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It was timo for dinnor whon wo roachod
St. Malo. I had read, with very fow
hauses, sinco lunchoon, and neithor of us
lad aver looked at the ship bohtnd us;
yot I feol sure it had boen In his thoughts,
and I kuoow it had occupied my 1ind far
1‘111'(’);'0 the The Autocrat at the Brealfast-
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What had tal.en placo during my ex-
pedition through the town of Chorbourg %
My foars took a rather absurd form, yet
not an unnatural ono perhaps. Idreaded
lest my husband, in his interview with
tho peoplo on board the yacht, had loat
his tompor and challenged somo one to
fight. I could only by this wild supposi-

world.” Mo kisscd mo passionately again
nd again, and I clung to him in tho
utmoat happineas that any soul can feol.

I suppozo thero was no ono upon deck
or near cnough to seo us, or he would not
havo tekon mo in his arms at first ; yet,
had al' tho world boen looking on, I
should have been udconscious of them,
all my faculties being so completoly
oontreg upon him I loved.

Holod mo up and down the deck—I
had regained my strongth—and, as wo
walked, ho apoke.

“I havo beon upset, and “ult uncom-
fortablo a good deal, Gertie, I admit,” he
said. “Porhaps my dopression reauits

tion explain his distross. X thought that|from too much happincas, oerhaps the

ossibly he was wondering what would
{:ccomo of mo if he fell. I know now
that it was oxcessively stupid to imagine
such a possibility. When 1 came upon
deck, after making my toilet, I found my
husband standing with his arms folded
and lus chin upoa his breast, leoking at
the yacht, our enemy, which was atationed
so near that I could almost distinguish
tho features of tne men who were moving
upon it,

““YWhat is it, darling 9’ I said, alipping
myv hand unézs his hand.

*““Ah! Ycu there, Gortio?' he =aid,
turning to mo. He took my two hands
in his, snd reld me at a little distance
from him, louling at mo with great love.

*‘Have I cver seen you in that dress
before 1” he asked.

‘Yes, two or threo times.”

“Then it is you who improve, and not
your dress, for I nover saw you look zo
pretty beforo ,” and ho drow mo to him,
and lifted mo off my feet in his ombrace.
‘‘What should I do without you, my
lovo 1" he murmured.

“‘And what should I do without you1”
T ochond.

“*Ah,"” 8aid he, putting mo doxn and
moving towards tho sido of tho akip, his
arm about my waist, ‘‘thatis a questicn !
What do you think would becoms of you
without me {”

1 Qotected, or thought I dotected, a|8™

serious thought under the pleasantry,
and at once my imagination flew to that
absurd possibility of an impending duol.
It scemed to mo that he was still calcu-
Jating upon tho chanso of bsing soparated
from mo for over. I could not move—a
tromor soized me—1 looked up at him in
spoechless terror.

“\Vhy, Gortie,” he exclaimed, catching
mo closer with his strong arms, ‘‘do you
think I had a scrious meaning in tho
question 7

‘Tell o you had not, dear,” X said.

**You aweet soul! Would 1 lot any-
thine on carth part us now that I have
mado you mino 1"

«Tell mo that—only tell mo that I”

“I will now, if you like."”

“You will It nothing tempt you to—
to—to jeopandise your lifo 3

**Why, what do you mcan, you pocr
fluttering dovo 1

““You aro not going to fight any ono 1"

“‘Now youn puzzlo mo moOro than over.
What can you bo thinking about,
Gertio?"

“Yon—you wont to scotho linendraper
last night, whilo 1 was in tho town, and I
thought porhaps—-""

Ho burst into a loud laugh, and happily
thero was no need for mo to finish my
faltering sentence.

““You'ro right in ono respect,” ho said,
when ho ceased tolaugh, I did go on
board that confoundod boat last night;
but thote was no lincndraﬁcs to fight—
moro's tho {ity pethaps.  Bat how camo

you to think of such an unlikely thing 1

state of my dx"};cation makos mo morbidly
sensitive. Whatover tho primal cause
may bo, the fact is that the confounded
yacht over thero, following us about in
this insano fashion, worries me boycand
ondurance. Tho sea makos me stporsti-
tlous ; it has that effect upon msany men,
you know."”

*‘Thon why should weo atay on the sca
if it causss you to bo unhappy ¥* Iasked.

*‘That's just what I was *hinking of
talking to you about, dear. I thoughe
that perhaps if we went to Paris for a
week I might shake off this stupid feol-
ing.”

Ho spoko with embarrassment—no? at
all in his nsual menner, but as if ho were
ashamed of s own weakness and his
yielding to it.

i‘(;Wo will start this very momont 7’ I
said.

“I wish you would raise zomo objec-
tion, Gertio, 8o that I might play the
hero by overcoming my own inclination,
or the tyrant by overcoming yours, orany
part rather thon tms of a sneaking
coward."”

“Oh, Gilbert 1”

Ho rogarded mo with a strange express.
10n on his faco; I could nottell whether
ho pitied or admired mo.

