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tried to tell him how for five years the girl whose
hand he had won had been growing in grace as
well as beauty, feeding her mind with holy
thoughts, andliving in forgetfulness of herself ;
how it had been an education ‘to me to be with
her, to watch her, to learn from her, and to love
and cherish her—and then Celia sprang up and
interrupted me, and fell upon my neck, crying,
and kissing me. Oh! happy day !-—oh ! day of
tears and sunshine ! Oh! day, fruitful or blessed
memories when for ouce we could bare our
hearts to each other, and show what lay? there
hidden. No need any more to pretend. I loved
her, and I always had loved her. She loved me
too, if not in the same way, what matter ?

Waell, it was all over, Celia was promised to
Leonard.  And yet it seemed as if it was only
all begun. Because, after a little while, Cis
turned to me with a cry, as one who remembers
something forgotten.

¢ Laddy, what about Herr Rédumer ?”

She and I looked at each other in_dismay.
Leonard langhed.

‘“There is Perseus,” I said pointing to him.
““He is strong and brave. He is come to rescue
Andromeda. What did [ tell you, Cis, the day
betore he kept his promise 7’

She had not forgotten one word about the
loathsome monster and the distressful maiden.

“ Now it has all come true,” Isaid. *“ Mean-
time the first thing is to tell’the Captain. And
that T shall go and do this minute. You two
will come on when you please—when you are
tired of each other.”

Leaving them®behind me hand in hand was
like plunging at once into the loneliness which
loomed before me when they two should be gone.
One had no right to be sad. I had enjoyed the
companionship of Celia for five years, all to my-
self ; it conld not be expected that [ was to have
her exclusive society for all my life. Besides,
there was Poland—it really was hard to kee
one’s thoughts in that dark groove of revenge ;
constantly forgot my wrongs and my responsi-
bilities. Nordid I even, I fear, thoroughly real-
ize the delights of battle, and the field of pa-

triotic glory.

At the hottom of the slope*thenfcame to meet
me the very man—old Wassielewski himself. He
was radiant.

Without a word of preface, he cried out as he
seized me by the hand : .

“You are in luck. To-morrow they will call
upon you.”

¢“Who ?”’

““The depnties from Basle, Geueva, London,
aud Paris. They will call upon you at three,
with me. Be at home to meet them.”

‘“ And when— Wassielewski ?'’ St

*“ When"do we begin ! Atlonce ; next week we
must start. Courage, boy; you go to avenge
the blood of your father. To-morrow—to-mor-
row—at three,.

He waved his arms like the sailsol a windmill.

Just then the bandsin the Yard, amid a deaf-
ening shout, because the}ship was launched,
stiuck up a splendid march,

¢ Listen,” he cried.  *“ Thatis an omen. Hear
the music which welcomes the news of another
Polish rebellion. A good omen. A good omen.”

He sped swiftly away.

But it was a wedding march, and I thought o
Leonard Candeial.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
THE KEY OF THE SAFE.

T was walking along the street after leaving
this pair of lovers, full of thought, with my eyes
on the ground, when T was aware of a voice
calling my name. It was Augustus Brambler
tearing along the pavement withont a hat, a
quill—Augustus would never descend to the
meanness of steel pens"while in the Legal—still
behind one ear, his coat tails flying behind him,
enthusiastically anxious to execute an order from
the Chief. 1t was a simple”message, asking me
to step in and see Mr. Tyrrell. I complied, and
turned back

““ And the children ?* I asked. :

‘‘Better, Mr. Pulaski. =~ The Breakings-out
have almost disappeared, thanks to an increase
of Aftluence. My brother Ferdinand is hard at
work on his new series of papers. He calls them
* Reminiscences of the Crimea,’ compiled from
Captain Copleston’s private information com-
bined with the back numbers of the Illustratéd
London Ners, and the morning’s Lannch will
be new honts all round. I don’t think,” he
added in a whisper, *‘ that the Chief is very well
Herr Rniimer was with him this moming ‘before
he went into the Yard, and when he sent for me
just now he was pale, and shivered. No one
knows what we Lawyers go through ; noone can
¢uess the wear and tearof brain. Dear me ! On
Saturday nights 1 often tell Mrs. Brambler that
[ feel as if another day would finish me off. But
then Sunday comes, when Ferdinand and I can
sit over our wine like gentlemen, and rest.
Here we are, Mr. Polaski,” sinking his voice to
a whisper. ‘¢ I must return to a most important
Case, Talk of intricacy ! Ah!”

