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THREE KISSES OF FAREWELL. | hor sée that I loved her, dear girl, ; but she is | be well just-because he has .Hht__-catn]o?gqe. to | fortune,‘and hehod said 5o bluntly on)learning | thirdly—" here Miss Gale looked bewildered— | me to take it up. He told me that 3,

) T : +"| not pledged to me; :I know she could -never | do, and the chince'of a fortutnie to get. I 'sup-| the te’rms dxj'%vjhiclilfuﬁl-wss to compete for it. [ # I have forgotten the third,” she said,.u but'I'| been drinking very heavily on the e hag

' T BY.BAXE HOLME. | oarry: me unless I got rich, and you know,” | pose young. Templemore will have it; and I:)Mrs.:Courtendy, good.soul,-had wondered her | know there was one.™ " . ., o ..%|from England. He told.me he }m& Oage

“ Three—only $hroe, my-darling— ; wish he may," she added, waxing wroth; “he |'brother-in-law did not at once leave the money |. Dora heard:-her'gravely.' - Pauladored Flor- | drinkiog heavily at -Halifax.. He munﬁ})’e"“

-Seg&rn.te".-'solemn, slow; .
Not like the:swift and joyous ones )
Weusedtoknow ... . . ..
When we kissed because we loved ench other,
-~ Simply to taste Jove's kwvect,
And lavished oiir kisses us the summer
¢ Lavishesheat ;. e o
But a3 they kiss whose hearts nre wrung
7 When hope and fear.are spent,
And nothing-1sleft.to give except: -
" A'sacrament. TR
¥ RPirst of three, my'darling, .
Is'sacred unto pain g
We have hurt cach other oftens
We shall again, T .
When we plne because we mlss each other,
And do not understand
How written words are 5o much colder
Than eye and hand.
1 kiss thee, dear, for all such pain
Which we may give or take;
Boried, forgiven Lefore {t comes
For our love's suke !

“ The second kiss. my darling,
e . Is full of joy's gweet thrill
T e have blessed énchy other always:
o We always will,
“3Ve shall reach untilwgafeel ench other
Pastall of tline &piee §
TWa shall Hsten Uil we hear euch other
. In every place;
The oarth s full of messengers
Which love sends to and fro;
1 kiss thee, darling, for all Joy
: Which we know :

“The last kisk, oli, my darling,
My love—=I eannot sec

Through my teavrs, as I reimnember
What it mny be.

We may die and never see each other,
~ Die with no time to give
Any Hl,-.:;n that our heavts are faithrul

To dle, as live.
Token of what they will not see
Who sce our parting breath,
This one kiss, my darling, scals

e &

The seal of denth V

DORA.

By JULIA KAVANAGI,
Author of * Nurhalie) * Adele, * Queen Mab,” Le.
CHAPTER I11.—~CONTINUED.

# Lot him share his money between you,”
promptly said Dora.

i Tell him to make two halves of his body,”
replled her brother, smiling.

¢Well, you shall have the first chance,”
said Mr. Courtenay. What that chancee was
T learned after lnncheon. It was too damp
for us to visit the grounds, but Mr. Courtenay
—my unele, T should say—showed me over
the house. He went gliding about that great
lonely place in felt slippers, like the [talian
poet’s Sleep, and looklng more like his own
ghost than like a living man.  But & very nice
host Mr. Courtenay made, I must say.  He
is small and glesder, mnd neat beyond any one
I ever knew.,  His motions are noiscless, quict,
and gracem), like your cuats, Dora. I could
not help admiring the perfection of nivety
there is about that insigniticant old man, He
has made his house like himself, & complete
thing ; but money has given him the power
of acquiring what nature bestows, hut never
gells, and thence Mr. Courtenay’s house is

. |'man to clope with'a'rich man'a daughter; Ve~

| thing:

he ndded, with bis‘ grave sinile;-«-I am not the

‘sides, I never could tempt ‘& girl to Such a
step. It is not in thie Cougtenay, blood.”
“ Suppose 1 run away," demurecly suggested;
Dora. i (- 0. 0 o
-« Dora" ho said, a little austerely, ¢ never
Jjest 80, No sister of mine could do such a

« Florence 'Galc - would run away with a,
Tord;thought Dora ; ¢ poor Paul, not to know
ir Lo o

.Again the sense of her brother's blindness
came to Dora unplensantly, and almost re-
morsefully ; for was it not nsort of sin to
see it ? * But then she remembered the heel of
Achilles, that type of all heroic weankness, and
she was partly comforted. Aﬁqx‘ u]},_ Paul was
not bound to be beyond humanity. *

1 say you shall marry her,” she.8aid again. .
«Itis your right; and you shall have your
right, Paul.” : e

%o he sure,” he good-humoredly replied ;
@ but it is late, suppose you go to bed. 1 shall
stey here, and smoke awhile”

Dora saw he wished to be alone, and shelet
Tiim laeve lis way.  She gotup, filled his pipe,
and brought it to him; then giving him a
parting look on the threshold of the kitchen
door, she stole upstairs with o little sigh, Paul
lovked very grave, not in the least like & man
who hns lhnd the chanee of a haudsome fortune
Jjust offered to him.

# ITe does not expect to get it,” thought
Durn, as she softly went Lack to her hed un-
heard. #Oh! if I could but write that catal-
ogue for him! It is not in his way, and it
would be in mine.”

