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THE FAVORITE.

sun-burnt hand on thoe pury'o velvot that covor
ed Stanloy’s and tho strugy,.o for Hfo began,

It wnx short, the nion wero Mirly -uatchod, o
brief struggle, & lond splash, one loud plercing
shrick and all is still.

A fow bubbles riso to the surfco of the pool
and that is all, Not n sound passos over tho
fatul spot whoro two souls bhave plunged into
oternity.

CHAPTER XIV.
. BIR ARTHUR STANLKY.

In o benutitul villnlon the banks of Inke Coiao
a lady and gontlomnn unt at breakfast. JL is a
glorlous morning, und the windows are opened
from floor 10 celling, 1o tho Italinn tashlon to
admit tho soft balmy air and doliclous wun,

Tho viow through those windows was ona of
tho rarest lovellnoss, Tho villa was altitated on
& hill overlooking tho lake, which lay Hke a
shiold af buratshoed gold. A cool broecze fronf
tho south, ladon with perfume of shrubs and
flowers, ftlled tho mansion, and tho soft ripple of
thy Water un tho ULeach broke the frugrant
stilinoss of tho mollow alr,

Tho sound of oars and the singing of tho boat-
mon cumo faitly on the wings of the wind,
and tho soft notes of n thrush, on the orango
troe, mtngiod with them pleasantly.

Nothing could oxceod in beauty the Italian
bluo of the «ky, and the rich varied hues of the
gardens on overy sido, with thelr torraces,
grottoes and tlowors of evory climo.

Tue blue rotiring hitls me'tiug into tho deoper
azure of the sky, and the whito murble viilus,
statues and vases rolieviug thoe groeon velvel of
tho turf in the foreground mede up n picture ot
voluptuous awocthess that could bo scen no
whore, save tn Italta thoe 1and of drexns !

« What o glorious morning, Alfea * sald the
gentloman after u long look at th. beautiful
sconn.

“Yos, {31t not? 1 do uot think I \will over
love Englund hatf so well again as 1 Qid before
1 saw ltely.”

«Oh! I don't know. Idid not care for Eng-
land when I left it, but I atmost think I would
be glad to go bacis now. It 1s threo years siuce
wo bid good-bye w0 tho chalk oliffs of Dover.
8idnoy muat write and tetl us how the old place
15 1c oking wheon he goes howe.”

« 1 wish thoy would come, it ig our last day
togotbior. 1 hope Viola will like Northcourt.
Antonlo scems roluctant to leave Italy and Ido
not wonder.” *

Yo, but Lady Northcourt has mado her
unclo promiso that he will accompanjy them
homo and rowruln in England for one ysat, und
thon they will revisit Italy together. Oh! hore
thoy come. I will go out and meot them.” 8o
saying he left the room, in a fow minutes no
re-onered accompunied by a lady and two
gontlemon.

« Ah! ma chire amie, don jour,” Rald Alicas
warmly vmabruciug the new cutner, Who was
sma1ll lady, whoso pale complexion, bluok hair
and large dark eyos bospoko acr Italian bLloud.

The gunticmen my reuwdor has secn befure,
B8idnoy Nevillo and Antuniv Sanvitail,

« Havo you soon the latest English papers,
Stauloey " tnquired Northoourt.

« No.,”

«» Tuen you know notbing of this ¢ saud Sidnoy
drawing a papor from his jrocket and handing
it to bls friend.

« Why, 8idnoy, what does it moan " hoasked
growiug pato with astunishmoni. *Surely tus
1s drosdful, what can have hagposicd 1

« Calm yourse.f, my doar fellow, itis notatall
droadfil 1 can assare 70w 8tantey Rivendale
disappsaroed threo years ago and to trace of him
JuAs oVOr bocn scenvsince. I boltovo they protty
well ascertained that ho was murdored by thoso
old frieuds of ours, tho gipsics. At all ovents
when the hao and cry waa ralsod they went off
in g paniv and havs not beon seon ainco, They
nave tried by every moans in thelr powor to
find the lost heir, and now thoy aro adveriising
for Apthur Stanloy, belr to Holsbourno.”