Mr. Tyrrell was leaning against the mantel-
shelf, looking, #s Augustus said, anything but
well.  The Mayor’s robes lay in his arm chair,
and round bis neck still hung the great gold
chain of office.” Usnally a high-coloured, florid
man, with a confident carriage, he was now pale
and trembling. His hands trembled ; his lips
trembled ; his shoulders stooped. What was it
that had placed him in another man’s power ?

*‘ Ladislas,” he groaned, I wish [ were dead!”

That seems, certainly, the simplest solution of
difficulties. 1 suppose every man, at some erisis
in his fortune, has wished the sume. At such

times, when it seems as though everything was
slipping under one’s feet, und the solid founda-
tion of wealth, honour, name, all the fabric of
years, was tumbling to pieces like a pack of
cards, even the uncertainty of the dread Future
seems easier to face than the chances of the
Present. Here was a man who had mounted
steadily, swiftly, without a single check, up the
ladder of Fortune. He had saved money,
bought houses, owned lands, possessed the best
practice in the town, held municipal distinc-
tions, was the envy of younger men and the ad-
miration of his own contemporaries ; and now,
from some réal or fancied power which this Ger-
man possessed over him, he was stricken with a
mottal terror and sickness of brain.

““1 wish [ was dead !”* he repeated.

“ Tell me what hag happened, Mr. Tyrrell.”

‘¢ He has been here again. That is nothing—
he always is here. But he came with a special
purpose last night. He came to say that he
wanted an answer.”

*“ Wants an answer ¢

¢ Celia must give him her decision.’’

“1 am very—very glad, Mr. Tyrrell,” I «aid,
‘¢ that he did not want it yesterday morning. I
will tell you why, presently.”

¢ He is jealous of young Copleston. Says
Celia sat up all night with him and you when he
came howe. Is that true ¥’

“Quite. We had so much to say that we did
not separate till five in the morning.’’

_*“To be sure, you were all then children to-
gether. Why, you used to play in the garden
and on the walls ”

“ And so Herr Riumer is jealous ¥’ [ asked,
interrupting.

*“ He i3 mad with jealousy. He accuses her
of fostering an attachment—as if [ knew any-
thing about attachments !—he declares he must
have an answer to-morrow morning, and if it is
not favourable—" .

¢¢ My dear old friend and benefactor,”’ I said,
‘‘ suppose it is not favourable. Can he take
away your daughter ? Can he rob you of your
mouey 3 What can he do for you?’ . ¢

‘“ ['dare not tell—even you, Laddy,'’ he re-
plied. ““Money? No. He cannot touch my
possessions. -~ My daughter? No; he cannot
carry her off. But he can do almost as bad. He
can—he can—lower me in the eyes of theivorld ;
he can proclaim—if he will—a thing that men
who do not knnw the whole truth will judge
harshly. - And he will disgrace me in the eyes
of my daughter.”

I was silent, thinking what to say.

Presently | ventured to ask him whether it
would not disgrace him more in the eyes of Celia
for him to lend his fuvour to.8 suit so prepos-
terous. . - . .

He groaned in reply. ‘ .

“ You do not know, Laddy,” he said, “ the
trouble I 'have had to build up & name in this
place, where I began as a hoy who swept the of-
fice, the son of a common labourer. My brothers
are labourers still, and content with their posi-
tion. My sisters are labourers’ wives, and con-
tent as well. [ am the great man of the family.
1 had much to contend with, waut of education,

verty, everything but ability. I am sure I
'EZd that becaunse [ surmounted all, and hecame
—what [ am. Then I married into a good fam-
ily, and took their level. And the old low
levels were forgotten. Why, if all the world
were to remind each other aloud that I once
swept out an office, it wounld not inatter.”