Lest this confidence shonld seem presump-
tuous in Miss Courtenay, we may as well men-
tion thut she had received a solild educution,
was well read in several languages, and could
write very well.  From her carliest years she
had shared that portion of her brothet's studics
and pursuits which conld interest her.  Latin
and the law excepted, she knew as much as
he did, and some things slie knew better than
Paul. Their father, a man of rure acquire-
ments, had spared nothing to teach them
both. and Dora, he would suy®sometimes, was
the nore brilliant scholar of the two.  Dura

js my cousin,'third or fourth, “and 1 wish he
may-get"Decnah| I do, since -Paul does not
care forit, dnd only coddles himself up”
JDarn looked ot her'in a-silent- indignation,
whicl wag'wholly. thrown:awiy on Miss Gaie;
while'Mr. tyan remarked gravely, =~ -
. "«Then I suppose you will marry Mr. Tem-
plemore if he gots Deenah 2 :
- 4 Marry him[" exclaimed FI ]
her arched, cycbrows; «marry lim,
Ryanl" R : . .

“\What! .is he 50 objectionable? Never
mind, Deenah will make him fuscinating
enongh - . -

«But he has got & wife and little girls!”
ejnculated Florence. “1 told you so the other
dny—I wish you would Dot worry, Mr.
ﬁ{_;;ulx.’[. N CE
i Why, yes,
girls would make no
is an objection. .

Florence lnughed, atd Dom, bending over
her book, tliought with a gwelling heart & Itis
Decnali she wants. Paul she does not carc
for. She docs not even nsk what ails him.”?
But this omission Miss Gale repaired before
her departure.  After spending halfan hour
in listening to Mr. Ryan's mingled praise and
quizzing—provided she got the onc, she had
not the least objection to the other—she sud-
denly discovered that she was wanted homo.

Y 1old pupn I wus going to sec sunt,” she
said, confidentinlly, to Dorn, 5 and now I shall
have to sy that aunt was out. I thought to
find Paul here—what ails him?”

« He knocked himself up with working too
hard.” . .

wNow, Dora, if you putthat jnto his head;
that wretched catulogne will never be done;
8o pray don't. Good-morning, Mr. Ryan, a
nap to you.” . .
And putting on her little hat, after waving
it in mock courtesy to Mr. Ryan, Miss Gate
danced out of the reom without giving him
time to follow her, or even ng the bell.
i'The préttiest, empticst little thing that
ever wis, ¢h, Dora 7 )

Dut, whatever Dora's thoughts might be,
she would not grant Panl's mistress to be less

Florcnce, ruising
Mr

L

“iti1s tantalizing. The little
difference ; but the wife

'tO"I-‘_&ul,’jﬁqt -giving him 4 few thousands to
begin life. with ;- but of herself, or even of her

Paul’-was as dear to her ag if he had beenher
own s0n, and on this avening she was engaged
in ‘doing o patience for o wish, which *wish
was Lier step-son’s success in his uidertaking.
-4 And it is‘going on beautifully, Paul” she
said, with a beaming fuce. « This is my great-
patience, that which Louis the Eighteenth-did-

-it will succeed.”

Paul smiled kindly, and Mrs. Luan went-on
silently with her patchwork. - She had made
no comment on her brother's decision, and her
silence was laid to the fact that they had quar-
relled at the time of her marriage, and never
been reéonciled; It was hard to say what
passcd inhermind.  She scemed as dull and
.as apathetic us ever. . On one, point she. rc-
mained firm. Neither Dorw's promised five
Jhundred pounds; nor the chance- which her
brother's affection would certainly give her,
of a handsome portion, if he inhcrited Mr.
Courtenny's fortune, could mnke her sec
Johin's love for liis cousin Dora with anything
save detestation. She had no imagination to
mislead her. Mr. Courtenay was not dead,
but living, His promise could be revoked,
and the fact that Dora was poor remained in
all its ugly truth. It may be that this fear
was enough for her, her mind not being one
which could hold many ideas, or grasp many
projects dt the same time. At all events, it
was the only thought she dwelt upon as she
sat and stitched ut her patchwork during the
long nutumn evening, whilst brother and sis-
ter toiled, and John looked on with sullen
discontent.  He thought it hard, and he said
50, to be excluded from the competition, since
there was one, Who was that Templemore,
that he should step in and have achance when
he, John, had none? Why should not John
have attempted a catalogue, und had his the-
ory on the Heuri-deux salt-cellar? So he
grumblied, then went to bed, whilst Dora sat
up with her brother, caring nothing for either
Tabor or vigil, if they but helped him to a for-
tune and Florence Guale.

knew it, in n careless sort of way.  Asa rule
she forgot the depth and extent of her inform-
ation: but sometimes, 1oo, she remembered
it, and she now wondered if she could not
render her little learning usefal to her brather.
Khe sat up in her bed, thinking of the visit
she was going to pay to Mr. Ryan, of the
works she must rendl, of the manner in which
ghe coudd turn her reseavches to Paul's wd-
vantuage.

4 He must write that eatalogue, and writeit
well.” she thought « 1 wish T eould see Deenah
and the lake, and the gallery, and that won-
derful salt-cellir.

