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FRAGMENTS FROM A DIART.
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We have known esach other from our earliest childhood, yeit seems but as yesterday that we wandered togethor gatho, ny
kingcups and daisies ln the meadovathose ktngcup and daise
that Aimée's hittî efngers wove so deftly iuto wreaths undcrovusansd fasbloned inte vondroua balse vhoae creation va
a work full of awe and mystery te mo-grenworbeaf foyers
with all the petals outwards, as thougbrgrovlng from one
common central root-but yesterday thgatrvowngbt for berri
lu the wood, and lost ourselves, and vep oike veritable able
that we were ; but yesterday that w made, for wevers nebetter than other children, our mud pies oubthe river bsuk, crlaid out miniature groundsuand built lilliputiau bouses on thesands of the lake shore ; -but yesterday that we drove out to-gether in our carriage, with our dear, faithful, strong, buttenderly careful old Newfoundland Bruno between its shaftslooking lovingly askance at us out of his big, deep, intelli-gent brown eye; but yesterday that we sauntered, handedthrough the deep shadows of the eventide, already cilittlehusbandI" and little wife " to eaoh other, drawiug vivid pic.tures of a future never-sullied bliss; but yesterday that theshadow of our tiret great sorrow fell on us--a 'orre cf whichwe had not even dreamed, and which we did net resilse vheuit fell--the shadow of my father's ruin. It seemstoc, cul
yesterday that the sorrow which we did realiss.hpened, the
sorrow of our frst parting. And that was to be or eigtyearu.

I do not know exactly how lt was arranged. I ony knowthat it was arranged by an old friend of my fatber's. I suppoe
my father bad been lamenting to him the failures ef his hopes
with regard to myself, that he had drawn a vivid picture tohim of my fonduess for Aimée, and of Aimée's fondne forme of how he had watched the growth of our attachinstasd
bad cherisbed the idea of one day seeing me the husand iofhis neighbour's child, and of how that ides muet nov be laidaside, for now I sbould nover be rich enough to aue for hodband. Ani I suppose my father's old friend answered hlm insome sncb strain-as this: had told him how he was childiess
and how often he had wisbed that ho might have a son, boyif he would, [ should ait ln bis own counting house, ud ehouldhave every chance given me that could have been given te ason of bis own, and how, If during eight years I had stcd ethetest of separation-for he stipulated that during those elghtyears there should be no communication between n-I sbonld
be admitted to a partnership with himself nd should thon
marry my Aimée.

You see thst the possibiUty of Aimée's not stauding thetest of separation was neyer once taken into account iAt least in any conversation that I ever hoard or overheard
I nover knew that side of the question mentioned. And us Idid not myself doubt my own fidelity, I had alo the mSt im-plicit faith ln hers.

And aIl tels appon nelght years ago, and now Aimée latenty-o 7-d .atventy.flve.
Andwe are going to be married-to-morrow ido Il soemas test ve bave both slocd tb. eigbt yoe' test,

bang be few month that bhave been remitted ns la order
that due preparation might be made for the wedding to takeplace on the exact anniverary, and I bave becomo s partuer
lu due course uand am ln a position to marry my Almée with-out shame.

Only I wonder If Aimée's affection neyer vaveftdIf she
nover, even for a moment, loved, If sho never feit awanner
friendship even for nome other who, with atlthe advantages
of presonce and the opportunity of expressing his admiration
by word, and look, and action; some other, too, whose beautyof torm, whose intellectual attaiumenta, or whose mental
ab llty, nay, whose depth of 'oul, may have fan surpassed myovni

Bah i what if @ho has. Do I ask that she should be more
thu umasIf she were she would no longer be a sultablevIf. for poor motai me.

Why, I have a dosen souvenirs, more or less compromising,
in my desk. I am going to bum them all to-night.

Pirst, bere la a letter from Laura, aged sixteen, written luthe child's own blood too, the blood which she tells me ahe
should be so extremely honoure-l to shed for me. O, Aimée,little do you know the cruelties which my allegiance to yen
has compelled me to perpetrato! And here Ia a book cf hair,the souvenir cf a mooulîght flîrtution behlnd the cactuses-'--or
the cacti, Is it? shade of Lindley Murray, which ?-Andeor
a glove picked up at a pic-nic, and bere -aportrait. Ah, here
alone, Aimée, do my memorles linger with something of guilt;yet you would forgive me, Aimée, If you knew all, and youwould forgive her too, for she le dead; and, oh heaven what
a death to die, for she died as sh had lived-alone. There i
let us bundle all the trash together, and burn it out of our
eight. On the thresbold of beaven ve muet rolinquish every
taint of earth i

Yet I wonder If, when the freed spirit soars upward, It feels
no regrets for aught it leaves behind, for I own these awakened
muemories have made me sd. Has Mmée, too, perhap, ber
little am'.da-fe lu ber own chamber. Does she, too, feel sadto-ulghtT

Yet when I thInk of her as I trst saw her on my return, andaS ([ses ahorn nov, dees et- voi snobasspi.on ecoea
injust" su od s nonhî.Then she bookd ple and vuya
of one vorn out vith long vatchlng sud vaiting, sud plnlng
And nov, the picture cf healsh, and joy sud bappiness i Hebe
herself nover had fresber roses lu her cheeks.'

