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An Historleal Romance.

CHAPTER XIX,—CoNTINUED,
Men were pulled | Edward Fitzgerald, commonly called
by main force to their seats, swords were | Lord I dward Fitzzeral .
mshed back in their sc: mh.sris the wild | gatisfactory by this honse.”
hwl articn ‘ulv 8 und at last.
Take down | gentences, and sat down.  The motion
,' re gounded Irum the Govern- | was silently seconded from the same

Pradence prevailed.

The house was cleared.

ssion | A few
»full honge | the Orange

ing | th
he rocks | and the motion carr
Threats and | ing mujority.
1like waste l on him,

t\ . ‘1 n)um for an ex ,, .mmlun

e In the perso

al18- | Intolera

g clared that the L
Jentenant and the major

slanation was heard was | They would have canght
His | him. But he
But | thr g
wern- | With Manrice and hLis father on either

moved and “ Vietory ! victory ! he cried joyously
he ex- | to Maurice, when at last they had got

l\\:ur.l clear of the crush of the crowd and the
Wd- | din of the cheering ;
,.M l..lnulln-

more | respect our 1o
e resolution, | obey it. We will
rainst | none, By the

oppo- | darkness, and

agh hesitated a little as to
there | nocomm
Vit

ward Fitzgerald, «

and | ever,” he added, with a smile
themselves what | more than their match.
please His right hand, as he spoke, dropped

stepped out gay and debon

shame-
wrraigners, | belt had stopped the knife half way

have reversed their places. ‘
{ } said Lord Edward, as “The cowardly as
» order | Maurice between his teeth.  “ But they

I'hose fellows are

l.lnr\' to tackle us,  To-morrow will tell.”

'

assuassination, license
* 1 will keep my temper quiet and my .
dward, | anger or trinmph, interspersed with fierce
“ But talking of — do you see | bursts of laughter. ‘iliere the butchers
figures there—there in | of Ormond guay and the tabinet weavers
! they are shadow- | of the Liberties were engaged in one of
They have followed us the whole | their senseless f
way from the house.” >
: gaid | broke occasionally, on the eve
r and myself | from Lord Beresford's “ Riding
' are | the wild, long shriek of agony, followed
not honored by their company, always in | by laugiter such us the devils migit
geta a quick eye | laugh 1n hell.  Right well Edward and
We | his companions knew these sounds and
have kept, as you say, our tempers cool ”ﬂ':‘r gruesome meaning. )
and our weapons ready, and so far the I'o the pillar of that ill-famed estab-
i If I mis-| lishment of Deresford’s someone in
llw taller figure of the two is my | ghastly —jest had pinned the legend

acarcely stir from the

spies i:;l\l' keep their distance,

ward, glancing keenly
at their shadowy

in clear- | and scorch

ward returned to the
as | any they had yet heard, cut the

zvons., | knife

woning | ¢
hie \
of the | had esc

LORD EDWARD FITZGERAUD ehtisihaes ashidans S it

The angry murmur with which his de-
fiance was received was slight and brief ;
gilance came quickly, and remained.

At length a shame Luvl man from the
Government side got on his feet and pro-
ceeded to move, amid an angry murmur
behind and ecornful laughter in front,
“ That the explanation of the Right Hon.

, be accepted as

He stumbled awkwardly through a few

bench, Then nee. The motion was

firgt there | put from the chair. A trinmphant chorus |
regist- | of “ Ayes "' thundered out from the O,
ght | pesition benches, whose epirit revived

with the discoml
onus

nheir opponents.
sre shouted by
iry surpa
vision was taken
an overwhoelms-
ded house only

venor

His | tifty-five members ventured to record
He was | th

r votes against it.  The triumph of

revolt was cownpiete.

n of their leader, Lord El-

ward, the United Irishmen haddefiad the
nt and corrupt m ity of the

am | house, and the majority had swallowed
rd | the insult,

When Lord Edward showed himself «
I ] the steps fronting College n 4 gr
cheer went up from the exuitant cr
with which the broad space was filled

! 1d chaired
lippad down into the
and forced hLis way through

gide he came swiftly down the quay.

t victory with-
you always
m to-day to
next lesson is t
pikes but use
not see your

loods xwl Iur

1

worthy cousin

'8 that “ You may see 1 n your eyes
«l | are keen en y [ Maurice,
8 | pointing to an ar ere the gather-

» and | ing shades of t ickened ir

evesight (u\l,.‘_
"nr- of muitla

Blake's ‘\.m

catch only the I
gnres ia

ing.

