tier to'sllence by giviug her a thou.
sand reals, aud making her promise to
go off to DBurcelonn as soon as she
had fulliiled ber task—and she did &o.

“You cun imugine the surprise of
this woman whom I adored from afar
when, suspuecting that her meid huad
stolen froma ler, on account of her
hasty Qlight, she found those mugui-
ficent jowels in ber desk, *W 2 could
nave dlvined my desire?’ she cried.
Who, indeed, could have suspected that
she still thought of those gems with
a faint sigh of regret?

o Time passed ou. [ “uew that sbe
hal topt my glft, and that she bhad
endeavored to discover whence it had
come, but she unever wore tnem. Did
ghe desplse my offering 7 Al, I reflee-
ted, if she ouly kaew the sacrifice it
hid cost me! If she kaoew that I was
almost equal to that lover who pawned
his winter overcout to buy a bouguet
of flow~=s for his ludy-lovel Docs she
think that it hus been sent by some
high-born love, who will present him-
self wome Jduy to cluim his reward?
Whut a mistake she has made! Even
though she were free to love another
than her odious husbund, I was much
too fur velow her in station to think
of cluiming her hund!

« One evening, when she attended o
bull, I stood outside ol the pulace, to
watcl. for her, and I saw lier uas shbe
alighted from her carriage, radiant
with beauty, while & murmur of as
miration burst from the crowd as she
passed by. The women gaz:d at her
with envious gyes, the men aumirisgly,
while an involuntary cry of astonisb-
ment burst from my Jips. She had on
my emerald necklace. That night 1
went to bed without any supper, for
{ was 50 ngitated I could uot ecat, but
I felt happy. Duriug my sleep 1 im
agined that I could hear the muse
from the ball, and eee her pass veiore
me, and I dreamed that { danced with
her.

o The affeir of the emeralds had
leaked out, aid was the theme of con-
versation mmoung some high-born ladies.
After they hail scep the stoues there
was no doubt that the occurrence had
taken place, and the idle gossips be
gait to comment npon it. My idol cu-
joyed an unblemished reputation, In
spite of her husband's dissipation and
his indifftrence toward her, calumny
had never been able to attack her,
but now the venticillo Don Basilio
sings of in the opera began to make
itself audible. One day, while I was
chatting with i number of younz men,
they spoke of the emeralds, and o sim-
pleton finully made u sueering remark
aboyy the woman,

“The idiot’s words aroused my ire,
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especlully beeause the rest agreed to
them, But I vestrained myeell, What
right had F to defend that woman ?
But befors r guarter of an hour had
elnpsed T found occasion 1o pick a
quarrel with him, and I contradicted
him so flntly, and was 50 AgEressive,
that a duel was the upshot ol the
affudr, )

* My friends wer? agtonished ‘hat 1 had
sought a duel for su'h a simple cguse, as
well as that I would not listen to auy
explanntion. I feught, Lut I cennot ery
whethor succssinlly or not, for though
1 saw my oppounmnt fatl, y2t I [:1t at the
sam2 moum 2l thit my own (y's were dnzeld.
My eas Luzzed, aul I also [oHl, danger-
ously wounded in the breast. Th y car-
ried m» to my humbl: dwelling, whore
was geizqd with a raging fever 1 do not
tnow all the tiwme I sput in bed, calling
wildly for her. I should bave kad forti-
tade to sulfer all my lif2, just to ohtain
a grateful look from her, on th? brink of
the gravy.

‘ But it was sad to die without & sin-
gle word from Ler. Theso thoughts
tronbled my brain, and on: night, while
I was tosszing rvestlessly akout on my
conch, burning up with fever, th: por-
tieres were drawn back, and I saw & wo-
ma: standing at the threshold. I thoaght
1 was dreaming, but uo, for she drew
near my Ued, where I was tossing about
in distreos, and as she raisd har vail, I
saw a tear gleaming on her chaek. It was
she !

“ 1 roised myself up with staring eyes,
and—just jat (that moment arrived at
Du:an's jewelry establishment.”

* What do you mean?” I interrupted
as my iriend diverg-d in this maun-~r from
hig story. * Were you not wouunded, and
Iying on your La:k in bed? ™

“In bed! What nonsens»! I had for-
gotten to tell you that this was what 1
had been imagining from Samper’s, where
I really saw the sct of clmeralds, and teard
the exclamation I beve told you of, to
the Carrara of San Geronimo, whore &
porter jostled against me, and aroused me
{rom igy rcveriz, as I was gazing in Dur-
an’s shop windows at a book by Mery
with tha title: * The History of What
Has Never Happenod.” Do you understand
it now?”

As T heavd the * deaourment,” [ could
wot help fauxking. In fact, I do not know
what Mery's work refers to, but I am
sure that mapy books wmight b> written
under that title.—~From the Spanish  of

Gusiavoe DBeeguer.

A TOOTHSUOME PARADOX.
Fach careful artist in his way
A reputation gains:
But with the dentiet, etrange to say,
The patient takes the paius.

-

CITY ITEMS.

The usuul New Year's ball at Ravenscrag
war helid on Monday night.  As usunl there
was a good deal of grumbling among the
mothers who were not asked anmd youung
lacies whose pureats bl eve in chaperoucs
were in some cases unable to attend.

Mr Thos. Coristine, who has ben suffer-
ing from a bad attack of pnewmounin, is
recovering.

Mrs, Binmore and Miss Binmore have gonu
on a visit to Ottawa.

Mr. Frank Msher, of Toronto, has been
in town on a visit to Mr. Edward Neild,
Hutchison street.

Mrs. George Drunmond, who died at the
residence of her son~ Mr. George Drummond
Manager of tho Bank of Moutreal at To:-
ronto. wus the mother of Mra. Hague Sims.

Madame (Judge) Mathicw, her daugbter
Madame Bruneau and Madame Desjardine
wii! hold o lurge reception in the St Law-
rence Hall on Monday evening from nind
till twelve.

Mrs. (Alayor) McShane bhad an afternoon
reception for Jadies on Tuesday. About
two hundred ladies attended.

On Weduesday Mrs. McShane had » child-
ren’s party in hovor of little Katllcen’s
ge—2uth birthday.

Br. und Mrs. George McKinuon of Pointe
Claire have taken rooms at the Windsor
for tbe winter.

[ 2 S
A SPRINKLING OF SPICE.
A GENIAL GLOW.

Rogers—~*What mnkes your nose so red
Mr. Reilly 7

Reilly—~It glows witk pride, sir, at not
putting itself in other people’s buriness.”

HUGO'S MIXED METAPHOR.

Victor Hugo wrote to a “‘iraternal ban-
auet” of workingmen that he could not
be present, but aent them a shake of the
hand from the bottom of his hear. —Lou-
don Million.

A DRY BUIT.
Dashaway—“What do you think of my
new pepper-and-salt suit?” .
Jagway—“{t makes me thirsty to look
at it.—Roseleaf.
Mauy o man has made a goose of him-
<elf with a single quill.

TENNYSON AND SOPHOCLES.

Carlyle once begged Tennyson to trans
late Sopocles. “Ife = n wonderiul man
for dovetailing words together,” he said
afterwards in speahing regretiully of this
entreaty, “but Alired wouldn’t bite.,” -



