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MY DIAMOND STUDS.
(From the New York Metropolitan Rreord.)

' Diamonds of & mast proved water) — Pericles

¢ You will forpive we, sir,1f T basten nver this
portion of my narrative. It i ~f a nature so
agonizing to my teelings, that 1 must content
myself with merely statig o few lesding facts,
and passieg cn to subsequent events. Prioce
Ivan, struck witk remnrse and horror, solicited
tbe emperor’s leave to retire from the army, and
entered a coovest of monks mear Moscow. 1
received en wtimation {rom the government that
I should do well to travel for the next eight or
ten years. It was apolite form of exile. to
which 1 was compelled to accede, greatly to the
sorrow of my parents. For my own part, I was
utterly heart-broken, and cared htile what be-
came of me. I weot direct to Paris, acd
plunged iotn a course of the most reckless dissi-
pation.  Bulharls, race-horses, dinner-parties,
betting, and follics of every description, soon
hrought upon me the expostulation of my family,
But I was careless of every thing—of health, of
fortuge, reputatiog—all. When my father re-
fused any lopger ta suppiy my wilful extrava-
gaoce, I iccurred inoumerable debts, and giving
po heed to the c~nsequence, spent and drank and
gambled slill. At length, by som2 azzoust or
chance a rumor got about that my father had
disinberited me,” From this moment T could fiad
no more credit, The eclat by which my ftollies
had been atiesded seemed to vanish away. My
friends dropped off one by one; and, except by
a few blacklegs, aod two or three gocd-natured
chums, I found myself deserted by every one.
And still, such was my infatsation, wstead of
reforming—tnstead of meriting my father’s aid
and forgiveness—I only sank lower and lower,
and contivued to tread the downward path of vice.

An event, howerer, occurred which altoge-
ther cbanged the tendencies of my career. I
had been dining with some wild fellows at the
Marson Dorce., After dnner, when we were
a!l vearlv nloxicated, we called as usunal for
cards and dice. I soon lot the contents of my
purse ; then 1 staked my cakriolet, and lost it ;
my favorite horse. and Jost them. Oa ths,
somewhat startled, I pausad,

¢ i} play no more to-night,” T sxid dogeediy,

tPshaw I’ cried my antagomst. ¢ Throw
aga1a 3 next bme you'll be sure to wia.

Bat I choek wmy bead, and rose [rom the
{able. .

‘Pm a beggar already,’ said T, with a forced
Jaughed.

De Lancy shrugged his shoulders. ¢ As you
please,” be replied somewhat coantemptuously.—
¢ only want you to have your revenge.

I turned back irresolutely.

¢ Will y ou play for my bouse and furniture ?’
1 asked.

¢ Willingly.’

So I sat down sgain,and ‘na few tRrows more
found myself homeless. This time 1 was reck-
less. I poured cut a bumper of wine, and tossed
it off at a draught,

¢IfI nad a wite,” [ cried madly, fI would
stake her pext; but T bave nothing left now,
gentlemen—nothing but wine apd hberty, and
mysell. As this is no slave-country, you won’t
play, I sunpose, for the latter.

¢Not I, smd De Lancy, sweepiog his gains
ioto bis hat, ¢1 suppose you bave no objection
to make out that litile affair of the house, ca-
briolet, &e., in writing, have you ? ‘

There was an easy, satisfied, sarcastic tri-
umph 1o his tone that irritated me more than the
loss of all the rest. I made o reply; but,
_learng a leaf from my pocket-book, wrote has-

tily, s0d half threw the paper at him.

¢ Take it, sir,’ T aid bitterly ; ¢and I wish you
Joy of your property.’

) .He surveyed the arknowledgment coolly, put
it in his purse, and said with a sneering emile

¢ Does 1t not seem a pity now that you should
have absolutely nothing left whereby to retrieve
these things 7 Anpother throw, another bilet of
@ bundred francs, and perhaps they would all be
yours again. By the way, you forgot your
diamound studs all tis time.” Will you try once
more 1’

And he threw the dice as he spoke. They
tirned up ciges.

* You might have thrown that, Petrofiski, te

said, pointing to them.
I was sorely tempted, but 1 resisted. _
*No, no,’ T :said, ¢ not my diamond studs —
bey are an beir loom, snd—and I shsll write
to my father to—morrow.’

‘Like a pemtent, good httle bey. said De
Lancy, with an impatient gesture. ¢ Nonsense,
man ; throw for the studs. I feel ccnvinced
you'll win.’

