CLEOPACRA.

WILLIAM W, STORY.
ian, take my bracelots ;
o purple stain
My arms ; turn over my pillows,
They are hot whore I have laia;
Open the lattice wider,
A gauge o'er my bosom throw,
‘And lot me inhiale the odors
That over the garden blow.
I drelm;a I was lwlnh my Antony
And in arms Ilay;
Ab me! the vision has vanished,

away,
p.rl‘u!no have perished

o
As this spiced, aromatic pastitle
That wugnd the blue smoke of its odor
Is now but an ashy hill,
. Seatter upon me rose leaves,
They cogl me after my sleep,
And with sandal odors fan e
Till inte my veins they cresp ;
Reach do:ult.ho lute und play me
A melancholy tune,
To rhyme with the dream that has vanished
And the slumbering afternoon.
There, drowsing in golden sunlight,
Loiters the slow, smooth Nile
Tarough slender ‘:upyrl, that cover
The wary crocodile:
The Jotos lolls on the water
And opens its heart of gold,
‘And over its broad leaf pavewment
Never a ripple is rolled.
The twilight breeze is too lazy
Those feathery Pa,hni to wave
And yon little clond i3 as motionless —
AS a stone above a grave.
Ah me! this lifeless nature
Oppresses my heart and brain!
OK for a storm and thunder!
For lightniog aud wild, fierce rain!
Fling down that lute—I hate it}
TPake rather buckler and sword,
And crash them and clash thew together
Till this sleeping world is stirred.
Hark ! to my Indiun beauty—
My cockatoo, creamy white,
Mth roses under his feathers—
That flashes across the light.
Look ! listen | as backwards and forward
Po his hoop of gold he clings,
How he trembles with crest uplifted
And shrieks as he madly sings !
Oh, cockatoo, shriek for Antony !
Cry “ Cowe, my love, come home ;"
Shriek * Antony! Antony ! Antony !
Till ho hoars you even in Rome.
There—leave me, and take from my chamber
That stupid little gazelle, »
With its ‘hright, black eyes, 8o meaningless,
And its silly, tinkling bill!
Take him ~my nerves he vexes—
The thing whimm. blood or brain,
Or, by the body of Isis,
T'li suap his neck in twain!
Leave me to geze at the landscape
Mistily stretohing away,
Where the afternoon’s opaline tremors
O'er the mountain's :iun'orhlg play
Till the flercer splendor of sunset
Pours from the west its fire,
And, molted as in a crucible,
Thefr earthly forms expire
And the bald, blear skull of the desert
With gowing mountains is crowned,
That, burning like molten jewels,
Circle its temples round.
1 will lie and dream of the past time,
Zons of thought nwn{,
And through the jungle of memory
Loosen my fancy to play.
When a smooth and velvety black,
Supple and cushion footed,
1 wandered where never the track
Of a humnan creature had rustled
The silence of mighty woods,
And, fierce in a tyrannous freedom,
1 knew but the law of my moods.
The ¢lephnnt, v.rum]mtm-,x, started
When be heard my footstep near,
And the spotted giraffes flol wildly
In & yellow cloud of fear.
I sucked in the noontide splendor
Quivering along the glade, i
Or, yawning, punting and dreaming,
Buind in the tamarind shade
Till I neurd my wild mate roaring,
A+ the shadows of night came on
To brood in the trees’ thick brunches,
And the shadow of sloep was gone;
Then I roused and roared in snswer,
And unsheathed from my cushioned feot
My curving claws, and stretched me
And wandered my mate to greet.
We toyed in the mmber moonlight
Upon the wirm, flat sand
And struck at each other our massive arms —

Then like a &
With a wild, trinmpnoant cry,
And we met as two clouds in heaven
When the thunders bef
We grappled and str
For nis love, like his 5
‘Aund his teeth in the swelling foids of my neck
At timos, o our play, drow blood.
Often another sutor—
For L was doexile and fo
Fought for me in the moonlight
Whils I lay crouching there,
Till his blood was drained by the desert,
And, ruffled with triunph und power,
He licked mo and lay beside me
To breathe him a vast half hour.
Then (own to the fountains we loitered,
Where the antelopes cniné to driuk,
Like a b .1t we sprang upon tk
Ere they had time to shriuk,
We drank their blood aud crushed them,
And tere them limb from limb,
And the huugriest lion doubted
Ere he disputed w.th him
That was a life to live for!
Not this weak, humnn life,
With its frivolous, bloodless passions,
Its poor and petty strife!
Oome to my arms, my love,
The shadows of twilight grow
And tho tiger's ancient fiarceness
In my veius begins to flow.
Come, not cringing, to see me!
Take me with triumph ani power
Ax  warrior storms u fortress!
I will not shrink or cower.
Come as you cume in the desert
Ero we were women and men,
When the tiger pussions were in us,
And love as you loved me then !
~Blackwood's Magazxine.

VAUTREAU THE VAMPIRE.

(From Tewmple Bar.)

The person distinguished by this pleasant
sobriquet was a picture and bric-a-brac deal-
er, whose dark, dusty, over crowded littleshop
in the Rue de Provence,was well known,some
fifteen years ago, to every artist and dilet-
tante in Paris.

At the back was an office, still dingier than
the shop, where.at any time between the
hours of 10 a.m. and 6 p.m. the proprietor
might be dimly discerved seated at a high
desk, immersed in figures, He was & bachel
or, on thewrong side of sixty ; small and
gpare and dry in person, imperturable, in
manner, with a grating voice aud a sarcastic
smile.

Modest as was his establishment, his busi-
ness was on a very extensive scale, and was
not eonfined to the buyirg and selling of
pictures.

He styled himself “Homme d' Affaires,”
an elastic title. which covers other callings
besides an agent's, For iustance, it may
mean & usurer ; not that we assert M. Vau-
treau to have been au usurer, any more tlian
the father of the Bourgeois Gentilhomme
was a “shop-keeper,”” but haviog a good deal
of money, and beiug of an obliging disposi-
tion, he lent it'to his friends, and in return
for the sccommodation eonsented to receive
interest which ranged from fifty per cent up-
wards. His clients were for the most part
brethren of the brush, though there were not
a few men of letters, rising doctors, and bar-
risters amoug them. Talent was his security.
He prided himself on discovering at once
whether a young man had de lavenir, and
his penetration was 8o seldom at fauld.that to
# heone of Vautreau's men” was a recom-
mendation.

1t is true that his enemies—those malicious
persons who lad nick-named him the ** Vam-

ire'—asserted that Vautreau's men general-

y came to grief in the long run, and that
more than one promising young artist who
had mortgaged $o him time, talent and pros-
peots bad endedtiserably, bankrupt in all. But
such slanders M. Vautreau could afford to dis-
regard. Whoever failed, he flonrished ; ** add-
ing to golden numbers,” growing every year
more prosperous, envied, and dreaded.

His shop, as has been said, was in the Rue
de Provence, but the apartment which he had
oceupied for more than twenty years was on
the Left Bank, in the Rue St. Jacques, that
« Jong, unlovely street” which leads from the
Quartier des Ecoles to the Observatoire.

Here, and here alone, the money-lender
was known by his real name, which was Jules
Renault. He had assumed the other as a
nom de guerre when first he began business.
His unsociable habits, and the wystary at-
taching to P made him
by his fellow-lodgers of belonging to the se-
oret police, an idea which he rather  encour-
aged, as it saved him the trouble of making
sequaintances. Not half a dozen persons in
Paris were aware that the wealthy money
lender of the Quartier d’Antin and the mys-
terious lodger in the Rue St. Jacques were
one and the same individual,

One foggy November evening in the year
1865, he returned to his rooms, after a week's
absence from town on business.

01d Francoise, his menagere, was on her
knees before the stove, blowing a sulky fire,
which had filled the room with smoke, in spite
of open door and window.

“Que diable /! Do yon want to smother
me ?"’ her master exclaimed, pausing on the
threshold.

