182

; CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

Marcn 24,- 1883,

WHENCE AND WHITHER.

This is what he aid, in brief,
Sekaza, the Kaffir chief,
To the Frenchman, Arbrousset,
As beneath the palws they lay :
** T shepherded that time my flock
Twelve long yeurs ; then on a rogk

-1 sat me down, thereon to mark
What would happen in the dark.
Questions sad I arked, and nene
Aunswered—coulid not answer one ;
Nay,mrself [ could not answer;
Nor can any living man, §ir,
Though as wise as your Voltaire,
But I'wander, Msieu—where?
Ah! who made the Stars? aod whoe

- Taught them their dances in the biue ?
Do the Waters, swift and bright,
As they fow from mory to night,
Never weary of their race?
Whenee and whither, to what Place?
Where do they find rest,
In what arms, sud on what Breast ?
Whence aud whithér go the Clouds.
In wedding garments, and in shrouds?
Such imyperishable erowds !
Whither away,
By night and day, R
Like shadows o'er a magie glass,
Do they pass, nud pass, and pass?
Weeping vut themselves in rain,
They are falling now again.
Who scnds them,
Aud ends them? 5
And who, when all is done. befriends them?
We have many 4 sharp diviner
{Though vur French sacants are iner),
But they do not teteh the rain,
Tor they have no means of making it.
Nor any chance of brenkinf it:
Nor de I see them, though I wateh well,
Go for it, either to Heaven or Hell:
But semehow they seem to have the spell.
1 can not seethe Wind,
Above, before, behind.
1 know not whence it g,
Whether from bale or bliss;
But ali the same [ know it,
Four I am what you eall a poet.
I {cel whut makes it cume and go,
And rage and werry and ruar,
For I live. you see, on the shore
Wheze the blasts of Afrie blow.
But I shall uever know
How the luseious corn doth grow,
Yesterduy—yes. 1t was yesterday—
There was not a biade of grass in my field,
Thatis thick te-day as a warrior's shield ;
For. look to-day. and ook far away,
It is fresh and green,
And the sky over all i screne.
Who pave 1itthis power to bring forth ?
Who and what, save the Earth,
Who folds us ullin her brosd srns® girth,
This yvoungold Mother, the Earth ¥

L H. Stobtarp. in Harper's.

A NIGHT'S REVELATION.

TUE NIGHT REYOLE,

I

There were no guests among the large aud
brilliant compaypy gathered at Judge Gerarda’s
dioner-table who had any suspicion that their
host was any less comfortable, or any less de-
voted to their entertainment, than appeared on
the surface. Ontwardly he was himself the
gifted, witty and popular gentleman.

A telegram  was silently conveyed to him
upon a salver which hela a couple of wine
glasses. He had so ordered in anticipation of
its arrival, and, without atiracting the least
attention, he opened it quickly and read the
few words it contained :

* Have a clew which will take e from the city

for a few hours. No news, hut reason to hope.”

He crushed the paper in his hand, and con-
tinued the relation of an anecdote at which his
friends were Jaughing, and which the reading
of the despatch had not interiupted,

1t was two hours later when, leaving the gay
company which filled the. drawing-room, he
went with quick steps and tightly-drawn breath
to the apartment overhead—his wife's room.
Its size and magnificence, though scarcely re-
vealed by the dim gaslight, was in perfect ac-
cord with the rest of the mansion. Ashis hand
touched the chandelier, he started back with an
exclamation :

¢ Alval ch, Alva!”

A woman knelt near him, beside a lounge in
the. pillows of which she had buried her face.
Her figure in a black dress, heavily trimmed
with crape, and in that attitude seemed incon-
gruous not* only with the brilliant surround-
ings, but with the wusic and light laughter
which floated upwards from the room belovw.
She rose to her feet at the sound of the judge’s
voice.