. Say, rather, you feel convinced that you'll
in; De Lancy, * Have you. not strapped me of
nough already 7
“losolent I’ 'he cried.
& paltry winnings 7’
,:i}higl,: you grarp all you can get.”
jar!” o

¢ Do you think T valie

The word bad scarcely passed his lips, whea I
flung a glass of wine in bis face. In another
moment all was confusioa. DBlows were ex-
chanzed, the table was overturned, the lights
extinguished. [ received a severe wound uson
the temple from faliing agawnst the open door,
and fainted.

When I came to mysell, I wasstretched upon
a stofa  an adjowing room, with a surgeon
bernding over me. The morning sun was stream-
ing in at the windows, My companions were
all zone, no one knew whither.

* What is tte matter ?’ T asked fuintly.
I deing P

The surgeon shook his head.

¢ You are severely burt,) he said; ¢ but with
care and quet you wil recover. Had 1 pot
better communicate with your friecds ¥

: Write to my father, [ murmured. ¢ You
will fiad bis—bis address 11 my pocket-book.’

The surgeon took np pem and paper, and
wrote immediately, partly from my dictatinn,
and partly from his opinion ot my condition.—
He then sud that T must nol be moved, and
must, above all things, avoid all excitement.
As he uttered these words, and rose to take his
ieave, a sudden 1des, or ratber,a sudden pre-
sentiment, struck me,

Iyut up my band to my bosom.
mond studs were gone.

After this T remember oo more. The shock
produced upon me thal very eflect which the
surgeon had been so znxious to aveid. T lost
cousciousness agaio ; and on bewng restored to
hfe, passed 1nto a state of deliious fever. For
maoy weeks I lay upon the threshold of the
grave : and when I at length recovered, it was
to fiad my dear faiber and mother at my side.—
They bad hastened over with succor and for-
giveness, and fo their tender cares I oweda
second existence. As soon as my bealth was
tolerably established, my father went back fer a
tew weeks to Ruszia, disposed of his business,
realized lus fortuce in money, and returoed to
France an independent man. The excelleat
man did oot long surrive this change. Withip
two years from the period ot bis establishment
in Parts he died ; and my mother surrived him
oolya few moaths. They left me the enjoy-
ment of a princely fortuae, which former expe-
rience has taught me 1o use worthily. T nether
drick nor gamble. I pass my Lfe chiefly 1n
travelling. I am not married, and { do not
thiok it Lkely that I ever shall be; for Katrina
1s ever preseot in my heart; and when t lost
her, [ lost the power of loving. Siace that
period fifteen years have elapsed. 1 have waa-
dered through many lands ; trodden the runs of
Thebes, and waked the echoes of Pompeii ; shot
the buffalo on the Western prairies, and pursued
the wild boar amid the forests of Westphalia, I
am now on my way to Denmark ; but purpose
remaining a few days in Brussels, where probably
T shall bave the pleasure of meeting you again.’

The stranger bowed as he said this, and I
bowed in return.

¢ Aod now, sir, he coatinued ¢ from the night
that I lost them 10 a scuffle at the Maison Doree,
ti’l ths evenicg, when I bebold them upon your
shirt-front; I never saw those diamond studs
agam. I have sought for them, advertised them,
offered rewards mnumerable for them, during the
space of fifteen years—up to the present moment
all was in vam. Not for tLewr intrinaic worth—
for I could purchase plenty like them—but for
the associations conpected with them, do I place
so high a value upon those stones. They are
the same which my grandfather concealed m his
pillow of matting, which my father gave to me
tpon my birthday, which.ficst drew upon me the
eyes of my lost Iatrina. Surelv, sir, you will
acknowledge that this is a pardonable weakuess,
and also that the studs are really mine

¢ Your tale, sir,” said I, politely and firmly, ¢1s
indeed very surprising, and I may say very con-
clusive ; but the case is so singular, the studs
belong with so much appareat right to bath of
us, that I really think we must refer all decision
on the point of ownership to the law. You can-
not expect me to relinquish any thing =o valuable
without first ascertaming whether I really am
compelled legally to do so.’ )

¢ My dear sir,’ replied the stranger, ¢ I had no
idea of asking you to rehinquish the studs. If
you will do me the favor once more to show me
that litile bill (the amount of which 1 have for-
gotten), I shatl be delighted to give you a cheque
for the same sum.’ .

But I had no wish to part from my studs,

¢ Excuse e, sir,’ T said somewhat uneasily,
¢ hut you have not yet proved to me that these
stones are those of which you were robbed n
the Masson Dorce. Make it evident to me
that_n’ns is not a case of accidental resemblance,
and— :

¢ Siry. terrupted the stranger, ¢ when my
father gave me the studs on my birthday, he
caused my initials to be engraved v winute char-
acters upon one of-the facats at the back. To
do this was a great expenses When done, it
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deteriorated perhaps from the market value of
the gems ; but it made them wfimitely more pre—
cious to me. If, sir, you will have tbe goodaess
to take them out of your shirt, I will show you
the intials P. P. unon the under side.’