These thonglits followed her in her dreams.
She saw a green solitude, and a fishing lake,
and a white house. She wandered in its

somcthing exqnlsite. < Yon huve not seen iy

rooms, preceded by Mr. Cuourtenay, who, louk-

curiositics] he said, , you must sce my curi-
ositivs”  He took me to a sort of galiery, with
windows on one side, and glass cases on the
other. Detween the cases were statues, bean-
tiful picces of furniture, lurge poreelain or
marble vases, and more things than 1 can tell

ing on her with his one eye, said in o whis-
per—
« Don't be afraid, my dear; [am dead, and

cannot hurt you.’
She followed the noiseless little old man Gl
she came to the gallery, and there she wan-

haul specimens of everything, or to spenk
more correctly, he had cullected in every pus-
sible direction.  Punl had paid a second visit
to Deenadi, and come back with a list of ubjects
to be described that would have puzzled a

Benedictine

than perfect.
«Florence is too good-naturcd, Mr. Ryan)y
she said, indignantly : «shenllows you to quiz
her! T would not tolerate it

«Nor deserve it,” politely #aid Mr. Ryan;
«no, no, Dorn—I Eknow where the shov
pinches.  You cannot understand lint Panl
hould Le so smitten with that silly little bird,
but vou will not confess it Never mind, my
dear.  Most younz men would be no wiser
than Taul is. So we will help him all the
gatne with Tiis catalogue, in order that he may
get his pretty Flovence. For unless Panl has
Deensh, or something very like it, Mr. tale
will pever give him his daughter, s we all
know.”

Dora sighed.
on that catalogue,
Mr. Courtenay was a pitiless collector. Ile

Yes, Paul's happiness hung

monk's learning.  Ltruscan

muel: ;. there was a charm in everything Flor-
ence said.

soon abrorhed Paul Courtenny  completely.

u genuine passion for the curiosities on which
Lis fate hung, aad that passion lield him fast.

nay's,” he often said to Dora; “busides, we
alone have got a Henri-deux saltcellar, you
know.”

the catalogue was mentioned.

4 Denr girl!” he said fondly. «She is so
artless, she has already appropriated half the
collection. She scems to take it for granted
that the poor old gentleman must die oft in
order to mauke room for us.”

Dora lovked pensive, Lut did not wonder

CHAPTER V.
The catalogue proved atedious task, and
He grew to be like n gambler watching the
fate of his last stake.  The law was neglected

now, and lLe remaincd at home day after day
¢ to work at the catalogue.”  He had acquired

«There is no snch eollection as Mr, Courte-

The whole family, indeed, got excited when
Mrs. Luan

daughter ‘Dora’s claims, cghe said ‘mothing.’|.

' ceni is linner.  Lreally fhink
every evening after his hinner [ rreally MUREsorts of changes, you know. " These mousey

Z

tion would last.:.- R ey

;% We shall'sgon be going down to:Deenah,”
resizmed Florétice, who, would'telk, no mnttér
about  what. “I. suppose: papa! wants some
shooting but I think it would be fuch chenper
tobuy game, don'you? ~ 7 .. 7

«1 suppose 50," roplied Dora passively.
«~48uch n beautiful place as old' Courtenay's
/8, continucd Florénce -enthusiastically : &I
shalllike it much, Dora. I have planned all

.old things shall not have the best room. We
dined with old Courtenay last vear, and- oh !
how he did prose! He had not slept all
night, and he said so, also that lis nails grew
fust, and ¢id I not think it a sign of ill-henlth ?
“*And I was thinking all the time of his aschal
candelabrum;’as he culls it.”

“The finest of its kind, cxcepting one of
Milan;” interrupted Dor with sparkling eyCs.

if [ had Deenah, Ishonld put it in the hall,
and now of course I will.”

_Dora did not answer. She longed for
silence and peace. Relicf came; the door
opened, and John Luan entered the room. It
50 happened that this was the first time Flor-
ence eaw him, for she was a rare visitor at the
cottage. Shegave him a half-shy, half-doubt-
ful look, He looked ut her, too, and rather
scornfully, Dora watched what followed. Miss
Gale could not do without admiration. Paul
was not present.  She at once took up with
John. Mrs. Luan'sson, so bashful with Dora
showed sudden brightness. This pretty durk-
haired girl, whose face expressed vi racity and
langour in a most bewitching degree, rather
threw Dort into the shade. Indecd, s0 fius a4
beauty went, there could be no comparison be-
tween these two.  Take away her brightness,
and & pair of dark-grey eyes from Dor, and
there remained little to her save youth and its
bloom. Dora was not jealous of Joln, but
what girl likes to be eclipsed?  She resented
his fuithlessness and Miss Gale's coquetry in
an equaldegree.  Besides, how dare she frifle
thus with another whilst Panl was away? So
she looked at the pair with an ansterity of
which John was unconscious, and which filled
Miss Gale with mischievous glee. Dut this
pretty pastimedid not last.  Florence started
up with an exclamation of—

00! dear, poor Mrs. Smith will e mad
with me, she will.  Good-bye, darling!

And giving Dors a warm hug, and o fond
kiss, nnd @ropping John Luan a curtsey, she
ran away, thinking. )

4 How sauvige Dora looks, and how sly she

is? but Dave I not paid her out for it,
though %" ‘
I'rom which it need not he concluded that
Miss Gale meant any particular harm, or that
she had designs ¢n penniless John Luan.
Only pleasure was her law, and it was very
pleasant to be looked at with such sincere ad-
miration as that to be rend in Mr. Luaw's blug
€Yus,
“What 8 sweet girl!” he could not Lelp
saying, and e went to the window to look
after the graceful figure lightly running down
the road toward the curriage of Mrs. Smith.
& Such saft dark cyes, and nice eyebrows "

ence, but she wondered how long such adors. 1
: "o, | Yesterday. that he. caine out'to this coy

|him to drink spiritubus iquors.

