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wants your came. This despatch is vague-
borribly no. I arn in perfect torture. If this
wernan dies, good-by te hope ! Leave. every.
thing, metber, and save this precione life 1"

I rusbed froni the oom, spmang jute tbe
wttggon, aud, urging tbe herse at a full mun,
was in time for the train. I telegrapbed
Launcelot to meot me at tIse station.

At the ferry Launcelot came te, me.
IlRupert je well, bad only bis clothes tom.

Mme. Launcelot bas net even a braise," he eaid.
IlAnd, for God's sake, Launcelot, tell me-"

I could net caîl hem name.
"lMiss Aubrey je hurt badly. It je a broken

leg- pemhape internai contusion. When tIse
car ran off thse siding, the instant' thse crash
came-the boy was eeated by ber-sho had
taken Rupert in hem arma. The ion frame of
tIse seat before hem, as the car olled ever, muet
bave strack ber, aud, shielding tIse bey, she
received the blow, wbich weuld bave killed the
child outight. She je low, very law, dear boy.
To-nigt," and tIse toars were in bis eyes,
"1this very night that poor girl was to have
opened tIse tbeatre."

"Whoro is see1" I gaeped.
"Where, but at my bouse 1"
"Can my mother corne V"
"Poor Polly jese dazed that juet new se

is of but little use. Yes, by ail means, bave
your mother corne. Do't take on se, Carter;
be a man. I bave thse beet physician in New
York by ber bedside. Heme je my cab. We
will drive te tIse bouse. Rupert'e fiet womds
were for hie graudmother sud hie uncle. Claudia
was unconecieus until this moring at day-
break. Yen are sure your mother will corne?
My Qed, tIse distasteful work 1 have te do!1 I
muet open tIse bouse to.night, sud how-how
to do it!1 Wben an audience bas te be pleased
-what's my trouble, my wory of mind te a lot
of people who have corne for an eveuing's en-
joyment ! Carter, stay with my fokse; yen are
rny beet friend. Telegraph te your mother if
yen are flot certain about herm rningi."

"lBut se will corne. She loves Rupert, sud
will net be satisfied until she sees bim. I
ought te bave waittd for hem ; but, Launcelot,
1 ceuld net."

I tell yen wbat we will do. As soon as we
get te the bouse, thse boy with bis nurse will
take tbis cab sud (bey eau go te tIse train te
meet your motber."

Il'That je it, Launcelot. 1I ,tno setricken
dowu with grief that I can tbink of notbiug."

"Carter," eaid Launcelet, "did yen love
Mary Brady ?-tbat'e hem real natue."

" Yes, as I uevem tbeught I could love a
wernan ; but, yen torture me, Launcelot."

"Then yen Iad-at least once yen had-a
queer way of sbowîng it-that le sîl. AIs, beme
we are! See, Rupert je at the windew. Pray
Qo e is ejebtter!

It was my motber who was Mary's nurse.
IlAh!1 dear lady, je it yen who have corne te

see nie fiast, instoad of my calliîig on yen ?" was
wbnt Mme. Launcelot told nie Mary said wheu
my mother st beside ber. Many a weary day
did I pasa before 1 could gain admuittmtnce te ber.
My mother scacely left these ick-room. Thse
broken limb Isad turned eut te, be a fracture ef
some ernaller boue. TIse intemnal sbock was of
ebowor cure, but at last convalescence came.
Then-then I hungered te see hiem. 1 almeet
hoped that my mother would plead rny suit. it
was tIse beginning of Februamy îsew. How
menthe had passed I kuew net! They wee ase
years of agouy te me. I wonld spend a day or
soeat thse f-irm in utter wretebedneansd then
weuld return te Mm. Lauucelot's bouse. Mme.
Launcelot lot me take Rupert with me, once or
twice, for cernpauy's sake. Thon I etayed
frona the city longer, but thse country in tIse
wiuter, even with thse boy, bought ne cheer-
fulness te me. For ny niother I bad bnilt a
tiuy cousemvatery, sud thse flowems decked tIse
invalid's reom. At hast thse doctor euddenly
said, 1' Cmtchee 1"

4'Hideous as they miay seeni te ever-sympa-
thetic friends," remarked tIse doctor te me witb
a emile, "lte thse patient crutebes mean wiug4.
They bing thse joy of locomotion. Tihe break-
age of tIse eoterrmal malleolus, with dislocation
of thse foot pmeperly atteuded te, dees net eally
amount te mucb. Thse tibia je intact."

"lFor Heaven'e sake, doctor, stop youm ber.
01 rible anatemy 1" I crîed; irnpatiently.