8hall I try te drav her picture vith my penu? 1ow can [ do
it ? Howv cau I analyse a beauty 'o etherial vhich seemed toe
have no parte but vhich muakes np on. iuncomprehensie, iya-terioue, darling whole ? Tet vhat more ploasant patime foi.
the lover, as be s nokhes te its end, the stump cf bis last bach-
elor cigar, bhau te attempt such au analysis. Perhaps when Ihatve picked my Almée te pleces I shahl nd eut eh. ls really
plinm. Neyer mind, then [ will console myself by the thoughtthat then I may b. ever sncb a lile bit nearer being wortby
cf ber.

Almée thon, as tue novelists say, le neitheur petite nor tait,but of a good middle height for a voman ; sud ber form isu
beautifully rounded, no, that is net the word ; Almée ls as far
from giving te the Idea that she le round as that she ls angu-
Iar, but ehe bas dinmptes tead cf elbows, and her handu are

ON T HE BR IN K. no charmingly soft you would think they had been "boned ;
uhe la, indeed-

"IFashioned in Nature's best proportioned maould."
d3he has the whitest skin, without exception, that I ever sawbut her eyes are no deep a violet that they sometimes appeablack ; her lashes are black beyond a doubt, and very longindeed, and her eyebrows are nuch darker than I have evez
seen lu so fair a woman before. Her hair in golden, and a

t âne as flou silk. Her mouth le small and rosy, and ber teeth
g regular and very white, but not pearly. In dress she has the
a beat tste I ever ike, ihsecret of which le, she tells me
i herself, Ils extreme simpllclty. Bhe neyer vears ring., ancs ber little bande are not roey-tipped but wondrously white
, She wiii wear a ring,. however, to-morrow, for AM efrat time
e Add to the above any quantity of sunshine, and expression
s aad sweetdimples, and 1have done aIl my possible to pourtray

mv Almée. b1 ill lie down and dream of ber till morning.
t Heaven bleus ber!1
r If only my father had lived to share our happines now.

o And sonIclose the faithful diary which I have so neglected
tof lae , endng Its last page on the last day of my bachelor

a • • a . . at It hs a •

It balwaye been a relief to me lanany great crisisof my
1f l any great happineus or great sorrow, to write down

o events, sensations, thought. Let me se If It will b a relief
- te me nov.

When had closed my diary upon its last page, I went to
bed and slept peacefully, only dreaming, as I had promised

i myself, of happiness and Aimée.
I was awakened by the usual tap at the dour. I rose and

3 went down through the garden of the inn to bathe In the swift
t stream at ita foot. Il was a bright, joyous morning, and the

birds were singing blitbely. I felt that I could sympathize
with their songe with my whole heart.

I returned, and was dressing carefully and quickly when

i l- appeared. He was smoking a cigarette. He joined me
) ln My cup of coffee.
S We had given each other a great grasp of the hand when h.

Scames and nodded. We were, at least I was, too full of hap-
fpinesa for vords.

Now h. was sitting down at the little table and idly break-
ing little fragments from a sweet cake into his cup. I dwell
ton these topice because I seem to see It aIl over again, and it
la a relief te me.1

"You are a lucky fellow," he aid, "i1 wieh I was In your

Ia "sure I heartily wish you," I returned, "a happiness
as great."P

W. went down. The carriage was et the door, the sleek
-horses proud of their ribbons. Ail the people ln the old Inn
came ont to see us drive off. There was a chorue of good

usibes and littie eight-year-old Marie took off her shoe and
Wflung It afer us.
W. drovequickly, about a mile, to the door of the little old

church. The chateau was about two miles further on, up the
long avenue. The villagers were thronging about the porch,
and the churohyard, and lu the road outuide. There vas a
great cheening as vwu drove up.

The hot sun vas glaring dovn upon the dusty ro id and the
grey horses, upon the river and the rapide, and the still waters
of the distant lake, and upon the rugged white and grey rocks
vhich overung thea, glaring down upon the pebbled path by
vhch e entered the shadowy porch and stood within the cool
nefreosing atmosphere of 1he cburch.

