ungrateful.” - -
ul alsc brought you e placard,” eald the
Maine. e
«Yes,relating tothe rpame ooourrence. Tell

. 38 what you know,

«] want you firat to re-read the placard,’
&ald the Raloe, .

Andre Nicois read in & low voice : :

uA reward of 25000 francs 18 offered for
whoever will dlacover and bring back to A.
icolg, banker, kila stolen child—"

#That's enough,” 8ald the Nalne; # have
yen the 25,000 francs ?”

# Yeas, and I am ready to pay them. I will
donble the sum, I will eacrifice half my
Sortune.” )

“The sum mentloned will do,” sald the
JMsine ; « only 1t must be paid in advance.”

# Do you doubt me 7" said the banker.

& It 8 my hablt,” apswered the Naine.

% But should your information be lnsuffi-
wlent 7" '

- #Xt 18 euch na will ensble you to see your
sen to-morrow, i yon wish,” ,

#You have proois and documents ?*

4 Proofs and ' memorles, proofs and doocu-

mmeats,” she repeated, . - :

« Are you aware,” sald Andre Nicols, * that

‘yonu are acting in & very suspiclous manner.?
.- X eould have youarrested,” ‘

. % Have me arrested,” said the Nalne; “what

ean you say against me?  What can you

prave? 1 am poor, deformed, aud ugly, but

~ - X work ag a servant now, and used to bs ex-
~ albited . at . cointry {alrs. as a delormity.

'fgfg!b‘
-anything . that .

. I. beve. not done

comes,,; within . the
province. of.-the. police. ., Drive me ont or
have me arrested, whiochever you pleass, but
X will not speak till I have got the 25,000
Feancs,

... hitherto

sight would have touched even your brazsn

heart, Butyon had other things to think of.
You were married to a rich heiress, and yon
were beginning fo lay the foundation of your
fortune.”

The Nalne draw out a package of letters,
tied with a black ribbon, from amopgst the
papers in her 1ap.

o Here are your letters to Loulse,” ehe
gald. © Do you recognizs tkem ?"

« Yes,” sald the benker in a low volce.

« Do what you like with them now,” said
the Naine; # the armiul of proofs whioh I
possess will be of no use after this.”

« But, my son! my son!’ orfed the banker.
« You did not know, perhaps,” said the
Nalne, taking no heed of the banker'’s fmpa-

tience, #that Louiee ked a gleter. There is

a story about the pretty daughter of a mer-

chant, called Beauty, and a monater, who was

called the Bedst. In Loulze’s home lived, or

rather vegetated, a abameful, hideous orea-

ture, & spectacle of ugliness, a curse and an

affliction, at sight of whom ohlldren cried.

Her mother and sigter bore with her patiently ;

but no one elae loved her.

s Now, this monstrous being took it iato

her head that, as mon shunned ber, she wonld

spend her time among beasts, with whom ghs

was more on an equality. She longed to

have a farm stocked with all kinda of ani-

als, and away off on the borders of a wood.

As the city cast her off, she craved the desert.

« The dey when Louise had been asked in

marrisge and believed herself loved by arlch

man, she led this monster into the little gar-
den, and, takiog both her ugly hands in her
own soft white onesg, gald, ]

us Boge,’ for the dwarf was named Rose, (I
am very happy. 1 am going to marry Aodre
Nicois. Do not shake your head, he has
given me this engagement ring. Now, you
have often admired the farm of ‘the
Hutchettes. Well, that will bs my wedding
present, You will live ‘there quletly, well
off, and I hope a8 happy as you can be in
thls world.’

« Roge threw her arms around her sister's
peck, overcome with joy., How deeply was
ghe interested In this marriage; with what
eager curiosity did she quesation Loulee there-
upon! No doubt she was glad of her sister's
good fortune ; but Rose had a selfleh, evil
side to her character, engendered by thecou-
tempt, unkindoness, and aversion of every
one.

