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Suddenly a tremendous jolt awoke Blanche,
followed by leaps and jerks, as if they were
asging over henvy ruts,

“We are armving! look up, Blanche)”
eried her husband, in an excited voice. They
were passing up what seemed to be an ombiyo
street—the road not yet made, the houses all
detached from each other, and in differont
stages of development. They turned a corner,
and now faced the sea ; & sudden sweep round,
and they drew up before one of & row of houses
whioh faced tha beach, and appeared more
finished than the others. Monsieur Legros way
engerly gazing out of th9 window ; with & bound
he leapt out of the carriage.

«s BExcuse e, ma chere amie,” he cried sud-
denly. *‘But 1 see such mischief going on in
that villa yonder-—all the painting wrong. Ous
woment only ;" aud without a moment’s pause
be had darted away, leaving her startled, be.
wildered, not knowing what to do.

)adame had better descend,"” said the couch-
wan ; ‘1 have a long way to drive back.”

* Yeu, yes ;" cried Blauche. She got out,
had her trunks removed from the roof of the
carringe, and watched the man mechanically as
he rang the bell and left her, driving off with-
out waiting to be paid.

The young bride stood on the threshold of her
new home, and the tears gathered fust in her
eyes. She drew her shawl more closely round
ler ; the wind was tearing it from her, and it
was very cold,

It weemed a long time befors the bell was an.
swered. The door opened, and a little withered
old woman in a loose wrapper appreared.

Who is it ?°  she nsked, in s shrill voice.
My bunne has gone off, and left uo aneat honie.
They nreall alike, these bunney; but hosalie is
wuch the worst—oui, dame, much the worst.”

s Iv is I, madatme—Blaopehe laegros,” said
the poor, little weary, trembling bride. The
old woman gave a little cry.

*Ab ¢ Madame Camille ! my boy’s vich wife !
Come in! Comein! And where i3 he, where is
he ! when didst thou arrive

She held out her hands, embraced Blanche
wurmly, and retreated through the house, utter-
iug shrill calls—* Rogalie ! Kosalie ! silly one !
quick, quick, Rosalie! Madame Camille is
come, and we not expecting her this hour or
more.”

Rosalie appeared at last, and, helped by the
two ladies, \Ilrew in one of Blanche's baxes. The
othery being too heavy, were left outside for the
present.

in a few moments they were seated in the
salon, and Blanche had leisure to look about

and then lay down, too utterly weary to realize
that she was not happy to-night.

The next morning Blanche was up betimes,
eagor to see everything, and make acquaintance
with her new home. Tt was n great pity that
the sky continued to be of one uniform dull
grey colour—that the sea was restless and sullen
—and the‘rocks and islands, which made the
const 80 picturesque, were half shrouded with
mist ; but a good night’s sleep had refreshed the
little bride completely, and renewed all her
bright castles in the air.

Madame Berthe's welcome to her this morn-
ing way far less cordial than it had been the
night before, and a little startled Blanche ; but
she soon forgot it in watching her husband eat
his breakfast, and ministering to his wants to
save time, for he said he had but five minutes
to spare, aud nothing must keep him waiting,
Bofore he had swallowed his last mouthful he
was off, and Blanche and her mother-in-law
were Jeft alone.

**My hugband is always busy like this?”
asked Bianche, timidly. Madame DBerthe
nodded.

** And need he should be,” she said, grimly.
It _will take all his energies to keep things go-
ing.’

* But are they not going well 1 cried Blanche
very much startled. ‘1 thought everything
promised 30 wouderfully.”

““There is a vust Jdifference between promise
and fruition, It iy a great fortune my son lays
out, and we wmust wait, wait—oui, dame, we
wust wait to realize any profits.”

She began o take away the eoffee.cups as she
spoke, and for the moment Blanche did not
speak, -~then she said, timidly—

** Will you tell me something about my hus-
hand's atfaivs, dear madame? [ have been told
nothing.*

The old waman lonked at her sharply, and
hesitated.  ““f think," she suid. **that if they
hud thought that you were to be trusted they
would have told you all about it."”