« And I thought it was my wife,”’ be said, in
a slow, set tone,

““Has nothingjbeen heard of her yet I’ his
companion asked. ‘

*¢ Nothing.”

“What.ure you doing about it? What do
yrn care about it?'’ she demanded, fiercely.
““ You meet your guests—you laugh with them

~ a& if nothing had bappened, while all the time
t:y poor sister may be——-" k

““Helen! It isn’t possible that you would be
wi'ling for the whole world to know this thing
tiat ro one peed suspect, ever, if it is rightly
wanaged, if ——* ’

It is a question of a few hours,” Mrs. Car-
roll responded, bitterly. *‘You've done weli,
ne daubt, so far. Bnt are you wild enough to

suppose that thiy state of thinga can last 1"

t* Four the few hours, yes, il!’yon will help me
a« you bave done, There are others working
f. ¥ us—you should not forget that.”’

‘ You are more patient than 1,"" his sister-in-
law replied, still with the same bitterness,
‘*“and mrore hopeful alen. Go down again. Do

not let them miss you. 1 will come present-

v ”

Judge Gerarda turned slowly and walked out
of the room. A servaut wet him at the landing
with another despatch.

*“Go to Mile. Do S8assure’s early to-merrow. 1lave
reason tobelieve that she has some intormation.”

He looked at his watch—past eleven o' clock.
Ths company below would not separate for an
hour yet. Mlle, De Sessure lived three miles
from the city. He must proceed cautiously,
and evidently must wait till the next day, as
the detective had iustructed him.

A lady, one of his guests, met him at the foot
of the stairs. -

“ Mrs, Gerarda is no worse, I hope 1"*

““Thank you, no; though greatly regretting
her inability to join you this evening-”

¢ Her regret cannot equal ours. It is really
impossible not to envy Mrs. Gerarda her infmit-
able powers as a hostess. | generally leel quite
wicked on that account whenever | accept her
hospitality.”

“Then,” replied the gentleman, smiling,
“you cau to-night have a clear conscience as
some compensation lor her absence.”

Early the next moruing a card was brought
to Mlle. De Sassurs in her studie. It bore the
name *‘‘Kenneth Gerarda,” sud, without any
delay, she rose and went to the parlor to meet
her guest.

“Your call has changed my plans for the day,
Judge Getarda,’’ were the first words spoken by
the lady after the ordinary greeting.  lu them-
selves they might not have sounded particular-
ly gracious, but the tone and the expression
upon the face of the vivacious Frenchwoman,
was equivalent to astatement that the call was
a most welcome one, and the plavs such as she
was glad to modify fur the sake of it.

‘1 am very sorry,”” the judyge began——

“1 am never sorry to be spared a trip to the
city,” she interrupted. ‘“ But I heard yesterday
of your wife's illness.”’

““ And you were intending to call upon her

“1 was.”

¢ 1 hope it will be but a {ew days before she
can see her friends again.  This is only a tem-
porary seclusion. 1 drove out this morning to
bring her order fur another fan to be painted
exactly like the last oue—zthe pink satiu with
which she was o much pleased. It is an ex.
quisite piece of work, mademoiselle. 1 sug-
gested its duplieate as an acceptable birthday
gift to her niece, Mrs. Carroll s daughter.”

‘1 thauk you. And I can have—how much
time ¥’

¢ Oh, a week or two.
sary.”’

The question had taken him a little off his
guard. In fact he was thinking of something
yuite different from painted fang or birthday
presents. He did not prolong his call, or his
business errand, as he chose to have it under.
stood, and Mle. De Sassure, with a smile of the
profoundest satisfaction, stood watchiug him
as he entered his carriage.

As :he turned trom the window, she came
face to face with u lady, who, coming from a
room separated from the parlor by n porfiere,
was also watehing the gentleman’s departure,

¢ Ah, Mrs. Gerarda, I was right in thinking
that there was & possibility of his coming here.
I was glad to kwnow that you were Learivg
every word of the cunversation. Aud Low
little he intend-d to have e suspect the teal
object of his call.”