.,‘ul.umnv arclhied

\ ha darky

'hat “ My cousin and Lord Dalwich,” he
Hon
commonty
attend | ¥ there

‘are hiding vonder like a brace of
ockets. Dy heavens!” he went on,
that great brute Hempenstal
ed behind them. There is

half crone

with- | m's hief brewing. © We must be on our
that | gnard. Those three are not there to-
greeted it was feeble and faint-learted.
n had cooled down by this time,
were beginning to

gether for nothing ree to three, hiow-

‘“ we are

down to his gi d\'. where his sword hilt

public were again admitted, | ou ght to be, and he uttered a low cry of
ruessed that the | surprise.

] who His sword belt had been cut in the
aire from the | crowd—
meeting, was the arraigned, and

slt and weapon were gone, 1is
father had been similarly despoiled.
Some silver che on Lord Edward's

throuzh the leather, and left 1
armed.

m still

ssins,” growled

must win us before they wearus.”” He

They feel | grasped A:ul shook his stout blackthorn
there is a power behind us stronger than | ominous
their own, which corruption cannot tempt he \\_}H\
They will be in no | Pominick ulrw-t as soon as may be. My
Y father is unarmed, and it is on his life, if
in | I mistake not, the attack is to be made.”
s, “and professe i The excitement in the llouse of Com-
av trv to| mons had proved cont
ansed or | began to :]Jllu' about hither and (Ixillm-

ly. *“Step out, Lord Edward,”
sred 3 “ lot us get to shelter in

gious., Torches

in the Tne whole city seemed

Cork Hill came yells of

tion fights,
High over this noisy tumult there

“ Mangling done here.”” It justified the

2d-| deseription.  Torture was the recreation
his shoulder | of the noble ]1]’”][‘“14]’ whi

“the other | him to call loyalty
Dulwich. | hanged till their eyes and tonga
1o fol- | truded, then cut down to struggle back as

1 it pleased
Men were half

8 pro-

painfully to life again. Caps of brown

ir | paper or sheep skin lined with boiling

a | piteh were clapped on the bare heads of
the wretched victims, where they stuck
, and the frantic ha
tore them away in fragments tore hair
1- | and bleed skin with them.
Another yell, wilder and keener than
r likea
‘another, and yet another. The
ame nearer and nearer. A victim
ed the torturers. There wasthe
juick ¢ v of hurrying feet on the pave-
ment behind. A man with the toriuring
pitcheap streaming on his head rushed
wildly past them, and mad and blind
with pain, plunged over the low wall into

nds tha

S

the quick current of the Lifley, swollen
1 with the high tide

Quick as a well-trained retriever Lord
Fdward was over after him, splash into
the dark water.,

He caught him before he sank. The
cool current eased the wretchi 8 pain. _te
was a brave fellow. With ease of his
agony his courage came back, Il could
swim a little, and Lord Edward helping,
they reached together the iron ladder that
rose out of the water close to Lsses
Bridge, and climbed back to the quay.

e Maurice and Sir Valentine lent a hand

s they mounted. All three recognized
the rescued man as Dan Corbett, a brave
and prominent member of their society.
But there was no time to guestion him,
for quick upon, his track the bloodhound

a score of them — Lord Beresford and
Major Stirr at their head.
3 “You will not desert me,"” the poor
wretch faltered.
I'he kindly grasp of Lord Edward, and
Sir Valentine's friendly hand upon his
gshoulder answered him withouta wor
“Quick " whispered Maurice ; “guick
for the bridge; with our backs to the
balustrades we will keep those bullies a
bay. There is a chance those foolish fel-
lows yonder on Cork Hill will be drawn
down by the sound of the tight, glad to
join forces against the Castle.”

point on the crown of the bridge, when

| down the poi

yeomen came, yelling out fierce curses — |

They had scarcely gained their vantage !

the yeoman, flustered with drink, stum-
bling and shouting in their eagerness of
the attack, were upon them.