"lA lad y 'eebin-bene, 1 kuow,' je inelegat;
therefere I said tibia," centinued thse dc'ctom,
impeturbably. ",TIse etarch apparatus we e-
moved &.me time ago ; sud I flatter myseif
that, bad tIse illustrions D. Pott been alive te-
day, why, ho would have been delighted with

"Will Mm. Carter bring those bleaaed cutehes
as seon as eh recoives thie?1 I den't want te
break my neck."

That wua al. 'Doar haudwriting, I. knew it,
sud could have criod over it, for it was se
zhaky.

TIse oom. wus vory stiil when I entomed it.
TIse womau I loved se dearly lay en'a lounge.
Rupert was at lhem fot, witb a toy.book in hie
baud.

"Mm. Carter," ebe saîd, genty, Il'it je net
kid gloves wbich yen briug me this time, but
sernething, if net as ornemental, yet mucli
more useful. Please don't look se iierablo
and wcebegone, sud don't bide those crutches
bebiud yeum back, as a dentiet dees hie forceps.
Ifeel petty sure that I shaîl be able te walk

some day-sorne day. It'. in the annals ol' thse
family -at least on my motber' a ide-tbat see
broke hiem leg once, and nover was much the
worse for it. Rope-daucmng, ven kuew-"

IlMy dear Miss-" I said, besitatingly-fom I
kuew net bat te cal ber ; I foît tIse keeneet
distresa when I eaw tIse traces et sufferiug on
bier face-"I dear Mary !"

"'Mary : Did I tell yen my name?1 I tbink
I id once-but arn I net Claudia Aubrey r'
"lNo, ne ; yen are Mary te me!1 Do net, fer

Hoaven's qake, break tIse cbarm et that name P"
"lBut, Mr. Carter, it seerna it je net enly

crutches yen brin g me, but sernetbiug more."
Hoease covered h or face witbh lem thin white
bande.

IlYes, ye, more than tiiese horrid sticks. Itje a deep, ardent affection of a passably rade
man te a rovered woman."

"lMm. Carter, stop!1 Once yen burt me
doply-snt a ehaft which ra nkled ever so long
in mybheart."

"Yeur heart 1"
"Yes, wby net?1 Yen can!t, understaud

tbat h It migbt bave been impossible for yen,
who dealt youmeelf in mimie affections, te
undemtaud that a woman's beamt,. ne matter if
it did net belong te eue who imulated feeling,-
could have respect for bonest affections, might
bave Isad aspirations as pure, as undefiled as
these-"

"lMary, Mary, will yen nover pardor me?
"Do yen etill feel. that intense dielîke ferpeoplo of my calliug?1 Pmay don't kneol that

way. Mon don't, I undemstaud, in actual life
de it any more.. It 'je stage man ners. Thon I
see, tee, tbat.tbat bald spot on your bead bas
grown bigge."

"lMary 1" 1 eaw se was smiliug. Now I

bepe for thse fimt time. I shaîl be witbout
a hs2r on my bond if yen epulse my suit. Peor
child!1 do yeunont know that I love yent When
yen tumned me ont in tIse street tbat cold No-
vember day yen almost broke my beart. It wae
as quick as (bat, sud I have been leving yen in
a despaiing, booding way ever since. It was
love et almeet fit-st sight. "

- lWould yen have my confession of faitbt
Well, it w..es aead wornan wbu drove berne frorn
(bat ride ou that wintry day. 1 triod te tbînk
of yen as an arrogant upstart.* Pembape yen diii
net know (bat I1Isad rend ai you had ever
written?1 I know yen are net acqmainted with
the fact tîmat 1 prevailed ou Launcelot te read
yonr piece, sud made bu accept of it. Yen
literary people bave se many rougIs peints, sud
mîake yeurselvease awtullv uncomfortable. I
den't kuow why I refer te this. It ia rather
about myseif I wanted te talk. I bave been
quite îîear te deatb, Mr. Carter, sud it was
yourmomtber wbo saved 'me. I muet always
love yeum mother."

"And that metber's son-" Iepbeadod.
"Perbape if I1Isad net broken My leg, I

sbould net uow be listeniug te Iim. Do, Mr.
Carter, set me up, please, and lot us stop thie
nonsense."

"Mary, Mary, yen will break rny beart !"