“ You made it easier for. yoursell thun | could
have belinved possible, mademoiselle. You will
never know how grateful I am tor the protee.
tion, the sympathy ——""

¢ Grateful " mademniselle exclaimed, with
one of her most extravagant gestures. * Ah,
what did you not do for me through my hari
times ! The orders you got for e ! The fiiends
you found for me! Oh, Mrs. Gerarda, if there
is anything to be said about gretitwle, 1 am the
oune tu sayit!”

DBut the lady whom she addressed seemed
scarcely to hear her. With white face aud tear.

i

Three weeks if neeces.

they burt her, she leaned agrinst the window
frame, her eyes fixed upon the road down which
the carriage had long since disappeared. It was
a shock but no surprise to Mlle, De Sa-sure when
an instant afterwards, with a few inarticulate
words, shc‘fel.l senseless at her friend’s feet,

I1.
AN EVENING'S INTERVIEWS, .

“Poor fellow! Dut I wonder if he really
thinks I'l] consent to any such nonsensical ar.
rangement 1"

Marcia Navarro crumpled in her hand the
letter she had been reading—signed Louis Harl.
burt and tossed it from her. Evidently any
impression which it had made was dismissed in
the same easy manner. She readjusted the
pillows of the luxurious lounge upon which she
was lying, and turnid her attention to the hox
of confectionery in her lap. .

As the clock struck eight Judge Gerarda en-
tered the house and room with an unmistakable
air of proprietorship. The lady rose and re-
ceived him with a most affectiouate greeting.
“I'm thankful you’ve comr, Kenneth,” she
exclaitned, in a tone of profound satisfaction.
“]If you bhad the least idea of the intolerable
stupidity of this place—well, you wouldn’t
wonder at my being glad to see n dogt”
Kenneth Gerarda smiled grimly as he seated

himself in a large arm-chair which she pushed
towards him.

less eyes, over which she passed her hand as if 1%,

i

“ Rather an equivocal statemont, Marcia,*’
he remarked. .

She gave her shoulders nu expressive shrog,
and drawing an ottoman close to his teet, seated
herself upon it and crossed her arms upon his
knee. ) )

\What's happened to.day 1" she asked, after
a little silence which he showed no disposition
to break. ‘“Are you in oume of your critical
moods to-night ¥' she added, a little sharply,
as he did not answer her. .

He looked abiout the room, his glance taking
in everything npon which his eyes rested. 1t
was 1 splendidly furnished apartment, but lit-
tered to a point of disgraceful confusion, i

It 1 were disposed to be critical,’”” he said,
after & loug pause, touching with his foot a
fashion magazine thrown face downwards upon
the tloor, and pointing to a slipper lying not far
off.  **1 might remark upon the shameful dis-
order which you kuow always aunoys we.”’

Y 1t would not be the first time,”” she retort-
ed, hotly, rising and stepping backwards as she
spoke,

“So much the worse !” .

“You came here to-night on purpose te tind
fault with me, it appears.”

1t was piain enough that if, us the adage has
it, it takes two to wake u quarrel, she wouil
not be slow in doing her part. .

¢ QOne must be painfulty punectilious to satis-
fy you—and then you're not satistied,’” she went
on. ‘“Thatisn’t my style, as you kuow, and
it's too late to change mie, us you also ought to
kuow."”

“'I'his is childish, Murcia!  Where were you

yvesterday ¥* he demanded, almost fiercely.
T «¢] took a drive through the Park~veiied,
as usual, 1o spoil all the pleasure.  What o
it " she added, as she saw the heavy frowu
gathering on his face. **Am L to be buried
alive in this dungeon of & house because you
ATge— —— ”

** Because 1 command you to keep indoors ¥
he iuterrupted. *‘ Yes, and ] expeet you to
obey me.” .

“ As righteously asyour wife does, I suppose,
she sneered.