W. waited, waited-Heaven knows how long we walted. It
seemed to me like a thousand years ; but there are times whent
moments seein a-es. We waited till the aged curé sympa-
thled, and H-. suggested that last # ishing touch to the
toilette as the cause of the delay, as though it were Aimée's
habitude to linger oven her toilette. "IBut when one la dress-

-ng fnr wheute grad occasion of one's existence," plesded
a-. Wevaltedli grew nervous and pale as the fags
ut my feet-ve cmn feel ourmeives grov paie sometim -@-tlll I
gre'! cold beside, and my bood seemed to caurdie lu ln ene

ith ome ameles dead ; walted until a sensation began to
run through 1h. audience, and vhlsp.ned surmhses ver. car-
rent, whisperingu which grow and grv tii they surged audlbly
from end to end of the ittle concourse ; waited tili I felt sick,and àlait and glddy ; vaited tiIU a horseman gailoped up
witigthe tidings that the bride vaunowere to be foud and
shat we were wanted to assist ln the search I

We drove to the chatean. The bride's.mds ver. there
with white faces and 'lu starswtheegueitver. thre paie
and uve-stricken; her father s, theet af distrcted-
swearing and cajoling, etorming and piea'lng, by turne. was
shown her boudoir, ber dnessing room. with the white dress
spread ont lnreedineus. was shown, for nothing was sacred
for me nov the very b.d vheroe@ha had rested lest night,which etill Lore the slight Imprecs of her form.

It had been aut lrst supposedthat she had riden early and
gone ont te llmb bo clif and take one last look of wat had
bea for ail her young e ber home; to revisit onre more ber
favourit. baunts ad nookeamong the rocks. Her absence
vas thought notblng of ut iret. "8h. wii b. ln presently,"
they said, l It neyer take her ny time to dress." But as the
hours sped by and tbe time for church approached she hadi
beausought for thiga nd ew, but no trace, no sign of herg
vas found. Nothlng vas mlulng from the bous, or fromn ber1rooms but the dttle vwhte wrapper and th. orain fraw hat

tha was bhe oaryarden costume. n h. hae gone out

vfslt heer. fao t spots But what accident could have

offer con a dcovery vd made vhich, vhile it seemed te
oferd a elu, yet frhr complicated the mystery. On. of the.
aen g gesefamiewhoug. Hie vas a young man, vealthy,

greatest admiration for Aiméee ad opey bexem secte
of being a sultor of hers, or bad ever been tuected a-
thing suggestive of more thian thoeerdaearto ayng and-
highest esteem ln her regrd.elig ad

Tel this man bad orderedi uetrpolvgoanb.
taken hie departure at daybr.an eclmbln te biggon ndohtd
intending te rtijoin bis eqiiae at the smmui of the stoot,
and vinding road.ps

ak mter that b. dvet th the village vith a load of
sacnd stt that ho lemtthtraveiler byond this point,
ofdh vu sen thhwas alone in the carriawe, the fore part
uet stih asnd en t fer part cf the calèche being alone

pitiless sun; that there na othlng partîuar lu bs a par
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ance, and that h had given him, the miller, a hearty «good
daylu return to his salute.

There was no telegraph from Aimée's village ln those days.
, 1, to whom inaction would have been death, started at once in
r pursuit.
g I found M. T--ln his apartments li one of the principalr hotels in Berne. He received me courteously, but expressed

h bis surprise and concern ut seeing me. "H. had.thought me,"he said, "ere this the happlest man lu the vorld."
" Yesterday," I replied, "I had thought so too. On your

honour, and as yon hope for salvation, can yon tell me why I
i aM net 7?"

" I am ut a lose to understand your language," said he.r "Pray have yon any suspicion that I could ? »
, "'The case is this," sald 1-" Mdlle. F- left her home at

daybreak yesterday morning, as it le supposed to climb the
clif, and look for the last time at the home she was about to
leave. 8he never returned. You left the village at daybreak;
you climbed the clif on foot, rejoining your vehicle at the
aummit of the bill. Now, I ask you, upon your honour did