“Is there really an uglier one ?* asked Flor-.
ence. “Well, I was thinking of it, and that’

brandy ashis particular drink. He to1q my

sport. “He mentioned Sahing. He appclsey

to be a very, powerful young man. ' W
drink yesterday while he \\Efas with Iltm“ogld
ook “lemon and soda, but.I would not .nlxo{:
. By the Jury—Was satisfied as to the jqun:
of the decesed. - Witness con(:i?tfulc(zl?mny
stated thathe came overinthc$. 8, « C;\STH?:
In conversation with him, I 'told hin, ‘IIH)m'
worked in SBunderland, in the North of Enrr]-n“
and I understood him to say that by ‘Z-'md
from thé North of England, but I gjg e
citch the name of the place, and did yq4 not
him again for fear of exciting him. sk
Timothy Kenna, hotel clerk, St. Law,,
Hall, deposed :—Yesterday mornjng, :l.l)outcs
aqmu., & person put up at the hiotel and epg,y, 1‘[
his name in the register as « Joseph D, (:]l.,,l,;
England.”-- He was -furnished with room |2,
He had some baggage, which is now y :hb'
hotcl.. Mr. Wells, one of the otlier clerks, M;
me he hud taken the letters and papers o
duced, along with his watch, one ring, .mi
other articles, from the room of dcccuscd’ ihil
morning. The only thing I know in uumi&s
tion with him during the day, is thy ll(-
Urquhart called and wanted me to (loscri}r.-
decunsed, at the same time stating that j, \\'-::
under the impression that deceased wuy s\‘,;
fering from delérium tremens. 1 saw (lccm\'m;
lust night, about 9.30. He asked me fip ;}u
key of his room. I did not find itin the usn-s
place, and arked him if he did not have j; i‘n
his pocket ; he snid no.” I authorizeq Har-
rington, onc of the boys, to farnish him wiy, 5
duplicate key, which 1 learned u short timl,
ago that Harrington did not do. ‘I'h. nexty
tiung I remember in connection with d.\'-
ceased was that Connors, also one of th Ly
told me that deceased vequired n key, ug},.
felt nervous to sleep with his door unlockeg
and drew 1ny uttention to the fact that he wy,
under the bed looking for something, but .
did not know what.  Alout 10 o'clock
night watchman drew my attention g, N
peewdiar neise in Mr. Clege’s room, sayiy,.,
that he thought Le was using a pistol. 1 wey
up to his room alone, and fownd Lloyd oy
gide. We procured a table and looked jng
the room, through the fan-light; 1 obseryyg
a pislol Iying on the floor, but 1 did not see
the decensed. The gas was Durning in gy,
roon..  Tasked Mr. Geriken's permission o
toree the door; which permission he wvyy.
and Llovd force the door. Lloyd teld y.
that deccased had shot himself, and | ey
left, and sent a hack for u doctor,  About five
utinutes afterwards Isaw deceased in his owy
reom.  He was bleeding very much, He wys
Iying on the Hoor with his feet on the L,
and Lloyd was holding kim; he seemied to tw

Kicking. Drs. Féuwick and Brown wereealled

in, and the body was removed to the fospind
in the charge of Llovd. I then ascertained
that he had cut his throat. I saw a razor in
Lloyd’s hand, 1 identify the body Iying hore
as that of the said Joseph D. Clegy.

Jolm Lloyd, night watchman St. Lawrence
Hall, deposed—I1 went on my duty last night
about 8 o'clock.  While Iwns in the ofiice,
ubout 10 o'clock, the Loy Connors came dowy
and tuld me there was a geatleman out of his

snid nothing, but looked almost bright.  Jolin
forgot his annoyance to wish Paunl success ;
and Mrs. Courtenay, with a littte shrill raising
of the voice, © was sure she wag that dear Paul
must win.”

Dora alone was rather grave.  She too folt
certain of her brother's success, but then how
pule, how worn he looked! TPaul's mother
had died young, and Paul was very like the
minigture of her in his room. Oh! what if
the cost of suceess should prove too dear!
This terrible thought came but ouce, and was
banished so angrily that it came no more; but
though the doors were closed upon it, the
baleful presence had been there, and the un-
casiness it liad generated remained behind.
At longth the catalogue was finished, wnd
Paul, who could not trust the post with it,
took it down himself to Deenah.  He was full
of hope, especially concerning his theory on
the Henri-deux ware.

«'There is & G on our salt-cellar,” he snid to
Dora; #who can doubt that it was put there
for Girolamo della Robbia, the great Italian 77
How happy and confident he looked, but
how sunken his eves weore, how hollow his
cheeks had grown! The thonght haunted
her, as, after seeing him off, she came home
from the station and pussed through the gar-

“Yes,” npatheticully said Dora, # veryl?
She, too, looked after Florenee, and as she
looked whe tried to solve a problem which
puzzles many women, and the opposite
of which, no doubt, perplexes many men,
How is it, for instance, that gitls like Flor-
ence, who have not the better and nobler part
of benuty, its zrand or its lovely meaning, only
the white and red, or the wellshaped eve and
arched lrow, who have little mind, and not
much heart, and np more sense than wit,
how isitthey win, aye, and keep men's hearts ?
& Paul has never heen the same to me sinee
he suw her face,” thought Dora, with a swell-
ing henrt; “and it is well for me I do not care
for John, for he swears by her already.  How
does she do it .

