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wood-path. and could now discern, through one of its bowery archways, the
sparkling of the littie fountain that played before one of the three entrances to
the pavilion, and another turn of the sylvan puzzle would have brought him to
the spot ; but in his impatience he lost the well-known clue, and in a moment
found bimself at the back, instead of the front of the small temple. The
corner would have been rounded at three steps; but at that critical moment, a
word spoken by the most vehement of the fair colloquists-spoken at the
highest key of a voîce, whose powers Walter was now for the first time fully
aware of-arrested bis steps as by art magic. His own name was uttered,
associated with words of such strange import, that Walter's astonisbment, overe'
powering bis reflective faculties, made him excusable in remaining, as he did,
rooted to the spot, a listener ta what passed within.

That strange colloquy consisted, on one side, of taunts, and accusations,
and menaces. On~ the other, of a few deprecating words-a sigh or two-and
samething like a suppressed sob-and lastly, of an assurance, uttered with a
trembling voice, that the speaker Ilneyer had barboured the slightest thought
of betraying the secret she was privy ta, or entertained any hope less humble
than to be permitted to stay unnoticed and unremembered in ber own home "- where she Ilwould be equally uncared for," was probably her heart's mut-
tered conclusion, for the word home trembled on ber tangue, and sbe burst into
an agony of tears.

Neither the gentle appeal, nor the gush of distressful feeling in whicb it
terminated, seemed ta teacb the beartless person ît was acidressed to, for there
was no softening in the voice with which, as she quitted the pavillion, she
issued ber commands, that on her return some hall -hour bence, Ilthe letter
should be finisbed, and flot more stupidly than usual, or it would be à refaire."
And so departed the iniperious task-mistress, and as ber steps died away, and
the angry rustling of ber robes, the tinkling of the little founitain was again
heard chiming with the stock-doves' murmurs, and within the temple all was
pràfoundly still, except at intervals a smothered sob, and then a deep and
heart-relieving sigb, tbe last audible token of subsiding passion. And Walter
was stili rooted, spell-bound-irmmavable in the samne spot. Lost in a confusion
o f thoughts, tbat left himn scarcely conscious of bis own identity, of the reality
of the scene around bim, or of the strange circumstances in wbich be found
hiniself s0 suddenly involved-more tban a few moments it required to restore
to bim the p'ower of clear perception and comprehension, but not one, wben
that was regained, to decide on tbe course lie shauld pursue.

Quickly and lightly be stepped round the angle of tbe building to tbe side
erîtrance (like the two otbers, an open archway), through which his eye glanced
over the wbole interior, tili it rested on the one living object of interest. At
smre little distance, with ber back towards him, sat la petite Madelaine, one
elbow. resting on the table befare ber, ber bead disconsolately bowed on the
suppartîflg band, wbicb baîf concealed ber face; tbe other, with a pen held
ncrvously by the small fingers, lay idle beside the half-finisbed letter outspread
before lier. Once she languidly raised her head and looked upon it, with a
seerning effort dipped ber pen in tbe ink, and beld it a moment suspended. aveî
the line to be fillIed up. But tbe task seemed too painful ta ber, and with e
heavy sigh she suffered ber bead to drop aside inta its position, and her band.
still loosely holding the inactive pen, ta fall listlessly upon tbe papier. Durini
this short pantomime, Walter bad stolen noîselessly across the matted floor, tc
the back of Madelaine's cbair, and knowing ail he nom, knew, feit no con
scientiaus scruple about the propriety of reading over ber shoulder the content,
of the unfinished letter. They were but what be was prepared to see, and yei
his *trance of amazement was for a moment renewed by the ocular demonstra
-tioxi to the truth of wbat bad been bîtherto revealed to one of bis senses only
The letter was ta himself-tbe reply ta bis last, addressed ta Mlle. de St
H4ilaire--the continuation af that delightful series he bad for the last twelve
monîli nearly been in the blissful habit of receiving froni bis adored Adrienne
Here was tbe saine autograpli-the samne tournure de phirase-the same ton(
of thought and feeling (thougli less lively and unembarrassed than in ber earlie
letters)-and yet the band that traced, the mind that guided, and tbe beart tha
dictated, were the band and mind and beart of Madelaine du Résnél 1

IlMadelaine 1 dear Madelaine 1 I were the first whispered words by whicl
Walter ventured ta make bis presence known ta lier. But low as was tb<
wbisper-gentle as were the accents-a tbunder-clap conld not have producet
an effect more electric. Starting fromn ber seat with a half sbriek, she woulh
have fallen ta the ground from excess of agitation and surprise, but for Walter',
supporting arm, and it required a world of sootbing and affectionate gentlenes
ta restare ber ta any .degree of self-possession. Hier flrst impulse, an regainnl
it, was the hanourable one of endeavouring to remove fram Walter's observatiol
the letter that bad been designed for bis perusal under circumstances so dii
ferent; but quiétly laying bis hand upon the outspread paper, as sbe turned ti
snatch it front the table, witli the other arm lie gently drew ber fromn it ta himi
self, and with a smile in wbich there was more of tender than bitter feeling
said-"l It is too late, Madelaine-I know all-wbo could bave tbougbt yoi
sucb a littie impostar 1"1 Poor little Madelaine 1 neyer was mottai maiden si
utterly confounded, sa bewildered as she, by the detection, and by ber owi
hurried and almost unintelligible attempts to deprecate what, in the simplicit
of ber heart, she fancied must bc tbe higli indignation of Walter at her shar
of the imposition so long practised on bim.

