DMy and o sliow himself twier asday
. l‘}lﬂ:.

utis b never failed to find a parther fora ganie
of piquet. Al the neighbouring : tables ~the
other mentbers “of the club. played eards likes
wise.The play wis uot bigh, but-was néver.
tholess earried on with  the greatest ardour,
Conversation went on'in low toues, ~surh way
the custom, Auy  stranger whow cliagec-ae
auriositv Jed jute the elubroon, soon felt awk-
witrd and intrnsive amid this company of old
men, all busy shutling eards, marking poiuts
ar exehanging the whisperal  remarks which
the course of the gunmie called forth,” The mewn-
hers of the ¢ Cerele de Plsplannde™ were ac.
pounted fivst-rate players in ol Lunsl,
past tedr the gawes il generally ecowne to an
end, and by elaven o'clock the great rovn was
empty. Castniy Vineent wonld then go home,

When the wenther was fine; he took two or
thres tuens ot the Esplunude, and by halfpast
vleven was  in his sittingreom. A large
Jamp with a shade burned on the table ;) the
avening papers nml the letters of the Tast de-
Hvery were tndd out beside i€, Vincent read
for about halfan hour, el then passed into
his bedroou.  In stumier, befors nudressing,
it was his custow to stand for & while at the
window, f om  whenee he conld wee a park
whieh Tuy behind  the honse.  The rustling
wuarmur ef the trees seemind 1o bave n peenliar
v for him, He would stay listening o it
attentively for o long time, though bis coun-
tenaner betrayed  an emwotion, and yewained
calim ana serious as ever, Dat he would often
heave s deepe xigh as he turned away Trom the
window. In the winter time, he would spend
that Inst half-hour i front of the fire, his eyes
tixed on the dying enders, while his features
prvﬁel‘\‘t‘ll that same laok of (hnughtt'ul cotg-

the last hinshed sounds of nature.  Advuncing
years had mude Casimir Vineent a singularty
thonght{ul, serious, and taciturn man,

When the war with Germany broke out, M.
Vineent shared the fever of patriotisi which
took possession of all France,  Fromnerning

o night he read the papers 3 drew up plans for |
the vampaign, and  disenssed  the conditions

which shoult he imposed upon the vauquished
snemy, He had recovered the enthusissm of
his vouth, aud took the liveliest futerest in all
the burning questions of the day.

The it defeats proidneed a sort of stupefuc-
ttogr, though they did net shake his confi-
depr, ;

We will Gikeonr revenge,” hie suid 0 ©and
woitin the uorthern invaelers wio have dared
tre pollute the swred soil of Frawee &

atlin, atter the 3»[0:)-]}‘ battles ol Murs-ia.
up sl Gravelotte, came the feafnd news of
the vataatrophe of Sedan 2 aud then, ome foliow.
uy atgther, resounded the termible Blows wider
which Fravnee wias crashed by the fortane of
var s Steashbirg, Metz, Parig, 00 inte the
pever of the eneny, Whole avinies where ane
nihilatad e dod data caphivity ;s mew armies
were paisad, and were overtaken. by the same
fate 3 the nerthorn and eastern provinees of
Pranee - were Hke o vist cemetery, deenchied
with the noblest Ulood of the conntey, In the

south, in the  neighbaurhood of Luaed, lhv'l'vi
still

was fury or despair,camd in some cases 2
wors Lurowing beeling or tesignation. Casi-
wit Viaveut went abour hix business with the
wroof wghost, and his damby pentup sarvew
was pitiful to witness,  Stifl just as before the
wiir, he never failed (o go every morning to the
the

After peace had been conviuded, | evearything
rsumed s accustomed aspect, in the little
tawn which was far r«-llm\‘m‘ from the seat of
ilitary events.

mast to” have forgotten the wistortune which
I befallen his wouutey. o He seareely ever
spoke of the war, and never joinal in the gener-
al elamour tor revenge whiclurose on all sides.
But he grow daily more gloomy,  more sad,
rore taciturn, B his best frdends at Tast admit-
teed that * ol Vineent bl bevonie quite fm-
practivable.”

Viveent, however, continuesd to follow the
political questions of the day © he subseribed fo
~ote of the leading Paris wewspapers,  aud
spent the better part of the day veading them.