Maurice was nearest. Again his hand
went down instinctively to his side, and
he remembered, with a pang, his good
blade was gone, Next moment his thick,
blackthorn stick whistled over Lis head.
It canght the raised sword of his first
as ant, and dashed it from his hand.
Tne second etroke fell on the man's head,
and sent him down like a ninepin. Quick
as light the rescned man, Corbett, picked
up the blade of the fallen foe, canght an

| incoming yeoman cn its poiat, ran him
clean through the body, regained his
|

weapon, and stood on g ruard again,
Lord Edward was less fortunate,

| Always impetnous, his eagerness was

heightened now by the feeling that he was
the one-armed man of his par He did
ait for the assault, bat rushed rig
he mid [ the advancing yeomsn
He parried rewd tl his breast,
pitted the man who made it on the
nt of his sword. Bat before he could
iin his weapon his arms were sei
m behind, and j muv-«l to his sic
arse hand was to his n
he wasg !4'.\ , hali-drag
up Parliament street by a dozen of
urty, to take ihe place of the man
whom he had rescued from the torture
A » was too hard preszed ton
58 attempt a rescue.
ind bravely in front of
)er against steel, |
and beat int hea
his oppor f-drunken fellows
in the t close rush impeded each
other's weapons, A couple tumbling
k amongst the throng heightened the
nfusion, They had began to give way.
ach hung back” himselt; each urged his
neighbors to the assault. The fight
seemed almost at an end. at this
moment three muflled figures that had
from the first hovered on the outskirts of
the tumnlt pressed into the centre and re-
newed the tack. I'hese men were
nasked. All three were strong and act-
ive. Onpe was a giant.
Wit le'l a word of warning cne of the

is father, I

on hia bosom as he das
agid Qui
r plunge f
was no child's play.
deadly swordsman.
sheathed, but four
protruded from the ¢
bard, and darted | 'T her i
a serpent’s tongue, searching for
ponent's life through every opening
in his defence. Maurice Blake’s stout
parries fell on leather, not steel, In vain
he sought by sheer strength to break the
weapon, or Wwr it from the
hand of his skil The sword
p.‘n‘ pressed hbim e i
glancing everywhere. He was forced to
ground a li to avoid those pitiless
thrusts.

His father was now opposed with
empty hands against the gang of armed
ruflic

The masked giant made at him with
huge sword uplifted.

But before the blow could fall Sir V
entine leaped forward, ¢ i
ina grasp of iron, and s
that with a cry of rage and pain the brute
dropped his great weapon, clashing on
the pavement. Then they closed in a
fierce death-struggle, bulk against bulk,
strength against streugth. It was a
tussle of giants. Through Sir Valentine
wasa man of splendid physique, Hem-
penstal was a full head taller, and half
again his weight.  But from head to foot
Sir Valentine's gaunt figure was bone
and mwuscles, made tough as whalebone
by a life of incessant exercise. Ilis hug
was thatof a grizzly bear. As they spun
ronud in their fierce struggle, Hempen-
stal felt the strain of those sirong arms
crashing his ribs like a closing band of
steel. e put forth all the strength in his
huge sluggish frame to save himself.
Straining up over his enemy, he strove to
force his clenched hands into his back,
and so bending down fall on him, and
crash him with bis weight.  1The device
seemed to succeed. Sir Valentine bent
under the pressure. Hempenstal threw
all his cumbrous weight forward on him.

Suddenly, with a supreme effort of
gtrength, Sir Valentine straightened him-
self under this vast load of brawn and
bone, lifting it sheer into the air. Then,
with a sudden whirl, he slung the giant's
dangling limbs cle: ar of the low parapet
of the bridge, .unl‘ straining to the utter-
most, mmu] Hu hurled him down into
the swift, full carrent of the river, to sink
Or Swin.,

Tuarning, he canght up the great sword
from the pavement, and faced the affright-
ed foe.