““ Of course not, sir. Pray go on.”

¢ It is fifteen years ago, when Herr Riumer
first came to the town. He had a plausible
toneue, and wheedled himself into the confidence
of all whom he cared to know. He ianted to
know me. He made me his lawyer—sent round
that great safe, where it has been ever since,
and used to sit with me in the evening talkin
affairs. There was nothing in the town too smaﬁ
for him to inquire into ; he wanted the secret
history of everything, and he got it from me ; I
violated no confidence of clients, but told him
all T knew.”

“ Did he talk much about the Poles '’

¢ He was, at first, very inquisitive about the
Poles. 8aid he sympathised with them—I did
not, so I had little to tell him. Then came the
time when they made the railway outside of the
harhour——"" :

He paused for » moment.

¢ ——that was the fatal time. 1 yielded to
his instigations, aud, together, we——never
mind what it was, Laddy. It was nothing that
could bring me within the power of the Law,
hut it was an action which, stated in a certain
way, would ruin me forever in the town.’’

Successful men, I think, are apt to over-esti-
mate the opinion which men have formed of
theni.  They know that they are envied for their
succesg, which is real ; and they easily persuade
themserlves that they are admired for their vir-
tues, which are imaginary. I do not believe that
the town at large would have cared twopeuce if
Herr Riumer had gone on to the balcony of the
old Town Hall, and. after sticking up a glove in
the old fashion of the burgesses when a Town
Function was about to begin, such as the open-
ing of the fair, had there in clear and ringing

tones denounced the great Mr. Tyrrell of such

and such a meanness. They would hive lifted
their eyebrows, talked to each other for a day,
reflected in the morning that he was rich and
powerful, and then would have gone oun as if
nothing had happened. Because I do uot think
that any mnan in the place, however nnsuccess-
ful, believed in his heart that Mr. Tyrrell was a

it more virtuous than himself. But that the

lawyer would uot understand.
1 think that one of Rochefoueanld’ s maximsis

omitted in all the editions. It has somehow
slipped out. And it is this :—

“ Every man believes himself more virtuous
than any other man. If the other man is found
out, that proves the fuct.””

I was thinking out this moral problem, and
beginning to test its truth by personal aI;’plicm
tion to my own case. when [ was roused by the
consciousness that Mr. Tyrrell was talking still.

o Terrible and long labour in building a
name as & Christian as well as a lawyer——good
opinion of the clergy——."”

It was very wonderful, but the theory did
seem to fit marvellously well. I really did be-
lieve myself quite as good as any of my neigh-
bours—except Celia and the Captain—and better
than most : much better than the Reverend John
Pontifex.

¢“ Tell me what you think, Laddy.”

“1 think, sir,” I replied, ¢ that I would lay
the case before the Captain, and ask his opinion.
I know what it will be.”

“ You think——"

¢ [ know that he will say, ¢ Laugh at him,
tell him to do the worst. Let him tell a miser-
able old story to.all the town, but let Celia fol-
low her own heart.’ And another thing, M.
Tyrrell. Celin’s heart is no longer free.”

“What? Was he right ¢

¢ Quite right. Herr Réumer is a very clever
man, and he seldom makes a mistake. Halfan
hour ago Celia listened to Leonard Copleston,
and they are now engaged.’’

_‘“It only wanted that,” he replied with a
groan: :

This looked as if things were going to be made
cheerful for the lovers.

“Will yon sea the Captain if ke comies to
you? Or, better still, will you g+ yourself, and
talk things over with him? It is half-past
twelve, and he will be home by this time. And
tell him all.” ™

‘] must have advice,”” he murmured. *I
feel like o sinking ship. 'The Captain will stand
by me whatever happens. ' Yes, Laddy—yes:
will gaat once—at once—-"" L

He arose, and with trembling hands began to
search for his hat.

" - It was standing on the safe—the closed safe
with the name of *‘ Herr Riumer.” upon it in fat
white letters.

" Mr. Tyrrell shook his fist at the door.