. " The monster, from whom her own mother
sometimes turned away in disgust, had hence-
forth only one thought.

u¢ My slster's marriage will make me rich
in my turn.’

a«Every day she went to the farm, and,
standing ountside the pallng, calculated the
extent of the fields, counted on her fingera
the number of trees; and, seating bersslf joy-
ously on the ground, fixed her eyes on the
blue slates of the roof as they glittered in the
sunlight, repeating like a clook, tiok-tack,
tiock-tack, the words that expressed all her
hopes: ¢tThe Huchettes will be mine

« Thig was a wild ambitious dream that
banuted the half-demeated braln of the
Beast, who bore the name of Ohrietian and
kept a woman’s heart under her hideons cov-
erlng. Bhe ocould not slesp at night, and
when her eyes wers closed she 5aw A great
flower-atrewn fleld, with the farm standicg
in the -middle of, it, and great meadows
and running brooks, How she gquestioned
Loufse: ¢ What did your lover say yester-
day? Isthe marriage day fixed? Why not
counflde all to your mother, and get your cer-
tificate of baptiem 7" o Coe

« He wants me to walt awhile, anawered

Lioulee submissively, ¢so I wait.’? C,

_ The Naiue sought out another paper from
her lap, and placed' a printed annonncement
of marriage on the desk before the banker.
Then she wenton': ' .
‘« Bp Lionise walted till Andre Nicofs; who
had promised t0 mariy her in the village
church, became the husband of Mdlle, Daper-
nols, When she ceased to walt, she very

miysol atthe'same timie."
' “Whi ﬁ"-ﬁﬂi&iﬁ@né?—'w*you ™
OVepBAW YOU. Yo s o Lo
'What: had you doneto me?” she scream-
ed. “Do°you forget my dreams of fortune, my
farm, the future Loulse meant to make for me,
if you hail kept your ptomiee? I do not pretand
to be more loving tham I asm. 1 was
‘gorry. tor - Loulss,.-because she -was: always
kind and sympathizing, but I was more Borry
‘for the fortanie of which you had robbed me,
My doublé.sorrow filled we with’'rage and

sald Niools;

‘| hatred sgainat you.. My rage wss that efa

besst . deprived of its prey. For months
I was halt orazed, golug from the
Huchettes to the river, and  from the
river to -the cemetery. Sometimes I wept
for my slster, oftener yet. I oast sbout for.
means of revenge. I thought of taking an
axe or stick and killing you, some ark night,
at the strest corner. Bnt 1 rementbered that
your sufferlngs then would be too short, and
I sought snother mesns. Dying would be
only one struggle, a little blgod.spilt, and
that's all., Loulse had ouly suffered for a
short time, but I was rever, never torealizs my
bhopea. Beings ltke me, deformed In mind
and body, are slow and slugglah, At Iast,
one day I heard you xequired a . nurse, I
knew you had a child. My vengeance was
at hand. That day I nttered -shrieks of joP
and danced ke & madwoman. At last I
could punish you; at last avenge my sleter
on vour.wife and child.” :

aY gge it alll I see 1t allJ™ cried the
banker. : o

# The Beast became as cunning as a fox.
She gained every approach to your house.
She flattered the servants, and made them
belleve she could tell their fortanes irom
their palms. She made friénds with the
dog by bringing bones to his kennel. Bhe
did not hurry. Her work was like that of the
snail. She proceeded slowly but surely.
You remember going to Austrls ?”

+I remember. Oh! I remember,” 8ald the
banker.

#Your family. waa in Parls at the time. I
watched your house, followed your child,
spled upon the servants, and one day, taking
advautage of o crowd of children who had
collected to see some show in the Ohamps

crowd, took him in my arms and ran. He
laoghed at first, thinking I was playing,
When he begau to cry, I brought bim to my
garrett, took off his rioh clothes, dressed him
in xags, and started for the country.

«] ram, rap, breathless and panting,
The child tired of orylog, bad
fallen nsleep. When he woke, we Wwere
far from the clty. I left him with some pea.
sants, and went bome.  They thought I had
been taking a long walk, and did not question
me a8 to my abeence. Y our wife, half crazed
with aorrow, wrote to youn, and you came
back. You put up placards, offcring & reward
of 256,000 franos for the recovery of your &cn,
I hesitated. With that amount ‘X could pur-
obase the Huchettes. But on reflectlon I saw
that the event was too recent. Snspiclon
would have torned upon me, aund before pay-
ing me the price I shonld have been gues-
tioned. I would have got months or yearsin
prison for the return of your son. Besldes I
not only wanted toenrich myself, but to re.
venge wy sister. 80 Maro never returned to
you. I often wondered what I should do with
bhim. It wasimpossible to leave him long
where he was. But while I was in this etate
of uncertainty, an incident decided both our
llves. A oompany of mountebanks passed
throngh the country at the time of the
Patronal Feast. They had a two-headsd
woman, the Northern Hercules, and & five-
footed calf, Attracted by the spectacle, I
mingled with the crowd outeide the door.