Well might they shrink back in dis-
may from 1! at threatening figure. With
grey head uncovered, keen blue eyes
blazing with the f battle, and huge
brand uplifted vering to fall, he
stood for a moment terrible as the Angel

othe

The next moment a pistol report rang
out. The pellet of lead \U.h k full on his
forehead, and went crashing through his
brain. The stately figure fell prone on
the pavement, .1:1'\ nx], and lay quite
still—a gashtly Lieap of ruined humanit

Maurice Blake half turned at the sharp
report, and saw his father's fall. lFor a
moment he was thrown completely off his
guard., At that momeunt, his treacherons
opponent, watching his chance, drove the
keen steel into his side

iie faced round instinctively, galled by
the sharp sting of the steel. The mask
had fallen from his enemy. Ile saw the
white face of Lord Dulwich, a smile of
cowardly triumph on it. Then, with a
last fierce effort, Manrice struck out wild-
ly. He felt the tingling sensation in his
arm ; he heard the dull smash as the
heavy stick struck the white handsome
face with horrible force, burying the
rugged nobs in the quivering flesh. 1le
gsaw the blood squirt out and the man go
down. A wild shout seemed to peal in
his ear ; then darkness came upon him,
He reeled and fell.

The ghout that filled his ears as he fell
was the cry of a swift-coming rescue.

When Lord Edward was hauled up
Parliament Street he h mrnl hotter and
fiercer as he approached, the din of the
faction fight of the Ormond guay butch-
ers, who stormed Cork Hill, .ml the Lib-
erty tabinet weavers, who stubbornly de-
i d it, with no other meaning in their
ly contlict save the love of fighting
for its own sake.

Just at the entrance of the Castle Yard
he wrenched himself free of the yeoman
who held him on the left. His right
 ha wnd went into his bosom, and came out

clutching a poignard. At the mera flash
of the steel the fellow on the right hand
let go his hold. Lord Edward flew aw .1\'
like a pigeon from an opened {rap : @
seore uf swift strides, and he was lmll-
way up the steep ascent of Cork Hill, in
the very thick of the stroggling faction-
fighters,

Half-a-dozen of them recognized him
in a moment—stannch United Irishmen
every one,

The cry, * Lord Edward for ever !” was
ins Aullv raised, and caught up by both
factious. The couflict ceased as if by
magic. The men cloge beside him were
shiame-faced and silent under his angry
gaze,

His voice rang out clear over their
cheers, with scorn and anger in its tones,

“You fools!" he cried ; * you besotted
fools! Have you no ensinies, that you
must lH'l waste your strength and couar-
aye on e other, while your brethren
are torture -l and tr.ll« hered with impuu-
ity ? Come! If you would fight foes
not frieuds, follow ma."

He pointeld to the yoemen at the Castle
gate,  With a shout they ranged them-
golves behind him, dashed like a torrent
down the steep ascent, and sent the
enemy shrieking and tlying b
up Dame Street.

“Oh!” shouted Lord Edward; and,
with unchecked speed, they poured after
him down Parliament street to the
bridge. The fight was over there.

Maurice Blake lay where he had fallen,
prone on his father’s corpse.

Lord Dulwich, helped off by his com-
m, had disappeared. The yoemen
closed 1n on their first victim, Corbett,
who had defended himself with desper-
ate courage, but was now overwhe
by numbers. With shouts of trinmph
they were hauling him away, when the

re them

and scattered them. *“ y boys
ud buwchers vied with each othier in the
1age, They geized upon the flying yeo-
n with shouts of fierce laughter, and
ng them over l‘- » low river wall into

er, like the blind puppies of a lit-

lward, frantic with fear for
friends, took no partin the

ithering twi
a moment the

ly, “ a rescue !
WOrd.

Still shouti rushing wildly
and fro, he almost imbled over th
bodies that lay, as it seemed, embrace
in death,

He stooped and touched them, an1 his
hand came up wet and claiamy with
‘Hllr

lrumMm,, he knelt beside them on the
blood-stained pavement,

Maurice and his father both bleedi
both senseless. “ Both,” so his firat
thought ran, * dead,”

But Lord Edward had been in battle
and the soldier's instincts were keen i
him. Sharp m pang he felt, i
did not rob 1 jndgment.
He found the blood was ~'1 1 ooz
ittle stream from Maurice
wound. There was life still in his veins.
He tore open coat and shirt, and pressed
his ear to the naked side. e rather felt
than heard the feeble flutter of his heart.