By this time the train bad reached the suburbs
of Brussels, snd in a few moments more we should
arrive, 1 well koew, at the stahion.

¢ T think, sir,” said I, ¢ we had better defer this
examination tdl to-morrow. We bave almost
gained our destination ; and by the feeble hight
of this roof-lamp [—’

The strapger brought out a small silver box
filled with wax-matches.

¢ By the light of one of these convenient httle
little articles, sir,’ he satd, ¢ I will engage that
you shalf see the letters. I am most anxious to
convince you of the identity of the stones.—
Pray, oblige me by taking them out.’

I could no longer fiad any pretence fo: refu.
sal.  The studs were attached each toeach bya
slender chaw, and to examine one I was forced
ta take out all, As I was doing this the mo-
tien of the tran slackened,

The stranger it one ot the matches, and I
examined toe stones in tremulous impatiecce.

¢ Upon my honor, sir, 1 said very earnestly,
¢1 can perceive nothing upon them.’

¢ Had you not better put on your glasses ?’
asked the stranger.

¢ Bruzell ? shouted the guard- °* Change.
ment de convore pour Gand, Cruges, et Os-
tend !’

Hang the glasses ! they were so misty [ could
pot see an mch before me.

¢ Allow me to hold the studs for you whilz you
tub them up, said the stranger politely.

I thanked him, polished the glasses with my
sleeve, held them up to the hight, put them on.

¢ Now, sir,” 1 said, ¢ you may hght another
match, and give me the diamonds.’

The stranger made no reply.

+I will not trouble you, sir, t6 hold them auny
longer,” T said. :

I turned ; I utlered a shriek of dismay; I
stumbled over my own portmanteau, which stood
between me and tbe doorway.

¢ Monsieur veut descendre? said the guard,
with a grn.

¢ Where 1s the stranger 7’ | cried leaping and
dancing frantically about the platform. ¢ Where
is the stranger? ¢ where is Peter Petroffski?
where are my dixmond studs ?

¢ Has monsienr lost anytbing 2 asked the
rallway interpreter, touching bis cap.

¢ He had my studs in his band! 1 turned my
back for a moment, and he was off ? Did any
one see i 1

¢ Will monsienr have the goodness to describe
the person of this thief ¥

tHe was tall, thin, very dark, with black
eyes and an aquiline nose.’

¢And loog hair bangzing to s shoulders?
acked the interpreter.

¢ Yes, yes.

* And he wore a large cloak with a high fur
collar P

¢ The same ; the very same.

The porters and bystanders smiled, and glanced
meanwgly at one asother. The mterpreter
shruzged bis shoulders.

¢ Every effort shall be made,’ he sawd, shaking
his head; ¢ but I regret to say that we have
little prospect of success. Tius man’s name 1s
Vaudon. He i> an experienced swindler, and
evades capture with surprising dexterity, It is
pot three weeke siaee he committed a similar
robbery oa this very line, and the police have
been in pursuit of bim ever since without effect.’

¢ Then bis name 1s not Peter Petroffski 7’

¢ Certamly not, monsieur.’

¢ And be is no Russian 7

¢ No more than I am.’

¢ And—and his grandfather, who was a Hun-
doo-—and the Empress Catberine~and the
beautiful princess who was shot—and—and—’

¢ And monsizur may be coavinced,’ satd the in-
terpreter with a smile, ¢ that whatever story was
related to bim by Pierre Vaudon was froin be-
g nning to end—a fiction

Quite chopfallen, I groauned aloud, and took
my melancholy way to the Hote! de Ville.—
There I stated my case,and was assured that no
paias would be s;ared on the part of the police
to apprehend the offender.

No pains were spared, nor mooey setther ;
but al! was in vam. From that day to this I
never laid eyes upon my diamond studs.

THE END.

HERBERT MAY.

Beautiful, indeed, looked Eila Gray i her
bridal robe, on that bright June morning, as she
stood before the altar and plighted ber vows to
bim, the idol of ber young heart, Herbert May.
How trustingly she goes forth with bim to oattle
with the world and its realities. Ay, very much
.as a child looketh to a parent does she look to
him for support and guidance.. Fair Ella Gray,

v

thy life has been one of sunshiae, may no cloud
arise to dim its brilliancy! Reared not m tke
lap of luxury, sti'l thy tender feet bave never
strayed from the flowery pathway o which you
have been led by a mother’s earnest love and
father’s ford indulgence. Ah, gentle one may
the roses sti!l remain to shield thy tender feet
from the barbed tborns that so quickly grow 1o
life’s rugged patbway. We do not wonder at
the words that struggle up from thy fatber’s
heart as be unprints the last kiss upon thy brow,
and you pass that threshold never to returs again
as of yore.