In Oetober, 1878, when the news spread that
the Comte de Chambord was gt)iug to nseend
the throne of his aneestors, the old  Legitimist
had a Inst Inrst of enthusiasm, -

“Toweuld die happy,” he said, {00t were
given to me tasee Menry V.ooat the head of
the country.”

The letter by which the Comte de Chambord
annibilated the hopes of the so.called #¢ fusion.
ists " eaused the banker - great shock.

“CThe King is right,” he said ;¢ he s adways
right ; but what'¢an be said of 0 conutry whep:
the foremost citizens dare to. propose o their
fegitimate - sovergign . 1o attain, by devious and
erooked poths, the thrope which God himsel
gave him? - Poor: France !

“Reng Sabatier, who had alwa¥ys been o fvenr-
ite with the banker, and who in his turn, felt s
renl affoction for him, beeame anxious ut last,
seeing him so.completely dispivited. - One vight
he accompanied hin liome, and took advantage
of the opportunity to question his old friend on

His saduess,

4“You are niot well.  You keem tired. What
in the -matter? Why do you not consult the

- tloetor?”

. “The doctor can do nothing for me,' replied

~ Vhicant, - T am bored, that's w1

¢ Pravel 3 bry.a change.”

AL hall-

Vineent, who had sustained §
no Joss of. fortune or of position, sppearad al-

i

banker; 1 bad forgatten it

CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

1 an as well at Lunel as 1 should be any-
where else,  Here, at least, 1am surrounded by
well-known faces, and T'have my regular oecu-
pations, which make the duys seewr less in.éup-
portably Tony.”

“Go to Paris,  1Uis my dreesm to go there,
Ab AT were rich and free like vou ! would
sturt this very night.” :

“Paris b Thanks for the wlvice ! No fany-
where vuthir thay there t Paris is the rain of
Franee ! Paris js the bivthplaee of the evils of
which we are wll dying ! The Revalution, the
Ewmpire, the war, the Connmune, all came from
Parts t . Paris has killed Franee ! Curse jg 7

Y Softly, softly, Papee Vineent,” replied Sa-
batier ; “*do uot Hly into sueh a passion. What-
ever you uiay say, Paris is the finest town in
the warld, Paris has its vices, | admit 3 bat it
britliant guadities make it the capital of civili-
sation?’

* Pray, spare me your Vietor JHngo phrases !
Yen, Paris ix verily the most civilised town in
the world, if by civilisation yon mean theé re-
verse of all that is natural and true,  Shall |
tell you what you, a provincial stranger, will
ind in Parix ¥ The tast tailors and the first
shoemakers  in the world 1 the best  hair-
dreasers  and feucing-masters 3 the  greatest
voquelfes aml the most profligate  women ;

the  most cheating hotel-keepers,  the most
selish  politicans,  and the most wonderful
sctors. That is all you, as a stranger, will see ;

ay 1o the Parls of work and sell-denial, it will
by hiklent from vou.  The honest folks of Paris
——and, thauk Heavel ! there nre some left--ida
uot. frequent the places where you go to seek
exciternent and see sights.  Busy with such

bwark, and ashamed of the encrvating pleasures
tesnplation with which he listened fa summer to

that strangers rash to so greedily, they know
Low to respeet their mourning conntry.  Their
houses would be closed to you, nor would they
be thrown open to me.  No, no, 1 will not go
to 'aris. Lonel 5 o dull town, 1 confess; 1 am
weury of the life [ el here @ it weighs me
dewn, and 1 long to have done with itz still, |
peefer it ta Jife in Paris*’

He patsed for a minute and bent his head as
it he were absarbed in paiuful reflections, then
he resutied slowly in a Jow veice, as though,
he were speaking to himself, ¢ Ay, indeed, life
in banel i doll and eolontless, ... dife in Paris
Is repigoant to we.o. o Life is unbearable
everywhere in Frunee.. . Formerly it was not
sa, and life then had an object 1 mnen lived,
men died at least for something, But what ean
I do now? Fold wy avms, aud impotently

P wituess the tuin of wy country.. ... AL s going,
o . Coa . 4 N :
Pt after the disasters of Forbach and Reich-

perishing, falling to pleces, oo oond Tam but »

Pweak old nan”

A donw silenve followed, whivh Sabatier dared
unt break (il the twe friends reached the ban.
ker's door.