The small round hole in the centre of
Sir Valentine’s forehead told his fate only
too plainly.

Hustily, but skilfully too, Lord Ed-
ward staunched the oozing blood, and
bound up the deep wound in Maurice
Blake's side with two tattered strips of
white cambric, while his followers, tear-
ing down a ly-] u\llll(‘«l barber’'s pole
that stretched half .x 'ross the guay, man-
aged under his direction to construct a
litter, of which the covering wus the coats
stripped from their own shoulders.

As softly and smoothly as calm water
bears a boat upon its bosom, they bore
him through rough, dark streets, until
they laid the litter, with the still body on
it, down at the door of Dr, Denver's house
in Jervis street.

rbuta

TO BE CONTINUED.,
-

HOW TR OUVEUR WON HIS
PLACE,

It was a dismal, drizzly evening,
and nearly all the world seemed to
have gone home to dinner, especially
in that saction of New York city knowa
as the old French Quarter. In the
wet streets were tobe met only a few
straggzlers-——gamins and mendicants ;
with perhaps now and again a busy
man of affairs hastening tothe warmth
and brightness of his own fireside : or
a belated clerk plodding wearily to
weard nis cheerless lodgings or board-
ing houte

‘A night to give one the vapors,
the rheumatism or la grippe, if not all
three,” Monsieur Pichard would
ordivarily have declared It, with
many a bah and allons done at fiading
himself abroad in such weather.

On this occasion, ueverthless, his
face beamed with urbanity as be
stepped out of Attorney Sharp's law
office, after nervously thrusting an
old fashioned wallet into the breast of
his overcoat—a somewhat shabby gar-
ment ot antiquated cat, which he wore
buttoned up to the chin, iu trig, milit-

ary style, TFor monsieur in his yout
had ed tha rag

d throe v

the army of the Empire before ‘he came
to America ; 08l nsibly to better his
fortunes, but, in fact, to eke out a
precarious livelihood as a teacher of
French language — translator in a
chance way for various book publish

| ers, and letter-writer for certain mer-

cantile firms, whose importing business
was too inconsiderable to require the
exclusive services of a foreign corres
poudent,

What a contrast between his career
and that of his friend, Jacques Men-
ier, who made such a great fortune
through the manufacture of chocolate
according to the Parisian mathod !
Ah, on the other hand, what a rare
good fellow was Jacques, out of this

abundant wealth, to leave at his death
a small annuity to his ‘‘ brother in
affection, Charles Pichard, as a

souvenir of long years of mutual

friendship !" But how many moaths
had pa
will! And yet up to this very ovan-
ing not a cent of the annuity had the |

| little

i
still under the shadow of the br ‘1;.-.4

courtly, but sadly impecunious, old

benefiziary received.

Attorney Sharp eaid there wore apt
to be delays before the provisions of a
will could be carried out; but from
the first Madame Pichard bad mis-
trusted Attorney Sharp, Tonight
therefore, ag mongicur stepped out of
the lawyer's offize, he was, notwith-
standing the rain and gloom, in a
bligsful frame of mind and well pleased
with human nature in general,

““Ha! it has coma out right, after
all, as [ always assured Suzanne
wonld be the case,” he soliloquized,
‘ How pleasant it i3 to have agreeable
news to carry home to the wife who
has with one endured mavy privatious ;
and, mon Dien ! endured them go
bravely and sturdily tco; albelt ag
times "—heare mousieur involuntarily
shrugged his shoulders,—*' at {imes,
it must be acknowledged, with a dash
of asperity ! Dut what would you?
How dull would life be if comething
did not occur once in a while to afford
variety i occasionally to be tripped up
by a pebble one's path might be a
pieasing change from & road of
monpla mouotonous smoothne

