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THE DREAD ALTERNATIVE.

Yi1.
WHAT A SCALPED MAN LOOKS LIKK.

M. Paladine and I went into the garden,
while Ory remained in the house. We had gone
through two or three alleys and were stopped
before a superb lot of tuberose, the merits of
which my host was enthusiastically deseribing,
spparently forgetful of all else beside, when my
attention was distracted by a light foot-fall o the
sand. My heart told me it was Qry, and when
1 feoked np I saw that she was accompanied by
an elegantly-dressed young man.

**Ah ! said M. Paladine, turning, ‘“Here
is my son.”
Aund forthwith Qry introduced me to her

brother.

As our hands joined, we looked at each other
very keenly. Younyg Paladine was the first to
speak,

“1f 1 am not mistaken,” said he, 1 saw
Mr. Gilbert yesterday at the boat.”

Ory and her father looked surprised.

“Yes," 1 replied, smiling. *‘1 now recog-
nize you.”

I then related to M. Paladine and Qry what
had occurred on the levee the day before, and
expressed my pleasure on finding that the iden.
tity of the stranger and Bonair was now estab-
lished.

The matter then dropped and we continued
our round of the garden. Between occasional
scraps of conversation with the new.comer,
some listless answers to the botanical observa.
tions of the old gentleman and a few delicious
whisperings with Ory, 1 managed to get through
the promenade pleasantly envugh, thongh 1
rejoiced when it was over.

On returning to the study we found a little
table spreail with glasses, a bottle and a plate of
crackers. M. Paladine looked at his watch,
and on a'sign of approbation from Ory, said :

“1t is just a quarter to dinver.  The tradi-
tional time for a verre dapperit.”

And ‘saying this,” he placed the four wine-
glasses fu . a row,  filled them with golden:
colored bramdy, took a lighted taper from Ory's
hand and ignited the liquid.  Blue and yellow
flames flickered for a’ moment over théhrim of
each glase, filling the room with perfume.

‘¢ Now, let us drink., - 'We can do so with
safe - consciences. This is real cognar,” ox-
claired M. Paladine, raising his glass, )

With mutual bows and good wishes we drank
to easch other. QOry tovk her glass in hand,
clinked with me, bnt merely put her lips to it
aud set it down, It was either that the brandy
was 50 good or that my love was heated by it,
but I would have given much to sip from her
glass where her lips had touched it.

The dinner passed without any notable inci-
dent.  There was no boisterous enjoyment
but I wmused myself very much, and I think
the others did the same. Although Ory—Dbless
her dear little soul—tried her best to distribute
her favors impartislly, | yet had the vanity to
tmagine that she contrived to get more of my
company than of her father’s or brother’s. In
consequence of this, M. Paladine and his son
had lony iutervals of  conversation together,
Otten, however, in spite of our occupation,
bonair and 1 glanced furtively and inquisi-
torally at each other, :

The same thought was doubtless running
thrrugh our heads—had we not met before, and
if 0, when and where ! On my part there were
no salient traces to go by. Bonair's face was
an ordinary one, with no striking feature ex.
cept perhaps the mouth, which ‘was somewbat
hard and firm. ‘He had not his father's high
forehead, nor his sister’s wonderful eyes. In
fact he Lore no resemblance whatever to either
his father or sister. . Oue peculiarity about him,
which 1 was positive | haJ not seen hefore in so
young a man, was that his temples near the
ears had notraces of short, downy hair and that
similarly there were no short lairs at the
bare of his head near the neck.  Thisled me to
believe that he wore 2’ wig.

Probably he was cquaﬁy busy gathering to-
gether the threads of his memory in regard to
me. . Whether he had as much difficulty as |
bad in finding distincetive traits, I of course do
not know, but at any rate it took bim till des-
sert to come to a decision. When at length,
however, he'did find a clue, he was 'cm{-hrxtvic
enough in-declaring. it. “The-table had been
clearcd of all except the wine and cake, and M,
Paladine was making same remarks to me, while
! was vqually engaged ‘in_cracking pecans for
Ory, when suddenly we were startled by Bonair
bringing his hand down vicleutly on the f1able,
and like Aquiuas at the -board of the French
King, rxelaiming : : .

b Lave found it at Jast !

And as hie said the words, he looked steadily
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at me with a countenance made beautiful by the
light of a new and welcome intelligeuce.

“ Fxcuse e, sir,” said he to me with per-
fect politeness, “ but would you mind answer-
ing a faw questions of mine "'

“1 will do o with pleasure,”” 1 replied.

“If T ask it is because | believe 1 am on the
track of an agreeable discovery. You are uces
quainted with the Manchester road, Mr. Gil-
bert ¥

““ Perfeetly, sir.”

* You have travelled itt”

¢ Often; every summer for years.”