“ Take care, Mareia!”

He spoke the words under his breath, and the
look which accompanied them positively made
her quail. )

-« Kenneth,” she said, gently, and laying her
hauds carclessly on his shenlder, * what piea-
sure is there in yuarreling? You know [ seidon
rebel in anything. 1 try to be satistied here,
but 1Us dreadtully lonesome sometimes,  [t's a
chiange tromn Cabifornia days —like going trom
a eirets to a Sanday-schuol ; but Pmomore
used to the cireus, and I like it a great deal
better.”

“Of course you do.  Buat it's a change from
Sunday-school te circus lor me,” he saund, with
a short luugl, ¢ Wuatif 1 should teit you
that my wile—Alva—nad left my hotse, wnd vn
your secount ¢

© What 17

It was plain that Marcia Nuvarro's surprise
was us great as he had anticipated.

“ 1t 1a four days sinee | nave seen or heard
from her,” he went on. - Sae ordered the
carriage lust Tuesday morning to go shopping,
and found—as a defective huas stuee fonad tor
me—_ihat | had the day before nodered @ cames
batr shawl 1o be sent io suy uifice,  She has
threv herse., you understamd.”

“ Bat stie Knows notiting of me "

© Unfortanmatety, she does. She came iute
the library s week o two ago when | was wiit-
iug you a note. Sue saw it ; she could not help
it—your nawe, I mean-—for she stovped wver to
kiss me."*

“Aua then 777 the woman demanded, impu-
tiently.

“ It was a shock to her——] saw that--bue she
asked no questions, showed no hiffeience ta her
manner to we alwerwands, untit—-~  Nothing
coulid have convineed me that I oue night put
one of your hundkerchiefs into my pocket ex-
cept the fact thaut the next wmorning i was lying
on my dressing-table—anl it was warked witu

our name,”’

“And shesawlit 7

**She sawit.”’

“It's a sort of adorativn—ler love for you,
you say "

“Yex, and the only fault she has iu the world
is a touch of the jealousy which: sv inevitably
accompanies such fove.”’

“ Where did she go after her shopping 17

¢ She ordercd the coachinan to return home,
saying she would follow ut her leisure. Tt wax
the last seen of her.”

‘“And what are yon doing—what have you
been doing about it .

* Everything ! Everything that can be done
by money and detective skill without making
the matter public. What 1 can’ do next re.
maius to be seen,”

Evideutly he did not choose to talk further
about it, and for some rmoments sat lost in
reverie.  As the clock struck nine, he rosc sud-
denly, caught up Ins hat, and kissing the
wotuun who rose’ wien he did, bade her good.
night, and lett the room as abruptly as he had
entered it. . i

His departure seemed o relief to her. She
looked at the clock again, comparing it with the
hietle jeweled watch which she wore, then picked
up the note that she had previously t‘hrown
uside, as & quick step came down the deserted
slreet.

There was the click of the night-key in the
front door, and steppiug in the hull, Marcia
Navarra greetedd her second guest with greater

atfection than she had shown towards the first,
With his arin close about her they went into
the room together, .

© What's this ¥’ :

He touched the folded paper iu her fingers.

“ Your note, Lounis.”

© You'vo not held it ¢ver sinee it came ¥’ he
asked with a little laugh.

¢ Suppose | should suy that I had, and had
read it twenty times, and—Lonis, you surely
were not in earnest when you wrote me that
you should leave me to eat my heart out in this
stupid hole while you ran over the world on—
business 1"’

She smiled up into his face with the expres.
siou of a siren, but something which she saw
there made her frown and deaw back from him u
little,

Y[ gaust, Marcia,” he said, in a tone which
implied the full meauning of the word.

She threw from her the note which she had
been holding. ** You shall not,” she exclaimed,
stauding erect,  “*I've monay enough for both,
if that is the consideration.”