The tears rushed to Blanche's eyes.

*1 am o Le trusted,” she said, pleadingly.

© Well, then, I may as well tell you. At
present, Cawille iy embarassed for money.
Dow’t start and turn so pale, my dear,”’ shesaid,
harshily.  *“ Of course it is only a momentary
embarassment : but he has placed his whole
fortune in this aflair, and of course it demands
titne, much time even.'

““ But has he no partners? does no one share
the outlay and the risk ¥ asked Blanche, with
4 li]ttlo- of the shrewdness of her commercial
birth.

her. The drawing-room and dining-room were !
oae ; only divided from each other by a curtain, |
which was drawn back. Roth were somewhat |
scantily furnished—a few hard-backed usrm- |
chairs, a round centre table; & very large
alabaster clock, with vases to nateh, on the
mantel-piece.  Blanche's eyes took it all in ut
a glance ; then she stooped over the very small §
ire of damp, hastily kindled logs. Madame !
Berthe wore broad ciarpet slippers ; she rested |
the bellows on the wide square toe and bilew ,
away at the faint sparks in the grate while she !
talked. i

**So Camille left you at the very door! That |
was just like him, his whole heart Le has thrown |
into this place with his money. Jame, oui ¢
his whole heart and liis whole fortune. So he !
saw something wrong, did he 1 Well, how could !
it be expecte:f otherwise, when he had been:
away tore than three weeks ? All the workmen
ceased to work, and idled about all dayv; the
coachman drove out his friends iu the earringe. !
A lady and gentleman came and looked at villa
La Rochelle, and nothing eame of it.  Wasted |
chances! wasted chances!"”

Blanche hung her head, she felt guilty of this
wad waste of time. Madame Berthe rubbed her
hands with a httle chuckle.

*“ But the season is coming on-—the fine sen-
son ' she said, **when all the world will be
here, and St. Didier will be as gay as Dieppe !
itsalf—a little Peris, indeed.” !

Time passed on, and Camille Legros did not
come in. Wenry, faint and exhausted, it seemed
to Blanche as if the chuckling talk of Madume
Berthe would never end. At six o'clock came
dinner, but she was too tired to eat. When it
was gearly over her husband camein; there
way a cloud on his brow she had never ween
before.

‘“ Everything has been going wroug,' he said,
tucking the end of hig napkin under his chin,
and devouring great spoonfuls of soup. * Jean
Marie has not looked after the men.  The work
at the chdlet is where | loft it.  The walls of the
villa No. 8 are not a foot above the ground. |
have 78t two good lets.  Traly, [ should never
have been away.”

Blanche wincwd agrin ; he went on grum-
bling about neglect and carelessness, while Ma-
dawe Berthe watched bim, nodding like an old
bright-eyed bird with her head on one side.
After dinner he went out again,—uot & moment
giw;en to sentiment, not a caress to his youug
wife.

When he was gone Blanche pleaded to be
showu her roowm, aud was taken up-stairs,

“ Good night, sleep well,” said Madame
Berthe, with a friendly nod ; sod she weut off, |
wuttering to herself. :

1

* e hins chosen woll-—she will look very well |

“ No ane-—no one,”" said his mother, her
voice growing shrill.  ** Every saturday he pays
his wages, two fraues a-day per man, aud a
hundred men are working on the place now ;
and bedides that, for the houses that are fur.
pished there ars the msnuisiers, the vitriers, the
tapissicrs. Oh'! the mouey flows night and day ;
ani every house on the place must be let well
and for long before it can do more than even
pay the interest of this fortune. And you,”
cried the old lady, harshly,— ‘you who might
have helped him, have failed; and his very
marringe has turned out a wasted opportunity :
the poor boy has no chanee !

“What do you mean, madame !’ cried
Blanche, shocked bevond measure.