¢ Be kind to our darling, erbert ; remember,
she 1s our only ore, our pride and pet; and. as
you ,deal with her, so may Heaven deal with
you.

It was not to a princely mansion that Herbert
May bore his young bride, but to a fairy cottage,
half bidden by the chimbing vine and the cluster-
g cypress bough, at the entrance of a quiet lit-
tle village a short distance from therr native
place ; and to the fair poung pride it seemed a se-
cond Eden—lighted by a husband’s love, almost
any place would have been to her a paradise.—
The cares of her new station rested lightly upon
lier, an¢ many a leisure hour she found to com—
mune with the illustrious sages of bygoue ages,
with which their hibrary abounded.

Aud thus the time passed on, til several years
were winged away beyond recall. Were we to
go back and read the record of those years we
would there find recorded in characters ot gold
a story of a bhappy contentment and unalloyed
bliss; you would find, too, the ruling power of
their home was love, and kindness and impheit
conhdence in eack other bad beea their abiding
guests,

You would mark, also, that time had dealt
kindly, even graciously with them, as you step
within the charmed circle of their little parlor,
and behold Ella seated before a glowing grate of
anthracite, with her baad resting carelessly on
auburn rioglets of her httle daughter, who bad
been asking, for nearly tbe bundreth time, why
papa does not come,

Slight, indeed, bas been the change, searcely
perceptible—more matured s the girlish beauty,
and more dignity 13 added to the graceful form.
There 1s no more apparent chacge n Mr, May
—who bas just entered, and is almost smothering
his little wife Effie, as be styles her, with kisses
—than in bis wife, for there is the same manly
brow, curling bair, laughing eye, and fair form as
of yore,

‘You are late to-pight, Herbert; tea has
been waiting some time,’ said Mrs, May, as she
took her seat at the table.

¢ Yes, business has been very pressing to-day,
unusually so,’ be replied.

¢ Sometimes I almnst wish that Dame Fortune
had not been so lavish with ber bounty,” said his
wile rather sadly.

¢ Why so ? he asked, Jookiog up with astonish-
ment. ¢ Why so?

¢ Because it necessarily takes you from home
so much, It does seem to me that you might
somelumes leave 1t in the care of Charles. Pray,
Herbert, waat is the use of keepming a clerk if
you have to do the work yourself 2’

¢Obh, Ella! that s a mistake of youss ¢ ai-
though 1 am obliged to work very hard, yet not
by any means do I do 1t all; oh,ne! Charles
is a noble fellow, and very trustworthy ; still,
you know, if we would prosper, we must trust
only to vurselves.

¢ I kaow that, Herbert; but, oh, it is so
lonely here. L do not mind st much dunog the
day, but now the locg winter evenings are ap-
proaching, I shall miss you more: y~.u have not
been home at evemngz for three weeke.’

¢ Well, Eila, you will have to keep a brave
heart, at least til ikis pressure is over; then I
will try and arrange matters so as to be with
you more,’

¢1 will try, for your seke,’ sbe replied.

Silence gradually gamed sway the remainder
of the meal, for each were tos busy with therr
own thoughts for conversation. A sbadow for
nearly the first time, rested vpon Mrs. May’s
brow.

¢ You need not sit up for me to-meht, desr,
for I shall not stay late,” said Mr. May, as he
drew on bis coat proparatory to gomg out.

As the door closed on the retreating form of
ber hushand, a sigh sovoluntarily escaped her
lips ; a feeling of welancholy was on ber spirit,
she bardly knew why, a stracge feeling of dread
had taken possession of her which she could not
define. The time dragged slowly away, the
bour of ten arrived, and still he came not, Ella
at length laid down ber work and went to the
window. A bleak November wind was sweep-

ing by, carrying its burden of faded leaves, and

robbing the cliogiog vioe of its seared loilage,
and shakiog it. from its resting-place over the
window : the cyprus boughs swayed mournfully
io the pagsing breeze, aud tbe fitful mournings
that ever anon were borne along, seemed buta
requiem for dyig natore, '

¢Oh ! why does he not come ?’ she murmured,
as she turoed from the window ; ¢ has Lis home
lost all charm for him, or does be love us no
lopger 7 Ob, if it should beso! Ah, no; this
is injustice. I will not wrong bim thus, I wll
do as he bade me, I will not wart.) And she
passed into her room ; leaving over the couch of
her sleeping clild, imprinteda kiss upon its brow,
and sought her pillow.