“You passed over it in June last year t

*Yes”

“You know the Rock Bridge House I

“1de”

‘*And the hollow just beyond it ¥

3 \Vi‘s,"

* Is that spot associated in your memory with
any event more or less remarkable 1

It is, sir; in June of lust year 1 remember
meeting there a weary, broken down traveller.”

““*Whom you roused from his lethargy and
caused to be conveyed to the citv, thereby, most
probably, saving his life,”

8&top ! T exclabined, rising from my seat
and bending over to the table; *“ you are
no, it eannot be.” My memory hud a sudden il-
lnmination ; then as suddenly found itself
darkened again.

Lot me see—the max | refer to was dressed
in soldier’s clothes.”

Benair sat back in his chair and smiled.

“ And he had a military pass.”

Bonair's smile expanded into a laugh,

*“And his name—-1 remember it distinetiy—-
was—-""

“* Gustave Dablon !

1 began to understand now : but in my ex-
citement was not entirely convinced,

““The man | refer to had been sealped by the
Indians.”

““ Here ¥’ shouted Bonair, starting to his

farmer boy whipped up from the tavern and yon
bade  me good-bye, { have not thanked. God
for mueh in my wild life, but I humbly and
fervently thank Him now that He has allowed
we to discover my beuvfactor,'*

AALIR
ROWING FOR TRE WAlr,

Toward the close of the afternoon,  at a mo-
ment when M. Paladine aud Bounir appeared to
be engaged i serious conversation, Ory pro-
posed to me a ramble to the water's edge. 1
assented all the more readily that she manifested
particular earnestness about it We passed
rapidly through the garden and thenee along a
portion of the grounds, till we resched the semi-
circular basin where the family boat was moored.
There it lay in the shadow of a large willow,
its beautiful Hues hall hidden by ferus and
rushes.  Avpproaching nearer, 1 observed on the
hind seat the white leaves of a book which the
wind had blown epen.

“Your father has forgotten one of his hooks,"’
said 1.

*No,” she replied, “ that is wmy book, for-
gotten last evening.” .

““ What auther has the honor of being vour
favorite, the companion of your solitary hours 1

“ Lamartine is one of my favorites, and this
iv & work of his."”

“ Lamartine " 1 repeated.
of his verse 1’

“ Hix verse, UCarey ! His poetry, you mean,
He is one of the new voices of our century,
fresh, juvenile, simple, yet potent withal to stir
the decpest recesses of the heart, He is the poet
of woman, though that 1 fear is no compli-
ment."”

“1t 3s the greatest of compliments; for
woman, bring the most keenly seusitive and
the most imaginative, is, therefore, the most
poetie being that God has made. A professor
of mine—a good wutherity, becanse he was o
priest, and, as such, not susceptible of any un.
due partiality for the sex—Ilaid it down among
his literary canons, that & book which was po-
pular among cultivated women could not be a
common book, and, in many cases, it would be
found an uncommon one. You see, Ory,” 1
continued, smiling, *“thar 1 have been brought
up in a good school, | know nething of La-
martine except from hearsay, but on your re-
commendation T will read him.”"

“Do so, Carex. Read his Maditations and
his Huarsiaics, especially, 1 know them by
heart.  The wark, however, which you see in

**Are you fond

feet.  “* Look here I” and he tore off his wig.
Oh! the horrid, pitiful sight. Now I knew !
him. But what u change from a moment ago !
The spper portions of the forchead bore marks
of scarification, amd the whole convexity of the
head from the [frontal bove to the extreme base.
of the oceiput was stripped of its hairy covering.
What replaced this was a grayish filu, seeming-
iy as fragile as tissue paper, though by a physio- :
logical merey, it had the cousistency of gutta ]
percha.  Through it, however, the play of the

Baldness often makes a monkey of a man, but
scalping transforms him into a wmonster.
gives a preternatural breadness to the face
takes all shadow from the eves; brings' the
ears into unine prominence ; breaks the seal of
intelligence which Ged has stamped upon the
brow. It changes the smile into a grin and
casts a ghastliness over the whole face.

Bonair's was deeply moving indeed.
dine and his daughter both rose from their
Seats.,
of surprise and pain. Ory turned to mes with
shoulder.

Bonair stood looking at me for some minutes.

nostrils dilated.

said.  ““Am 1 uot the snine man you succorsd
fourteen months ago! Yes, 1 am. [ am
Gastave Dablon. 1 am that soldier.. 1 have
been sculped.””