The colour ¢amo back to Stanley’s faos, and
ho tock the fuiper up agatn aud rcad the ad-
vortiscmont with a difforont fecling. All this
was unobservod by Antonio and tho two ladios,
thoy woro chatting and langhing botween thom-
solvos, loaving tho Englishwmen to tholr nows-
papors for they know it was usoless to expoot
rational conversation from thom tiil tho iateat
English nows had beon discussed and disposed
of,

Viole, Sidney Neville’s Itallan wifo was a
swoct temperod and boautiful girl, and pas-
slonntely attached to hor handsome Eunglish
husband, ho was of good family, being the
orphian daughtor of Antonio's sister. Thoy hod
met with Sir Arthar and Lady Stanley and
formod & lasting friondship.

« Allen, oomo hero a momons, if you pioase.”

4Yes, Arthur, what is the matter ? Xou look
80 wlse, you qulte alarm me.”

fho rose ns sho il laughingly; and
crossod the room to his side. Sho notlced that
ho lookod pale and anxious, and with a truo
wife's loving wish to share in oll his troudlos,
sho took the paper from: his hand.

«Why, Arthur, what do they maan?”

Hor chock was palo notw, andsho gazod in hor
huband's faco with fond anxicty,

« Don't bo frightenod love, you will be mis-
tress of Helshoumno afier all, Stanley Riverdalo
15 2004 1t sooms; and o pooc Arthur Stanloy is
wanted to holt iy ostate.”

«Thank God,” sald tho wife, forvonily.

uYWhy, Alics, I did not think yon worg mer-
oonary,” Ra{d Hldney, surprisod At the carnosts
neta of her tone, R
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« Nolthor sho (s, tho doar good girl, but sho
was afratd 8ome of hor husband’s wickod deeds
in his youth, wero going to como agalnst him
now,” safd Rtanley, deawing hor fondly to his
side.

When Vinla heard that her friend Allen was
to go to England also, sho was wild with de-
light.

“Oh! happy uny, how giad I am,” sho cried,
clapplng hier hands with glee. ¢ But toll mo 1g
all, .vhy have you had such solemn faces?”

« Liston,” sald Sidney, and taking up the
papor which had epused so muech oxcltoment
ho read alovd for overy body’s bonefit, the fol-
towlng notlee:

+ Holsbournc 'lall, Surrey.”

« Information wanted of 8jr Arthur Stanloy,
only son uf 8ir Hubert 8tanley, late of Woruw,
tu tho county of Herts, Bir Arthur Stanloy,
living, 8 roquestud to communiento at oncoe
with 8ir Claud. Riverdale, Hoelsbourue Hall,
Surroy, or Musars, Larkin and Glles, Lincoln’s
Inn, Landon.  Any jnformation of 8ir Arthur'a
whercabouts, if living, or authentic information
of his death, recelved at eitbor of tho above
addrosses

« London, August 9th 1788.,"

« Authentle information of tys whercabouts
will bc beat conveyed by himself,” sald Siduoy.
gayly. S the suuticr wo all pack up, aud bo
off, tho bettor.”

Thero was still a shado of anxloty on Lady
Qtanloy’s beautiful fuce, aod hor husband drew
her t ouv side, and begged to know thoe rcasun
of this,

wArthur, aro you cortatn that tho old days
will not come against you notw "

o Yes, darling ; why o you nsk

¢ Bocauso I would rather lose the best astato
in England than that you should run any iisk.”

«Thore 18 no dangor, love. Stanley s dead,
Sidney ts may friend, and Traucheon ¢.nd all his
party have left England, Who will recognize
in Bir Arthur Stanley, Roving Roger tho high.
wayman?’

CHAPTER XV.
MELSBOURNE MALL.

It has beon our lot to sco this grand old hauge
in joy and In snrvow, lot us visit it once more.

It 13 the eveningof & lovely summer day, and
old Sir Claudo sits 5¢ dinner in his lofty dining
hull; he Ia surrounded by servanty, and at hig
feet lies his old stag hound Rollo, the only thing
lent the lonely old man, to love, or care for,

1t 18 sad to think of him, alone in the great
house, and ho inust often feel dreary when
night closes around. S8Suroly, when ho sits
there, on tho long winter ovenings, he must
sce anon in fancy, his wife, and the fricnds of
his youth; or his son and nleco, about whose
fate bang such dark ctouds of mystery.

Alica, the fair young girt who vanished as if by
enchuntment on the ove of her bridal, and Stan.
ley tho yvung strung nan, wio went out 1n all
hins pride and beauty on that fine summer day,
and nover returned; nover agaln was seon by
mortal eye. Surely their faces must often come
up before tho lonety old man’s visjon.

Ho has waited locg for Stanloy to re-appear,
aad somehouw jately hio has loet heart.