#iCOome In gratie/ eald the two-headed
woman ; ‘among professional people—’

# I went in, and as the spectacle was about
ending, the clown made a sign to me ifrom
behind the curiain of the booth .,

s The mauager wante to speak to you/’
gald bhe, . . .

« (What for 7’ sald I.

¢« He wants you to make an engsgement
with him.’

« { did not quite understand whal he meant
but I followed the clown.

# The -manager, a big, red-faced, coarse-
Jooking. man, looked at me and laughed,
showing every tooth In his head.

«tUpon my word, sald he, ¢I haven't
one like you in my whole colleotion. What
will you teke hy the year to exhibit your.
selfat falra? Your picture will be on the
placards, and you will rank . with forelgn
artists.’

# ¢ What will I take ?’ stammered 1.

«tYes, A hundred francs a year, con-
tinued Gulgolfo, ¢costume supplied, ex:
penses pald, tood fit for a princess, and brandy
at diecretion.'

# ¢ That will snswer, sald I, enchanted
with the prospect. ¢But the child ¥

¢ 'You have a child ?’ he asked.

t t There is onme that must go with me,
sald I. o

« + Whaot age?’

# ¢Three years! -

¢« Pretty, eagy to traln?’

4t ¢ Fair, rosv and slender.’

¢ 1 Twenty francs & year for the child, snd
we will slgn an sgreement for four years.’

4 When do you leave ?

it ¢ To-nlght,’

t « Whers will yon be to-morrow 7'

wiAt Melun.’

®'Walt for me there, and I will bring the
ohila/

s« I shook hands upon it with Guigolfo and
tan home. At dawn I set out; a neighbor
wrote & line for me to my parents, telling
them I was golng, but not saying where. At
the Mayor’s office I asked in your name for
Marc's certificats of baptlsm, Such docu-
ments ars free to the publio. I got it with-
out difficuity. 'I'hat evening I set out for
Melun, and in the middle of the night came
up with the showman's waggons. The bark-
ing of dogs, squealing of monkeys, and ory-
ing of an infant greeted me. 'The manager
opened the waggon door and let me in. - The
child and myself were given a mattress, and L
slept till morning. The two-headed woman
undressed the ohild, felt his limbs to see if
they were supple, and throwing him like a.
ball to the Northern Heroules, aald,

1 Googd for tralnlng!l’

.« algned the agreement for both of us
with the manager.”

« Wretoh | wretoh! ” cried Andre Nicols.

« At length I was avenged,” sald she;
#gvery day my batred was being gratified. . I
‘gaw that chiid upon whom you had lavighed
every-oare and tenderness.beaten and starved,
Ho seemed to regard me with  the greatest
borror. - Bometimes he stretched out his lit-

Elysees, I carriad off yonr son through the |

a temptation.

taste of happiness. . But the Heronles:

would not have your son. :Common-
senss, however, forbade me fo accept this
‘man, who would no doubt have soor begun
tfo treat me orunelly. The end of our agree-
ment came. I had saved. I had learned

.many lucrative trades in my travele. I re-
faged to remain in the tromps. ‘1 went to

Parls, where I was to flud the completion of
my revenge. I discovered your address. I
found that the misery of having lest your
child had estranged you from your wife.
Bhe no longer loved you ; your affection for
her was more in appearance than in reality ;
you had only one idol, gold ; one deeire, gold;
one love, gold—always gold. ’

« Men spoke of your operations at the
Bourse, and envied yonr happiness, I knew
better, and I never envied youn. I placed
Marc at a modest boarding school, command-
ing him to be sllent as to the past. Fear or
pride made him discreet, and, more wonderful
still, he atundied. His progrese wasraptd. I
paid his expenses, at first ont of my savings,
then with my wages.”