At these words, he looked at his wig with an
expression. of despair, then replaced it on his
head. )

our seats one after the other. M.
was the first to speak, offering me his thanks in
the nost affecting worda, for the service 1 had
done to his son. Ory followed in the same
strain. ~ She said that her brother had informed

ceived from a youn% stranger, tnt as Le did not

had never been. able to discover their benefue-
tor. -~ She thanked God that she-and all her
house lay under.this further obligation to e
There -was a providence in all this, she said,
and it was only a part-of that mysterious train
of events which haid brought ux together. ]
immediately seized upon this_ view. T stated
the presentiment [ had had at the time that my
meeting with the wounded. and spent soldier
was not a fortuitous oue, and that* we were de.
stined, sooner or later, to eross each otheragain.

““When 1 saw you yesterday at the boat,’’
said Bonair, in his turn, ‘1 was struck with
your appearance. -1 had the same feeling on
mecting yon in the garden, awhile ago.  But it
was only.here at table, that, eatching a peculiar
smile of yours as you were speaking to Ory, |

: Paris.’

brain and cerebel could be. fairly discaverad. | of Ischia.

It

The scene which followed this action of |
M. Pala. |

The old man uttered somne exclamations '

supplinnt vyes and then hid her head upon my |

There was a wild excitement in his e¢yes and his ;

“ Do vou know me now, Mr. Gilbert ¥’ he:

There was a _pause during which we all took ’
Paladine

them at the time of the kindness he had re. |

know his pame and could not learn it from the |
farmer lad who kad driven him to town, they :

the boat i~ net one of his poems, but & frag.
ment of his Confidences, just received from
L

¢ Prose or poetry 17

“Prose. But it ig a divine poem all the
satie, o sea-pastoral, iridescent with the Joves

Dol Hife's morning, fresh with the' adorable Feauty
sof that ftalixn nature. whinkoso intoxicates tha

poetic mind.  Lamartive wrote: it with g
stubbed pencil in a blapk book balanced on his
kuees as he lay under o lemon-tree in the island
Graziella is the name of the simple
fisherman’s  daughter, whose lonely life and
innocent love form the sabject of this velnme.
i 1 know not why, Carey, but 1 have likeoed wy-
' self to this poor waif of the sea of Naples. Heur
solitude and isolation on the terraee of Pricida
have been ay mine in my eavern of the quutry ;

3

- her sorrows have heen ey sorrows 3oher disap-
P poinunents my  disappoiutments, and I only

- pray, thongh I searce dare hope, that my end
; may not be like hers, embittered by false prom.
Cises and darkened by that worst of all horrors—
desertion.  Read * 6vaziclle,’ Carey, and then
Ctell e what you think of it

! Shie stepped into the boat, took ups the vock
jand presented it tome. Thenstepping vut again
tshe invited ne to walk on. '

“TLet us go up the bank,” said she: **the
afternson is advancing.”

Ou'the way 1 questioned her about her boat-
ing tastes, remarking that a person so delicate
as she seeminl to be, and of so meditative a turn
of mind, voull hardly take pleasure in that
mide exereire, especinlly in such a headlong
river-as-the Mississippi. She informed e thst
¢ she had taken to bosting, net so much through
Pany faney for the exercise -itself, as because it
afforded her some outlet for her cramped ener-
gies, some recreation ine her loneliness, soma
companionship during the enforeed seclusion in
which she occasionally pined. The boat ughered
her into the glad, rushing waters, which saug
her a song of freedom that she liked to hears it
apened new bits of «ky, vubounded save by the
{ Nines of water aud of prairie, wnd under these
iskiew she breathed a new life; it Jod her, on
both sidex of the river, into quite little hays and
i basing, full of beautiful surprises in the way of
cseenery, sights of Howers and  animal ife,
“hely quietade and solenar shadow.  Through
| these sheltered  nooks, following the languid
. windings of the current, under the overhanging

branches, she Joved to drift in her Loat, while
Cher mind flated gently along another current..—

that of imagination or memory.
o At other times she -wounld ehonse these veca-
sions toredd a favourite volume, frem which she
averred: that she received higher inspitutions
and experienesmi keener emotions than she would
linve done if the reading had been made in her
room.” It was in her boat and in“oene of the
shady Lendwon the Hlinois shore that she: had
read Graziella, )

Thesr explanations gave me an insight’inte

from my seat.

was al once  brought baek to the precisely Ury’s chitiacter lor which ' § was not prepared,
similar “smile  which you gave me when the I'knew that her nature must be pensive, but |

Jdid not know that it was so recondite, so con-
centrated, so introspeetive. Thoreis the simple
ficld-flower with pale colors and faint perfume.
It is always beautiful but it looks ‘mh-. And
there is the double flower, u marvellous repro.
duction of itself, a growth of its own substanee,
with deeper combined hues and a vicher frag-
ruce.

Hitherto 1 had taken Ory for a mere in-
genuous girl.  Now, 1 discovered she was a ro.
flective woman.

