The Interpreter.
OHAPTER XVI.

* Whbo—I, Monsiour 1o Comte ? 1 eannot
possibly giye you any commaud, exespt to

ring that bell.  The Priuco wouid liko to see
ou before you go. Lot ihg Princs know
ilomionr de Rohan is here,’ She added, b

- the servant wio auswered Ler summons.
¢ Yon were always o groat Iavorite of his—of
ours, I may say ;' and she bade Lim adien,
and gave him her soft white hand with all
her furmer sweetness of mauner ; and told
her servant, loud cnough for her viotim to
hear, ¢ to order the carriage, for she meant
to drive in the Bois de Boulogo 3 and final-
]y shot & Parthian glance at him over her
cboulder as she loft the room by one door,
whilst he proceeded by another towards the
Prince's apartmeuts.

No wonder Viotorde Rohan quitted the
house not 80 wise a man as he eutered it;
no wonder he was seen that same afternoon
caracolling his bay torse in the Bois de
Boulogne; no wonder he went to dress
moody and out of huwor, beoause, ride where
hie would, he had fatled to catch a single
glimpas of the known earriage and liveries of
Drincess Vocasal.

Thoy met, howover, the following evening
at a concert at tho Tuileries. - The day after
—oh, what good luck !—he sat next her at
dinuer at the English ambagsador's, and put
her 1nto her carriage as night when she went
home. Poor Vietor! he dreamed of her
wlnte dress and floating bair, and the pres-
sure of her gloved hand. Breakfast next
morning was not haif so important a meal as
it used to be, and he thought the fencing-
sohool wonldbea Dbors. She was rapidly
getting the upper-hand of young Count de
1tohan.

Six woeks aftorwards he was still in Paris.
The gardens at the Tuileries were literally¥
sparkling in the morning sun of & bright
Parisian day. Tue Zouaves on guard at the
gato lounged over their firelocks with their
usual reokless brigand air, and leered under
evory bonnet that passed them, as though
the lattor ascomplishment were part and par-
ool of 8 Zouave's duty. The Rue de Rivoli
was slive with carriages; the sky, the
Lionses, the gilt-topped railings—everything
looked in fall drose, as it doos nowhere but

u Paris ; the very flowers in the gardens
wore two suades brighter than in any other
part of France. All the ohildeon looked
oleah, all the women well dressed ; even the
very trees had on their most becoming oos

tame, and the long olose alleys smolt fresh
and delicions as the gardens of Paradise.
Why shoull Vietor de Rohan alons look
gloomy sud morose whoen all else is so bright
and fair 2 Why does he paff so savagely at
his cigar, and glance so restlessly under the
stems of thoss thick-growing ohiestnuts ?
Why docs he mutter between his teeth,
* False, unfeeling ! the third time sho Las
plaved me this trick ? No, it ir not she.
‘Ob’! {should know her a milo off. $he will
not come. She Las ro heart, no pity. She
will not cume. Sappramsnto ! there she
it

In tho moast bacoming of morning toileites,
with the most killing little bonnst at the back
of her glossy head, the best fitting of gloves,
and tho tiniest ot chaussures, without & lock
wut of its place or fold rampled, cool, cowm-
v,sed, Aug beautiful, leaving Ler maid to
amus» horsoll with a porny ohair and a feuil

’esca, Princoss Voeyss! walks uptothesgitatad
Hungarian, and placing bher band in his, says,
m bor most bowitching accents, ¢ Forgive
1ne, tuy friend ; I bavo risked so much to
come liere, T oou'd not get away & momount
sovnor. 1 have passed tho last Loar in such
ngony of susponse I°  The time 10 which the
lady alludes has been spent, and woll spont,
10 proparing the brilliant and effective ap-
poarance which she is now making. )

* 3ol you Lave come at last,' oxclaims
Victor, breatulessly. ¢ I may now speak to
you for thc first titno alons. Ob, what bap-
inoss t0 seo you againl Al this week 1
uave boon so wretched without you; and
why wers you never at homo when I called?’

" Les convenances, my dear Count,” an.

wers the lady. * Evergthing I do is watch-

Taudhuoewn  Ouly last night I was taxed
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the interior of the adjoining ono; a moat un.
fair and roprohonsible practics, by-the-bye,
and one calculsted to lead to an immensity
of discord. \What he saw he never proclaim-.
ed, but as the Prinoess Vocqsal ocoupied the
box adjoining bisown, it is fair to soppose
that Lo watohed tbe movements of his mis-
tress.