* |t iy not nioney only, Marcia. You've heard
of friendship and honor, and—-—"

* I’ve heard o great deal of nonsense from a
good many people,” she retorted. 1 want
something else from you. We were going to
Europe next week. {1/ go, it T go alone 1"

“ Marcia ! Marcia !”

“Give up this business —at once— whatever
it is, or—go at onece.’” )

She ended the sentence tu a low, bard voice,
pointing to the door. He loved her better
than his own lite, but he gave no sigu of yield.
g,

“ Finish the work which you took from me
last wight and the night before that, but when
it i» done—if it is ever done—jyou need not look
for me hiere or elsewhere.  Now go "

Lewis Hurlburt left her without a word,

.
AVTER MIDNIGUT,

1t was mwidnight when Marica Navarro entered
her sleepiug-room, and at the same instant there
was @ sharp riug at the door-bell. 1t was a
strange sound atthat hour, and in that isvlated
loality. She took a pistol frum her dressing-
table, crossed the parior, and opening a bay-
window, stepped out upon u little balcony.

“Who are you! What Jo yvou want 1" she
demanded of the man who stood upoun the door.
steps.

* Mile. de Sassure, the lady liviog in the next
house, hax n friend with her who is very sick—
dying, we are afraid,  They are alone. If you
wonbi stay with thew, or send a servant while
b o ter a doctor—-—"

“ Pnough ! Don’t wait, 11 go myself,”

She wrapped & shawl about her head and
shouiders, and walked us rapidly as possible to
the pext house.

oh, 1am frightened to death ! Mlle. de
Sassure walied, as she met her. “My poor
friend 1™

She painted towards the Led upon which lay
Mrs. Geranda, unconscious, and as white as the
pitlow upon which she vested.  Mareia Navarro
stared violently as she looked at her,

“1 know whoshe is," she said, bluntly, “and
why she is here. I she dies, what will you have
tu say to her hushand, Judge Gerarda 1

Madeneiselle shivered,

s 0h, what ghall I do? Tell me ™

# Seud for him, The man who came for me
shall take the doctor's horse winle he waits hero,
There's no other way.”

“If she hives she will uever forgive me.
trusted in el

© 'l take the responsibility.”’

Asthe dector's carrisge drove up to the door,
she et the two men wno left it, made o hasty
explauation, and in another wiunte a messenug v
wis ou hiv way to the eity,

Judyge Geratdw appurentiy kept late hours, fur
a light was burning tn his library long atter mid-
night. Louis Hariburt, the detective, was sit-
tung with hun in close corference,

“ If yau trace her to New Orleans, as you
angrest,”” the judge was saying, A tap on the
window intentupted him.  He spranyg to his foet
and opened it.

¢ Alva !

But it was not his wile who stood there.  He
staggered back from the stranger who stood
there. Louis Hurlburt tosk his place.

¢ What is it 1"

¢ Judge Gerard’s wife iz at. Mile. de Sagsnre’s
house, very ill, I have comeo for him. 1 auw the
light and did not want to rouse the house.”

““You have a carringe !

“The doctorst He is with her,”

The detective turned andlaid his hand on the
Judge's arm.

“ Drive baek with him, | will follow luter
with your carriage and await your orders,”

“Stop for Mrs. Carroll on yuvar way, und
bring her with you,” the judge said, on leaving
him.

He learned from the messenger, during the
drive, that he was a neighbor of Mile. e Sns.
sure's, whose gervant was away that nizht ; that
a lady was staying with her, snother neighbor
aqueer, dashing sort of person, he hut heard,
though he had never senn her until thay night
—who lived in awysterions sort of way shut up
witis her servants. It was, thercfore, no surprise
to Judge Gerarda to encounter Marcia Navarro
as soon as heentered the house.

“ [ broke your orders aguin, Kenneth, but [
found your wife for you,” she explained, Hedid

She