"What is a simple fracture againat a cern-
pound eue ? Please deu't dawdie. 111 people
are se impatient sud uorvQus" (home ase aimnoat
sebbed). "lOh, I bave tied se Isard, wbilo I
lay se etili, te ho gentle sud patient, and te
banisb eeitmout, sud a certain impetuous-
nes; but it is not, I auppose, in nîy nature.
Come-those cutchos ! Piease put those things
ulidem my arma, sud pmop np a crmrbliug muin.
Why don't they imagine some kind of a derrick
te Isoiet lame people jute cutches with ? What
pretty thinge!1 Witb velvet, toc, sud sncb
seft, elasti eonde te tbem ! 1 amrn rady. Ce
n'est que le premier pas qui coûte. That je
quite as good as Mme. Florence's French, jsn't
it, itr'

"Admirable, rny darliug."
"WIose damingt Do't yenosoe, yen cruel

IlMr. Carter-Mr. Carter, thie is a stage
trick, and yon have played me false,"

As if she were a child, I guided her tottering

steps. Now she Isughed with confidence, and
then trembled with dismay. In a few minutes,
with but sligbt aid on my part, se stood alone
in tIse middle of the rooin.

IlIf 1 could only hobble to tbose fiowers in
tbat jardinière there, I ahould tbink 1 had mas-
tered the rudiments. New stand clear. Don't
these pretty sticks get tangled somehowt You
are an arrant deceiver, Mr. Carter, for you have
iuoved thatjardinière toward me fully six feet,
as if I were a baby. WIsy don't you say,
'Loney, loney '"

"But, Mary, you do net hold your right.Isand
crutch properly. It looka as i f it nigbt slip.
What have you crurnpled up in yonr fingers?
Pray drop whatever it is."

"'You juet talk teome now and confuse me,
and I sbail be sure te trip. Ouch!1 my foot!1
There, now catch me, tbe leaning tower of Pisa
je ceming down, down witb armn. Quick! It
is more exbaustiîag than I thonght. Pray l'an
me againat the waI1, like an umbrella. That's
it. Now wbeel the lounge close, close te me-
se. 1 can't help- it 1'

Sbe sank into my arms, and buret inte a ter-
rent of tears.

Was it over-fatigue that distnrbed bier?1 Pre-
seutly ebe opened hier eyes, aud now the colour
waa mantiiîîglber cheeke.

I t was ne ebans faint, only a baîf-delirieus
swimmiîîg of the head- -it in better, much bet-
ter now-n, don't ring thse beli-not exactly
painful, tbougrh."

"Mary"1I eid, taking her hand and open-
ing te coad flugers, wbich etili concealed a
bit ef paper-"1 Mary, I do believe you came for

"Believe iti1 you have taken advqntage of
tbe situation. 1 can't be e-y, Mr. Carter; if I
were stronger Iuîight be. Oh ! what have 1lin
rny hahi , This scrap of paper ? Do you me-
member those impertinent notes 1 wrote you at
the firet rthearaal t I didn't tear theni up, I
made believe te, it was anether piece of paper-
what is called a stage substitution. To tbink
you were net up te that! WIsat did I keep
tbem for ? For my aut9graph album. ButI
have neyer written azsy impertinent notes
since.",

"1Mary, yenr have net answered me."
"I bave, I have. I do. Are yen wiiling te

take a womýan withîout a'leg te stand ont1"
Then I kiseed lier forehead, hiem lips. "lBut 1
will allow you this kind -of compromise. If I
limp in six menthe te cômne, yen are as free as
the air. le that a bargain 1" ase asked.

IlNe, ne 1 I take yen, Mary, as yen are.i
will have ne compromise," I passienately e-
plied.

Just then a knock.was heard at the door, and
Rupert, followed by Mm. and Mme. Launcelot
and my mother, entered.

"Thse performance is closed," said Mary,
with a emile. "IYou are tee late. Mr. Launce-
lot, please returu the money at the 'beor."

«'lt'a all ight, then 7" iuquired Mm. Launce-
lot, in a subdned voice.

I made a voyage around my ooni almeet
twice," replied Mary, naively. TIsen I teek
hiem hand in mine, and said, IlMother, will you
kise my future wife 1"

'IlIt is a peaml of price yen have theme, my
son." Here my mother kissed Mary. I
knew he loved yeu, dear, thongh 1 could net
tell yen se. My sun opened bis heart te me
long, long ugo."

61 'Did lie, Mme. Carter-did he 1" asked Mary.
Yut 1 never told any eue."
"lAs if it were not apparent te me!1 Why, tbis

kind of thing, good peeple, is as eld asShake-
speare," said Mrs. Launcelot, efectivoly.

IlRIigbt, Polly. 1 was raking my brain te
fiud wbeme I had seen something-of the sert. 1
fan cied it was familiar," added Mr. Launcelot,
with flne diecernount.

"lLet us be tbankful for the conclusion, de-
voutedly se. Corne, goed people, ail of yen,
clear thse room. The pieco our leadîng lady
has beon perfomngmguent have overtaxed lier
etrngh.-My dear Mme. Carter, pmay insiat
that Mary shahl have peace sud quiet."