She bit herlip, and drew her features to-
gether as i sho had been stung, when on the
following afternoon, in the Bois de Bonlogne,
Vicomts Lascar informed her, with bis in-
sipid emile, that he had that mominf et
De Rohian at the ralway station, evidently
en route for Hungary, adding, forthe
c0ss was an excellent linguist, and Lascar
prided himself mush on his Englich, ¢ 'Ome,
aweet ‘ome, no place like 'oms,

CHAPTER XVII.

THE COMMON LOT.

¢ And 80, you see, my dear Egerlon, it is
out of the question. I own to a great likin
for your obaracter. I think you behave
yosterday like a trump. I an too old for ro-
mance, and all that, but I can understand
your feeling, my boy, and I am sorry for you.
The objection I have named would alone be
suffioient. Letit never be mentioned again.
Your father was my oldest frisnd,and I hope
you will not think 1t necessary to break with
us ; but marriage is & serious affair, and in-
deed is not to bs thought of.’

¢ No hope, Sir Harry ?' I gasped out;
¢ years henoe, if I conld win fame, distine.
tion, throw a cloak of honor over this acour-
aod brand, give her & name to be proud of, is
there no hops 2

¢ None,' replied Sir Harry ; ¢ these things
are better gettled at onca. It is far wiser not
to dolude yourselfinto the notion that, ba-
oause you are a disappointed man now, yon
ars destined to become & great one hereaftsr.
Greatness grows, Vers, just like a oabbage or
a cauliflower, and must be tended and oulti-
vated with years of labor and perseverance ;
yonu cannot pluck it down with one spring,
like an apple from a bough. No, no, my
Iad ; you will get over this disappointmexnt,
and be all the better for it. Iam sorry fo
refuse you, but I must, Vers, distinctly, and
for the last time. Besides, I tell you s con-
fidenoe, X have other views for Constance, 8o
you see1t is totally out of the question. You
may see her this afternoon, if you like. Bhe
isa good ohild, and will do nothing 1 dis-
obediencs to her father. Farewell, Vere, 1
am sorry for you, but tue thing's done.’

So 1 walked out of the Baronet's room in
the uodbaviable character of a disappointsd
suitor, aud he went back fo his farm book
and his trainer's acoounts, as coolly as if he
had just been dismissing a domestio ; whilst

T—my misery was greater than I conld bear

~his last words seam+d to scorch me, *IX
should get over it—X shonld be the butter for
it.” And Ifelt all the time thet my heart
was breaking; and then, ¢he had other
views for Constancs ;' not ounly must she
never bo mine, but I mas: suffor the addi.
tional pang of feeling that she belongs to an-
other. ¢ Would to God,’ I thought, ¢ that
we had sunk together yesterday, never to
riss again !’
1 went to look for her in the shrabbary ; 1
koew where I should find her ; there wasan
old suwner-house that we two had sat in
many a tune before, and I felt aure Constance
woutd be there. She rose as I approached
it : she muet have seen by my face that it
was all over. She puther hand in mine,
and, totally anmanned, I bent my head over
it, and burst into a fiood of tears, like & ebild.
1 2:emember to this day the very pattern of
the gown she wore ; even now I seem to
Liear tue soft, gentle accents in which she
ressoned and pleaded with me, and strove to
mitigate my. despair.

¢ I have long thought it must some to this,
Vers, she said, with ber dark, melaaoholy
eyes looking into my very soul; *1 have
long thought we have both been much to
blame, you to speas, and 1 to hsten, as we
have doue : now we have onr punishment.
Vere, I will not conocal from you I suffer
muohk. More for your aake than my owa. 1
cannot bear.to ses you so miserable. You
to whom I owe s0 muooh, 30 mauy happy
hours, and yeeterday my very life. Oh,
Vers, try to baar it like a man.’

« I oannot, I cannot,’ I sobbed oul; ‘mno
hope, notbing to look forward to, but a obeer-
13sn, weary life, and then to be forgottsn.

shoturned away with more than her usual
majesty, and walked towardsthe kouse. I
remarked that she dropped a white rose—fit
emblem of her own dear sel{—on the gravel

once turning her head. 1 wns too proud to
follow her and pick it up, but sprang away in
an opporite diveotion, and was goon out of
ber aight.