Vexed question. IHow often the man of
sense and sterling merit has trled to solve it,
when he has scen himself put by for a coarse
or a fhallow fool ! But Dora anly thowglt of
her own case, nud she thought of it as if with
a foreshadowing of what the future was to
bring forth. She was not surprised, when
John left the window, to find that it was to
tulk of Plorence Gale; but the subject rather
wearied hier.  She was glad when her aunt
catered the room, und still Detter pleased
when the evening was over, and she sat up

mind in a room upstairs. I ran quickly te
the room to sce what was the matter, und
knocked at the door, and asked him to let me
in. He said, « How many are you there 77 |
teturned to the oftice nnd reported it. 1 was
sent bnek again by the clerk, as it was thougls
that he might jump throngli the window, |{
went up again, procured a table and lookel
over the fun-light.  The first time I went w
the door I heard the click of a pistol, a
though it was revolving as he was loading i,
I heard it click four or fivetimes. I sawa re
volver lying on the {floor, a short distance
fromm him. Ho was lying against the door,
with onc of liis feet agninst the bed. 1 triwl
to open the door with the key of the nest
roony, but found that the door was both Jock-
ed and Loarred. T then forced the door
open with my foot andanice-pick. De-
ceased was Iying on the floor, bleeding. 1t
first thought he was shot.  He was lyinyg with
his right shoulder ugainst the door of his
room, and, as I entered, he turned over and
lockedgut me. I then saw that his throat was
cut, and that un open mzor was about thre
feet from him. He rose up on one knee and
gaid, «Give me that razor untii 1tinish my-
self” I said, # AN right, Sir, I will give it
to you.” He suid, #The razor is as strong as

of. The cvening was coming on, aml the | dered alone, for, ghost-like, he had suddenly
room wns rather dark. Well, Dora, on that | vanished.  She snw every object her rother
room hangs my fate, ; through that roum Tam | had deserilied,, and espucially did she sec M.
to grow rich, or to remain poor.  That rhum | Courtenny’s specimen of Henri<leux  ware.
and its contents will prolably decide whether | The mystery concerning this rare bit of put-
or 1ot your brother shall ever marry Florence | tery, drenmed Dora, was to be found within
nle!” ‘ one of its recesses ; bt unluckily she scarcely
Paul looked grave, almost snd. 1t was plain | had lifted up the gluss shade to peep in, when
that he felt by no means sanguine. she woke up and saw the sun shining in at her
& But how—how s0?" asked Dors, shaking | window.
her bright hend » little definntly. CHAPTER IV.
« Wait and you shall learn. :
Mr. Courtenay, ‘is my hobby you know. Paul’s godfuther, Mr. Ryan, bad one of the
*Phis eollection, stuch as it is, has been valued | largest private libraries in Dublin, and to him
at twenty thousand pounds. It did not cost | Dora at once applied for buoks.  She was un
me twenty hundred. You see taste did not | especiul favorite, and was graciously received.
rin much this way when I traveled on the | so fur as books went, but on hearing of the
Continent forty-five years ugo.  Look nt this | catnlogue Mr. Byan lughed derisively.
gaucer—' he opened one of the glass cases, a Pyl does not knew human nature,” he
and took out one of the most hideous ohjects | said, ¢ or he would never helieve such o wild
-you cver saw, Dorn—a lurge round fish, with | story as this. Let him get the five ]lllll(!l‘ull
w greeu speckled serpent, and Lorrible little | pounds—ifhe can—and 1 shall turn them into
lizards ftling the centre. ¢ Do you know, sir,’ | thowsands ; tell Paul so.”
he continued, ¢ nuw mach I paid for thls trea- Mr. Ryan had made o handsome fortune in
sure, genuine Pallissy, at a brie-u-brac shop in the Funds, and thought himsclﬁ.m uullmri_t_\'
Paris, forty-tive vears ago?  I'ifty sous, sir.]in all finuncinl matters. Dorn believed in him
1t wouhi be cheap at fifty pounds now, And | implieitly, save when he ventured tocensure
it iy unique—unique ! No other Palissy that { Paul.  She did not deny his power of turning
1 cunnot | tive hundred pounds into xo many thousunds,

vases and  Duteh hardware, Majolica, Indian
carving, mediweval armor, old laces, illumin~
ated manuscripts, bewildered Dory, and tried
Mr, Ryaw's library to the utmost. So she
worked hard, and without relaxation, till it
was time to goand bid Mr. Ryan ndiew.

41 shall go on with that Hydvin” he said,
wand that antique mask as well. I shall do
all the hurd work for you, Dora. The rest
will be child’s play to Paul and you—tell him
50!

Mr. Ryan had heen & going on” with the
Hydrin and the untique mask for a week. He
wis one of the many who mistake a kind in-
tention for its fulfilment. A promise was 0
delightfully casy. It geatified both his amia-
bility by the prospect of goud to be done, and
his indvlence by, its postponement. Dera
smiled at his calmly-benevolent tone, and
then went her way.

Mr. Ryan's house—and o handsowe pleas-
gant house it was—stood near Phamix P'ark.
There Dorn was to find her brother, who
wished to escort her home.  He was true to
his appointment, but as he walked towards
her Dora was struck with his pale face and ex-
claimad, anxiously-

« Paul, you have been working !”

CThis,! suid

I know of has thet kind of scrpent.! ' 1t - .

tell you, Dora, how he looked as he spoke. | but she indignantly vindicuted her brother's l.“I_F‘?‘t‘](!."D’;l]‘f‘]1()‘:ﬁ'“tgf;.’“-',.:“(ﬁ?:;’ tlotl"ir;t den to the house, looking at his last autumn | glone waiting for Paul. ever  Of < Idid . .