She grunted somathing inaudible as she
gave the recalcitrant fire a spiteful poke. He
shrugged his shoulders and entered, glancing
round with a slight shiver. Clieerless enough
the room looked in the light of a flickering
lamp, with its faded furuiture, uncarpeted
floor, and bare, white panvelied walls. Very
cheerless ; and he was cold and tired, and
the smoke and the fog together made his
eyes water, and sent him into a paroxysm of
eoughing.

“Any letters or papers ? " he asked when
he could speak, taking off hisgloves. The
guestion was merely pro jorma; few com-

He raised his brows in surprise, and examined
the missive curiosity before opening it. His
face darkened suddenly with a frown as un-
promising as it was huov‘{.
«Fontainebleau,eh?another ‘last appeal,'after
an interval of three years, Well,it can follow
its predecessors,”’ and he was about to con-
sign it to the fire, unread, when his eye was
caught by the address.

“A woman's handwriting tiens ! that is
something new. Oan it "
He hesitated a moment, than sai down at
the table, drew the lamp towards kim, and
opened the letter.

“Dear Uncle Jules,” it began.

He started, and glanced at the signature—
«Edmee Lafeuillade.” . “Bon Dieu-~then
Lonise left a daughter and I never knew it !
1t is true I always burnt her husband's letters
unread.” He turned back to the beginning :

« Dear Unole Jules :—You will be surprised
%o receive a letter from your unknown niece,
but though I am & stranger to you, 1 cannot
teel that you are one to me; dear mother
ured 80 often to speak of you, and of the
days long ago, when you and she lived to-
gether. I know what a grief your estrange-
mént was to her—""

« The estrangement was of her own mak-
ing,” interpolated the reader ; “ghe cut her-
self adrift from me when she married Vietor
Lafeuillade, 8 vaurien without & sou in his
pocket, or an idea in his head, who fancied
himself an embryo Rephael—ah, bah "

« Since my father’s death” (so he is dead ?
tiens tiens /") I have been pupil-teacher at
Madame Vernier's, but now that she has
given up her school Imust find another uome.
1 have not, that I know of, a relative in the
world but  yourself.  May I come to you?”
(“Par Ezemple 1") *1 shall not kg a burden
to you, for though I do not inherit my poor
father's genius” (“save the mark ") I think
I paint well enough to earn my own living.
Even if I cannot sell my pictures Ican always
teach. I am compelled to leave here on Tues-
day, and if I do not hear from you to the con-
trary, I shall venture to take for granted your
permission.” (“Tuesday? Diable! that is
to-day; if I kad only known—") *Dear uncle,
please let me come to you! Iam so lonely,
and the world is so wide and so cold. Your
affectionate niece, Epyee LareviLrape.”

For some minutes he sat with the letter in
his hand, rubbing his chin and staring ab-
sently at the last linos. Then, slightly shak-
ing his head as if in answer to his thoughts,
he i folded and d it tothe
envelope.

« Qut of the question. However, she can

to have some one of one's
some one that belongs to
Do not send me away—do

strangere 80 long,
own kin to love;
me as you do.
not I

She came closer to his side, and clasping

her hands on his arm let her head sink on
his shoulder.
No words could have moved him as did the
maute appeal of those little clinging hands, the
confiding pressure of the fair lead on his
breast. His heart was stirred by an emotion
utterly new to him, or, if not new, long for-
gotten ;
in his sister's grave.

He put his hand gently

feeling which he thought was buried
under ’ﬂ.\_‘o

girl's
her in

cept for a small pallet bed in one corn
the usual litter of an srtist's studio
canvases, a lay figure half
drapery, dusty plaster casts, and

Near the window was a tall easel
a half finished pioture, mdhbuz -
- olland blouse,

t-steined h
eel slippers, with his dark bair in
about his forehead, sat the artist, Leon

He was a tall slight fellow
ﬂn-md-t'uty.d'?th .’mmc
mobile lips, and ** dark eyes
under fine level brows. There

had under his eyes, and

2
g
8

il

chin, and for &

silence.

« Stay, then, child, if you will,” he said
abruptly, and turned from her withont another
word.

“8i tu savais comme je tame

Bien suy, toi-meme tu m'simeras.”
—Edmee sang softly to herself as she sat at
her easel. Her brush was seldom idle, and
she was delighted to find that her paintings
met with a ready sale. It happened so for-
tunately that “Uncle Jules's” employer was &
pictaré dealer !

Five months had passed since she came to
Rue St. Jacques ; it was now the first week
in April. A golden spring evening was draw-
ing to a close; the ll!e.lbﬁl()" was é!‘ shadow,

¥E

brows was that upright furrow which is
thetic in & young face, telling as
some doop-seated grief or gnawi

He had pallet and brushes in hand,
was not painting. He sat with one
hi'dhet iul a listless :tﬁtw:c.' pulling

ends of his long moustache, and staring mood-
ily at the picture before him.

The visitor, after watching him a few mo-
ments in silence, conghed to attract his at-
tention. He started and turned and seeing
who it was rose and made s hasty movement
a8 if he would have concealed the picture,
checked. himself, however, and stood with the
color mantiing in his dark cheek, looking with
an expression, half proud, half defiant, and
\| her hostile, at the intruder.

§=
e

bat one sl ray of g gered i
the room, flickering round the girl's head as if
lotk to leave her.

She wore a knot of violets at her breast,
and there were more on the chimney-piece,
filling the room with the breath of spring.
Pictures and sketohes brightened the panelled
avalls, books and work made a pretty feminine
litter on a side table. The place had acguired
that look of home which only a woman's
presence can give.

Mr. Rengult sat at his escritoire, writin
letters with a rapid pen ; not so absor
in his correspondence, however, that he
could not glance now and then at his com-

anion.

Looking up presently from his task, Edmee
met his cyes and smiled, with thatbright
fearless look of confidence and sympathy
which never greeted him on any face but
hers.

+ Unole, I wish you would put away those
tiresome papers. You ought not to bring the
oftice home with you.”

_ * There are letters which must be answered
to-night. You don't want me to get into
trouble with my chef ?”

« He works you too hard a “tyrant,

ienr V: C t a pame!”

; heis
that M. iel
‘it re-

stay for a day or two till I can make other ar-
g ts. F ise,” he inucd aloud,
“ you must prepare a bedroom for my niece,

this merning.”

white elephant she could not have looked
more astonished.

** What? your niece ?
had one.”

1 didn’t know myself till a few moments
AZ0.
left his child a beggar—but that was to be ex-
pected of the man.”

girl 2" the old woman inquired sourly, glanc-
ing at him over her shoulder. ** Keep

dead ? Folly !
A folly yonr master is not likely to com-
mit, ma m

was that ? " he broke off.

summons.
A girlish figure, mufiled
stood on the threshold.

interrogatively.

« Entrez,” the woman answered, and drew
cak for her to pass iuto'the room.

The monay-lender hastily moved the lamp,
so that the light fell full upon the visitor's
features asshe entered, leaving his ownin
shadow.

“ Uncle, T am Edmee,” she said, and ap-
proached him shyly, holding out two little
gloved hands, and looking into his face
anxiously, wistfully, with a mixture of hope
and fear. He looked at her in return as if
she were a chost ; and, indeed, she sesmed
one to him. With all the heart he possessed
he hai once loved his young sister, and
here was her very self,
him, with just that wistfal look he knew so
well.

I hope you are not displeased with me

did not speak, *but —but 1 had nowhere else
togo. Uncle Jules,” she said with a pleas-
ing smile, **won't you say that you are glad
to see me ?”

forehead with his lips.

; How did you learn my address ?"

« I found it among my father's papers.
He wrote to you, I think, shortly before he
died ?"

“ I received a letter, yes.
baggage, I suppose ?"

“ The boxes are in the fiacre at the door.”

 Go down, Francoise ; pay the man, and
have them brought up, and tlien come asnd
see if you can make this fire burn. Pouf!
Confound the smoke "

« It wants a little coaxing,” Edmee said
quickly, and the next moment she had drawn
off her gloves, and was on he knees bef.re the
stove.