 You repented then 7’ sald the banker,

«] repent. You shball see. I left the
necessary money with fhe schoolmas-
ter for Maro, and disappeared. I
would have wiehed him to forget me; it
would have better suited my plans, At
eighteen he had a depraved, perverse,
thoroughly evil natare. Asa ohlld he had not
been innocent ; a8 a man ke was atterly bad.
At the sge when most young men know little
of lifo he was hardened in evil, He was
hypocrite enough to disgulse his wickedness,
snd self controlled enough to await the time
for its full enjoyment. He played a double
role In the world : an honest man' by day, he
was a thiet by night, "For the rest, being a
protty, well-dressed boy, paylug large sums
to his tailor, perfeming his hair, and using
tice powder like 8 woman, with manners by
turns Insolent or fawning, he succeeded in
obtaining a situation in sn» honorable house.”

¢ Ah 1" gald the banker with a sort of re-
lief. ‘ o
# Do you know the Rue Qit-le-Ceeur 7”7 gald
the Natne. =

# ] believe it ia somewhere near the.Pre-
feoture,” ealds1» banker mechanically.:

« Exactly,” 1 1d-the woman. “I do nof
think you mat : ‘many purchades there; for
you oftener>uy dlamonds. from Falize than
old iron trom. Methusalem. However, if you
bad done him the honor -of golog
into his shop, you would have found
me there, scrubbing the flosrs or
taking the markings from lnen when I was
not cooking. Methusalem i8 a jack-of-all-
trades. He makes money out of everything
—thefts, frauds, tadle dhole, and lodging-
rooms. I eaw your little Marc, then a fine
yonth of eighteen, come in one day to this
table., He was apparentty the Intimate as-
socinte of a thief.”

« My God! my Godl" orled the banker,
burying his face in his hands.

s Up to this time, bad es he was, he had
committed no actual crime. He had gone
through the police courts, but had not yet
come to the convict prison. He, however,
promised 8o well in the gang he had now
jotoed that Jean Machu gave him the name
of Fleur d’'Eohafaud, which he has ever since
kept”

#]1 am golng mad!” eaid the banker, ¢ 1I
am golng mad I”

@ Not yet, Andre Nicols,” £ald the Nalne,
«You bad a frlend, a good friend, M. Pome-
reul ¥

#Yes, but I lost him by a cruel death,”
8ald he

 His son Xavler was acoused of the orime,
bot was since released. Do you remember
that the police, on making a report of the
atate of the ronm on the morning after the
murder, took from the fingers ot Lipp-Lapp,
the chimpanzse, a tuft of red hair 7"

# Well P gasped the banker.

«They conoluded then, sud later on at the
trial, that the murderer, Jean Machu, had an
accomplice. Bnt Jean Machn would rot
betray the man who had agsisted him. Till
yesterday the name of that aoccomplice was
unknown.”

tAnd now—now "

uM, Xavler, once at liberty, waunted to for-
get all about it. But thers was one that did
not forget. Lipp Lapp, who was wounded by
Machu’s accomplice, remembered hia face.”

Andre Nicols seemed unable longer to
follow the Naine: his face grew purple; his
eyes protruded. Haaten, Nalne, or you will
be powerless to touch him further. B8he
threw every word in. his face like so many
blows.

« Marc was Antoine Pomereul’s secretary,
and the information given by him first In-
duced Maohu, alizs Rat-de-Cave, to think
of robbing the banker's safe. Bur-
prised by the master and attacked by the
beast, they kllled the one and left the other
for dead. No one sudpected Marc, I knew,
but I blded 10y time, I feared that I might
not be able to prove my charge. The Com-
mune came, and Marc took a bloody part in
it. I might have had him eho., but tkat
seemsd too easy a death. - Yesterday Marc
wad paesing aleng the Ohaussee d’Antin, dis-
gulsed &o that no¢ one could recognize
him except Lipp-Lapp. With hia won-
derful Instinct, the beast Lknew him,
leaped into the gttreet, pursued and
caught him. M. Xavier also recognized him,
and hs was arvested for complicity In the
robbery and murder of Antcine Pomersul.”

Tie banker fell out of his ohair, stricken
with apoplexy.

And the Nolne ran downstalrs, crying to
the concierge,

# A dootor, quick a doctor? Your master
1a dying.”

Bo saying she dlsappeared down a neigh-
boring alleway, like a phantom vanishing
into the night.