** | mean, of course, that when 2 man makes
a marriage he expects to find something : not
that his wife should bring him nothing, her
hands empty.”’

““And 1Y have [ nothing ! faltered Blanche,

“Nothing ; actually not one sou till your
goad father’sdeath.  Bah! heis not five years
older thau Camille himselt.”

“And then ¥

“Ah, then ! but what will it avail --double,
treble the dof then-—when my Cawmille is & mit-
lionaire ! It ix now, now, now,” she shrivked :
** wher money is going out on every hand and
none coming m. Fa’ va’ thon also art a
failure, ma dru !

Blanche burst into tenrs, and tled away in grief
to her own room.

in the afternoon she timidly ventured down-
stairs agnin, terribly afraid of meeting Madame
Berthe, ‘The daorof the kitchen was wide open,
and she could not help hearing some of the
conversation from within.  Her mother-in-law
was speaking.

“ Yeos, yes, Rosalie-—a helpless fine lady. We
will go an just as we did before ; we must make
our economies, thou aud I, just as we did ; and
I will teach Madame Camille to put up with
them too.  Yes, yes; why should she not ? she
brings nothing to the pot-ciefeu.”

Blanche went boldly inta the kitehen with a
sudden impulse.

1 will make any economies you will,” she
said, sweetly : *“anything to please yon and to

you find that yon must make great toilets hers ;
that you want a piano ; that—that,—there, can
you invent nothing 1"

‘* No,"” said Blanche, quietly ; *I can invent
nol:h'ing‘ I must tell the truth, or | will not
ask,

“But you will keep all our- gonversation
secret ? you are to be trusted. No, do not look
offended ; but if any one knew that Camille has
begun to borow for his week's wages, that would
be the end of St. Didier.”

““Of course, I will say nothing ;"' and Blanche
drew away her arm and went out of doors.

The grey fog was still over everything, & wet
sea-fog, so that the water dripped off all the
houses and saturated everything. In the dis.
tance Blanche caught sight of her husband with
his collar turnéd up round his ears, and the
perpetual cigar in his mouth. She went up to
him ; she forced herself to smile and speak
gaily as she joined him.

** Will you show me the town now, Camille 7’

He wes quite pleased. ‘“ Ah! you are like
an Englishwoman,’’ he said—¢* not atruid of the
weather.”

**1 am generally,”” she said; * buot not to-
day, for I want so much to see St. Didier.”

There was a square garden facing the sea sur-
rounded by houses, and from each corner of
this square ran two boulevards of detached
villas, each with a tiny little garden running
down to the clitf, from which a small flight of
steps led to the beach. These houses were in all
the veried stages of completion, but swarming
with workmen. The newly planted trees wore
struggling into leaf. Al round were the com-
mencements of buildings. The English Chuarch
which had tieen so prominent a feature in the
plans, was just one foot out of the ground. The
Casino was cotapleted, und was gorgeous. Young
gardens and a lnwn-tennis, grounds were marked
out and planted with baby-trees, all top-heavy
with their large-leavid scanty foliage and drip-
ping with the salt sea-foy.

*“Are any of the houses taken yer 7" asked
Blanche timidly.

““Yes ; that house is occupied by a very rich
American lady, but, oh, so exacting—she has
asked for so much, and I have given her all—
everthing,” he cried, throwing out his hands.
“ It shall be said of me that no landlord ever
was g0 amiable or gave so much.” The house
he pointed out wus one of the largest in the
place, and looked somewhat older than the
others. A very magnificent lady was standing
at the window. She beckoned to Monsicur

Legros,

‘1 must go iu,” he said, discontentedly, *“ [
am sure she wants something more from me.””

The lady beckoned again, and Monsieur
Legros went in.  Blunche waited patiently till
he reappeared on the steps of the house, accoum-
panicd by the lady.

*So that is Madame Camille ! cried the lat-
ter, in a strong foreign accent, auwd Blanche
found her hand warmly clasped.