« I am a very domestic character, Uncle
Jules,” she said, smiling at him as she plied
the bellows ; *‘the girls used to say I was
a houvemaid spoilt. There I think that
will do nicely now, and if I only had
a hearth-brush—ah, voila!” In a twink-
ling she had made the hearth neat, and rose ;
looking with satisfaction at her work.

The fire was burning cheerily now, and the
flickering e broaght out the golden
gleams in her fair hair and lighted up her
face ; & sweet attractivo face, fuii of brightness
and courage, yet touched with pensiveness.
The features in repose hind a faint air of wel-
ancholy, as if life shadows had already fallen
upon them.

She took off hor has and glaneed round
the room.

“And this is your home," she said thought-

oI tried to pieture it to myself, but

You have eome

“But your picture was not much like the
reality # No, 1 suppose not, or you would
not have been quite so anxious to come to
me,” was his dry conclusion.

“If I had known before how —how triste it
was, I should have wanted to come to you
long ago,” she answered gently.

He scrutinized herkneenly under his bent
brows.

+*Has any one told yon —ridiculous rumors
get abroad —thatI am a rich man ?"

She looked up with the grave innocent
wonder of a child, and shook her head.

“No ; I always fancied yeu were poor. Itis
80 ;is it not

He scraped his chin, looking meditatively
between the bars of the stove.

“Umph, well—riches and poverty are
comparitive terms. I am certainly not so
rich as I conld wish to be/ Few people are I
suppose.”

“I am glad you are notrich,”” Edmee said
simply, “I could not have added to your hap-
piness then as I think I can now if you will
let me. There is a linein an old poet that
I am very fond of : *Affection is & hardy plant
that flourishes best in a poor soul.’ Den't
you think it is true ?”

He took a pineh of snnfl, and shrugged his
shoulders.,

It may be. I cau't tell. Experience has
taught me that thero ia only one kind of af-

ion which it is absolutely safe to believe

il

“ What kind is that?"

# The regara every man feels for —himself,
and his own interests, ‘Self” is the pivot on
which the world turns.”

She looked up quiekly to make sure he was
in earnest, then gazed at the fire with a very
grave face for several minutes without speak-

iug.

When she raised her eyes to his again they
had a look of wisifal pity which disconcerted
and puzzled him.

« What a sad, sad life yours must have
been if you have learned to doubt the very ex-
istence of affection " she said, sofily. * Sinca
my mother left you there has been no one to
—ah, yes; I can understand. Poor Uncle
Jules I"

She took the hand that hung at his side as
he stood near her, and raised it to her lips,
then laid it caressingly against her cheek. He
did not withdraw it.

It was an odd, but not unpleasant sonsa-
tion, the pressure of that soft cool cheek. It
was ludicrous, no doubt, that, this little
+ beggar at his gates” should presume to pity
him, still he did not resent her compassion
It even dimly ocourred to him that he Lad
need of it. Certainly, when he came to think
i)l it, his home was * triste” enough, and his

ife—

Bat at this poiat his reflections were inter-
rapted by Edmee.
** I may stay with you, n'est ce pas!" she

munications but the & s  ever
geached him in the Rue St. Jacques.
“No—yes, by-the.by, thete i letter ;
it came nearly a week ago—viola.
Bbe nodded towards the chimney-piece.

“""ou would not be happy here, even sup-

posing [—
« Indeed, indeed I should. Ah, you don't
know how sweet it is, after living among

do you hear ? It is likely that she will arrive

If he had announced that he expected a
Didn’t know you
Her father is dead, it seems, and has

« And what are you going to do with the
her
nere in idleness while you are scraping to-
gether money for her tosquander when you'ré
My niece will ind—hark, what

It was aknock, or rather & modest tap at
the outer door, and it had been twice re-
peated before it attracted their attention. At
the third repetition Francoise obeyed the

in dark wraps

« Monsieur Renauit 2" said a young voice,

standing before

for coming " the girl said anxiouely, as Le

“ I am—you are welecomo," he said abrupt-
ly, rousing himself, and he just touched her
«I have_been out of
town, and have only just received your letter.

she exclaimed, with a little shrug;
minds one of vulture.”

He looked up quickly. :

+Who told you my—my employer's
name?’

She pointed to an envelope, beering his
business address in fall.

 Somehow, though I don't know him, I
have & prejudice against himn,” sheadded.

Ae glanced at her under his spectacles.

« Not a few persons who do know him,
ghare it, I believe,” he remarked drily. *But
he has not been a bad friend to me, on the
whole. In fact,I may eay that everything I
possess I owe to * Monsieur Vautrean.'”

Vraiment ? Then I will try to like him.

“ 1+ Veux-tu mon cceur ? il est a tol." '

« That song is a favorite of yours,” he said,
after a panse, writing en.

She blushed for no apparent reason, and
was suddenly mute.

« I have heard some one else sing it,” he
continued, as he folded his letter. ** Who
was it, now ? Tisns— I recollect.”

She lookad up inquiringly.

+ Noone you know. A client of mine—
of onrs, I mean, By the by, that reminds
me, I must look him up to-morrow.”

+ Is he a painter 2" Edmee asked quickly.
I wonder——"

. She checked herself, and lelt the sentence
unfinished.

 Yes, heis an artist,” her uncle returned,

aints for—Monsicur Vautreau, as you

Mademoiselle, you ought to

pectfally of your patron——'

++ Especially as he pays eo liberally,” she

returned, smiling. ** Why we shall be quite
rich soon.”

M. Renanlt took snuff demurely.

“ Itis his interest to encourage rising
talent.”

Edmee looked at ‘her work critieally with
her head on one side, then lifted her pretty
shoulders and eyebrows.

 Mine will never rise much above medio-

v I'm afraid.”

“ Yon have a decided gift, and you have
been well taught 2

* Yes, by my father, and afterwards by—an
artist who was our drawing-master at
school. That is one of his sketches,” she
added, pointing to a water color drawing on
the wall,a glade in the forest of Fontaine-
blean.

+ A clever study of foliage,” he said, glane-
ing at it. *I should say he had talent.”

“ (Genius,” she corrected softly, with a
proud light in her eyes which her uncle did
not see ; “*he is poor and obscure now, but
the world will hear of him some day."

«Well, it way, if he makes noise enough;
but if he 1s timid or modest he may possibly
end a8 many & ‘genius’ has bofore him, by
dying in a garret.”

To that she made no reply, and there was
silenge till Francoise entered to lay the cloth.
M. Rennult had taken to dining at home of
late, haviug the dinner sent in from a neigh-
boring traiteur’s.

+ Have you been downstairs to inquire for
letters, Francoise?”” Edmee asked, as she be-
gan to collect her painting materials,

« 1 went this morning—""

* But romething may bave come since.”

“ Well, mam'zelle, your legs are younger
than'mine," the old menuageore answered bluntly,
giving the cloth a flap before she spread it.
Edmee laughed.

* Very true; I will go myseli)”
pleasantly, and left the room.

 Always asking for letters —ca m'embete,”
grumbled Frauncoise, under her breath; “and
who does she expect to bear from, I want fo

now "

« From some of her school friends, prob-
ably. Who else should it be?”

# Hamph " gructed the old woman, with
89 much significance that her master looked
u

P

++ The last letter she had was directed in a
man's handwriting, m’sen, and the post mark
was Paris, not Fontaineblean. Ii's my belief
the girl has got a lover, and if you—"

« Tais-toi !" he interrupted sharply, as
Edmee's footstep was heard ovtside.

« You did not find a letter, then ?” her
unele enquired, looking at her curiously. She
shook her head. Who is the friend you are
80 anxious to hear from ?' he asked, ‘‘some
one you knew at Madame Vernier's ?"

She blushed and hesitated, glancing at
Francoise, who was listening with undisguised
curiosity for her reply.

* No—yes, some one I knew at school.”

Francoise gave an incredulous sniff and put
[ down the plates with a clatter.

Mr. Renault's faco darkened ; he turned
from the girl abruptly and busied himself
with his papers, more hurt than he cared to
acknowledge by what he deemed her wans of
eandor.