“Toll me,” said ko, ‘‘that you have
wn tired of tho scs, and that you
would bo highly delighted to =bandon the
plan wo mado for a cruieo of six wocks,”

Ho must havo resd my thoughts, for
indéed what he bade mo tell him way in
my mind. But 1 foared now to say a0,
lest ho should think mo a fool to chango
8o quickly.

“Tell me,” hocontinued harshly, “‘that
you would rather by half dwell in a noisy
city than drift along tho sunny coast.”

*“Tho awootest place in all tho world is
whero I ace you happy,” I said.

Tho harshness was no longer on his
faco when ho spoke again, but only the
oxpreasion of lovo unalloyod.

*“\What a big soul you have, little
sweotheart I ho said, “Will you always
love mo so fully, I wonder 2"

I nodded with confidenco and joy, and
lltiissed his shouldor, which was near my

ps.

Wo woro gay at dinner; he talked
about Paris, which scomed t¢ ™ not at
all a2 murky city from his description, and
I bocamo quito cager to so0 th. Champs
Elysces and tho Boulovards, and tho
wonderfal sho

¢“When shall wo start 7 T asked.

“‘To-night, if wo succeod in shaking off
tho encmy.”

“I had better pack up my things
diroctly after dinnor then.”

“0Oh, no; a valito would betray us!
Wo havo to wake our escape, you know.
What is indispensablo you must pat on
i'%nr back, or I will put it in my pocket.

o rost can vo bought at Paris. By-the-
byo, have you any strong affection for

t dress 7"

It seemed th mo that you wero think- | tha

ing to-day what would becomoe of wo if—
if——s" X could not continue.

Ho locked at mo with wondering
gavity.

**‘Good Hoaven ! Who would suspect
senhad itin you?” ho mid, in a low
tono that wxs not ad to my car,
then, with a chanped voico and a lighter
air, _ho addod, “*Appoase your troubled
pirit, swoot ; I shall not fight, and no
power that is stall separato us in this

(INO‘II

“Goxd! Now look up another that
you like better to tako with you. Ishall
want you to chango your drass when wo
get on shore, aud lot mo have that you
woar now. That astoniskes you, Gortio
-ch?1” ho mmid, laughing at my per
plexity,  **Ah, youhave yet to sco tho
sudbtlo sido of my character

“Shall X have to chango my hat as
| wall 7 I asked.

“Yos, I didn't think of that. If you
can find a veil so much tho bettor.”

X did as ho desired; and ho put tho
dross and bhat I had sclectod into tho
canvas bag with which Pator used to fotch
stores fron tho shoro ; thon, when I had
finizhed all my proparations for departure,
wo loft tho dear old ship In tho small
boat, Poter rowing us to theland.

Tt was still light, and, bofore wo reached
tho shore, I porcoived that o small boat
hnd put off from “‘tho enemy.” Tho dis-
tanco botweon us was groat, g'oh I fancicd
that I could see a woman's Ligure in the
boat. Gilbort saw tho boat also, and, as
wo landod, ho said—

““Go to the big hotel ovor there,
Gortio ; Potor shall accompany you. 1
will bo with you in a little while.”

Ho then walked away to that point
which “tho cnemy’s" boat was making
for, whilo I, with an uneasy feoling of
apprehension, went, attonded by Peter,
to tho hotel. It was somo timo before
Gilbert arrived. It wes no longer light ;
the lamps were lit in the street.

‘‘Havo you changed your dress, Gertio?"
ho asked.

“Yes ; horo aro the things.”

“Good. Wo shall want them pres-
ently.”

Ho thrust his hands into his pockots,
went to the window, and locked down
into tho court-yard of tho hotel. Ho
took no noticoof mo. Suddenly ho drow
in his head, and said, in a tone of reliof—

‘*Ab, hero they are I”

Thea he wont to the door and held it
open. Shorlly afterwards Peter camo
into tho rcom, followed by Hutchins, the
man who sorvant on buard tho Tub, and
Joe, the cook's boy, both on the brozd
grin. Peter carried a buandlo undor his
arm.

““Here aro tho things,” said my hus-
band, pointing to my dress; “‘take thom
into the next roum. Come with mo,
Gertie.”

Wo went down to tho salle-a-inas jer.
Gilbert bado tho garcon bring some
Chartreuso and the note. His silonco
and obvious inquictudo frightened me.

*Jt's neatly 2ll over,” ho aaid, in a
reassuring tono, as he pressed my hand.

Ho paid tho gargon, giving him rather
moro for himself than cho noto amounted
to; then wo went upstairs again, Thoro
was a deal of giggling and suppressod
laughter audible as we drew ncar tho
room ; and, on openaing the door, I per
coived, to my uttor amazemont, Poter
arranging my bonnet on tho hoad of a
young woman, and a gentleman with a
beard like my husband’s helping with his
advico; but, as I soon found, tho lady
was only tho cook’s boy Joo in my dress,
and tho ;;enﬂomm was Hutchins in my
husband’s jacket, with a falao beard—
which, as 1 was told aftorwards, thoy had
much difficalty in finding. It wasliugh-
ablo to sco Joo tako Hutchins's arm and
lcan towards him, as I suppose ho had
often scen mo do, and tho men scemod
«0 think it was 2 fino joke. QOnly Gilbert

looked angry and atern.