Wbetber it was that, in the cours *e of ber agitated pleading, she spiei
relenting in the eyes ta which bers were raised so imploringly, or a sarnethitn
even more encauragillg in their expression, or ini tbe pressure of the hand
which clasped bers, upraised in the veliemence of supplication, certain it i
tbat she stopped short in the middle of a sentence...witb a tear in ber eye an.
a blusli on her cbeek, and somnetbing like a dawning smile on the lip that sti
_quivered with emotion, and that "lLe bon Walter"I magnanimously illustrate
byr his conduct tbe backneyed Maxim, that

"Forgiveness te the injured doth belong,"_

and thiat plenary ab solution, and perfect reconcilition, were granted and effecte(
may be tlirly inferred from the testimany of the nliller's wife, wbo, stîi linge
ing 'at the, thresbold wben tbe grey twiliglit was -brigbtening into cloudle!
mýoonliglit, spie.d Walter and Madelaifle advancing slowly down the dark ches
nuitavenue, mo intnt ini earnest conversation (doubtless on grave and weighl

The night was dark; only a far-off gleama on the horizon gave faint and doubtful promitse
of a better day. The low rumnbling of recent thunder rolled in the distance. Flashes Of

ligbtning ever and anon told of an atmosphere still charged with electricity, even if this hee
not been proclaimed by the suiphurous and stifliiig air. .

But 'what is this discord hat bursts upon the darkness?
Squeakings and sbriekings, groanings and gaspings, grumblings in veiledl basso 'Profi4nd'

alternating with squeals in agonizing a/to,,confusion worse confounded of sharps and 1iats,
dominants and subdominants, crotchets and quavers, diplomatic semitones and undiplomlatic
protests-mingled squawkings as of strings pulled many ways, blaringa as of brasa, wailiDe
as of wind-

Neyer did more horrible charivari make night more bideous.
" -Confound the cats 1"i murmured Punch, as he turnedl uneasily on bis hot and rumpled

pillow.
14Not cats, master," growled Toby, from his post of guard at the bedside ; only the

Berlin Orchestra tuning for the European Concert."
It was hard te believe that the lcng-promised coneewas comin .g off at-jast. But PunIch

can trust bis watchdog.
The master was wide-awake at once, up and dressed, and deep. in the let of Principýâ

performers which Toby kadi hazided to bim.
Beaconsfield and Bismarck to alternate the duties of conductor and first fiddle ; Salisbul7

for Beaconsfield's second fiddle ; Schouvaloff, big dnim and leader of the Russian lH00I
Band; Andrassy, ophicleide ; Waddington, flute and French cor de chasse ; Corti, viol dIt
gamba; Mehemet, cymbals, tambourine and Turkisa crescent; Roumnanian Guzla, Grecit
lyre, Jew's.barp and other minoir instruments incidental to the concerts by Messrs. Bratiart0,
Delyannis, the leaders of the Israelitish Alliance, and others.

"4Quite a star orchestra," murmured the master. ilWbat a pity tbey didn't get it
together two years ago 1 Why ahould Europe have hadl to wade ber way te her concert
tbrougb a sea cf blood, &cross a waste cf war strewed with hideous wreck cf massacre,
athwart misery untold-binine and deatb, and outrage worse than death ? And wbat a dis-
cord by way of introduction 1 But the more trouble in tuning,' the more chance, let us hopel
cf harmony to comne."

So saying, but with a sigh cf misgiving, Punch made his way to *the concert 'roomi
through a double row cf special correspondents who bowed respectflilly as he passed.-

Beaconsfield, baton in hand, was at bis side in a îwinkling-leaving bis seat for a moment
te Salisbury, bis second fiddle, who seemed ill at ease under the new responsibility. Was he
thinking cf the Cenference of Constantinople, and whaî it came te ?

i What can 1 do for you, my dear and illustrions confrere?"I exclaimed Beaconsfield,
blendly, as he made a movement to teke Punch's hand.