But ia fact she wished nothing more than
to take him into ler confidence, and was
thinking how provokingly it happened that
Francoise was present just then. After din-
ner, when they were alone together,she found
it impossible to recar to the subject, for M.
Renault produced a formidable-looking account
book, and buried himself in it for the rest of
the evening.

*+ Bat to-morrow —to morrow evening I will
tell him all,” she resolved.

she said

On the following morning “Monsieur Vau-
treau'’ made his appearanca st the shop in a
mood which his assistant described in confi-
dence to himself as *‘maasacrante.”

To do the money-lender justice, it was but
seldom he indulged in such a frame;asa
rule, however ho might try other people’s
tempers, he contrived to keep his own.

At about 11 o'clock he went out, greatly to
his subordinate’s relief, annoancing that he
should be absent about an hour.

It was g sweet spring morning, mild and
sunny, with a soft breeze, and a limpid biue
sky. Paris, with its dazzling white house
fronts, its brilliant boulevards, where the
trees were bursting into leaf, its blooming
gardens, ite fountains splashing and spark
ling in the sunshine, its general air of bright-
ness, lightness and newness, looked likea
fairy city, conjared up in & single night.

The money-lender, who never notised the
weather except when it compelled him to
wear an overcoat or carry an umxbrella, went
his way leisurely, with his hands behind
him, acknowledging the greeting of passing

cquaintances by tonching the brim of his
hat with his forefinger, down the Rue de la
Chanssee d’Antin, croseing the Boulevard des
Italiens, into the once aristocratic Rue Louis-
le-Grand. Hestopped at a tall, faded look-
‘ing house «t the further end rﬂ the street,
with a hairdreseer's shop on the ground floor.
Toiling up feur flights of slippery stairs, he
paused at & door, on which was nailed a eard
with the inseription :—*Leon Leclerc ; Ar-
tiste-Peintre,” and applied his knuckles very
directly tothe upper pavel.

His modest summons meeting with no re-
sponse, he opened the door a few inches and
looked in.

A large light bare room, unfurnished, ex-

++ Bon jour, Monsieur Leclere. I startled
you, I fear,” the latter began, in his dry
deliberate tones, as he entered and closed the

door,

« I did not hear you knock.”

« No, you were—h'm—basy. Ticns, tiens,
what is this?” he continued, approaching
the easel. ** 1 have not seen this canvas
before.”

Leon dabbed some more color on his
palette and began to paint with sudden
energy.

« 1 know you have not. I did not in-
tend you to see it till it was exhibited in the
Balon.”

His companion gave him an odd look nnder
his bent brows.

s« Ah, vraiment ? “it was not intended for
me, then ? Humph !

Headjusted his spectacles with greatnicety,
and backed away from the pictare $ill he got
it at the proper focus. {

It represented s street of sombre stone|
houses in medimval Florence ; in
ground were the figures of three
advancing towards the spectator ; tyo were
clad in rich dark draperies, the thigl, who
walked between her companions, in gpotless
white. The face of this figure was unfimshed.
At the side, in the shadow of a hedvy por-
tico, stood & youth, who was gazingat the
maiden in white with a look of rapt and pas-
sionate admiration.

“ The meeting of Dante and Beatrice,”
the artist explained, ** from a passage in
the' Vita Nuova: There is the book on the
table.”

The money-lender took up the volume—a
French translation—and read aloud,in &
monotonous voice, *** This wonderful crea-
ture appeared to me in white robes beiween
two gentle ladies who were older than sbe,
and passing by in_the street she turned her
eyes upon me, and in her ineffable courtesy
saluted me so graciously, that I seemed then
to soar to the heights of all hlessedness.’
see. Yes. Humph!”

The artist gave a furtive anxious glance at
his face, but his own features might have
been carved 1n wood for any clue they gave to
his thoughts.

« It is nearly finished, I see,” he remarked
at length, “when you have painted in the
face of your Beatrice——"

I have painted it half a dozen times al-
ready, but I can't satisfy myself,” the young
man returned, with a quick, impatient sigh.
I know the face I want; I see it before me
always— always! but there is something in it
that eludes me ; something pensive, spiritual ;.
a gracoe too subtle to be fixed on cauvas by
any artist living at the present time.”

He looked musingly at the picture, seeming
to forget his comnanion, who was watching
him steadily, taking a long drawn pinch of
snuff meanwhile.

Tho lines about his mouth looked omin-
ously grim. At length ne shut his snuff-box:
with & sudden snap, and took off his spec-
tacles,

« Monsieur Leclere,” he said abruptly, .
low me to remind you that this is the :iat
of April.”

* Deja 1" the arlist exclaimed, coming out
of his reverie with a etart.

« Has time flown so quick with you?
Truly, I am glad of it. Yes, the day has come
round and—""

* And we go through the old form again, I
sappose?” theother added listlessly, produc-
ing pens and k.

“ Well, no ; I think I will not trouble you.
1 do not feel disposed to renew the bill again.
1, in short, I want my money.”

The artist looked at him aghast.

“ Bon Diew! Monsieur Vautreau, yut
cannot be in earnest 1"

I never joke in business,” was the dry
reply.

But you know that I could as well pay
the national debt as pay what I owe you at
short notice. Besides, you are breaking faith
with me. The understanding was that
you woald take picturas instead of money,
and. —"

The usurer interposed with uplifted finger.
“Pardon. Theunderstanding was that solong
as you painted for me, and for me alone, I
would forgive you the interest, and not press
you for the principal.” He darted his finger
at the picture. **You meant to steal & march
onme, hein ? . Ah, bah, don't talk of breaking
faith after that,”

«I wanted to have it exhibited; Ihada
purticular reason——But I huve worked for
you like a galley slave for the last three years,
and you know well that my pictures have
more than paid the debt. Allons! be frank;
if I were to die to-morrow,; couldn’t you selly
them for triple what you—"

++If you were to die to-morrow—perhaps ;
bat you arc not going to do me that good
turn,” the money-lender answered pleasantly.
“Frankly,” he added, as he took up hiy hat,
“I have enough of your pictures. They have
fallen off of late, and I am beginning to fear,
do you know, that you have mistaken your
vocation."”

Leon bit his lip.

*+ And yet it i3 not long sinca you —="'

¢ Prophesied great thingsof you; I remem-
ber. But I did not know then how weak you
were, how impatient, how easily discouraged.
And I did not know,” he added with a sour
smile, *‘that you had other preoccupations.
Art is an exacting mistress, Monsieur Leclere ;
she brooks no divided allegiance. She has no
siniles for a suitor who.sits idly dreaming of
(:ltlmr loves while daylight fades, and his colors

ry.”

The artist flashed and frowned.

“ I cannot alter my circumstances or my
aharacter,” he answered shortly.

* Then I should advise you to change your
profession,” was the usurer's reply, ashe
moved toward the deor.

Leon threw do vn his palette and brushes
with an angry laugh.

“ Parblen! and what ocoupation should
you suggest, Monsieur Vautrean ? Shall I
tura oil and color-man, or add painting and
glazing to my present prefession "

* You might do worse. In any case you
will be kind enough not to forget that little
matter of business. In. & week's time I shall
expect to hear from you ; if I do not you will
hear from me. Bon jour."

* Stay, listen I” the artist pleaded, very
pale and grave now, following him to the door;
*“ be reasonable. It is your own interest not
to press me too hard ; I 7

“ Bonjour," repeated the other.

* Give me tims, at any rate; let mo have a

chance of 1Y
the

i a

v-1

him
rh the thought but it clung to him
the rest of the day, disturbing him with a

| s emome.

usual, reaching home before six o’clook.
The lsmp was not lighted in the sitting-
room, and Edmee sat at the open wind

, “ Hehas grown unsociable of late,” they

told him ; * he cares for no other company
is Beatrice.”

known artists’

neigh! mes with the

same result. He then drove to the nearest

depot of police, and stated the case to the

superintendent, who took down the artist’s

i ” ised cheerfully that

looking out dreamily into the soft spring
dusk.