T'ue man was transtigured.  His one eye shone, | knowledge of human nature, and asserted his that if it wae A, U ays oh B flowers. A few pale and drooping chiysanth- | She looked at the fire, and tried to see 1‘117(1:1.' One czlf":‘fle g,(llll:btiuxﬁ tﬁn‘-f :u]m the
1 LT Y ruests 1¢ hotel came

me ataste for his curiositics by making me
write that catilogue, he has been successful.
I could not help looking over 1y notes. and
onee | had looked I should write”

emums still Iraved the night and morning
chill, and held on their lunguid life, ready to
perish with the first sharp breath of coming
winter. To Dorn, in the fulness of her

into the room and asked what he did that for
and he replied, “What?” He then turned
round n couple of times on his  shoulder, and
liceame violent and kicked. The razor und

Deenah in it.  Then she checked herself,
What was Decnah to her. or any place where
Florence must reign !

“You are beautiful, Deenah,” she said to

rospects of suceess. _
«Lam sure Panl will have Deenuh,!” she
aid, warinly, «und his catalogue will be a

his pale cheek was flushed, his very voice|p
quivered. He took me over all his treasures,
-and explained them to me, one by one, in the | 8

same mood. And when we came toa low
glnss shade, he stopped with a sort of awe.
¢That,' he whispered, ¢ is my Henri-deux ware
—look ! I sww ullttle pale salt-cellar, witha
very fine pattern upon it, a thing for which I
would scarcely have given threepence, Dora;
well, it seems it is worth hundreds.  And there
is & mystery about its manufacture, and I am
to find out the mystery, though it has puzaluld

beantiful cutalogue; and 1 hope Mr. Ryan
that you will let ue read inyour library for 1
want hooks, quartos perlaps, or in-folios,
which 1 eannot take home. 1 am to write
out all the extracts, you know.”

a Yus, yes! you poor little innocent,” kindly
said Mr. Ryan, patting her on the head, ¢ ave
your way."

Thus it camne to pass that Dorn was very

burned with a feverish light.
not 1112 surely it was only fatigne that ailed
him?

has o salt-cellar of Henri-deux ware?”

sumed Paul, “and that, though he does not
expeet me to solve the great mystery, he

Dora looked at him with growing uneasin-
ess.  Paul was very pale, but his dark eyes
Surely he was

«Yon know I told you that Mr Courtenay
re-

strength and  youth, these flowers were unge-
nial,
but without love.

on—¢ poor things!
there were n perpetual spring.
they really like it ?
in autumn and to suffer.”

She looked at them with a sort of pity,

#Poor things!” she thought, as she passed
I wish fur their sakes
Lut would
They were bornto bloom

With this thought came another that passed

hersclf; “but I must not think of you.
Well, no mutter, so dear Paul has you and is
happy.”

And as dear Paul himself was even then
knocking at the door, she rose with joyous
eagerness to let him in.

“ Well,” she said, breathlessly.

% Well,all vight " ’

He looked radiant, and so did Dora.

to the beok-keeper.

revolver I wenpped in a towel and gave them
Deceased afterwards
placed his hund inside the wound aud endea-
voured to tenr it open. I tied his hands
and to prevent him him from moving him,
and stopped there till Dr. Fenwick arrived,
when, by his orders, T accompunied deceused
tu thd hospital in a carvinge. He struguled
vigorously nll the way and I hud some difi-

and still puzzles the learned.” busy in Mr. Ryan's lileary, one bright morn- Solvi v
i reck s visi ; wertheloss wishes me to have a thogry on P .
% Well, but what about the fortune 2 nsked | ing, n week after Paul's visit to Deenah, and | Revertuc Ry 2. through her like aquick sharp pang.  Why |« Did he promise 3 she qskmn y 1 v
Dora, | that Mr. Ryan was reading “‘i\tth lﬁr uud gon- ltxlrllctﬁ::l;{:ﬁt]'- :":ina’u{?lolmt’lxilu(}(n t]c;ght?:\'e tljfcgtl-l; was. Panl ko sad looking * Wusahc, too, u N:')‘ ]I:(t; pmx\l}t.:‘ l'iki\h?li‘;;l\tz:]évcr promise ﬁgt{'ltnl l}w)dnl.gl Inm.[ o 1the ‘fm"'] !()]t'w
tly nodding over his hook. Mr. Ryan was o YOS, 7 P meant to live in sorrow, and die early 7 She | Duthe baid . . Lo Spital he asked me for o glass ot wilskey,
Y ' ! ) he | Buthe paid me some handsome vompliments | and 1 suid, < All right, I will give you one”

&« Why, this—that if I can write a good de-
seriptive account, u first rate catalogue of Mr.
Courtenay’s collection, both collection and
fortune are mine.” ’

« Why, then, you are sure of it,” culed Dora,
with sparkling eyes.

« And pray how am I to write such a cata-
logue? 1t would take half « lifelime to ne-
quire the knowledge needed for the task, and
Mr. Courtenay would detect the least flaw in
my erndition. I shall muke the attempt, and
respond to lis kindness in giving me what he
ealls the ficst ¢chance, but 1 de not reckon on
success.”

# But you must succeed, Paul.
tenay means you to succeed.”

u}Mr. Courtenay isa true Courtenay, Dora,
honorable aud conscientivus, and not know-
ing how te decide between Lhis young Temple-
mores clalms and. mine, he has hit on this
scheme ; but being a true Courtenuy, he will
abide by the law of his own laying down.”