““Your husband is the best laudlord 1 know,
Madame»,” she went on. 1 have had much
experience, and have never met with a kinder
one. He has just promised me a conservatory,
but it shall be worth his while.”

And all the time Monsieur Legros continued
making obsequious bows ; but when he walked
on with his wife he ground his teeth.

(T'o be continued.)

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

Tue unfortunate Tunis war has made the
Parisians perfectly mad upon Atrica. Ol pic-
tures of Algerian battles and the portraits of
Arab chiefs crowd the shops.  The Kroumir has
replaced the _Turk, at whose battered features
persons used to shy as many sticks as they had
sous to waste.

Tue Christian Brothiers ave allowed to travel
on the French railways at half-price, on sccount
of their alleged poverty. A petition has been
presented to the Government, signed by some
thousands of citizens, demanding to be accorded
the same favour on account of their wretched-
pess. Itis odd to encounter Carmelites and
Cupuchins travelling in the first class at the re-
duced fares.

AMONG eccentric visitors to Parisian libraries,
a French paper mentions a monomanine who
frequented the Arsenal library for twventy years
for the purpose of reading and re-reading * Paul
and Virginia.””  He knew the tale by heart, and
recited it on samner evenings as he paced to and
fro in the Jardin des Plantes,  When M. Yictor
Massé's opera was brought out at the Gaite, he
was present in the theatre, but left before the

save money."”’

*Ah, bah ' said Madame Berthe, contemp-
tuously. “ Professions are all very well, bt
when it comes to actions * .

“You will not find me wanting,” said
Blanche, with gentle dignity ; and she left the
kitchen. Madame Berthe hurried after her, and, |
eniching hold of her arm she said eagerly--- i

* Bat sea | see, ma petite bri ! they say your -
father ndores you. Write to him, tell him you
want money ; he wili sond it to you.' -

“{ will ; 1 will tell him how important it is

on the promenade ; much too fine a lady to look ' just now for Monsieur-—that it will be of such

after the ménage.
belore, aud her monsy will keep us all straight |
till the locataires come !” ) ‘
Blanche unpacked the ivory crucifix that al-
ways hung over her bed, placed it at her head,

Yoes, yes ; we will go on as service.”

“ You must not ! you shall not !”

“But what, then, am I to do " cried Blauche, .
bewildered. .

“'Lell him you want it for yourself; tell hiw

end of the first act, exclaiming, * Your music
-

spoils the whole thing !

Fox quite a number of years s rich English
ludy residing at Rome presented herself regularly

; on Easter Monday at the aundience giveu Ly the

Pope on that traditional day, offering him her
contribution to the Peter's pence in u package
of bank notes to the mmount of 15,000 lire, and
in return receiving his Holiness” Apostolic

‘blessing. Last Easter Monday the Pope could

not. receive the pious donor, and deferred her
reception to the following day. The lady dud
uot return to the Vatican, and vows she never
will aguin.

WiEN the Prince of Wales arrived in Paris

on bis way homeward from Vienna thejournals,
with their accustomed accuracy, announced that
he came there in his little cigar-shaped steam
yacht, effecting the voyage In eight hours.
Shakespeare must then have been right afterall,
there must be some *‘seaport in Bohemis,’”
whence our Prince embarked.” But, as our
French friends have sup{:osed the Pirzus to be
8 man, and tke famous Yenus to be the work of
a Greek statuary named Milo, they may be held
excused for this little geographical blunder.

It is reported from Rome that i quarrel took
place between an editor and a brave and well-
known officer of the Italian army. A challenge
was, of course, the result, and a duel, The whole
press was in anxious expectation to kunow the
result, and telegrams were awaited with impa-
tience. At lest the news is wired throughout
the country, and such a noise is made about the
matter that the authorities intervene. The
duellistz are charged to appear before the Bench
to answer the accusation of eriminal duelling.
The Court was thronged with people, mostly
women, as usual, but who certainly never ex.
pected to hear what they heard, namely, that
the combatants’ witnesses had loade! the pis-
tols with ¢‘ chocolate ‘lrops.”