She turned towards him with a welcomin,
smile as he entered, but did not spea’:, an
mmﬂmﬂhﬂrmy gaze in'...a twi-

it
There was something forl - * i.. «he lonely
little figure, dimly outlined u_.inst the wan-

had felt vexed and disappointed the
before, but his resentment all died out

* Dreaming, Edmee ?"
She took the hand and pressed it to her
‘cheek with her favorite little caress.
“No, I have been thinking. Thinking
many thoughts and some of them sad ones.”
* You have a trouble that you will not tell
me,” he said, as ke took his seat beside her.
+ I am going to tell you now, Uncle Jules;
1 do not wish to huve a seeret from you. Yes-
terday, when you asked me who it was I ex-
pected to hear from, we were not alone, or I
should have told you that—that it was
pot a school-friend, bat some one dearer than
@ friend—dearer to me than anyone iu the
werld, except yourself.”
« Except myself ; are you surethere is any
exception ?"" "o questioned with a grave smile.
“Well, well* And who is this mysterions
quelqu'u
» Heis an artist. When his mother was

« living or dead,” he should be found before
morning.

There was nothing more to be done, but he
could not return home alone ; he dismissed
the fisore, and continued his search on foot,
wandering asimlessly the , bril-
liant streets, where the shop windows glitter-
ed through the rain, and the long lines of
gas-lamps werereflected in the wet pave-

ments.

Nearly four hours had passed in this way,
and he was wet through and tired out, when
he found himself on the Pont anx Doubles,
under the solemn shadow of Notre Dame,
whose slock had just strack ten.

The rain had ceased,and the moon glea med
fitfully threugh broken and dispersing clouds.
The water was with & tremulous
lustre, and when a little flaw of wind
struck the surface every ripple bad a silvery

edge.

The bridge was deserted except for a soli-
tary loiterer like himself leaning with folded
arms on the parapet, at a little distance.

Something in the man’s figure and attitude
struck him as familiar. He scrutini im
for a moment with growing hope, then moved
towards him. He soon saw that he had not
been deoeived by & chance resemblance. It
was Leon who stood there, looking down
gloomily at the river. Absorbed in his thought,
he did not perceive the other's approach till
he felt a hand on his shoulder, then he start-
ed and looked l'taund.

living they igl at

bleau. Afterwards he removed to Paris, but
he still taught at Madame Vernier's, so that
Isaw him often. My father knew that we
loved each other, but before he died he made
Leon promise that he would not ask me to
marry him while he was still poor. He him-
self had known the bitterness of poverty—
mon pauvre pere ! he had seen my mother
wasting away in—"

Her voice faltered and the tears rushed to

her eyes.
Her companion ecmpressed Lis lips as if in
pain, Edmee did not know what a psng of
semorse her words sent through his heart.
There was & moment's silence, then he asked
suddenly, *What did you say his name was—
this artist 1"

“ Leon Leclere.”

He pushed back his chair with an exclam-
ation.

+ You know him ?" she said quickly. “‘Ah,
I can guess. He paints for Monsieur Vau-
treau, n'est-ce pas? and it was he whom you
heard singing my song. Have yon seen his
pictures, Uncle Jules ? are they not beau-
fifal ? is there not a briliiant fatare before
him "

 I—yes, I think s0,” he acquiesced me-
chanically, hardly conscions of what he said.
Lieon Leclerc Edmee’s lover ! He could not
realize it.

+ If only he does not losa heart,” she went
on ; “when I heard from him a month ago
he seemed depressed and anxious ; I fear he
had been working too hard. He was busy with
a new piocture,which he hoped tofinish in time
to send to the Salon. Ile promised to write
again and tell me how it waa progressing, but
tiens 1" she broke off, leaning forward to look
out of the window, *‘there is the facteur com-
ing to the house. Perhaps he has a letter for

She left the room at once, and in a very
few minutes returned, breathless, from her
hurried run down stairs, with a bright flushed
face, and a letter in her hand, which she held
up trinmphantly.

« At last! Thad a presentiment that it
would come to-day.”

She hastily lighted the lamp, and sat down
at the table to read it.  But before she could
open the envelope her uncle roge suddenly
and laid his hand on hers.

« Edmee—do not read that letter, or,
least, let me see it first.”

She looked up at bim in wonder.

* Why may I not, Uncle Jules? Do you

at

I too have a presentiment,” he returned,
with a forced smile ; * I fear it may coatain
bad news. Voyons donc—if you will give it
to me wnread, I will call upon Leon to-
morrow, and—and later—you shall see him.”

She flushed and paled, holding the Jetter
tightly folded in her hands.

“ I'cannot,” she whispered.

If heis in trouble—""

He turned from her without another word,
and walked to the window, where he stood
with folded arms looking out into the dusky
street. Very soon an exclamation from Edmee
made him look towards her agamn.

She was very pale, all the brightness had
faded from her cheek.

“ Oh, Uncle Jules, you were right; this
is bad news indeed! He writes to—to
bid me farewell, all his hopes are wrecked,
he says, and—he is in some dreadful trou.
ble, but he does not explsin—stay, what is
this

She glanced over the last page and read
aloud: “I once thonght poverty the worst of
evils, but I know now that a man has not
tasted the ‘dregs of bitterness’ till he 1sin
debt. My first step towards ruin was taken
when I crossed the threshold of’'—'‘mon
Dieu " —of Valtreau, the usurer.”

She looked up blankly at her companion.

+What does it mean ? Surely that is not—
not your i o

“Give me the letter,” he interrupted, ana
took it from her hand. Standing so that she
could not see his face, he read the hastily
scrawled lines which had evidently been writ-
ten immediately after his interview with the
artist that morning. His own name was
mentioned in terms which brought the blood
to his dry cheeks. Butthe letter breathed
more despair than bitteruess.

“Adieu, Edmee!" it concluded; “I must
not let you waste your life in waiting for a
day which may never dawn, though in saying
farewell to you I part from all that makes life
sweet.”

#If I rashly part from lifa itself. forgive me,
my beloved, and forget me.”

M. Rensault crushed the paper in his hand
and looked up.

“I will go to him,” was all he said.

“Take me with you!” Edmee pleaded; “I
want to see him—to tell him o

“You shall sce him, but I cannot take you
with me. I must speak to him first alone.”

“Then will you bring him back with you ?"
she éntreated, clinging to his arm.

“I—yes, 1 will bring him,” he answered
slowly, and was silent a moment, looking into
the sweet, earnest face upraised to his. He
was thinking that perhaps he shoald never
see that look of love and trust upon it again.

« Kiss me, child !I" he said suddenly.

Wondering a little, she obeyed. preasing her
lips to his cheek again and again.

+ She shall be happy—it will atone,” he
muttered, and the next moment he was gone.

His heart was heavy and anxiousas he hur-
ried on through the dusky streets. Should he
find Leon ? thatwas the doubt which oppressed
him. He did not believe—he —would not be-
i that the young man would carry out
his vague threat of self destruction, but per-
haps in his reckless despajring mood he had
quitted his lodgings, leaying no clue te his
whereabouts.

The money-lender hailed the first fiacre
hat passed him, and drove to the Rue Louis.

3
Before going up stairs he looked into the
eoncierge’s close little loge, where a brown,
buxom woman in a white cap was frying an
omelette over the stove.
+ Do you know whether I shall find Mon-
sier Leclerc at home ?” %
she

* I must read
it.

« I thought I was not mistaken,” the latter
returned, composedly ; “this is a fortunate
chance. I have just been to your rooms, and
was disappointed to find you from hdme. Are
you walking my way?"

Withont waiting for an answer, he linked
bis arm firmly within the young artist’s ; but
Leon drew back.

« No—I am not going your way, whatever
itis. For the future our paths lie apart, if
you please.”

"l“ukm hma.hnhn. But for the pres-
ent as a favor to give me your com-

J fow minutes. gz Jou 8o bitter
can't grant me that
simple req

« am not bitter against you,” the young
man said, in & weary tone, moving with him
mechanically. “I am too wretched to be
angry. Despair leaves no recm for resent-
ment.”