"Let me sec your programme," said Punch, politely waiviiug te proffered courtesy.
"0f course 1 have settled il aIl beforeband with Schouvaloff and Bismarck-but on*ly

provisionaliy," bastily observed Beaconsfield.
IlSomebody must settle, I rejoined the master, "or we should have the mnusic in a nice

muddle. But you ougbt te have taken vie into ceuncil."1
Beaconsield, for once, blusbed, as he handed Punch a papier.
litYou will sec it is by no megns as Scheuvaloff would have bail it,"1 he continued, confl-

placently. IlSt. Petersburg teste is berbaric. They understand notbing but brasa and wind ;
and their best players are aiways niling false notes. We have modified the Panslav move-

*ment very considerably ; cul short thc Russian Marcit, and aitogether suppressed Ignatieff's
*Overture te the Siege cf Constantinople; besides curtailing tbeir Bulgarian symphony, Of

which there wes ridiculously toc much. It is true we have given them lthe « Blaue Donau
Waltz, "witb the Sofia, Shumia and Varna variauions, the Bessarabian sçcherzo, and the Batouma
barcarole, but en revanche we have restored. the 1i alkali passages for the Turkish band."

1 "But bow about the integrity and independei.ce of the Ottoman? "
* Beeconsfield shrugged bis shoulders. "lA mere faron de prer. Wc 1%now whet that

sort cf thing mean,," he edded with a smile. "1Ail very well for a Jingo air ai music halls,
but in a Europran concert I "-and he winked, and aîl but whistled as be put bis finger te bis
nose, wilh an air cf infinite significence. " lBut there was ne alternative. AndrGsýsy bas bee
ver troublesome. We ail know he bas a difficult part te play, but hie will play il, 4n bis awI'
lime and way, ne malter ait whet risk cf lte general harniony. It is arranged, that the
Viennese troupe are te leed the Bosnian and Herzegovinian concerto. If tbey don'î id

-themselves in a mess before they have donc-but that is their affair. As for England"-
* ilYou will allow nie a voice," inteiposedl Punch, flrmly, Ilwben it cernes te the Englisei

part cf the programme. Tbough I am net precisely a Wagnerian, in the European concert
England must go in for the ' music cf the future,' witb peace and progress, justice and national
right for ber key notes. Ah, if we could only cut down the military bands, Gennen er'd

t French, Austrian and Russian, alike I Amnidst the overpowering din cf big drums endý
trumpets, trombones, fifes and bugles, the European concert xnay yet end in a worse charivalmi
than tbis wiîh wbicb il opens."

r lAt ail events, I hope you'll like my settinig cf Humpty Dumpty?" anxiously whispered
Beeconsfield, Ilwhatever the Turks may bave te say te it."

"The less cf that air the better," said Punch; "at leest, without an English conduct r

for the Turkish instruments, and one wbom Engiand can trust. At any rate, ycu hall bette-r
jlet me give you a lead. Ilere is my mnusic bock."

Se saying, Punch placed on the stand bis

s 5EVENTV-FOURTH VOLUME,
and with Beaconsfieid still nominally in possession of the baton, but weil under puncb's eyeW

Sproceeded to Educate the Educator.

Gilmore's Band bas Iately broken up. A fair success attended their efforts in, Engai(
and Ireland ; but tbeir subsequent visits to France and Germany proved a failure. In the
latter country the advance agent absconded with $500.

Thle Marie Royal Concert orgenizatien wiil censist cf the following :-Madame F155131
Signer Frapolli and Mr. Carleton, under the management of Colonel Mapleson.* e

TIE ACCIDENT INSTIRANCE Co. OF CANADA la now issuing Policies and Perinits 2Travel, covittng ail accidents by land or water-fatal or non-fatal-at th, sane rate which had hithertbe
eharged for Iflaurances covering acde,,tal dek aly Y=e beyond the limita of Canada. An Tnsra11C
115,0w If killt, or Sz eelc if injured, for a Iheemnta trip t0 Europe ilst now only#$aS in tht, Coca"
Party. The liead Offic at to,3 St, Francoja Xavier Street.-En)wAR RAWLU.=s, Manager.-Adc4.

matters), that they passed through the gate, and by the door where she stood,
without once looking to the right or left, or, in consequence, observing their old
friend as she stept forward to exchange the evening salutation. The saine
deponent, moreover, testified, that (from no motive of curiosity, but motherly
concemn for the safety of Madelaine, should Walter strike off into the road to
Caen, leave her at that late hour to pursue her solitary way through the Manoir)
she took heed to their further progress, and ascertained, to her entire satisfac-
tion, that so far from unknightly deaertion of his fair charge, Walter (seemingly
inclined to protect his guardianship to the last possible moment) accompanied>
her tbrough her home domain tili quite within sight of the Chateau, and even,
there lingered so long in bis farewell, that it might have tired out the patience
of the miller's wife, if the supper-beil had not sounded from the mansion, and
broken short as kind a leave-taking as ever preceded the separation of dearest
friends.

MUSICAL.

THE BERLIN CONCERT-A PREFACE FROM PUNCH.