« I will advertiso for Arthur Stanley, and if
my boy s alive that will bring him back, fo_he
is vory proud. Ho had ait tho Rivordalo pride,
my poor boy.”

This was dono; for six months the notice had
appeared 10 tho London Post, tho groat paper of
its day, but that had not called Stanioy River-
dale back, ahl how could it ¢

Sir Qlaude sita alone, the wax lighta burn
falriy above hus noble old hoad, the last of
the Riverdales! The proud ruce have passod
awny, not one is left to olaim the title and
estate.

« What sound is that, Tarnbull?” asked Sir
Claude, whoso hearing 1s wondorfully kenn, for
o man of his yoars, .

« A carriage, 8ir Claude,” the man replies.

«Who oan it be? the Baronet says, half to
the footman, balf to himsotf,

« Porhaps the lawyers have found Sir Ar-
thur, sir,” suggests Turnbulk respectfuily.

Tho door boll rang, o loud cloar peal, and foot-
stops cross tho cornidor, the door 18 fung back,
and tho porter annonncos :

uSir Arthur and Lady Stanloy 1"

The old maan rose to his feot, as they onter
the room, tho gentloman stands back, but the
lady rushes forward and throws herarmsaround
Str Claude’s nock oxclaiming:

« Ahl my uncle, do you know mo ?’

The old man pas bor away, and lookod at her
long, and earncstily; ho passed hishand over her
faco, and lifting tho slonder whito handalooked
at thom, ail this without uttering one word.

« T aar uncle, do you not know mo ?*”

«Yes, Alica, only I was wondering, and is
this Arthur 8tanley, Hubort’s son

«Yos, you havo 1ot scon mo for yonrs, and I
do not oxpect You to remember me, but I have
beon with your solloitors, to go0 my unole,
Fathor Francls, and have convinced thom that
1 am no fmpostor.”

« 1t 18 well; no, that I8 not tho Mce of an im.
postor.” .

Tao old mnn rogarded his now four<d heir
withalmost a iathor’s pride, and hisjoy &t Allca’s
return Xnow no bounds.

Holsbourno 13 no longera sad or Jonels house,
merry chtidren a/re playivg on the lawa, and

happy laughtor rings oucs miote through tho
iodly ola Tooms,

8ir Claude 1s walking on the terrace, hand
and hand with Claude Rlvendnlo Btanley, o
noble boy of five years, who s tolliug him:

118 got & pony now, you gavo uiv my pony
causo 1 is your boy, and you loves me.”

“Yes, Claude, you aro my boy, but you must
tako care that you don’t fall off tuny pony, for
whit would mama sy then 9

“ No fear, I won't full off. I aint frightencd
uncle, I'm a Riverdale, and all tho Rivordales
aro plucky 1”

8ir Claude looks down proudly on his own boy,
and the old man’s heart swells with pride, us ho
murruurs to himsolf: « A roal Riverdalo 1"

THE END,

True Love Running Roughly.

A apley reportor Of the 8t Louts Republican
thus tells not only how o young man gut 1ntow
troublo, but .also how his fnamorata was ox-
poscd :

That tho course of truo love does not al.
Ways run smooth 18 sometimos vorified oven in
this amicably disposed inotropolis. For sumo
reason (probably tho action of aumuspnoricat
frigidity upon the cuticle) tho winter voason hns
been got apart as the favourito time of year for
the happy comsummadtion of * juve's young
droum,” and the advent of Jack Fruse usunily
tunugurates the forming of matrimonial alllan-
ces—both otfenatve and defonsive—for the dis.
comiture aficy shoets and cold pedal extrem.
itles. Married men always appeared W the best
advantage during cold woather — theoy look
so warm and comfortable — and single vnos
probably «tako note.” and are nuxjous to profit
by thelr oxamuple,

dome such thoughts must recontly have onter-
ed tho bead of Httle Charley G—, who valiant-
ly wtolds a yard.stick in behalf of & promioeut
Fourth-street dry goods establishimeny, and
whose seductive smile 1s supposed (by himsel1)
to have quite a cannlbal otfect upou the hearts
of his fair customers. Charloy, whois a very
Beau Brummol in dresy, and thinks himseif Don
Juan No. 2. rocently fell n love, over the
counter, with a beautiful blonde, who, to add to
her numerous other attractions, was anorphan,
un hoeiress (10 be) and single.