* Maonsienr Vincent,” Sabatier then said, in
a rexpectful tone, 1 wish yon good night ; try
aml sleep welll™!

“oud night, my dear Hene” said the old
man.  He was holding the door stitl ajar, when
be sudidenly turned romd aud said abruptly to
the young man-—

** How old are you

“ 1 am four-amd-twenty.

Well, Tollow the advice of an old bachielor :
marry. A life full of cares is better than a life
which is ntterly void.  Woe to the man who is
alone fn the world ?. ... Take a wife.. .. Soli-
tude begets unwholexome  thoughts. .. Good-
night Sabatier !”

The next day Vinecent appeared at the usual
hour at the ogfe of the Esplanade, and in a few
minutes he was seated opposite Sabatier, appar-
ently sbsortuad fu the intricavies of 2 game of
plquet. .

You have just thrown awey ninety,”’
warked Sabatier,

“Rave 1 said Vioeent,  He took up the
cards he hal disearded, looked at them, and
said quietly, * Vou arevight 5 here is my knave
af elubs”

There was another deal.

“Why what is the natter. with you to-day 77
eried Sabatier. ¢ You have not mekoned your
quint.” ) .

“You are right again, voung man, ' said the
\ 1 do- not know
R saving, he pushed

1

Te-

.

what T mm thinking ol
away the cands,

o anld play with Couls,””
anmuses me no longer.”

He got up and placed himself near “auother
table where two other men were playing, Ol
Vidal eanne up and proposed u game of bezique,
Vincent assented willingly, and they seated
themselves at a vaeant table.  Vineent won the
i, : ) )

T Bezique is child's play, he said s 1 prefer

he added 5§t

piguet.”  He got ap amd apologised for not go-
ing on, o1 will give you your revenge to-mor-

vow,”” he said. e remained halt an heur
foneer in the cub-room, going fron. one group
to snother, aml exchanging » few brief sen-
tenees  with his friends; but he went home
somewhat enrlier then usual,  Noo sooner had
he left the room than every one hegan to talk
about him, .

« Oll Vineent looks very ill.  What is the
watter with him ?”? : :

¢ e did pot know his: cards, and threw, out
his best, 1 never snw him Jike that,” )

¢ How are his affaivs 7 Are they all right "

“Phat they are. “He:bought largely into

the funds only lnst \\'oek.”“ :
* Then, what ails him:? :
# Nothing—he iz bored.™ .~ 0000
4 Has he evér been anything olse for the lnst
thirly-yems £ S ~ :

abmptly. R o Ll
The beggar-woman looked ronindand hesitated., |

““No.  But apparently he has found out at
last that it is not amusing 1o be bored,” :

While remarks were being exchanged at the
club, Vineent was' walking slowly - homewards.
More than once he stopped ov his way, and
stood plunged in deep thought, stroking his
chin the while as was ;)is wont. . Ouce he took
off his hat, brushed his hair back with a slow
and regular movement, aml - then pressed  his
hand on his tewple as though he had  felv a
sharp and sudden pain, His eravat seemed to
chake him; once or twice he passed his finger
between his throat and his shirt.collar, and
breathed hard like a tuan who has been making
some violent effort.

On entering his apartment he found every-
thing in its accustomed: place ; there was the
latp, and beside it the papers and a few letters,
He glanced at these  and recognizing the writ-
ing on the addresses, laid them aside without
opening them.  Even the papers had not the
lrowur to interest him ; he opened one, and after
ooking through the lending article he ernmpled
it up in his hand and threw it on the ground.

CAlways the same twuddle ™ he exclaimed.
The clock of a ueighbouring church struck
eleven,  Vineent took up a eandlestick and
went into his bedroom.  As he stood before the
chimney his eves fell on the large mirror. He
remained mationless and gazed long at his own
image : it was that of an old man,” bent under
the weight of years, with a vellow, shrivelled-
up face, dim eyes, and o despondent counten-
ance.