OHAPTER XX,
THE BROKEN IDOL, ,
The smoking-room opsning from Bensdiot
Fougorale’ studio presented a most animated
sppearance, A dozsn orso young men had just
rlsen from an abundant breakfast, the cham-
poagne whereof had given them a twofold ani-
mation. The7 were in.fact. celebrating the
sending a model-to the government, It was
the model of the fountaln ordered from the
sonlptor, representing Hylas and the
Nymphs, - . o
If the enthusiasm of Benediot's frienda was
somewhat exaggerated, it must be - admltted

-

that his-work wasworthy, of all pralee. From

where the young men mat they. ocould ses,
through.the heavily curtalned arch of the
smoking-room, the group chiselled from a
blook of white Oarrara marble, restlng

tle armg, orying, ‘Mammal mamma ! anq I

gtruok her, saylng:

against a baokgroand of crimseon velvet.

vell of gray liiih'ﬁfrstul " attraoted thé gaze-
.of the'artist. Itiwas a plan of 5t, Oeoctlia be-’
gun from memory. i, ti;.. N R, i

#8es, old fellow,” fiald- one "of “hig com--
panions, s you did well after all to take our
advice. If It had not been for that famous
_aapper at which we converted you to myth-
ology, you-'wotld 'hiaVe gone 'back “to™ the:
Middle Ages, a3 sure a3 youlive., You would
have gone on dreaming, when there is
scarcely one of the younger sculptors who
can rival you, Dubols I8 epoiled by affecta-
tion, Carpaux {e too impetnous. In‘a couple
of yeara you will at the head of the new.
school.” i St

«What success you will have at the Expos!-
tion I eald another. « You remember how
they gave the medal to Hiolle for hia classi-
;:ta’l’ figure of Orion? Why, you are sure of

] have just begun my serles of artioles on
the Salon of 1873," said an art-critic, “and I
will boldly proclaim sHylas and the Nymphe'
the work ot the year. In all my visits to the
studiog of Paris I have seen nothing to ap-
progch thia work.” - oo

‘¢ It means fame, Benedlct,” sald the poet
Glldas. , :

# And happiness,” added a novellst.

«To your health, Benedict! to Hylas! to
the medal I”

« Thanks, thanks, my frlende!” sald Bone-
dict, pleased at their enthusigem, » you give
me confidence. One always distrusts him.
self on the eve of battle, While we are at
work the fever of production sustains us;
when we bhave finished ws begin to jndge
what {3 done,”

& It will be the greatest success in ten
years, crled n palnter. : '

dl" Ifi will ba called the trlumph of Bene-
ct.’ )

« It should be crowned,” sald Gildas.

#Yes, i should be crowaed,” cried the

others, csad $wo of - the young enthuslasts
leaped out of the window and brought in
branches, which they deposited in the arms
of the nymph. )
- A general hurrah and another bumper of
champagne saluted thie offering. But whilst
Benedict strove to enter into the mood of his
companions, there was a shadow on his brow.
He blushed at it; it irritated him, and he
strove to shake off by boisterous mirth this
reflection of the grief which still gnawed at
his. heart; but bhe could not.. He be-
lleved his succees oertain. Ris friends did
not flatter bim in predicting {t. But when
he looked at the nymphs, the smile upon
their lips seemed to mock the pain at his
heart.

« Benedlet,” sald a- crayon artist, * will you
coms to the prison to-morrow 7”

t What for 7" said he. ¢I have seen the
cell of Marie Antoinette and the chapel.”

¢ Oh, 1t 1s only to ses a prisoner.”

“ Who ?"

# Why, that double-dyed villain, Maro
Mauduit, the accomplice of Jean Machun, who
bad the honesty to copfess his crime hefore
ko dled.”

tAnd to eave that unfortnnate Xavler
Powersul," gald another.

. “An illustrated journal,” eald the artist,
« wants the portrait of this charming youth,
who belongs to the Black Cap gang. By my
word, I hoonobbed with him one night at the
Bouffes, when I was a little excited] But
what, in heaven’s name, are we coming to, it
the most sedate-looking government clerks
and the most preposseseing secretarles ate
ready to steal Into our confidence and obtain
at once our handkerchlef, our friendship, and
our watch? They say he has not lost a whit
0f his coolness in prison.. Beis a curloslty.”

] gay, Paul,” sald a novelist, “if Bene-
‘dlct doesn't go, let me go In his place. I
want a oharaoter for my next novel, and
there's one ready made.”

« My dear fellow, the slmplest way will be
to oompile Marc- Mauduit's notes and doco-
ments and make a Isrge volume out of them,
entitled ¢ Memoirs of Fleur ¢’Eohafaud.’ ¥ou
will sell fiity thousand copies, I wager.”

s Besldes, you wlll save your imagination
so much,” sald Gildas; “thedrama iz com-
plete,” i

« How'r that ?”