That night, when the wild clouds were fly-
ing across the moon, and the wind bowled
through the gloomy yews and the ghostly fir-
tcees, and all was ead and dreary and deso-
Iate, I picked up the white rose from that
gravel patb, cad plaoed it next my hesrt.
Faded, shrank, and withered, I have got it
atill. My home was now no plasse for me.
L arrangsd my tew affairs with small diffi.
onity, pensioned the two old servants my
poor fatler had committed to my eharge;
set my houss in order, packed up Wy
things, and in lssr than & week I was many
bundred miles from Alton Grange and Con-
stance Beverley.

——

CHAPTER XVIII.

OMAR PA3HA.

It is bigh noon, and not a sound, save the
oncasional saort of an impatient steed, is to
be heard throughout the lines. Picketed in
rows, the gallant little chargers of the Tar-
kish cavalry are dozing away the bours b¢-
tween morning and evening feed. The
troopers themeelves are smoking and eleep-
ingin theirvents ;. here and thers msay be
seen a devout Mussulman prostrate on bis
prayer-carpet, his faceiurned towards Maces,
and his thoughts wholly abstracted from all
worldly congiderations. Ill-fed and worse
psid they are nevertheless a brawny, power-.
ful race, their broad younded shoulders, bull-
necks; and bowed logs deaoting strength
rather than activity ; whilst their high fea-
tures and marked awarthy countenances bé-
tray at onus their origin, sprung from gein-
erations of warriors who onue threatened
to overwhelm the whole Westsrn world
in & tide that has now been long since
at the ebb. Patient arethey of hardship, and
devoied to the bultan and their duty, made
for soldlers and nothing elss, with their
fierce, dogged resolution, and their ohildish
obsdience and siaplicity. Hand-in-haund,
two of them are strolling 1leisurely through
the lines to releass a restive little horse who
has got inexplicably entangled in his own
and his neighbor’s picket-ropes, and is fight.
ing his own way out of bis difRealty with
teeth and hoofs. They do not h them.
ullvu, but eonverss peacefully as they pass
along.

¢ Is it trus, Mastaphia; that Giaours are
still coming to joia our Bey ? The Padisha*

tion.’
‘It is trae, Janum ;} may Allah confound.
them I' replies Mustaphs, spitting in paren.
thoais between his teeth ; ‘but they have
brave hearts, thess Gisours, and cuoning
heads, moreover, for their own devioss.
What good Moslem.would have thonght of
sending his commsads by wire, faster than
they could bs borne by the bhorses of the
Pro het;?'

¢ Mag's 1" srgues the other tzooper ¢ ¢ black,
uvholy msagio! Thers is but one. Allah.’

 What Bith are you eating. 2’ suswers Mus-
taphagaho is of & practioal; tarn of mind,
* Have not Imyself gsen the wire and. the
post, and.doJ not, know that the. Padisha
sends his cqnmands. to the Ferik-Pasha
by the let¥rs he writes with lis own
hand.?’
* But you.
his comrade,
dred times u
¢ Oh, mulel
torts Mustap

i‘uve nevor seen the letter,” arges

though you have ridden a buan-
der the lines.' ]
ead, and son of & jackass {" re-
. nstapls, ¢ do you not know that ths
lettor flies sofast along the. wire, that the
eys of man cjunot perceive it 2 They are
dogs and aeskred, thoss Ginonrs; bat; by my
lead, they &) very foxes in wit.’ -

*I wil defid their graves,’ observes his}:

domrads’; ani forthwith thoy. procesded to "
release the soungled obiarger, who hag by

this time neary eaten his ill starred neigh. {
tor ; and I oyr-hear this philosophieal dis-

Lent of Iskenter Bey, commandant  of. the
amall force of cavalry atiached to Omer
Pasba’s army b Bulgaris,

path, a8 she paced elowly along, without®

is indeed gracious to these svus of perdi- |4, 31,

ith guard oould get under.sras to Bay

Bey.to retarn to his brandy-b ; my.
2 dyf y-bottle, and; my

cisition, a8 Ibrocced for orders to the Green |yt me whilst we- related al

As T'enter fe tant, I perceive two wmen V.

health, His small head is set on his shoul-
ders in the peculiar mavler that alwsys de
notes physical streogth ; and his well-cut
features would be handsome, were it not for
s severo and somewhat caustic exprossion
which mars the beauty of his countenance.
His deop-sot eye is very bright and keen ; its
glanes seems acoustomed to command, and
also to detect falsehood under & thresfold
wask. He has not dealt halt & lifetime with
Asiatios to fail 1n acquiring that usefal kuack,
He wears his beard and moustache shurt and
close ; they are