# Dora looked thougltfully at the decaying
fire.

¢ Has John any chance 2" she asked.

# None.”

« Can I lielp you with the catalogue ?

«Very little, unless in the way of taking
-extracts in Mr. Byan'slibrary ; but 1 am not
songuine Dora. I feel I shall not succecd,
"and I feel, too, I shall not marry I'lorence
‘Gale. - _

Paul spoke despondently ; he was linble to
guch fits of depression, and they saved him,
perhaps, fiom the ridieule whiecl: might have
. sttached to the quiet but obstinate good opin-
_ion of himself, and all pertaining to himself,
. which was his only foible. . But the humility
-of his tone, as he thus. gave up all hopes of

Mr. Cour-

4

happy mau and sleep came casily to him, as
most things did, and vather oftener than was
needed. It cnne now insidious and stealthy.
The boek was dull, the room rather close, and
Mr. Ryan's luncheon had been comfortable.
Sleep was having it all his own way, and
would have prdvailedentively, if the library
door Ind not opened gently, and a very pretty
girlish face peeped in with a merry luugh.
Dora looked up, and Mr. Liyun awoke with &
start.

& Napping—napping both of you?” said the
intruder; “and how is that cutalogue to be
dony, ¢h?”

«I was not napping, Florenee,” gently ve-
plied Dorn; ¢ T was reading”

« Was Mr. Ryan reading too?” shrewdly
asked Miss Gale.

Mr. Ryan laughed, and Iooked admiringly
at the pretty creature before him,  Paul's wis-
tress was neither short nor tall, neither plunp
nor thin. Her figure had every charm which
nature can give to youth, nothing too much
#nd nothing too little. She stood before Mr.
Ryan dangling her hat in her band, and smil-
ing down at him in conscious Leauty. She
was always pretty, but these smiles of hers,
which were neither few nor far beteen, made
her enchanting, and she knew it.  Seducing
is the word that describes her best. Never
did softer black eyes bean from beneath more
finely penciled cycbrows than those of Flor-
cence. Her dark hair was glossy and abun-
dant; her teeth were two rows of pearls ; her
rosy checks were full of the most fascinating
dimples and though she was by several ycars
Dora's elder, she looked the younger and the
more childish of the two. .

>« Why were you not reading and helping

is the right one.”

Dora looked at him in grant admiration.
Ot course, if Paul had a theory, it must be the
right one, and of cousse a right theory on Mr.
Courtenay’s salt-cellar of Heari-denx ware
must trivmph.  She said so with sparkling
eyes.  Taul lnughed and shook bis head,

«T don't know,' he said. #1 promised
Florence to work hard, and I will.”

# When did you see her ?”

«T'his afternoon. Dear girl! she came to
tell me her father wantseher to mary o dMr.
Logan whom she hates.  8he wns adl ju teors,
but T so promised to work, and be successful,
that she was bright agnin when she left us,”

Dora sighed. What availed it that she did
all she could to spare Paul, if Florence came
and urged him on?  But with that menace of
n rival it was useless Lo {ry and check him.
Silly though she was, Florenee lind an art in
which even gilly woman are expert, She
knew how to rule the man whe loved her, and

Dora was too wise to conteud agninst her in- |

flnence.

t And s0,” exelnimed Paul, ¢ I worked hard.
I did more. I called on Mr. Gale on my way
here,” )

Dora stood still, and utterreda breathlees
“ WellV

¢ Well, I got a diplomatic reply. Mr. Gale
praised my eandor but, of course, pledged him-
self to nothing. Only Iknow and feel this:
if I succeed, I am sure of Florence, spite all
the Logans there may be.”

He scemed so hopoful, that it made Dora
happy to look at him.  They spont the even-~

her notcs.
with- the rest of the family around them.

rebelled at the thought.
mit to it
endowed with the Leroic gift of perpetual
youth and every kingly attribute.
live, he should bLe strong and bappy.
ghould prevail and be rich, aye, and have Flor-
ence Gale too, since he wished for her.

at it from the height of her superior wisdom.
T dare say he thinks he cannot help it, as if
one could not always lielp these things! Ioor
Florenee, 1 is no fuult of hers, if she is so
much Lieneath dear Paul.”

there. The young Indy flew at her and gave
lier & warmn hug,

ing in working together. and making use of |.
They sat in the cottage parlor, |

She would not sub-
Paul waus her hero and her king,

He should
He

&It isa folly,” thought Dora, looking down

Asshe cante to this charitable conclusion,
Dora entered the cottage and found Florence

4 Now, darling!” she cried, «do tgll me.
Is it a good catalogue 7

“Yes, a very good one, Florence.”

“And do you think Panl will get Deennh ?”

% Mr. Courtenay is still living, Ilorence..”
'11“!'0}” but he is sure to die. e looks so
ill. ”

“ 8o docs Paul”

Florenee pouted, and said a little sulkily,

% That is for me, Dora.”

. Dorn sighed, and said more gently—

#1 do wish you had spared him a little
more; but what is done is done.  Let us only
hope he will be successtul.” '

Florence laughed.

#He must be successtul if he menns tohave
me,l" she snid suucily. “ But why did he go
off to Decnah? X came to seo him, and he is
gone! Why did he not manage to sce mo ?”’