« ¢ Despair ?' ta, ta, ta?” his companion re-
sponded with cheerfal contempt ; *‘despair at
five-and-twenty, with all the world before you,
with talent, health, good looks and pour comble
de bonheur—the love of the sweetest girl in
Paris!” Leon stopped short in sheer aston-
ishment.

+« How do you know—" he began.

« How do I know that Edmee loves you ?
On good authority, parblew ! Ihad it from
her own lips not many hours ago. I was not
aware till then, Mounsieur Leclerc, that you
were my niece's fiance.”

The artist stared at him.

+ Your niece! Edmee's uncle is Monsieur
Renault,” he stammered .

 Yes, that is my name out of business.
‘Vautreau' does just as well for a signboard.”

« And—and does she know that—" *

 That ‘Uncle Jules'and Monsieur Vautreau
areone? No; that is my secret—was,
mean, for—I suppose—of course you will tell
her the truth.”

He glanced furtively inthe young man’s
face, but Leon said nothing ; he seemed hard-
ly yet recovered from his surprise.

“If I had any claim to your forbearance,”
his compavion wenton after a pause, “Imight
ask you to be mercifully silent, to let me keep
unshaken the love and trust of the only crea-
ture who Y

There was an odd break in his voice, and
he added abruptly, with a change of tone.
“Bat [ have no such claim. Come, let us
walk pn. I promised Edmee to bring you.
Notning short of seeing you willset her mind
at ease, after your letter.”

] was half distracted when I wrote it,” he
muttered, apologetically, *after I had hoped
somuch, it was crashing to fail; to feel that
I had 44

“ Allons done! you have not failed. Courage
and patience are all you need. Courage to
work ; patience to wait. You must restore
your picture and send it to the Salon. Yon
will goon finish your Beatrice when you have
the original to paint from--hein ? Stop that
fincre and tell the man ‘Rue 8t. Jaques, 39

bis" "

Edmee had been waiting and watching in
a fever of suspense and anxiety. She heard
their footsteps on the stairs, and came out on
the landing.

Seeing Leon, she uttered a tremulous ery of
joy, which he echoed, and the next moment
she was clasped in his arms.

M. Renault watched them as they passed
into the sitting-room, oblivious of himeelf and
all the world, then gently closed the door
upon them and went to his owa bedroom.

e struck s match, and sat down at his
table, with his hands folded before him.

He tried to think over the events of the
ovening, but he could not; he could only
listen to the sounds in the next room.

+ He will tell her—of course he will. He
has told her by now, Sho knows who I am,
Vautreau, the usurer ; Vautreau the * Vam-
pire'—how many other pleasant titles of tne
sort have I, I wonder ?”

He could picture the change in the girl's
face; the look of wonder and incredulity,
giving place to one of disappointment—
disgust * * * * * His heart con-
tracted with a papg so keen it was lise phy-
sical pain.

He seemed not to have realized before how
dear she had become to him, how she had
taken root in his hears and his home, filling
them with a ‘‘sweetness and light” never
kuown to him before. A dreadful sense of
desolation settled uponhim, he felt like one
who standson a forlorn and distant shore,
and sees all he loved floating away from nim
across the waste of water.

A tap on the door roused him. It was
Leon. His face was flushed, there was a
smile oa his lips, and a light of new hope in
his eyes.

*1 am glad you are come,” the elder man
said, bafore he could speak ; * I wanted to
have a little talk with you. But first"—he
took out his pocket-book, and selested one
paper from those it coniained —*' first, oblige
me by burning this. I will tell you what itis
afterwards.”

He twisted and handed it to hiscompanion,
who, after a hesitating glance at him, lighted
it at the candle. As the scorched paper un-
folded, the artist caught a glimpse of the
writing.

* What ! it is my own note of hand you
have made me burn.’"

« Just that, so we are quits. As you truly
said this morning, your pictures have more
than covered the debt. There is a handsome
balance due to you, which I will return on
condition that you will dtake Edmee with it.”

Leon seized his han.

 Ah, Monsieur Renault, you have released
me from one obligation only to lay me under
another, which I can never repay. Let me
call Edmee—"

** No, stuy—not yet!" he interrapted.
“ Now that she knows 1 am—what do
{lou say ?” he broke off ; “you have not told

er P

« T have told her nothing except that you
found me just now when I was in despair,
and brought me back to hope and happiness
—and here she comes to thank you,” he

* Ron jour," ¥
for the third time, as he passed out.

He paused on the threshold to launch one
P arthian shaft.

* You might as well have let me have your
pictnre, you see. It will probably be in my
possession this time next week.”

The young man uttered a passionate in-
articnlate exclamation, aud snatching up a
brash loaded with color -dashed it across the
eanvas.

+ There—iake it now, if yoa like !I" hasaid
recklessly.

But the sudden gust of passion subsided in
# moment ; the brash fell from his hand ; he
gazed in & sort of horror at the defaced pie-
tare, What had he done ? 1t seemed as if he
bad killed a living greature, the companion of
his solitude, confidant of all his hopes.

“Teat is a finishing touch with s yen-
geance,” was his companion’s sarcastic com-
ment,

“Ah ;in mors senses than one,” he an-
swered quietly ; his face had grown suddeply
calm and white ; *fins to my work and my
hopes. ‘ddieu—reves, illusions, vanites '™
And withoat another glance at the defaced
canvas, he took it from the easel, and turned
1ts face to thé wall.,

“ Hae is gen
over her shoulder, in a high, cheery voice.

* Gone out ?”

+ Gono away —gone for good,” she corrected,
cowing forward, frying-pan in hand. *He
came down about an hour after you ecalled
this morning, and paid his term, and gave me
the key of his room. I was te give it to you
when you called again, he said. The things
he left belonged to you.”

« Had he any luggage ?”

« A hand-bag—nothing more.”

« And he did not say where he was going ?"

She shook her head.

« He had been writing a letter, and he
asked me to stamp and post it for him, as he
+ had o change.” I don’t believe he had a
gou in his ket—Jle pauvregarcon! 1
wanted to lend him a few francs, but he would
not take them. He was in great trouble,
that is certain ; he looked quite upset.”

She conld tell him nothing more, and he
went out into the street again. The evening
was ohill and gloomy ; a drizzling rain was
falling. He stood looking right and left,
knowing not which way to turn. Where, in
all the great labyrioth of Paris, was he
to look for the poor lad whom he had driven
to despair ?

« Where now, mon bourgeois ?” tha.driver

The money-lender shrugged his sh
and left the room.

**A hasiy young fool | The best picture ha
has phinted yot. He had no right to cheat
me of it,” he d,as he d ded the

demanded the end of his whip

with philosophic indifference,

.« To the Cafe des Arts, in the Ruoe du

Helder,” he answered, throwing himself into
e jage agein. He did not expect to find

stairs.

x 8till, he felt uncomfortable. Leon’s white
iring face h k )}

the g

Leon there, but he might meet with some

one who knew him, and bad seen him since
i Ho was di rShe ek

0e d him like a rep

He wished he had not been quite so hard with
the lad, who aiter all had done him good
work, though he bad fallen into dreamy, dil-

He found more than one who knew the artist
well, but none who had seen him that day, or
for many days previously.

lnded, as just then Edmee entered the

roem.

« But how shall I find words ?" the girl ex-
¢l1imed,throwing her arms around her uncle’s
n ck. *“Ah, I never can be grateful enongh !
tiat, dear uncle,” she said seriously, ‘‘how I
wish you weré not in the service of that
dreadful ¥

+ Not a word against Monsieur Vautrean, if
you please,” Leon interrupted. * Uncle
Renault has shown me that [ was quite mis-
taken in his character. The fact is, he is an
impostor, a lamb in wolf’s clothing.”

+ But Edmee shall have her wish,” her
uncle added. “ I have sel & hard
master quite long enough, and now I intend
to take ‘ease with dignity.’ Fi ise shall

ARCTIC B?_EORATION.