Time wore on. Winter came with its dris~
ing snows and chilling  blasts, still Herbert May
pleaded business to call im from home, aed
raoy a long weary hour did lus partner wait his
comiog, whea he came not; many a loog vigi
did she keep with none to cheer solitude.

It was at the close of a dreary day m mid
winter that she sat before the gate i troubled
thought; it was already loog passed tbeir tea
hour, and shll be was not there; at length he
came with a hurried step, and to ber eager 1n-
quiry as to what detaimed him, he carelessiy re-
phed that he had met 2 friend down the steet.

¢You are nat gowng out to-night, are you,
Herbert?, smd Mrs, May, »s she saw him arise
from table aed take dowa his coat,

¢ Yes, you know our club meets to night, and
Howard is to be there; and, furthermore, I
promised to meet him.’

¢ But, Herbert, the storm is dreadful, the
night is not fit for you to be cut ; and, besides,’
she faltered, *I did so much want you to stay
with me, it has been so long since you spest an
evening at home. Will ou not stay, my hus-
band P she said, ag she laid her haind lightly on
his arm. :

¢ No, Ella, it 1s impossible ; T have passed my
word, acd it would be dishonorable not to go.’

* It he were a reasonable man he would not
expect you ; or, if I have been rightly informed,
it would be more of an honor to break this en-
gagement than to keep it.’ :

¢t Why so ?

¢ Because T do not think Mr, Howard a man
worthy your regard ; he i3 uapriocinled, im-
moral, and, worse than all, a drunkard.’

¢ Mrs. May,” spoke ber hushand, steraly. ¢ 1
did not think this f you. T did not thiok that
you would allaw your selfishness to lead you so
far ; you wish to rob me of an evening’s enter-
tamninent, and failing to do it otherwise, you have
attacked thke character of my friend to accom-
phsh it ; hut you have made a mistake, madam ;
you have failed ; I ehall go.> And, shaking her
oft rudely, he left the room.

Amazed, bewildered, she remained standing
for some moments where he left her, immoveable
as a statue; hns strange words and sudden pas
ston had awakeped conflicting emotions in her
breast ; she could not fathom the mystery, nor
uederstand how she had offended. Had she not
heard him speak disparagiog words of him in
other days? An! blinded one you thd not
know of the change that had taken place in
your busband’s character since then; you did
not not know that a guilty conscience caused
h:m to construe your words iuto an 1ojury, Oh,
how weanly the hours wore away to the anxious
Ella, as she sat awaitiog ber husband’s return.

¢ 1 will sit up for bim, or he may thick m2
angry,’ she soliloqmsed, as ngain and agam the
temptation was presenfed to her to seek obhivion
from troubled thought 18 the outstretched arms
ot Morpheus, ¢Oh, this 1s dreadful, tlis silence .,
is oppressive,’ ' '

She arose and paced the room with rapid
steps. She went to the window ; the storm had
abated, and great masses of clouds were drilting
away i the distance, the calm, pale face of the
moon wnas thrned down upon the scene; the
clock told the hour of twelve, and still she was
alone. Opne o’clock came, and the silence was
unbroken ; another hour bad fled, and the last
stroke had died away when there came a rap at
the outer door.

Taking up a lamp, she passed out and with-
drew the bolt. What a revelation awaited ber.
No tongue can tell, o pen portray the fearful:
scene. There before ber was her husband, ue-
consciously supported n the arms of his boon
companions ; no smile parted his hips, no beam-.
ing eye met her gaze; but, instead, the heavy
lids are closed over those jetty orbs, and the
wild winds was making merry with bhis glossy
curls, that had ‘ever been lLer special care.—
Was he dead, &id they bring him home a
corpse ! you ask. Ab, no, better, perhaps, it
would have been for ber had it been so, or if un-
consciousness had come to her reliel, or the
pent~up agony of ber soul bad found vestwn .
waords ; but too sudden was the sbock, it des.
prived her of utterance. S

In silence she obeyed their command, and led -
the way to the parlour; and, not tll ttey bad.
laid bim upon tbe sofu and turned to leave the:: -
room, could she find voice to ask the causeims; -
They hesitated, and in tbeir hesitation she ‘read ; -
g, She could row account for the:flushed;
face, tbe excited manner of -other: evenings,—s
Ab she kuew all ‘wvow:.  How blinded she-bad "
been.. Who can:tell -the anguish:of ‘the heart-:
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