At this pm.n an interruption t
oddly encugh, bore out the comps ~'i~|,n|
and bade fair to prove for the nonce
actually & more gerious stumbling
blcek than madame’s temper, brought
the meditations of the amiable man to
an sbrupt closa, l!l the 10g a sma
gled objact ran againgt his ke
and go entangled itself around them
a8 almost to upset his equi'ibrium.
While he struggled to regain a footing
a neighboring electric light flared up,
as if with a laudable resolve to do
batter in tho sroof guiding people
on their way, discerned a meagre

which turned upon him

What now ? Down,
D.wn, idiot ! D) you want

rodden upon? Bah! avaunt!
begone !" exclaimed Mo
with what he

ieur P.chard,

considered extreme gruft

er the mongre
ine, and crot

ering ai b
of the \‘l:lrln-
with p

"W are you hungry
and homeless like many human beings,
alack ! in this great city to-night?
he eaid, commiceratingly. *‘‘I have
promised that the destitute shall have
& share in my good fortune. Can |
pass by even one of G dumb
creatures when it a als to me for
succor ?  N»o, assuredly not. Come
Bouffon, we will buy a bun.’

Comprehending the Kkindly tone if
not the tenor of the words, the forlor:
eur r ided by a vigorous wag of
his stubby teail, avd, turning about,
trotted after his new acquaintance
with the alacrity and reviving courage
of one who has unexpectedly found a
friend in adversity,

At a bakery in the vicinity his
patron purchased the bun, fed the
half starved dog, and then gently
essayed todrive it away. The grate
ful terrier refused to bo cast off, how-
ever. Iuvain did Mousieur Pichard
strive to persuade ; in vain did he
finally etamp his feot and threaten :
all was of no avail. The tramp dog
looked up at him in pleading, wagged
its tail harder than ever, at intervals
started off as if in obedience ; but when
the good man had gone a few steps
farther he was sure to discover his
persistent little friend again at his
heels

‘A plague on the stray! It seems
bent on following me home,” he
mullered, tn  comical aunoyance.
‘Little comrade, you are not wise :
Madame Suzanne does mnot like
dogs. "

Atter trudging on for some ten
minutes more, the old monsieur
reached the dingy house, remodelled
into flats, where he lived. Slowly,
because of the semi-darkness, he
monnted the stairs to his own apart-
ments. At the sound of his latch-key
in the lock, the door of this shabby
suite wa3 thrown open; and thei
stood madame, who had been awaiting
his return iu a fever of anx

man was touched

teched waif!

‘*Well 2" she inquired, laconically.

The fatigue of his walk had evi-
dently calmed the exhilaration of his
mood ; for, though the light of the
oil lamp on the center table of the
small parlor now shone upon him,
her husband's face told her nothing.
Before he could epeak, her restless
glance turned from him to the little
dog that, having followed him into
the room, sull kept close to him as if
mutely claiming his protection.

‘¢ Parblew, mon ami, what have we
here ?"" she asked, curtly.

“My dear, it is only a friendless
vagrant, which in its dumb way,
begoad ma so so pitaoncly to give it
corner by the fire that I had ‘Dot the
heart to refuse,” was the ingratiating
reply.

Bat Madame was not to be pro-
pitiated,

““You know, Charles, I can not
abide a dog in the house,” she began ;
and then, turning to the intruder,
added brusquely :  ** There, you ugly
tramp, get out !"

The hapless canine would have felt
her command enforced by a blow from
his benefactor's umbrella, which the
energetic lady caught up at random,
but once more monsieur came to the
reseue,

‘" Ih bien, my dear!” he said, lay-
ing a (lvuumn,, hand upon her arm,
‘*at him out if you w\ll. but let me
ﬂr.\‘( tell the news I have for you.

Sharp has paid to me the hall yearly
instalment of the annuity.”

od sinco the reading of the!

*“ What ! is it indeed so ?" exclaimed
Madame Suzanne, starting back in

“ surprise ; for even now, although she
. had felt the assurance of the fact, it
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wus almost impossible to believe s
happiness was truly theirs,

‘“Yes, thnnks be to Ged ! Her
the money.’

With these words he unbuttoned
overcoat and sought in its inner po
for the treasure which was to lig|
the cares of his hard-woiking spo
But, alas ! how soon may rejoicing
turned into sorrow ! The money
gone! The worthy gentleman, iy
excitement and haste to bring h
the happy tidings, had probably
thrust his wallet into the pocket at
but only in between the buttons o
coat, whence it had slipped down
been lost.