Not a thousand miles from Lucas Place re-
sides a widow lady, unincumbered with chil-
dron, and quite comfortably situated in regard
to this worla’s goods. She moves in the very
best of soclety 1n that wealthy and aristocratic
nelghborhood, and with her resides her nlece,
Clarn——, the beautiful blonde with whotn our
friend Charloey became enamored.

But the old lady having higher asplrations
than a «Clark’s best spool thrend—500 yards”
arulierymau for her nleco, paremptortly forbade
that young lady’s holding fintercourse with
Charloey.

As Clara {s depeudent upon her aunt, she, of
course, uppeared to acquiesco {n these ambitious
designs, but at the same tme rogistered a v.aw
to her looking-glass that no one in the world
should ever supplant the dapper yari-stick inan
in ber matden heart, As it would not answer
to offond her wealthy relative, however, the
young couple indulged fn clandestine meetings,
sometimes at the house of 8 rautual friend, .
Pino streot, and sometimes, (when the nld ludy
was attending prayer mceoting) at Clara's home,
They swore oternal love on theso oocasons .
vowed that persccutions should never separate

thom, and that should the warst come to the'

worst, 3 crust of-brosd, a brown-stone pitcher
(with hands on both sides Hke they have at Bew
DeBar’s) filled with the crystal fluid from the
bubbling spiing, snd a dry goods box on end
somowhere {n the vicinity of Kirkwood would
be trausmegrifiod 1nto a palane of peace and
plenty, sacred forover to thelr undying Iove,

Ouno aftornoon recuntly, Cha-loy roceived a
note from his Clars, stating that her rolative
would that evenin attond prayer wmeeting.

Theintimation was enough, and elght o'clock
8aW the young couple scatod upon the sofa in
ber aunt’s library, bliling and cooing tn tho re-
gular or.iodox turtlo-dovo style. Littlo Char-
loy, tured on by the witcheries of love, became
perfoctly “immense.” He wound an arm about
ber walst and vowed that hor form was « sylph-
like.” He toyed with her long golden ringlots,
¢nd Ukoned them to  truant sunbeamsa” with
& fow other romarks to tho effect that heaven's
doarest gift to her sex was a « wenlth of bright
golden hair,” Then whon she blushed o swore
the roses had beon robbed, and when sha smiled,
that her lips were riby portals 10 o euske! of
poarls, (By <caskot” he probably referred to
that orlfico in tho human countenance usualty
termad the mouth, and the “pearis” spoken of
woro undoubtodly tho tooth.;

Indeod, he talked so nlee, and she fed upon
his giowing wonds with such a relish, that the
old 1ady was rattling ‘way at the door, ns though
tho houso noxt door was oun fire, full five min-
utes before tho absorbed lovers hear her,

“ Groat heavens! my aunt I oxolalined Clarn.

Charloy grow a triflo pale, and motterad an
intojoction or two portaining to the front ond of
a mll pond.

It appoars tho old lady having rcachied the
placo of prayer, found the meoting eplzootic'd,
or postponoed, and consoquently aftor someo little
chat with a nelghbor or two biad rotarned home
at this most lnopportuno moment.

What was o bo dono? Not a closet or noak
inviled rotroat, and there Oharloy stood and
wished that ho was & mileago or stationery biit,
80 thal booconld pass tho house, or a momber
of the Lonfilaus Leglsisture, or some othar
drehdftl Soature of modarn civiiizasion,
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At last o brilliant fdon occmiicd to (his Iady-
love. In the coruer of thao llbrary lay o bundlo
of cearpet that had beon brought to the house
that day torefurniah thoe sitting-room, and hav-
Ing boen duly {uspocted by tho Indies wis tam-
porartly leftin a tumbled heap fu tho cornor.

A hoaty oxplanation wok piace, and then
Charley entombed himself boneath tho muas
with a fervid vow thut he would die for her sake
wore it nccossary, and Clars then admitted bor
aunt.

That rolative was not well pleased ot belng
Itept s0 long vn the doorstop, and sharply de-
manded what had becomeo of thue servants,

« [ sent them tobed, doar aunt, sothint 1 might
havo the plewsure of remalnlog up for your re-
turn — but ! fell asioup,” inuocontly remarked
the lngoniou. glvl.

Tius tuving oxplanation somowhat appeased
the oid lady, who, after warming bherseif, watked
over tw the buudle of carjot, and picking up
@ ocurhivs, wondored how it woutd ok by gus-
light.

Clara hastened to agsure her that 1t would not
look nice at all, 1n fuot she wus 50 conft.ent of
it that her aunt Deod DUl go W the trouble of 4n
tuvestigation.