IlMy wifo is right. Ring dowu the curtain,"
said the manager. IlSmall boy" (thie te Ru-
pert), Ilwalk-Carter, mamch! clear tho tg.

"Muet 1 go too, my darling 1 I aid,bnin
down te the invalid.

"No, ne, etay yet a little while, if you will.
If yen don't my beart will break fer sure."_,Se
they went, aud, &lone with hem, tIse lirt hour

hau equally to avoid earnestness and flippancy.
His pleasure and pai, unlihe those of the
severer poets, muet be the pleasure and pain of
a man who takes Montaigne's advice, and
" 4makes no great inarvel of his own fortunes."

Poetr which submits to these limitations bas a
distinctp lace of ita own. M. Boulmier preludes
tbis oure by a treatise in prose on that form

of verse whieh the French cadi the villanelle.
Unlike the ballade and the rondeau, the villa-
welle lîad oriicinally no strict miles. To be seme-
what gay, wÏth a rustic or pastoral mirth, and
to possess a refrain, weme ail the qualitiee needed
to make a short piece of verse a villanelle. Thus
most collections of French lyrica contain the
peem of Philippe Desportes :

Nous verrons, volage bergère,
Qui premier s'en repentira.

That poem waa a villanelle before modemn writers
introduced the stricter rules. Juatsas the laws
of epic composition were deduced from the
" Iliad"' and "14Odyssey," so M. Boulmier has
restricted his villanelles to tht forru used by
Passerat (1534-1602) in the lhue "J'ay perdu
nma tourterelle." This, villanelle is composed of
five "tercets," followed by a "Iquatrain," or
îineteen Unes in al, of which seven are the
mere repetitien of the two refrains. M. Bouinaier
thinka that nineteen lines of this kiiad of tbing
are <juite enough at a time, and rnost readers
will agree with him. According to ordinary
French practice, a villanelle 'amay stretch front
here to Mespotamy," or, at lenat, may go on as

longast the vilkenellubt can find hyrnes. A.4 for
thegtoprica and style, M. Bouîmier laye dowx,
this ruleEn fait de style, ce qu'il faut avant tout à la
villanelle, c'est du tendre et du naïf. Les sou-
venirs aimés, les mirages du coeur, les divipie
enfantillages de l'autour, voilà son meilleur
domaine. . . . Mais ce qu'elle abhorre, et
à juste titre-en raison de son origine paysa Bne
,-c'est l'emphase, la sonorité banale, la naiè Merie
prétentieuse, la jonglerie des mots.

We culi (rom the volume an example of a
villanelle engaged with les souvenirs a&nWs:

PRIMAVERA.

Elle avait quinze ans à peine,
J'en avalei dix-huit au plus;
Souvenir, qui te ramène?

Combien de fois dans la plaine
Nos pas se sont-ils perdus!1
Elle avait quinze ans à peine.

Nous poursuivions, hors d'baleine.
Les papillons éperdus;
Souvenir, qui te raménel

Puis, un jour, sous le vieux chêne
Nos coeurs se sont entendus;
Elle avait quinze ans à peine.

Bref, on la fit chttelaine,
Et loin d'elle je vécus;
Souvenir, qui te ramène?

C'est une histoire lointaine,
Tous regrets sont superflus.
Elle avait quinze ané 6, peine.
Souvenir, qui te ramène ?

Does net this melancholy little lyrie remember
its dancing- day-the old days when ail thest-
peasant measumes were sung as the music of the
dancea?1 The refraina cross, aîad take liande,
and cross again ; the puera je like a disappuisited
little rustic beauty at a fair, tearful aînd haîf-
consoled. " Le Quatorze Mai"' is in the samne
style, but sadder. The poet writes ahnoat ais
much about hie cats, Gaspard and Coquette, a.4
about his niemories. Coquette aud Ga.-pard in-
habit hie roonis and make tîtemi less lonely, till
pour G'aspard dies. "*Il n'est plus, mon vieux
Oaspard," aud 6Coquette ensily consoles hereif.
The-whole philosoplîy of tbe moody bachelor is
suinmed Up in thse poem "Je tisonne." But
pehape wbat one likes best iîn M. Boulmit'r's

bok iehis extremely frank epilogue:

Soyons franc, à bas la frime 1
Ce n'est p'as pur loi, lecteur,
C'est pour moi que l'on m'imprime.

For othera as well as for himself, they have
printed M. Boulinier very pettily, with. nîat
rubrics, on paper whieh je "a sete ecstascy."
If ahl the world took to writing =ilaelles, life
would.be made hideons; but theme is mooli surely
for those of a reforming poet who has docked
the endless amplitude which some of hie prrde.
ceseors permitted to these exerci.ses.
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