r you speak to, see, hear, or murder Mdlle. --- in the in-
terval ?I

•"I forgive the violence of your language," he replied softly,"in consideration of the e:streme agitation which you have
undergone, the painful suspense from which you still suifer.
Permit me, however, most solemnly to declare that I neyer
saw the slightest trace of the young lady in question from the
time I left my carriage at the foot till I rejoined It at the topof the bill. This may easlly be acoounted for by the fact that
no point on the most direct route for regaining the road Is
the best calculated to obtain a view of the village, and that
any one occupying the most favourable position with regard
to prospect, would be entirely bidden by the mountain-ash
which grows luxuriantly near that point from the traveller
uipon the heaten footpath. Yet, though I never cast eyes on
Mdlle. F- I do not deny that that young lady monopolied
my thoughts during the whole distance. To be quite frank
with you, I had so learned to esteem and prise her,bthat I own
I had resolved, in a great measure on that account, to travel,and thus so endeavour to forget that it le not to everyone, but
only to the deserving (with a bow to me) that the prises lu
Nature's lottery fall. I beg to proffer you my firmest assur-
ances, however, that I never breathed a word to Mdlle. Y-.
which could, by any possiblity, ln the slightest degre have
óffended the finest sense of honour.

" Now, ten, that you are prepared to believe that the terri-
ble news of this mystery le not without its share or sadness for
myself, I will beg you to accept my services to assit you ln
its elucidation. Let me return with you to the chateau, and
pursue our researches together."

Of course I accepted. We have done everything which
mortal ingenty can invent to clear up this dreadful secret.
The only explanation le the almost Incredible one that Aimée,knowing as she did every Inch of the rocks by heart, should
have ventured out upon the slippery, mosay Iedge above the
torrent. and then-Oh i horror-horror-horror i

T- and I, thus linked together by this mystery of fate
are about to seek lu travel the forgetfulness which he was
before about to seek alone. Sad that it should be neceaury
for us both nov.

0 aa a 0 a 6 &

How a few short hours may bring about a complete revolu-
tion of our Ideas, our views,our opinions,lia regard of persons
or things, which had become as firmly rooted as the daily cus-
toms of our lives ; how a few critical moments may annihilate
what might have been a life-long friendship, and show us the
viper we have nouriehed ln our bosom.

It le now nearly two years that T- and I had been fellow-
travellers, and I had leared to like him, although hie pursuits
were often such as I did not care to participate. He was fond
of pleasure, and hiq evenings, when we were li any city, weredivided between the theatre, the gambling saloon, the billiard
or tb. buli-rooa. FRe vas a Iborougl man -of the vorld, auadeptet all games, wheterf haard r of ski ll, and thon-
oughly understood the art of extracting from circumstances
the hghest amount of pleasure that might be practicable for
the moment.

But I bad a deeper sorrow than he-a sorrow that was ever
present vth me, and unnitted me for the frivolous galety of a
course, unfeeiiug vorld.Thus it happeued that my evenings were usually passed
alone,in reading orjIn uedltation, over a cigar, or in a solitarystroll upon beech or cliff, or over down or meadow, according
te lb. nature cfbthe place which we had chosen as our tempo-
rsry restiug-place.

But when our tent uwas pitched far from the buey haunts of
men, wher - Nature reigned supreme, where there was not so
much as a village beauty to attract his eroving eye, there, witha wondrous verautility of talent, he became a most attractive
and entertaining companion. Gifted and well-read, with great
originality of Idea, and a now of language which clothed every
phase of thought in ftting words, he would chatter by thehour together, never permitting me to perceive that he found
me, as I muet actually have been, a most uninspiring auditor,
but seemingly unwearying in his endeavour, as I then thought,to amuse me, to interest me, to draw me out, to lead me to
display my whole inner self before him, that my sorrow might
au hit i tsbitternees by being participated-as I now know

te exîdt in the an'lyais cf lia.vieitira'.gref.
This knoviedge came to me but su heur since, and Il came

We had occasio to-day to cross a river vhere the stream
ran lu torrents betveen rocks. Il was just one cf those places
vhich It la easy enough te pass lu safety If eue makes the
lea~p vithout forethought or hesitation, but vher.eue moement'e
vaut cf confidence is death. I bad dared T-- te follow me.;when I lookted back he bad disappeared. Retracing my steps
te Ibe edge cf the neareal crag, I perceived that he bad missed
bis footing, and vus hanging by eue uarm te a strong oak sap-
llng whicb ho bad caught ln hia fall. Letting myself cau-
tlously down upon a ledge cf rock, and clinging vith mylimbs and one uarm te a tree vhich vas rooted lu the crevices
among the crage, I was able almnost te reach hie baud..-

Rallying bis energy for a sprng, he succeeded iu catching
my baud in au uncertamn grasp, but ut the same moment the
eapling tore away, and the armu on which he had hitherto de-
peuded hung s If dislocated by bis side.

lie vas hanging nov vith bis whole weighit depending freom
my arm, muy dingera not having a full, fuir grasp even cf bis
bad. i igar was stili between his lips. [He raised with