Tho uid lady pooadeored over tho stuf! fur o fow
momuuts, while her niece sut tremuitug wpon
the sufy, and littlo Charley foit thut tuo wortd
might come tvan immedisto end, snd not an-
uuy hum a particie by the suddenness of the
change.

At last, howover, the crisis passed, for with
80 Dew ldew onturing her head, tho vid lady
turuwd, aud remarked that abie way » ured w
death,” aad plumped hor two hundred aua fifty
prunds avoirdupoids upon tho boap, and itte
Charloy assumnod the shape of a humun pan-
cake. He would have gruaned, but did not have
wind envugh left fur the purposo,

A littic shrick from Ciara atcuoted the old
lady's attention to her niece.

s« Wiy, youure ail dressed upto-night.”

Yoy, aunt, dear,” repliot Clara, meuntally
conjecturing huw Charley full 1n bis pressed out
conditton,

+ Yes,” returned tho other, ¢« you look very
well, only rathor pale. Are you sick 27 .

«] — I doun't feol vory well,” answered her
nlece, stlently consigning her relative to Chicago
or somo other wicked placo.

« ['m sure you dun’t whon you wiil lace up so
tight, iny dear,” atfectionatel)’ remarked the fo-
corrlgible old lady.

s« 1don't!” faintly ropudiated Clara, whilo fit.
tle Charlcy rusped the skin off one of by (.-.»
in trying to quietly twist hls head in a posi-
tion whero he might distinctly hear anything
of fnterest.

s You don’t ! you do ;and at your time of life
1t i3 positively preposterous. If you wero o
young, glddy girl, it would be dittereut; but for
o porson of your age—"

« aunt I”

Charley barked some more skin off and bo-
cane decidedly interested.

4 No, there's no * O aunt' about 1t » contlnuecd
the lucorrigible, savagely osclllalng hec head.
“ You sometimes act toure ke a silay schuwui.
girl than a woman who bad scen tweury-six
years of Itfo.”

« I hoaven’t I” oxclalmed Clara, and Charley
put hi- mouth In shapce for & Whislde, Lul was
immediately tlattoned out by 8 restive budue
of the old lady’s.

+ You haven't ! Why, yes you have — and
nnarly twenty-seven ' WLy, what ia the wond
alls tho giri t What are you whunperiug about,
Clara 2”

+ My — my head aches. Ploase dou't talk,”
begged her nloce, not quite positive as tv the ef-
fect ber decision might have on the young mar.
tyr under hgr auat,

+Your hoad u-hes, doos 18 ? Well no wonder
woaring all that mass of hair on your head s
onough to mako it ache. What nonsense it is
wken thero 15 no one to see you; besides, it 1s
positively making you bald-headed I”

“Lfm nott” vigorouw'y responded the young
lady, burylng hor faco in ber bandsasshe vhought
of all the nloe things the fellow under the carpet
had beon saying.

“You're not' Yos you are. There's a baa
spot on the top of your head the aizo of my
hand !” aud the old ludy oxtended a palwu in tie
lustration. ¢ Now, what in the wornid are you
crying about, Clara ® Sakes ailve tucee, you it
ory yourself sick, and then you'll not be adie to
visit the dentist to-morrow.,”

« Bother thedentist ! Do keop stil), aunt
criod Clara, while Charley attempted to scraten
his head, and had his arm neatly disiocawd by
a fow rosticss moves mado by the old wdy as
sho lndignnantly roprimuanded her nicce for her
disrospectful potulaucy.

« It was Four own Wish 1o goto tho dontiat'y,
Clasa 3 you kaow it was. You said.that set hurt
your mouth, and you wanted — Goodness
clous! What under Hoaven does ail the gir) 9
for Clara had dartod out of the roown with o
smothered cry of rage and anguish, leaving her
relativo to bounco up and down on°tho pile af
carpet insheer astonishmont, until Uttlo Charley
U’s respiratory organs were like & palr of ¢ol.
iapzod bellows.

‘Thon tho old lady followed hor nicce up stairs,
and whoa the houso was all quiet, Charley un.
lookod tho front door, and, stoaling forth, walk-

od down Lucas Plaoo a saddor and a wiser
man, A

Qlarn 1eft town on a vislt, And the young Indlos
who pattonizo tho Pourth street dry goods astabe
luhmun‘t mmctf&“:g must bosufering fram
& ORs8 of anreq! ection, he l0oKS 89 fia
anA taiks-go dismay, * : . b
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