For a moment the old Irench
and his wife regarded each othe
silent diemay at the calamity that
befallen them. Then Monsieur |
ard found voice.

“My poor Suzanue ! what a m
able man [ am, to have brought
misfortune vpon you ! he faltere
bitter self accusation,

Either madame considered
trouble too great for reproache
else his despair smote her to the h
for, still without a word, she savk
a chair avd began to sob hysteric

The little dog which by various
had been endeavoring to obtaiu n
at this moment brushed w;xiuq,
gown ; and, having thus su i
attracting her gaze, stood \pvwl
his hind legs as if begging her fu
attention, vapped in a peculiar
and wistfully watched every char
the uxpru:—x-i(m of her tlorid cour
ance,

Glad of semething upon whi
vent her wrath and disappoinn
Madame sprang to her fect,

¢ (Get out of my ht, you
beast !” she veciferated, makin
other dash at it with the umb
Qe there! the fellow has
brought a bone—an odiocus, n
bone—into the room. Out, ras
nu' I

come guest abgo refused
driven forth ; and continued to
abecut in an explicable manner,
and again standing up to beg
giving a sharp, qu ck bark,
doing its best to speak

¢ Vexatious brute !" she ejacu
pausing tor breath, and pt
aside with the end of the umbrell
supposed bone which had dropp

i
the carpet before her. Sudden
canght it up with a cry of
“Why, what is this? Charles
ami, bless God and the gracio
Antoine—the "’ln dog has been
careful of your interests than yot
yourgelf : he has hrm‘ ght your 1
safe home for you !

Her husband peered at the |
looking packet in her eager
and incredulously felt for his
tacles ; but madamoe had a
opened the wallet,

‘““Yes,” she announced, trer
with agitation as she searched o
contents: ‘‘ here are the ban
all safe : isit not s0o? Thanks
God! thanks be to God !

Together they counted the 1
Yes, it was all there. The cleve
dog, having doubtless at some
been taught to fetch and carr
seen the wallet drop, picked
and, despite all rebuffs, had insi
restoring it to the ingenuous
to whom the loss weuld have b
grave a disaster.

““Shut the door, mon ami
claimed madame “Surely
faithfui foliower has earned hi
by our hearth! While thereis n
us there will al ways be a fine b
him, and whatever else may be
taste.”

“Ha ha!" laughed monsieu
bing his hands together in s
tion. ‘* And what shall wa naun
Bouffon, I believe 1 styled him
I tried to reason with him
street,”

““Bouffon! DBy no meant
clared Madame Suzanne, scol
“ Nn, it shall be Trouveur—"* tt
ful finder.”

Sagacious Trouveur, as he wa
thenceforth, apparently fully
standing the situation and the
affairs in his favor, was all t|
frolicking about and yelping
light that his service had at
with recognition.

‘““Ha-ha ba!” chuckled
again, stooping to pat the er
little avimal. * Truly you
tunate, little Trouvenr ; for y
won a place in the heart of m
and —you lucky dog—tha best
hearts it is, as I, of all the wor
good cause to know.”

The smile of wifely devoti
which madame greeted this
speech of her galiant old husb
beautiful tosee.

‘““Ah, mon ami!" she ar
wiping the joyful tears from b

‘you were ever gentle and
and thoughtful for others ;
instinctive gratitude of this Iif
ture that you befriended is but
instance of how kindness ofter
a hundrediold reward."'—Jane
in The Ave Maria.

W as outfofjSorts.

‘I was all out of sorts with loss
dnd loss of sleep, Ifcould’ not dre
without stopping to rest, My kid
affected. began taking [ood's
rilla. I now hmv a better anopati
able to sleep soundly.” Mis. M
BIrp, 582 Bethune Street, Peter
tario. ¥

HooDp's PILLS are the only pi
Wlt'l:l Hood’s Sarsaparilla, Easy,
ient,

It may be only a trifling cold, b
it and it will fasten its fangsiny
and you will soon be carried to ai
grave, In this country we ha
changes and must expect to ha
and colds, We cannot avoid th
can effect a cure by using Bicl
Consumptive Syrup, the medicis
never been known to fail in curi
colds, bronchitis and all affectic
throat, lungs and chest. |




