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" X1 was o bright moonlight evening that followed:
the events of this day, and Monica Conway had
barred the door of her chamber, and was busily
:-n"nncd vy the h"ht ‘of a-small silver lamp, in
”llll:tlll"‘ her, slight person mlc- u strange dress,
made of the skin of u huge bear, the "rnn head
still erowning the whole, “amd ‘r"huinr' upon the

. speetators. with a pair of fierce green ey e, made
of giass, - 7 : '

. Bver,and anon Monica psuscd in nrmnl-mn-
ller str'mrvc toilet, und, lmlun" at lier hideous
shndow in !llc nurror, bur:.t mtu hls of e\ullnm.

. mlrlh, L B . L
% By our lady ! ‘lf lhi: docs not scare liim out

- of his wits I Imow not ‘what will. " I'will stand

in tlmt Ioncly (lm«le in the paric, Jjust bduml lhf-

grm\t onkk tree, and growl at him as fie goes past.

II' !l lth T see the-terror depicted in his

wan face—hear his teeth chatter:and his knees

shnkc. ITa! ha! Master Wilde! - If ihis does not
repay you for )ourlmperlumm1emmlu.I um nu

witeh, .

i 1Then npenm" lhe dnnr "cntl). shc cullcll ina
sul)ducd \'ou.e. "Alcn'r.' Aln.nu

et In n. fc\\' minutes the waiting woman appeared,
" bmg sprrmw back witk a "lnsll) shncl‘. the mo-
ment she cnlcre(l {he apartment.

. “TIash! hush! foolhh feather-pate, Tt is T I,
Momcn——\\lmt dids’t thou take me for?" '

. Snlluu\.\s"' murn\me\l thegivl. “Good lord'
how.youscared me. My heart Hutters yet. What
dost thou, dear lady, in this rude, bearish dress?”.
- %o I notmukie a charming benr?. The heast’s
legs are ‘rather too long for me; my grand- dudd
was . tall fellow—and [ havo no doubt was u
deliglitful barburian.: And Tool at my paws,
Alenn. \*0\\' don t run m\nv from me, I want Lo
. give you an anectxonntc hug.?

v, The wanman dreu haek, nm) !urned very pale..

L% Why, surc]), Alenn-—_/ou nre not nl‘rmd of
“me !t i .

Sals dont kno“" my lndy. lou do

awful like. - It makes my flesh ereep.”
“IIn‘ ha, . Alena. Onl) think lmw it \nll

rnghten hxm— i

Whom, my lnd} ?"

Alcnm, do not mtumpl to pcr;umlo me aut’of my :
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Vineent sent him to the town, to. bring up his
valise; and it will be late before he returns. |1
know he will come the back way through the
park, end T will slip out through the garden, and
meet him, as lhe clock <ml\es u\elw, in the
Tonety dell.” .

“Al't do it not, dear lady, dlo it not ! Tlm
man. T hate rim—shonld he think it was you he

_would not fuil to do )nu a nu~dnel‘"

 Nonsense, Alena !’ Ile will run nwey as S fast
es his legs can ety i, JTu? ha! T think I seo
himn scampering. up hill and down dale, and the
bear nfter hin.: If-he ever walls by moonlight
again in Conway Ik, T.will eat him.":

“'The fellow i n strong, resolnte man, my laq
pnd should: you fuil to frighten him, you mi"ht‘;
our lile in llu. frolie™
shaw L Ile “believes in’ r-ho,ls. nnd bo.'
cnuise’ I repent poetry nloud to wysell imagines
me to be o witch. Ile must he:a du.apomm
cmmr(l ag all wnnrnnt people are, \ow dear .

frolic,’ ]
“Then Jet me wowith you!™ g
“\n. no; B.lrlnr'x would: miss- ns lmlh. Sha .
has not heen so kind to me as formterly: 1 think |
Muster Vineent hus set her to watelv tne. T-hate
spies. I shall feel ntore pleasure in chenting .
her. When sha comes to il e zood night,
telt her T am in bed nind asleep, and do not wish |
to be disturbed., But sit thou up,and we will -
have n hearty laueh tagether wihen [ return.”

Monica's hend was wpon the lateh of the door,

Again the woman, who really loved her, lnnl
l)ul-] of her arm and detained her.
.. #Stny at home, dear lady, some ‘ovil “,ll bel'ul
you. T feel fuint and sick, when I think (\f) our
moing out alone in that strange dress.on this
\uld errand.  That man hatés you!™ .

“ Mere fanciesy ‘Alenn,” -said :Moniea, ‘tlmkmg
her off—* what have T even done to offend him."

“You have nb;urcd your. ﬂm.h, lady Monien, -
hut he rctmn= his. Smcn you: burn: the rood;
W erimo, may, God for«:re you! he has .
<pokcn lnttm‘ things agninst. you {_things T dare
not repent to you! - Is it not madness to lhruw
+{ yourself, alone and undefended, in his path.”

“If he entertains these uncbaritablo fee]mgs

A

lo\tnrds mc, I xlnll feel moro plcnsurn in’ tor- S
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