“Bat you do not go alene, Ory,’
“Yon could never stem the current,”

¢ Sometimes | have a companion, but it is
rare,  DPapn used to like to come out with me,
but he seldom does so now. “As to the current,
it is not such an obstacle us it uppenrs. | have
tearned un art of tacking which helps me won.
derfully, though I do not know whether it is ac.
cording to approved rales or not. By inching
up sideways 1 find three or four miles aguinst
the stream a not very exhausting task, and 1
never venture further down than that.”

“ Would you mind taking & turn with me 7 1
kuow little of rowing professionally, but 1 have
streugty enough to do some good pulling, aud
you ¢ould help me ut the rudder.”

“1 intended to ask you,” answered Ory g
“that is why [ invited you down, but before
that 1 wanted you to walk up the beach a little
to reconnoitre.”

SPa reconnoitre what, [R2350 I

“You wiil sez presently.  Nay, you will see
at ance, for, don’t you votice u thin smoke ris-
by aver the river, yonder P

*Yes: that is a steatnbost whieh hins just
pushed out from the levee,  She is now inmid-
stream.”

*The steam is still compressed ; her paddles
deseribe ouly half eireles. She is slowly turuing
on her own length,  Preseutly her bow will be
puinting southwardf; her engines will exert their
full power ; her boilers will glow like furnaces ;
shie will dip the flag a2 a parting salute to the
city and then she will take the water at the rate
of fifteen miles an hour.””

¢ She must be doing
elnimed, pointing to the narth, ““ for see how
the two columns of bluck smoke are risivg aft-
wand and then suddenly sheering off in Jong
trails behind, swept by the wind.”

AW there she comes, there she comes '
said Ory, with excitement.  * Look, she isjust
rounding the potut yonder.” How like a thing
of life she seems.  Is she not graceful 1 [ think
our Wastern hoats are so much handsomer than
the big propelters on the Potomac and the Hud.
sou, which are only ugly compounds of the
oeean stommer and the river boat '

“You are an cothosinat about steamboats,
Ory,”" | said:

1 aneacquainted with every boat that plies
Letween St. Louis and the Ohio spnd Lower Mis-
sinsippl. 1 stand here for hours nearly every
day watching them come- and go. 1 know their
names, their destinatio o, their speed, the number
of their trips, the aesidents whach each has en-
cotntered,  Sowe of them have such pretty
nnmes,  Their eoptains must be posts, This,
for instance, which is now coming down an us,
is the ‘ Pratrie Bird," and don’t sho leok like a
bird skimming the water? Xee t Khe js fust
approaching ;1 thivk it is time we should go
for enr boat.”’

*Remain here)”” 1 said, hastening away ;]
will fetehit. 1 will be baek in two minutes.”

I bad no trouble whateverin unlastening the
hoat, fiwding the oars, setting them in their
Incks and making my way out of the basin.
When | reavhed the river the steamier was nearly
appasite the spot where Ory <tood, and she was
intently gezing upon it.  Her uttention was in-
deed so fixed that she teok not the slightest no.
tice of me as Istopped the bont at her foet, Her
foutures expressed something more thau curis
onity ¢ sorrow and nuxions syinpathiy were im-
printed upon them.  Suddeniy s}]u' gave alittle
ery, drew out her handkerchiee] aod waved it
violentlv. The maverment was so singular that
I, toa, looked in U direstion of the steamer,
Tt was now gliding along the Hlinois bank, and
consequently cat a eonsiderable distanes from
us, but sl L distivgmished a dark figure which
detached itsell from the white surface of the
linrricane deck. It also was agitating a white
handkerahinf. ) '

““ Who is that, Qry 17

' 1 osaid.

that already,” | ex.

[ asked, vot maoving

“Laook 17 said she, and she produced an ivory-
maonnted binoele, which she handed down 1a
me, .
1 hield np the ‘giasses.
sible. Tt st be wn aptie delusion.
arain,  Yes; there conld be no mistake, It was
the lady in black: : ‘

I glineed at Ory for xn explanation,

*AhL yes,"she replied, ““it iy she, itis my
poor Gaissa.” :

1 started at the word,
that wiame hefore?
that it revalloil ?

CGaieen L erted, Claisan T

“Yes, that is her name, Dil you-not know
TR

S Paever heand her oven mention her name.
For me she was always La Dame Nairs,” | an-
swered, . ’ ,

“Here Ory waved her hamikerchief for the last
time, exelaiming : R

“ Farewell; poor, dear Gaisso,
I will never forget vou,
Farewell,” and she wi
checks: .

Meantime | had reflected with the lightning ra.
pidity of passion and excitement, and discovered

No; it was not E«w
I loaked

Where hal | heard
What drewdful seene was it

Think of me.
We shall mert again.
ped- the “tears from her