*“ You are always here,”’ he cried, *¢ with your
silent menace. If you were open for five min-
utes,—if [ had the key in my hands for only
haif a minute—I should know what answer to
give your master.” |

He left m~, and went out into the street, [
after hini.  But he forgot my presence, and went
on without me, murmnring as he went in the
misery and agitation of his heart.

I suppose it was the ponderiug over the wuc-
ces«ful man as over acurious moral problem, and
a certain uplifting of heart as I reflected that
there was nothing at all for me to be ashamed
of, even if I was found out, that laid me more
than commonly open to temptation.

At all events it was then that I committed the
meanest action in my life—a thing which when-
ever [ meet iy accomplice, even after all of three
years, makes me blush for shame.

My innocent accomplice wasno other than lit-
tle Forty-four.

As T was passing the Bramblers’ house in Cas-

ahead of me, and going straight away to consult
with the Captain, I not being wanted at all, I
thought I would call upon my friends. No one
was at home at all except Forty-four, who was
sitting befure the open Litchen window sewing
and crooning sowe simple ditty to herself, Her
mother was gone a marketing—that was good
new:. Uncle Ferdinand, who had received an
advance upon his series of papers ealled *¢ Per-
sonal Recollections of the War ”"—everybody re-
members what a sensation those articles caused
—was gone out with his notebook to attend the
Launch. Augustus Brambler was at his post,
no doubt engaged on his labyrinthian case. The
children were all on-the walls where [ had left
them playing their litdle game of Feasting. And
Forty-four was in charge of the fami%y pot,
which was cheerfully hoiling on the fire.

She looked up with her bright laugh.

¢ Come into the kitchen, Mr. Pulaski, if you
don’t mind. I've something to tell you.”

¢ What is it ¥* I asked. *‘ Are things look-
ing better ™

““Oh! yes. Thanks to you know who. We
had a dreadful time, though. 'The man the peo-
ple call Tenderart—do you know him 1

I kuew him and his satellite of old.

¢« He is our landlord, and he came to take the
things to make up therent. There hestood and
began to pick out the things to put in a cart.
Uuncle Ferdinand asked for time, and the man
only lsughed. Then Uncle Ferdinand banged
his head sguninst the wall and said this was the
tinal Crusher, and we all cried. Then papa ran
to get an advance from Mr. Tyrrell.”

‘Did you ask Herr Raumer ¥’

““Yes; I went up to ask bim-—and be said,
politely, that he never helped anybody on prin-
ciple. Well, Papa got the advance, but it wus
stopped out of his salary, and so—you see—we
have had very little to eat ever since. But Ten-
derart was paid, and he went away.”’

“T wee ; and now things ave bettor ¥’

*“Yes. Because Uncle Ferdinand has found
something to write about. And Papa has got
the most beautiful idea for making all our for-
tunes, See.”

8he opened a paper which lay npon the table,
and showed it to me. It wag written in aclerkly

hand, partly couched in legal English, and ve

tle Street, Mr. Tyrrell being sowme twenty yanls-

ferred to a scholastic lyl‘oject. So that in this
document the threefold genius of Augustus was
manifest.

RovAL COLLEGIATE ESTABLISHMENT
JSor -the Education of buth Sexes,
¢ Conducted by the BrorHERs BRaMBLER.

““ The object of this Institution is to impart to
the young an education to fit ‘them for the
learned Professions, for Commerce, for the Legal,
the Scholastic, or the Clerical. Pupils will be
received from the age of eight to fifteen. The
College will be divided into two divisions, thut
for the ladies under the management of Mrs.
Brambler, a lady hi(i;hlyconnected with the Royal
Naval Service. aud Miss Lucretia Brambler.”

l‘l‘ That’s n.e,” said Forty-four, ungrammati-
cally.

¢ I thought you had no name,” I said.

¢“Mr. Ferdinand Brambler, the well-known
Author, will undertake the courses of History,
Geography, Political Ecomomy, and English
Composition. Mr. Augnstus Brambler will su-
perintend the classes of Latin, Euclid, Arithmne-
tic, and Caligraphy——"'

** My dear, when is the college to Le started 7’

““Oh! not yet,” cried Forty-four. **When
we are a little older, and all able to take a part
in the Curriculum. Fancy the greatness !”