*“1 never would have believed,” he said,
spesking very slowly, ““that a life as long as
mine could have been so joyless. To eat, to
driuk, to sleep, ta read Ietters and newspapers,
o shuffle and Jdeal out cands, to be of no use for
anything or to anybedy, .. to eare for nothing,
to care for nobody, .. and io be bored.”

He walked up 1o the apen window and looked
out into the spring.  Abave were the cloudiess,
starry heavens - below, the old plane-trees
seemed to slmber : a <obann silenee rejgme-d all
around.

“ What fearful silence ™ he said; **a deati-
like silence ... without and within myself.”” He
shuddered and closed the window.

The next morning he went as usnal to the
Masde Vipernt, The pater came out to mweet
him at the gate.

** A fine morning, Monsieur Vincent. | hope
I see yvou well.  We could not wish for better.
If Providence ouly sends us a little rain, aud
we have no frost or hail, this year’s erepe will be
splemdid.”

“Wa have no reason to complain,” replicd
Vineent ; the ** Moy has always mwle a eapital
retur.”’

“Ab, you are afortunate mau, sir.” Al vou
touch seems to turn to gold, The Meusis worth
double what it was'in your father's time. Oue
may indeed call you a fortunate nman.”

When, half an hour later, Vincent was driv-
ing back in his ewbrivlof, he more than onee re-
peated to himsell, - Yes, yes, T am a fortunate
ma”’ Bat his countenance was not that of a
fortunate wan.

He searcely tasted his breakfast @ at dinner,
he ate littde or nothing. - His old servant,
Martha, became anxious, sud inguired if her
master was ill.

““No, ] am notill;, but I have no appetite.
To-morrow | will be better.”

At the club he refused to play. As on the pre-
ceding evening, he wandered from one table to
the other, looking on and stroking his echin
without saying a word, )

“ Why don’t you play *” inquired: Sabatier.

1 have played piquet thirty vears long. - ls
it very surprising that T should be weary of the
aame I
Tt Play beghque.”

“ Bezigue is child’s play.”

* Whist, then "

‘1 dou't know whist”

“ You will learn."”

1 am too oldl”

“Oh, Pape Vineent, you ave Id to please
to-uight.”

* Vary hard to please, verily. It is of course
unconscionable to expect from-life something
ntore than the pleasure of playing eards for half-
penny points.” i

Sabaticrdid not reply, and at the end of an
hour Vineent left the club without having ex-
changed another wonl.

When he reached his own door, he stood irre-
solute, and looked right aud left as though he
expeeted somebady. e whistled softly, and,
as on the previous day, took off his hat to press
his hand upon his forehead. At that moment a
poor beggar-woman, with child in her arms,
went. by, )

© Far God’s sake, my good zentleman,” she
said, in a supplicating tone, ¢ give me some-
thing for this poor child t” i

Yincent dmw out his purse, and looked into
it for au instant, as though lie were searching
tor small coin. Finding pone, he took a five-
frane picee und gavelit to the woman,

“ Merey 1" she exelaimed, nlmost in'a tone of
fear. - ¢ How can I thauk you, sir? May God
preserve you and yours, and return to you in
blessings what ‘you have doue for nie !” ~

She moved on, and - Vincent's-eyes: followed
her. ¢ Hallon 1 here; woman - he called-out,

"

She feared to turn back lest the banker should.
have made a'mistake and wish to take back his
alms. o T N
S8 Come, baw

‘one wants to harm you ;.on the contrary.- Bat "
make haste ;1 have no-time to . lose.” SEE
“Mhe poor woman came ap. - o ST 0
““ Here,” said Vincent, * take all,” and pour-
ed the contents of his purse into hier hand. The -
woman was struck dumb with surpwisze for' s fow
seconds. When she recovered her speech, "aud
began to statumer forth her thanks, Vineent had
disappeared, ' ~ :