U Well, it scems,” sald the poet, ¢ that
Flear a'Echafsud belongs to an excelleat
family. B8tolen by a sort of female Oaliban,
In revenge for her slster's death, the wrstch
at first placed little Marc in 8 circus or the
booth of a mountebank, or somesthing of that
gsort, Ower and above this education on the
tight-1ope she had him taught Latin and
Greek to disguise him the more., In this
new skin he came out as you know, and will
end as you can foresee. It seems that thie
moneter of a womai revealed the whole thing
to his parents.” :

« That explalns Fleur d’Echataud’s attempt
to eecape,” sald the painter. « His famtly
farnished the means, and his early trafning
at the cirous did the rest; if bis foot had not
slipped in ollmblng & wall, he would have
beon off to America,” .

% So you see it 18 as I sald, a perfect drama,”
sald Glldas,. -

#] must have a falk with my publisher
about it” sald the author; « in a fortnight it
would briog In twenty thousaod francs.”

“ Will you oome, Benediot?” asked the
orayon artist,

“ No, no," sald he, shnddering.

Gildas took an opportunity to whisper to
the artist :

# Never speak of the Pomereu) family before
Benediot.”

The shads of sadness on Bsnediot's face was
deeper than before,

The young man, however, feeling that he
was but a gorry bost, made an effort, and
tlsing, filled the glassee of pink orystal with
champagne, saylng cheerlly, : .

‘ Keep me company, boys. Let us drink
once more to the future, to joy, fame, happ!-

all that will glve us nsw life.”

Benedict dralned the glass, at the’ very:
moment that a young man,coming to the
door, stopped 1n surprise upon the threshold.
But the sculptor recognized him, and rushed
forward, eagerly selzing him by both hsuds,

¢« Xavier, old fellow 1" he éald cordially, -
. Most of the company kmew Pomereul, and
greeted him warmly. They had often met
him in the resorts most freqtented by men of
fashion, the theatre, club, 'race-course.: A
serles of questions followed to:which; he
found some diffionlty in replylng all &t once:
“What has become of ‘you ?*- -“We never see
you anywhere,” #Are you 'going to ran
aguin?’ vHave you been travelllng?” - - °

#Good heavens 1’ cried Xavler, “one at:a
time. "My story will be a surprise to you,” -

;| had thirty thoussnd franca."

¥ “Yes; I did not tell you all,

nees, to all that cen bring us forgetiulness, to |

-tonlshing 1y that:aftsT paying for ever "
farniture; ‘horses, carrlages, 'jewﬂlleryl ylhsl;ﬁ'

" «But your father left s
xnonIey."l

# 1 inolude my share of what he "
Xavier, #] can tell you, mol:?;'v o
guick in‘that little : lower~strewn path cg:ﬁ'
.6d Parlelan life.. . We buy at exorbitan;
‘prices, we throw motey about like prince,
we g0 into all kinds of coatly ecesnirieltiey
and then some mornlng comes the crash, apg
j::edend of 1t. is we ruin ourselves or'om
l!emeﬂapm:fpla.E I 'ra.ther prafarred rulzing my.

-4 But what did youa do wi
tho%:’?i francs ?° gzid ona, th the thicty

“'What would you have do it 7"
ssked Xavier o tho aathor. e With it

v] ghould have taken the train ¢
and spent it there In trying to makoanzInoz::cg

"IAn‘;i yt]:':(ll ;” to the crayon artiat, '

4] shon ave gone back
to the old life? . © for six montty

«But after that?”

uAfter that I would have b
seu;vc’l’Afthue.” coome & Obas.

“Well, I am not ot the same min
‘of you,” eald Xavier. ©I made updx:;m,;
to llveon my income.”

«Fifteen hundred franos a
never " :

4 But I could earn something besldes.

#«How? Youcan do nothing, Xevier

#I could do nothing ; I learned.”

« What 7"

* Book-keeping, and became cashier of gy
factory.”