Grizsled here and there
But more with toll than age,

and add to his soldierlike exterior. Hisdress
is simple enough ; it consists of a oclose-fit-
ting, dark-green frock, adorned only with
the order ofthe Medjidjie, high riding-boots,
and a orimwon fex. A earved Turkish ssbre
hangs from his belt, and a double-barrelled
gun of English workmanship is thrown across
his knees. As he looks ap from his map, his
oye rests on me, sud he asks Victor in Ger-
wan, ‘ Who is that?®’

¢ An Englishman, who has joined your Ex-
cellency’s force as an Interpretor,’ answered
wy {riend, ‘and who is now attached to Te-
kender Boy. I believe the Bey can give a
good account of his gallantry on more than
one oocoasion.’

¢ The Bey, thus sppealed to, mustars up a
drunken emile, and observes, ¢ A good swords-
maun, your Exocellensy, and & map of many
langusges. Sober too,” he adds, shaking his
head, ‘sober as a Massulman, the first qual-
ity in & soldier.’

His Excellency smiles again at Victor, who
presents me in due form, not forgetting to
mention my name.

The great man almost starts. He fixes on
me that glittering eye whioh seems to look.
through me. *Whers did your acguire your
knowledge of language?’ he asks. ¢ Mv aide-
de-camp informs me you speak Hungarian
even better than you do Turkish.'

*I travelled much in Hungary asa boy,
Excellonoy,’ was my reply. ¢Viotor de
Rohan is my earliest friend : X was a ohild
soarcely out of the nursery when I first madse
bis aoquaintance at Edeldoxf.’

A gleam of satisfuotion passed over his Ex-
cellency’s face. ¢BSirange, strange,’ he mut-
tered, ‘ how the wheel turns ;' and then pull-
ing out & small steel purse, but slenderly gar-
nighed, he sclected from » foew other coins an
old silver piece, worn guite smooth and .bent
double. ¢ Do you ramember that 2* said he,’
plaoingit io my hand.

The gipsy-troop aud the deserter flashed
adross ay mind at once. I was so confused
at my owh stupidity in not having recognized
hima sooner, that I'eould only stammer out,
¢ Pardon, your-Exeelleney—sgo- long ago—s
mera child.’

He graaped my hand warnmly. ¢ Egerton,’
aaid ‘he, *boy &s you wers, thers was hears
nor.in your desd. Subordinate as 1

then was, I sworse never to forget it. I never
have forgotten it. You have made & friend
for fifs in Omar Pashs.’

I could nnly bow my thanks, and the Gen-

oral wdded, ¢ Oome to me at head-quarters

this afternooni. I will ses whiat: can be dotie
for you.! ’ .

‘ But, Exoellency, I cannot spare him,’ in-

Serposed Iskendcr Bsy. ‘I baye here an
Eng}ul; officer, the bravest of the brave, -but
%0 stupid that I'oannot understand. s word:
Be says. I had rather be without aword and-
lance than lose.my Interpreter. And then,.

attack.’
_Omar Pasha rose fo depart. * I will-send
him bask thic‘evohin% withi dispatches,’ 8aid
bie, salating his host i a Tarkish mavner,
fouching firat the heart, then thé mouth,
then the forehead—2 courlésy which the old.
fire:heater returned with a ludicrous attemnt’
at solemnity. T o
‘De.Boban,’ hs added, ‘stay here o carry
out the orders I have given you. As soon:as.
your friend can be spared, from the Bey,
bring him over with you, to remain at head-
quarters. Sslaam!’ Andthe general was
on his horse and away long before the Tark-
) him
the proper compliments, ledving Iskender.
riend Viotor to make himwelf eomfortable
niet chibouque
thuthad passed
nee we met.

sjuc N
, Yictor was frank and merry,as usual, spok
unreservedly of his Iiaiﬁn with P‘rli'dc’o'céz'

is my tent, and smoke .a

ssated in grav discossion, whilst & third

your Exoellency, the attack to-morrow—ilie | 18

life, 5o I thought I might see a littls 5old
ing, Whon they found I could spoak T'
ish, or ¥ather when I told them so.
gave me every iacility at the War-ofico §
I gota palr of jackboots and & revolyer,
here I am.’ |
¢ But Omar will make you something

ter than an Interpreter,’ urged Viotor, *
must get you over o hend-quarters, V.
Men risé rapidly in thess days; next o
ralgn you might have a brigade, and
ollowing one a division. This war will
for years ; you are fit for somathing het
than & Tergyman,'*