¢ He is under a pledge to your father 1"

“Pledge fiddlesticks I" interrupted Flor-
ence. “ Why does hekeep it 7",

on my industry.”

® And what about Mr. Templomore 9

“Not o word. I never did think that
Templenore bad the least chanee. 1 suspect
it l“'“ some promisc to his wife. How cold it
i

“ And now, what will you have "

“ Nothing, my dear. I shall justtake the
cold out of my bones and goto bed;”

(7% be continued),

INQUEST.

The Coroner’s jury cmpanelled to inquire
into the circumstances connected with the
denth of the late Joseph D. Clegg, meton Fri-
day last,at4 p.m. at the General Hospital,
with Mr. Alexander Watson as foreman.

The first witness called was Dr. Burland, of
the Genernl Hospital, who deposed—Last
night, ahout cleven o'clock, this patient,whose
body you have seen in the dead-house, was
brought here by Dr. Fenwick and several other
gentlemen. He was admitted to the ward
where the wound from which he was suﬂ'criné
was immedintely dressed. This wound was
lnrge in size, andin the front of the neck fully
six-und-n-hnlf inches long, at the Ieft end of
whicl: were scvernl smaller gashes. There
had cvidently bheen considerable hemorrhage
or bleeding. The patient seemed very low
and weuk, and very little information could
be got from him, as he was very restless. . In
fnct, it was necessary for a policcman to take
charge of him.  Everything was done to re-
cover him from the shock from which he was
suffering, and his pulso regained in strength

I had no further conversation with him. Wit
ness identified the body as that of the saidJ.
D. Clegy.

Dr. W. H. Burland next gave evidence as
to the nature of the injuries that had coused
death, and Dr. Fenwick, as to the state of the
deceased when he was called to visit himat
the 8t. Lawrence Hall.

Letters to his sister in England, and private
business memoranda, were found on the per
son of the deccased, which threw w misty but
meluncholy light on his history, and, she
gether, it is onc of the saddest suicides the
press has had to chronicle for somo time.

VERDICT.

#That the deceased, Josoph D. Clegg, came
Lo his death by his own hand, while lnboring
under temporary delirivm.’

We are given to understand that the de-
censed was an officer in & regiment stationad
here o few years ago; that he visited Montrq;d
in October last, ns agent for n Laoncushire
house, and that ho thon stayed at the St. Law-
ronce Hall.

e —— @~ ———
#Ingoldsby,” a fuir, frail young man frpm
the Flint River district, sends us o beantiful
poem of which we can only afford spuce for
one line, # I would fly to the woods, like the
whip-poor-will.” He can’t fly, there's no uso
talking or thinking about it; he mightgoin
o balloon, but he never can fly like the whip-
poor-will, if Te tries all summer. Howeven
if he writes any moro poetry like tha, we will
seo that Lie gets to the woods if we hove to
oury him thore. The woods is the place ‘or
that kind of poetry.

. fortune and Florence, vexed his ambitlous lit- P e ; oote | Panl’s mind ired neith i

_-fle siater. - Moreover, by thus ‘placing Flerence | poor Pnul?’ she asked, coaxingly of Paul's | Paul's mind required neither silence nor soli-} ¢ Because Paul cannot Lreak a promise,” : : C .

-a8:a prize beyond l,xis.' reach, Paul -décidedly { godfather ; “and why is: -riot Paul here?” she | tude for its exortions. He rend and wrote. { was the gravereply. . promise. ,23.!33)‘? ]m.;[e E:sdlfvg;-yho::ae:lzls‘rs ag?l\:;né nill]:e th:{; f&lﬁegﬁﬁ%g ?il%::ffm%gonﬁ: g:aoswcg
P A § i i Bl ’] J]

: proved himself mortal. i

{-added, turning to Dora, and speaking rather

and. Dora either helpced her brother, or.was
wrapped up in:him. Though she had no

“Oh ! dear,” ruefully said Miss Gulc; “why
Thad to tell such a set of fibs to got here.

night, but rational up to 1.30 am. .
Richard: Urquhart, .P. R. conductor, testified

him perform. He spent the money in o ba-
“room, and was drunk when the tima came for

" . uYou must succeed, and you shall mirry peth'}x‘shli'.’ I Florsnce” e o Lol b %
.-her)" shecried, almost impatiently ; she must | ¢ Paul ig not we orence . - .« ' | spore time.or speech to bestow on John, Mra, | Firstly, that Mrs. Smith wanted me to i L A
) ST : ©* Miss Gale ‘threw’ herself into the nearesj:' Luan’s son did not miss his cousin's te:aaingz drive 1’vith her—that was to papu ; scco;]:gl):: :%gt t::lI\I%oifﬁf?uct o decca.sud. on fhe ‘truin :‘t’fé,ff‘}fgnﬂﬁz :g(ﬁ-: O‘;:;:Lﬁﬁg?:d }'ﬂrgsusutﬂ

i wait for you, Paul® -
t;ew How inany ' years, Dora ?- “We are not'en-
gaged, you know. 1 could-not help letting

arm-chair, and exclaimed, petulantly, - ..

Ho - thought'it hard to be excluded from kis

to Mrs. Smith, that I wanted to see. Mrs.

By the: Coroner—He mentioned ihére -he

%I do think Paul dees it on purpose, and to

chance, 88 ‘ho called it, of Mr. Courtenay's

Courtenay nbout a charitable concern ; and

| came from, but he spoke too {ndistinctly for

‘ed . unsteodily, reached.-the. contre, and then

fell. 'His recoyory isimprobable. ...