# That's: a good joke,” crled a chorug of
volces,

# Do yoy think I am
to Benediot.

“No," gaid Benediot,in a voice of desp
emotion,

# Now gee,” sald Xavler, his good-humore
voloe tinged with bitterness, i we generally
say to ourselves and others, when we an
throwlng money right and left, that twe are
leading a jolly life.” But it is false. - We do
not get the worth of our money., We ast
highly epiced food and drink wines that raln
our digestion.. The doctors live at our ex
pense. Our hories do not always come In
first on the turf. The cards decelve us. W
pass our nights talking nonsense or dealing
out bits of pasteboard, ‘The jewellers laugh
at us, Af thicty we have no fortuns, o
horses, no iliuslons. One chance remains to
us, Worn ont and blase, we marry soms
young girl who does not understand uns, and
would despise ue If she could know our past
lfe. Too often even this is only a means of
retrieving our fortunes, that we may puorsus
the same oareer, In a few months we
begin to megleot our wife, and thers s one
more unhappy woman added to the long list,
For my part, I followed the example of those
eaveges in some part of Oceanica. They
have idols to whom no sacrifice is too costly.
They load them with gifts, sending up ardent
prayers all the while; but if it happens that
the idols do mot grant the desires of thelr
worshippers, if they receive their offerings
without repaying them in pleasure, martial
glory, or happloess, the eavages snatch them
from the altar, epit upon them, ineult them,
trample them under foot, and end by setting
fire to them or throwing them into the sea,
I have done likewise. My idols deceived me,
I laughed them toscorn and hroke them.”

st And ars you bappy now 7" sald Benedict,

« Perfectly,” sald Xavier. 1 bave sleep,
health, good temper. L take an interest Ina
huudred things that I never knew the value
of before. I was a worthless spendthrift, now
I am good for somethbing.”

« But who worked this miracle ?”

My brother firat” sald Xavier gravely,
4then a young girl”

«A young girt "

great deal o

year? Why,

Jjoking " gaid Xavigr

1 am golog
to be married.

#To an helress "

“No, to a poor orphan.
yet she is satisfied”

¢« What 18 her name ?”

t: A very obscure one—Loulse Dubols, You
do not know her, Her father, an honest and
honorable man, was eur cashier for foity
years.”

Benedict wrung his frlend’s hand.

The others, seelng that the breakfast was
golng to end in a serlous conversation, took
thelr leave, and Bsnedict, with besting
heart, found himself alone with Xavler.
The young men had nof seen each  other for
two years. Bonediot had fought all duslog
the war. When pescs was concluded, snd
Jean Machu's confestion had exonerated
Xavler, Sablne besought him not to go near
Benedict. His name always woke new Eor
row in her breast. She knew that he had for
gotten her, or was trylug to forget; that the
talent ehe was once so proud of had been
applled to lower uses. Through the papen
she learned of Benediot’s new succeas, and
henceforth 'a gulf. opensd betwéen them.
Loving -him too much mnot to suffer, and toe
courageous not to etruggle against her gorrow,
she strove to concesal it from every one. Bul
Xavier was not deceived by his sister's sppa-
rent serenity, and in apite of her request and
his promise resoived to find out for himeelf If
Benedlot did not ahars in her regret. He
knew it was 8o at the firat word Benedlch
spoke, and at the first glance he gave him.
The very way In which he took his hands
the volce in which he uttered his namé
snfficed to show that Sabine’'s mem-
ory survived all elee,. Scarcely wers they
alone, when Benedict sald In a voioe of much
emotion,

# Why did you never come all this long
time 7"

. «I knew you were busy and happy,” Bsld
Xavier. :

i Happy 1" repeated Benediot, shaklng his

head,
u T'o-morrow 18 the opening of the Salvn
and you are to exhibit your great work to the
judges; but its smocesa s already brufted
abroad : Saall I be the only one who basnot
geen this fnarvel of modern art?”

Benedlot polnted to the group.

« Go and look atit,” he said.

Whilet Xavier was examining the foun-
tain, Banediot threw himselt upon a sofs snd
buried his head in his hands. Xavler stood
along ‘time befors  the group.. When b8
o:me- tack to his frlend’s : side, hie sald aim-

¢Lt 16 really very fine, .very fine.”. .

But he spoke without enthuslasm, and in 8
tone which betrayed some. hidden - emotiond.

wTell me the truth,”. -sald. Benedict all 8¢
once in’ a troubled voloe.: .I'-want.to hest
from.your lips-the.trath, terzible though ft b9

I have nothing,

“All the better,” eald the journalist; #I am

Continued on 3rd page. .
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