“Yes. It is almost too much, isit not? Don’t
set your heart too much on things, Forty-four.”
I did not finish the document, and returned it.
The poorer Augustus grew, the more brilliant
were his schemes. So Hogarth’s starving poct
sits beneath a plan of the mines of Potosi. “‘Is
Herr Ranmer at home #’

‘1 think he is goue out.
see ¥’

We went up together. I had nothing to say,
and no reason for calling, but [ was excited and
restless.

He was not in his rooms. The table was lit-
tered and strewn with foreign papers, German,
Fiench, and. Russian. The piano was littered
with his songs—those little sentimentalities of
student life of which he was never tired. There
was the ueual strong smell of recent tobacco in-
the place, and—it caught my eye as I was going
away—there lay in an inkstand on the table--a
temptation.

It was the Key of the Safe.

I turned twice to go, twice I came back drawn
by the irresistible force of that temptation. It
riveted my eyes, it made my kuees tremble be-
neath me, it seemerd to drag my hand from wy
side, to force the fingers to close over it, to con-
vey itself, by some secrct life of its own, to my
pocket, and ouce there, to urge me on to turther
uction.

¢ Mr. Pulaski,” eri«l Forty-fonr, ¢ why are
yon so red in the face ¥ What is the matrer 7’

““Hush,”’ T whispered, ¢ stay here for five
winutes, Forty-four—if Herr Ranmef comes
home bustle abont and prevent his touching ths
table. And say nothing-promise to say nothing.”

She promised, understanding no word.

I furtively descended the stairs, I crept swiltly,
in the shade of the wall, though it was of course
broad daylight, looking backwards and forwards,
though there were only the usual people in the
street, with beating heart and flushed face, to-
wards Mr. Tyrrell's office. The outer door was
open, that was usual ; I pushed into the hali,
and silently turned the haudle of the chief's own
office. It-was not locked--they did not know
he was out—there was, of course, no one else in
the room. Like some burglar in the dewl of
night I crept noiselessly over the carpet to open
the sa'e. '

It was done. S

I wxs back in the street, the key in wy hand,
[ was back at the Bramblers’ house, T was up-
stairs again, the key was restored to its place. |
seized Forty-four by the hand, and hurried her
down stairs.

‘“ What is it ¥’ she asked again.

* Remember, Forty-four, you have promised
to tell no one. It was the key of Herr Riumer's
safe. I borrowed it for five minutes—for Celia
Tyrrell’s sake.”

She promised again—nothing, she said, woulil
make Ker tell any ohe. No one should kuow
that I had been in the room: she entered as
zealously into the conspiricy as if she was o
grown woman married to a St. Petersburg diplo-
matist, and engaged in throwing dust into the
eyes of an English plenipotentiar’y.

© (To be continued.)

Shall I run up to

NOTICE TO LADIES.

The undersigned begs respectfully to inforin
the Ladies of the e¢ity -.d country thut they
will find at his Retail Store, 196 8t. Lawrcuce
Main Street, the choicest nssortinent of Ostrich
and Vulture Feathers, of all shades; also,
Feathers of all descriptions Repaired with the
greatest care. Feathers Dyed as per sample, on
sht;rtest delay. Gloves Cleaned and Dyed Black
only.

J. H. LEnLaxc. Warks s 547 €230 Q¢

Strength for the Debilitated !

PHOSFOZONEKE,.
The Great Remedy for « :

INDIGESTION. WEAKNESS OF THE LIMBS
TORPOR OF THE LIVER.

[
‘The history of this preparution is simply a record of
uninterrapted success, probably no proprietary arti
ole was ever recommended to the public of any country
by such a large namber of Physicians who have en.
dorsed, in the moat unreserved and nnqualified mainer,
this celobratsd medicine. Sold by sll Druggists, snd
prepared is the Laboratory of the Pruprietors, Now 4!
and 43 8¢. Jean Baptiste street, Montreal,
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