J. VANSTONE,

tog the Pole,
Commander John P. Cheyne, B. N., rece
ponded on , the 24th of January, to
an invitation from the members of the Royal
Artillery Institution, at Woolwich, to explain

Is to give the very best
dv-hv-r,

GOLD & SILVER WATCHES

AND JEWELRY,
O

his scheme for the seientific expl and
discovery of the North Pole by means of a
stoamer, sledges and balloons. He stated
that Lord Derby and six members of Parlia-
ment had joined the Central Committee—
namely, Sir Charles Dilke, Mr. J. H. Pules-
{on, Mr. Wm. T, Charley, Mr. Wm. Gordon,
Dr. Cameron and Col. Alexander. It is pro-
tokold a meeting at the Mansion
onse,to be presided ever by the Lord Mayor,
to finally decide upon the expedition. The
plan sketched is as follows :—1f the estimated
coat—viz., £30,000—is forthcoming, the ex:
pedition will etart in June. Her Majesty’s
government will be asked to lend their steam
hip Di ry for the p It is
also in

i that a party
in connection with

3 Lol

Cook’s tours will accom-
pany the steamer to some of the Arctic bays,
“where there is some splendid shooting—wild
ducks flying about there in flocks of sixty at
a time, four or five flocks often passing every
minute. Commander Cheyne proposes win-
tering the first year in as high a latitude as
possible. The sledges will start about March
30th, 1881. When the sledges are baffled by
obstacles recourse will be had to balloons.
These are expected to start about June, next
year, at which time the sun will be shining
in the Aretic regions “*day and night.” The
balloons will be inflated at starting by passing
steam through  iron filings,. and
will be aftetward manipulated by means of a
supply of pure condensed hydrogen.  Three
Dballoons will be employed, each having a lift-
ing power of one to one and one-half tons.
The balloon party will conmst of seven
persons, with water and provisions for fifty-
one days, but it is expected they will. reach
the North Pole in from thirty to forty hours
after leaving the sledges, The exploring
party will remain at the North Pole about &
week for scientific observation, and will dis-
patch a balloon to Russia for the purpose of

! hing the news to England. The in-
hlli%anea it is thought, can be conveyed from
the North Pole, via St. Petersburg, to Lon-
don within three m- The Arctic regions
will be photograp! from the balloon every
hour, the distanco to be traversed by the
balloons being estimated at 500 miles. Mr.
Coxwell is to explain the balloon arrangements
at the Mansion House meeting. The pro-
posal to pay out a small telographic wire from
the ballon in transitu, so as to join the ship
with the North Pole, has been abandoned, It
was stated that the Duke of Cambridge had
consented to allow military officers to act on

Brooches, Ear and Finger
of ar-rings

Wedding Rings a Specialtv.
Also Plated Jewelry in great.yariety.

. He would also invite public sttention to the

inet that his shop is the pluce to buy !.PBO‘I'A-

8
CLES of every pﬁl:m. Lagarus
Bpestacles always on hand.

Prices to suit the hard times. Special atten-
tion given to repairing.

Dry Goods store in Connection.

Remember the place—cor. Main and Dodd sts.
Listowel. =3 J. VANSTONE.
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TOWNER & CAMPBELL,
Manufacturers of
SOLE LEATHER.
A full supply of
Spanish Sole Leather
Constently on hand,

WIHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
Listowel, Ont.
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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

ENNELL & DINGMAN, BAR-
RISTERS, Attorneys, Solicitors, &e. Of-
Messrs. Climfe, Hay & Co.'s store,

Main street, Listowel.
T, G. FENNELL. D. B. DINGMAN.

SMITH & GEARING, BARRIS-
7, A, et o, S8
O el “.;;gust Sarra,

RS. DILLABOUGH & DING-
MAN, Physicians, &e. Offices —Over Liv-
jugstone’s drug store. Dr. Dillabough's resid: noe,
corner Main and Livingstone streots - Dr. Ding-
man's residence,Scor. Dodd and Penelope sts,

J H.MICHENER, M. D., PHY-
e SICIAN Surgeon and Accoucheur. Office
at his drug store, Osborne's Block, Main street,
Listowel. Kesidence—that lately occupied by
Mr. Wm, Binning, Victoria st. west. [+ R

Arctic committees, and, at the of
the address, it was arranged that a committee
—forming the sixtieth of the local com-
mittees throughout the ecountry—should be
formed.

TRIALS OF TICKET-OF-LEAVE
MEN

Alate London journal says: ‘‘Weo shall
have a strike among the ticket-of-leave men
soon. Searcelya day passes without com-

JOHN A. BURGESS, M. D. C. M,,
Graduate of McGill Uuniversity, Montreal,
member of the College of Physiciuns and Sar-
geons, Ontario. Physician, Surgeon and Accou.
cheur, Office and residence—First door east of
Hess Bros” show rooms, Main st., Listowél. 10
V‘,D\l BRUCE, SURGEON DEN-
< T ,late of Toronto. Graduateof the
Royal Cc e of Dental Surgoons. Office—Over
Bean & Gee's store, Main street, Listowel. Teeih
extracted without pain by the use of mitrous-
oxide gas. 15

plaint from some of them of the re-
straint upon their motions in having to be
constantly reporting themselves to the police
wherever they are. One Charles White, who

ROCTOR & GALL, ARCHI-

TECTS and Superintendents. Plans and

elevations of public and yrivate buildings drawn
urally an

had just arrived at Brigh forthe

was yesterday brought up on the charge of not
reporting himself, He confessed it and de-
clared he would rather do another seven years'
penal servitude than go on as he had been
doing. He was moving about the country as
fast as he could, looking for work and the
necessity of constautly reporting himself was
intolerable and not to be borne. He had him-
self gone to the police station with his papers
torn up and threatened, if he was not rent to
prison, to commit a theft in order to compel
the police to lock him up. He was sent to
prison for a month.”

—_——

—1t is perfectly marvelous the number of
persons who are anxious to discover scme
new kind of religion that the world never saw.
They don't stop to try the religion that bas
stood by through thick and thin for 18(0
years. They are like the young man who
took his geography horae from school, in-
forming his teacher that he wasn't going to
study it until he knew more about it.

LISTOWEL CARRIAGE WORKS.
GODDABIT& GREEN
CARRIAGES, BUGGIES,

LUMBER WAGONS, &e.,

From the very best selected material, and which
they will sell

= AT BOTTOM PRICES!

o y, with
tions in detail. Offices - Wingham aud Listowel,

Ont.
J. C. PROCTOR, Wingham.,
WM. GALL, Listowel.

L

W. MORAN, ARTIST, LATE

»t Toronto, begs to inform the people of
and vicinity that he has opened a
tho Campbell Block, Main street, and is
prepar xecute portraits in oil, water colors
and crayon, at prices to suit the times. Instruc-
tioas in any of the above branches will be given
at moderate rates. Please call at his studio—first
floor, west room, front, in the above block. 19

BUSINESS CARDS.
* D. CAMPBELL, LICENSED

» Anctioneer for the County of Perth. Sales
of all kinds conducted on reasonable terms. Or.
ders left at STANDARD Office will receive prompt
attention, 21

VYHOS. E. HAY, AUCTIONEER
for County of Perth, also the Townships of

Grey and Howick, in the County of Huron. Sales
attended on ressonable terws. Orders left at
Climie, Hay & Co.'s stove, or at the BTANDAKD
Office, promptly attended to. Money to loan. 7y

B. LORLE, LICENSED AUC-

e TIONEER for the County of Perth. Sales

of all kinds conducted on reasomable terms,

Orders left at STaANPARD Office will receive

prompt attention. Special attention given to

coll:wuon of debts. Loans negotiated on l;.l;ll
ce. -

not

R L. ALEXANDER/. NEWRY,
e Ont. Licensed Auctioneer for the County
% . Mortgages, deeds,

&a., drawn up at lowest rates. Money to loan on

farin property at lowest rates. Tomplete ar-

rangements for es can be made either at

Newry or at the BTANDARD Office, Listowel. 40

r—ruos. FULLARTON, NwuWRY,
Ont., Issuer of Marriage Licenses, Commis-
:iﬁmf‘r“in B.R. Deeds, mortgages, !‘e‘m:omd

‘We would say to those who wish to p
any of these articles, to call and examine our
muterial before purchasing elsewhere.