Ciuerre, the conchman, had been waiting more
than an hour. At last he geew impatient.
't Martha " he eried, s not Monsieur up ?
It is nearly eight.” ' B
The servant weut to the kitehen door and
glaticed up at the bed-roont windows, The cur-
taing were still drawn. T
“ This is very strange,” she said, *¢ for Mon-
sicur always gets up at six. 'l oo upand see”
what has happened.” '
In a few minates she eame down auain, seard,
pale, and trembling. )
 Guerre,” she said, in a hoarse whisper,
* come quick. Our master—-.2"" She could say
no more, but the old coschinsan amberstood that
some misfortnne had happened, - He came intn
the honse and ran np-stairs as fast as his old legs
would earry him. Martha falowed. The two
servants stopped at the entrance of the sitting
room, aud Martha pointed sileutly w0 the bed-
room daor. Guerre went in with faltering steps.
The hright sunshine lighted up the voom in
spite of the curtains and the blinds. On the
table stood two candiesticks, in which the lights
had burned down to the sockets.  Between
them, placed so as to cateh the eve at once,
Guerre saw a paper, on which a few’ Hies wege
written : and in front of the hearth, lyingin a
poul of Vlood, the corpse of Casimiv Vineent,
Guerys picked up an open tazor, snearad with
bload, and” placed it, with a shondder, ou the
table.  He then took up the paper, which he
hasl notired on entering the room, and read ay
follows :

“ Weary of life, | have sought death. My
atfairsare in gooid order. My will is in the hands
of M. Vidal, the notary.

A Vixeest.”

The funeral took place quictiy the next day.
All the members of :Ihv: el de U Esplanade ”
attended.

A portion of the hunker's wealth went to
distant relatives,  Wené Sabazier, however, had
a Jarge legaey, and a still mare considuopabls
sum was bequeathed to the town of Lunel for
the foundation of a charitable institution, The
cleryy oifered pa opposition 1o the burial of the
suicide in conseerated ground ; and Rene Saba-
tier, renembering the last remarks of his un-
huppy friend, caused a stone to be placed on s
grave, with the following fuseription 1

A DMAN, WEAEY OF LIFE,

AN SOUGHT BEProsE HERDE @

PRAY FoR pIM T

B s o p——

THE GLEANER.

Ex-Eseurss Broeste will spend part of the
sumer in England, which place she will reack
at the end of this menth, after her visit to
Madrid. ’

PriNce ArTuvs, of Fogland, who wears the
title of the Duke of Conniaught, is betrothed i
warriage  te Luady Rosamond  Jane Frances,
seeond daughter of the Duke of Marlbarough.

Corxt . Beest, the Nustrian . Ambassador,
spraking at the apnuad binquet of the German
Hospital in Londou, remarked that the FEnglish
army wis the anly European arwy which during
the present century never suflered o defeat.
What about New Opleans ! :

HUMOROUS

Mren of the charity that becius at home is
tow feeble to get out of doors.

I is canel to wink your eves with satisihetion
when yon give 8 blind begear the wrong direstlan to a
saving's bank.

WHEN two newspaper men aline together
they adways ook at cach other in Lo of §
which has ot the money.

ity gt

DN negleet yowr penmauship, A wan in
New York got 64,000 from & bankoer for being a good
writer, It is not yet known hédw many years he wili get.

Exprniescr teaches us how to do many
things, but whn aman sits down on g Dent pin expor-
fenee has 10 ke a back sear, while instiuet comes to
the front, ’

Wosmex make good lawyers. When o wman
groes home withont a sintle nod as he fackies cold corn
heef and cabbage on the vight of wasinday he s always
cross-questioned,

Mr. GrapstoNe's physiciag hasforbidden
him t work so hard aad continualiy as he has done of
Inte years, and actnally urged bim to restriet himseif to
the Labor of six ordinary Englishmen,

I is interesting to sit in a tlour store now as
the proprietor receives a dispateh, and yells,  'They're
a. throwin’ shells acrossgnissacoralitehzdeheffinvirina,
an' e one iy goin® toget hart! “Turn, out sl bunas
and mark every danged bar’l up half o dollar.”

PHOSFOZONE

\ NEW DISCOVERY in” Medicine whichi supplies
£\ to the system the waste cansed by disease or hy
oXcesses of suy kind, It I3 composed of Calisaya and the

0ZONIC COMPOUNDS OF PHOSPHORUS,

aud for building up the coustitution is unequalled. :
It has been presaribed fve NERVOUS DEBILITY,

MUSCULAR RHEUMATISM aud LUNG DISEASES

“with great success. : : ‘

“Sold by all Druggiats;
tng to BEVANS, MERCEF

arilé,nidrn on
Montreal
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