RECENT social scandalsin Paris have revealed
the existence of certain clandestine associations,
which have improved black-mailing into a per-
fect trade, It has always been thought that es-
tablishments of this kind were only to be found
in the feuilletons of Ewmile Gaboriau; Xavier de
Montépin, and other prolific sensational nove-
lists ; but it now appears that ingenious indivi-
duals have chosen as a calling to discover and
keep account of any dangerous or derugatory
actions in the livesof well-known persons or those
likely to becowme so, in the sole view of driving
base bargains with the victims at some given
period. Tt will be difficult for the police to
reach these occult organizations, which flourish
in mystery ;: but their effect has been clearly
felt in some late painful cases, and any one in
Paris conscious of a skeleton in the cupboarnd
will live in dread that the secret black-mnailers
may have obtained the key of that receptacle,
aud will assail him with threats to throw it open
to the world unless he purchases their silence at
an ounerous rate.

THERE is not a city in the world where opera.
glasses are more extensively used thau in Paris.
The first thiug that strikes a stranger visiting a
Freuch theatre is the perfect coolness with which
the pit, hat on head, aims its glasses at the gal-
leries, und how the galleries bravely respond.
And not in the theatres only. No man can
stare at you more sudaciously than the éoulc-
rardicr. In the House of Commons it is not
considered ** good form *’ to look at the repre-
sentatives of the nation with an opera glass, and
the practice is generally avoided. At the Paluais
Bourbon, in the Chamber of Deputies, the case
is different. Inthe diplomatic gullery, and in
all the galleries, you see a regular battery of
opera-glasses tarned towards M. Gambetta as he
enters, or towards M. de Cassagnac as he speaks.
Noone objects. This habit of staring with the
naked eye, or with the opera-giass, seemsto have
always been prevalent here. ** Paris is full of
those unpitying lorgneurs who post themselves
before you and fix upon your person a tinn and
steady gaze." This is the testimony of old Mer-
cier. This habit is no longer considered in-
decent, because it has become so comumon.
Wonien do uot take offence at it, provided they
are looked at in the theatres and in their pro-
menade  But if anyone were to eye them iu
such a manner in private company, the lorgreur
would be taxed with insolence, aml treated as
impolite.

HUMOROUS.

A Host iy Himserr.—The cannibal who de-
voured his entertainer.

Doxestic PHiLosorBY.—When there is a
storm in the nursery, the mother will oastor oil on the
waters it vaio.

ON AN OLD MAID.

Beneath this stone, 8 lump of ¢lay,
Lies Arabells Young,

Who on the 24th of May
Beganau to hold ber tongue.

A.—* My wife won't even hear of my going
to the theatre with another lady!” B.—(slightly
on the wroag tack)—'* Won't, eb ¥ Don’t be tou sure of
thut. I thought mine woulda't, but she did, und there
was the d 1 t0 pay, [ can tellyoo !’

ScENE — Hestaurant.  Mujor:  ““ Er-r-ab,
waitsh, I wish two chopa: the vve 1o be made rendy
Lefawh the othah. Do you beud 77 Waiter: ' Yes,
sir. Ao which chop wiil ye bave Brst Y7

The DEsIRE oF THE SoNs oF MeN.—“Wihat
does encore mean I asks & contemporary. It is voly one
phase of the universil dosire amouvy the sons of men w
Ret something tor nothing, aud get it at once.

To A Wipowgr: **lsit true 1that you are
golog to marry agniu 1" ' Jt's very true.” * Aud wbom
do you marey #7 ' My dead wife's sister.” ‘I3 she
baodsume ' ** No.”' ** Rioh 1" * Not at ail.” * '‘Then
why huve you chosen her?™ -+ To rell you the trutb,
my dsur triend, in urder uot to change mother-in-laws.”

ORGAN FOR SALE.

From one of the best manufactories of the
Dominion. New, and an excellent instrument,

Will be sold cheap. Apply at this otlice.
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