“Obligo mo by remoembering that Lam
here,” ho eald.  “Come, §’ct¢r, look
sharp I”

Thero was no muozo tittering after that,
Poter atuffcd Hutchin's and Joo's jackots
into tho cansas bag, aud, having touched
s littlo blaek ringlet to us, went down.
stairs, Two minutes afterwards, Hut-
chins, with Joo on his arm, followed.

My husband had thrown himself into a
chair with his back to tho mon, and sat
in gloomy ailenco. When they were

onc, 1 went to him and pat my hsnd on
is shoulder, and gaid—

“They nro gono—il’s ail right now,
dearl”

“Thank Heaven!” ho .nurmnrci,
drawing mo down upon his kneo and
kisxing me.

ve waited only a fow minutes, then
ho lifted nre, and 1os0 to his fect.

*‘Como aloug, Gertio; woll go and aco
if tho dodgo has suecceded.  If it has,
wo'll broatho again, and tomoriow woll
Jrie our cscapo with tho bost lancheon wo
caa get in Fatls,”

At that moment tho garson oponed tho
doox:. and, sceing us, stopped short in
bomldpnnent. Thon, with stuttering
npologies, ho explained that ho thomght
ho had scen us leavo tho hotel fivo
minutes before.

“Tant micur,” said Gilbort.

[T0 uE coxTINUED.)

M, Do Lavcleyo on English Lifo.

This gontloman writes thua in tho Pall
Mall Gazette :—** Whence comea it, then
that with such imporfect lawa the English
aro agreat nation ¢ I havo atruady statod
that this is duo, I think to their roligious
principles, which teach them to aim at
porfection and to do good each man to his
nvighbor.  Orthodox cconomy and ins.
toralistic sociology toll mo that mankind
is urged by ono motivo, and that that
motivo is solf intoreat In England I am
surrounded on all zides by churches and
ecliools of all denominations, hospitals,
asylums, almshouses, and public parks,
all testimonics of a universal dovotion to
abstract ideas, and constructed for
tho goneral well-boing. { oxamine
the life of tho peoplo I meet, and I
soo that all, from tho laboring man
to the poor of tho realm, dovotoa groat
portion of each day to the fulfilment of
of duties in connection with the difforent
socicties or associatious of which they are
mombors. This is to bo mot with to
such an oxtont in no other country, tho
United States, perhaps, excopted.

I passed two days with a Quakor family
at Darlington, and thero I remembored
that Voltairo's first threo lotters en Eng-
land aro in praiso of tho virtues of thia
sect. Thoy number only 18,000in all:
but who can say bow much not only Eng-
land but humanity in genoral owes to
thoso apoatles of peacs, ¢f justice, and
cquality, these rigid adversaries of slavery
and of worldl vanity? How is it that
their phil:mtgropy 18 at onco an active
aud so cfficacioua? Becauso as & rulo
thoy follow moro nearly than others the
Gospel toaching,

Seo, too, all over tho countyy that mar-
vellous institution—tho Suaday Schools
of overy soct, with 5,200,871 children or
onein every fivo of the ontiro populadou,
and 593,427 teachers. Six hundred thou-
sand persons who willingly give up aove-
ral hours of their Sunday overy weck
gratuitously for the purposo of instruct-
ing poor children ! 1s not this a proof,
if furthor proof were needed, of tho
power of religious sentiment in England 7
If Board schools have beca built all aver
tho land, deatined in tho space of two
genorations to completely transform tho
working classes, and if to attain this
object tho ratepayers havo voted 7d. or
8d. in tho pound, it is bocouso hero
Altruism in Christian charity. If a judi-
cialsystem which delivers over defonscloes
honcst peoplo on the ono hand to rogues,
and on tho other to Jawyoers, dossnot end
in a general pillage, it isbecause religions
convictions provant many from cnriching
themselves by turning tho torrible impor-
fections of tho laws 1o account. Iook
into tho lifo of tho nation and into that
of cach individual. Nearly all acts of
general utility aro inspired by tho Gospol
spirit, cven amoeng thuso who havo coas.
ed to bellevo in Divine Revelation, In
England. and moro especially in Scotland,
thero wvigns in families 30 religious an
atmozphere, and tho habits in thisrespect
aro zo different to what they aro on tho
C:ntinent, that ono would imagine ono-
sclf trunsported to anothor planet.  As,
at tho samo time, beth men and women
devote moro of their timo and of thelr
money o nhjocts of gonoral interest and
far tho general good than here, T think
that this second marked differenco from
us may be attributed to tho Emst. I may,
then, zafely tell you to roform as soon as
posticle your bad lawe, but to carcfally
maintain aud atrengthen your religicns
principles, for they ato tho cause ¢f your
pro-eminenca.”

Wagzners' inosic—Geo ! Whoa | Haw!
Gil up there, darn yoa !
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