No apprentices empldyed. All work guaranteed.
Repairing, Painting, Trimming, &c.

done with peatness and dispatch.

Also repairs for Thomvson & Williams' Agri-
cultural implements kept on hand.

GODDARD & GREEN,

21 Cor. Wallace and Inkerman sts., Listowel.

BANK OF HAMILTON.

CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, $1,000,000.

DIRECTORS :
DONALD McINNES, Esq., President.

g done on rms.
Money to lend.

OUNTY OF PERTH.— THE

Wharden will be in attendance at the Clerk’s
Office on rat and third Tuesday in each
month, { 10 tu 3 v'elock. ‘The Clerk will be
in attendance ut bis office on Tuesday and Wed.
nesday of each week, from 1to3 o'clock. The
Treasurer will be in attendance at his office on
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday sand
Saturday of each week, during same hours.

WM. DAVIDSON, County Clerk.

Couaty Clerk’s Office, Btratford.
l UMINIUN HUs BL, WALLACE

gtreet. Listewel, F. W, Meckes, proprietor.
Under the new mwenngannt this house will be
kept in fustlais +fylo tbroughout. Excellent
accommodation for cuests. Bar supplied with the
best liquers end cigars. Geod stabling, ete
Prime lager a specialty.

RGUSON, B.A., AT-
at Law, Solicitor in Chancery,
er, &c Office— Campbell's Blox.
et, Listowel, #s% Mo

Tow rates

ney to lend on

avm meenrite at

JOS'N STUART, Esq., Vice-P 5
Jumes Turner, )s%. Dennis Moore, Esq.,
Edward Gurney, Esq., John Proctor, Esq.,

George Roach, Esq.

LISTOWEL AGENCY.

Interest allowed on deposit receipts at
the rate of

Four Per Cent. per Annum.

Drufts on New York, payable in Gold or
Currercy, bought and sold.

Orrice Hours—From 10 am, to 8 p.m.
Saturdays, from 10 a.m. to 1 p.m. L e
J. OLIVER MOWAT.

Agent.

MONEY.

14

MONEY.

McDONALD'S BANK.

FARMEBE, MERCHANTS AND
others, desi money on short date en-
dorsed notes, or witl collateral security,
can obtain it at any time by applying to

undersigned. Also interest allowed at the rate of

SIX PER CENT..PER ANNUM

on money received on deposit. Con be dra 3

e with intarest t6_date of withdrawal.

to all pavable at

- P -%‘d. branches.
American currency bough 80}
OrricE ncvll—,lo a.m. to 3 p.m.

A. MODONALD & CO., Bankers,
Osborne's Block, Main street, Listowel.

SCOTT’'S BANK,

LISTOWEL, ONTARIO.

ESTABLISHED 1873.
Does a General Banking Business.

e e, “Tuast aliwed on o
posits at the rate of -
SIX PER CENT. PER ANNUM
can be drawn at any time.

Money advanced in small or large amounts at
all um‘u. on good endorsed notes or on collateral
security.

J. W.SCOTT,
Manager and Proprietor.

pension, and we will look out
for a snug little house in the suburbs, where
—tiens, 1 am getting on fast. All that is in
the future. For the present, as I don't seem
to recollect haying dined to-day, with your
permission I will have some supper.”

 And will drink success to that rising
young artist, Monsieur Leon Leclere,”
sail Edmee demurely.

« And confasion to Monsieur Vautreau
put inher uncle,

 No, no,” she eried gaily, *‘prosperity to
Monsieur Vautrean ; we can afford to forgive
him now, A4lons, messieurs.

R e

—+ John, what odor is that?” * Cloves,
love.” ** But that other?” * Allspice, my
beloved.” * But isn't there anotber?”
 Yes, apples, belovedest.” ** Jusi one
more?” * Raisine, my most belovedest.”
« Well, John, if yon wounld only drink a little
brandy, now, I think you make & good
mince-pie.”

F
have a retiri

LISTOWEL MARBLE WORKS
AMMORROW

(D Dealer in American and Foreign Marble,&

Granite Monmments Tmported
and Finivhed 1o Order.
‘English and American Grave Stones, Mantel
., Pisces, Table Tops, Oounter Tops, ete.

HOP-
Commercial Hotel, Listowel, Ont.
81 [« A. M. MORROW.

0. L. NO. 617.
# The members of
this Lodge meet in their
Lodge Room, on Reglan
street, on the 1st Thurs
dg of every month, at
730 p.m. Brethren from
other lodges are cordially
invited to visit us when-
ever convenient.
DRJ. A. BURGESS,
Master

ISSES TRIMBLE,( DRESS

and Mantle Makers, Rooms, over Hean &
Gee's store, Main st., Listowel. Latest fashions.
Terms reasonable. Ladies attention invited.

M. HELMEA, BUILDER AND
. C» Contractor, Listowel, Ont. Buildings of
all descriptions contracted for. ouses, barns,
stone work, &. Farmers wishing to have first-

b erected should wait upon him.

arns
ers left at the Albion Hotel will receive
prompt attansion.
=== e ———
ONEY TO LVOAN.
IN SUMS FROM $200 TO $u0,-
at 7§ per cent. on farm and town pro.
perty. Fire jurance Agency in connection.
The highest price obtainable paid for good
mortgages. Deeds and mortgages drawn up, and
general conveyancing done, Apply to
(_ ADAM HUNT, Agont, &0, L
13th Con. Wallace, Teviotdale P. O.
ED CROSS TEMPLE
Roynl Biacl Piecep.
Royal Biack Hnights
of Ireland, encam at Lis-
towel. Regular night of meeting

“®
last ¥Fricay in each month.
DR.J.A.BURGES

X -

"THARBLE WORS,
W. MITOHELL,

Dealer in American and Foroign Marble.
Granite Monuments, English &
_American Grave Stones.
Table tops, Mantel pieces, I'ire Grates, window
and door sills, cte.

BrAxD—Opposite .town hall, Mill street, Lis-
towel.

A WEEK in your own town, and no
capital Hlke({ You can give the busi-
ness s trinl without expeuse. The
best opportunity ever offered for those
willing to work. You should try noth-

ing else until you seo for yoursell

what you can do at the bLusiness we

offer. No room to explain here. You
ean devote all your tw« or only your spare time
to the business, and Yiake great pay for every
hour that you work. Women make as much a3
men. Send for special private terms and particu-

lars, which we mail free. 85 outfit free. Do

mplain of hard times while you have -uchn:

h:‘x:‘?. Address H. HALLETT & Co., Portland,

To $6.000 A YEAR, or 85 to 820

1_:1&:1 our own locality.

No Women do as well as

men. Many muke more than

the amount stated above. No

’ one con fail to make monay

fast. Anyonecar do the work.

You can muke from 50cts. tp

82 an hour by devoting your ovenivrgs and spayo

time to the business. It costs nothing to try the

business. Notbing like it fur money making gver
offered before. Busipess pléasant and striet

bonorsble. Reader, if you want to know

#bout the I)cstJ-ayiu:; business before the public

gend us your address apd we will send yop full

partizulars and private terms ; samples

woith 85 also free ;Kou can then make up youy

iniud for yourself. ' Address GEORGE STINON

A MONTH quaranteed. #12 a day

and Co., Portiand, Maine,
at home taado by the industrious,
‘apital not i
.

< required; we will
sirls make monev fuster ut work

Mer, women, bovs a.d
for us th~  at anything else The
workis light and plessant, and
such as auyone éan go right as,
Thoso who are wise who seo this nn‘éﬂco will send
as their addresses at once and reo for thenrselves,
Sbstly Outfit and tevmns free. Nowis the time.
Those already at work are laving u&)luze sums

., Augusts,

i poney. Address TRUE &
i