‘T think so too,' X replied ; ¢ though, &
to toll, when I came ont here I was g
satisfied with my present position, and o
thirsted for the excitement of sction.
this soldiering grows upon one, Viotor, ¢
itnot ? Yel I am loth to leave Isken
too 3 the old Lion stretdhed mehis paw wi
I had no triends in Tarkey, and I beliey
aw useful to bim, At least I mustsia
him now, for we shall be engsged
long, I can tell you that.'

¢ Tant mieuz, retorted Viotor, with fla
ing eyes; ‘old Brandy-face will ram bhis o
alry into it if he gets & chance. Don't
him ride too far forward himself, Vers,1f y
oan help it, as he did when Le ont his o
way through that troop of husaars, and ga
them anotner example of the stuff the Pol
are ruads of. The Muscov nearly had hy
that time, thongh, It wasthen he lost t
use of balf his fingers, and got that ora
over the head whioh had been ar excuse £
dranketness ever singa.’

¢ Drunk or sober,’ I. replied, ‘he is ¢
best cavalry officer we.hiave ; but make yoy
self comfortable, Viotor, as well as you cs
I recommend gou to slesp on my divan f
an hour or two ; something tells me we sh
advance to-night. To-morrow, old frien
you and I may sleep on a harder bed.’

¢ Vive la guerre Y replied Viotor, gaily
before ; but ere I had buckled on my sab
to leave the tent, the chibouque had fall
from bis lips, and be was fast asleep.

My groy Arab, ‘Injour,'t was sadd)
and fastened to a lance; my faithfal Boj
who had accompanied me through all of
wanderings, and who had faken an exirac
dinary like for his eguine companion, w
teady to be my egoori ;. a revolver was in n
holster-pipe, & buneh of black bread in m

, and with my sabre by my side, and
pretéy sccurate iden of my roate, I expe
enoed a feeling of light-heartedness and i
dependence to whiok I had long been
stranger. Poor Bold' enjoyed his maate
sodiety all 'the more that, in deferdnce
Moslem prejudices, I bad now banished hi
from my tent, snd consigned him to the con
pany of my horses. He gambolled aboi
mse, whilst. my shorting horge,, ‘shaking b
delioate head, struck playfally at him wi
his forefeet, axthe dog-bounded: in front
bim. Bad horseman asI always was,
in'n.desp demi-pique: Tarkish taddle, wi
broad shovel stirrups and & gevers Turk:
bit, I felt thoroughly master of the anim
sud T keenly enjoyed the sensation. ¢ Injou
was indeed & pearl of chis rece’ Beautifal
8 star, wiry and gracefal as.a deer, he look
sll over the priveless ohild of tHe dese
whosse blood had come down to bim trom th
very Liorges of the ‘})r‘gph"et‘. uuatained throug
4 hu; ttle, courags, An

 hundred g ons. Mot

endgrance v patent in the suiooth sa
skin, the flas sinewy legs, the full .muscals
:xeck, broad forehoad, shapely, muzzle, wid
nosiril, gnivering ears, and game
sye; He could gallop on mile after milel
hour after hour, with & stride unvarying au
apparently untiring asd  olockwork ; M
though'he had & heavy man on his back di
'His'pulses seem’to beat bigher,.or his bréa
eotiie guioker; when he arrived at the head
‘qukrters of the Tarkidh srmy than when hig
had Teft my own tent an liour’ add s hi
carlier, the inferfeniig tiiie, mtch1o poa
Bold's distcess, having bean spent ata gallog
There was,evidently.a atir.in  Omar Pasha
?{tom Turkish officers were goigi,an
coming with-an eagerness and alacrity Ly o
nheaiis natural to {hose .funotionaries.
nglish horse, looking very thin and unocom
fonable, was being'léd away from the: ten
smoking from the spsed st ‘which he h
s ridden.  The seniry alore was totall
maimioyed and apathelio; a divout Massal
niadl, $o'hind'ddatiny wis destiny, and.the
shend. Had the eénemy sppeared fo
thousand. itrong, sweepiog, over hLis ve
‘camp, he would bave fired his muaket. lai

ofd

Jocqeal, and the reatons whish had decid.

'shrely—in all probability it would ool havigk




