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Jove's head ached; (so the poets tell):
He summoned Vulcan, who obeyed

And brought his axe: it glittering fel-
Fôrth stept Minerva, sapient maid.

O entle Vulcan, hither bring
hy axe, and free me from my pain;1,too. have some unwieldy thing

Struggling for birth within my brain.

Ah 1 fruitless summons! vain desire
Lives wisdon in this.throbbing head?No axe, though forged in Astua'iq ire,
Can hringthe living froA the dead'

Then let me bear my weight of thought
Frin nig etit toru, from mhtn till nigiTill, U it'8,tWiqdoii, it has taught
My head to feel the burden light.

RFEGIsTERED in accordance with the Cupyright Ac
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CHAPTER XI.
PROBARLY one night only, but I won't make a

George had said to Madame Faragon when she as
long he intended to stay at Granpere. As lie toi
horses belonging to the inn and drove himself,i
be certain that he would not stay long. He star
early in the morning, and reached Granpere a
o'clock. His mind was full of painful thoughts
and as the little animal ran quickly down the m
into the valley in which Granpere lies, he almost
his feet were not so fleet. What was he to sayto Granpere, and to whom was he to say it ?

When lie reached the angular court along two si
the bouse was built, he did not at once enter the
None of the family were then about the place, an
therefore, go into the stable and ask a question o
man who came to meet him. His father, the m
had gone up early to the wood-cutting and would i
retura till the afternoon. Madame Voss was no d
as was also Marie Bromar. Then the man cou
elaborate account of the betrothals. There nev
at Granpere any marriage that had been half so i
would be this marriage; no lover coming thitht
been blessed with so beautiful and discreet a mai
maiden of Granpere had ever before had at ber fe
the same time so good-looking, so wealthy, so sai
so god-tempered. The man declared that Adr
luckiest fellow in th- world in finding such a w
enthusiasm rose to the highest pitch when he spok
luck in finding such a husband. There was no
good with which she would be endowed ;-" linerman, holding up his hands in admiration, "that
all her grandehildren at least 1" George listened ismiled, and said a word or two-was it worth h
come all the way to Granpere to throw his thun
girl who had been captivated by promises of a cbouse linen I

George told the man that ho would go up to th
ting atter his father; but before he was out of tichanged his mind and slowly entered the bouse.1
lie go to his father? What had he to say to his fthe marriage that could not be better said down atAfter all he had but little ground of complaint
father. It was Marie who had been untrue to himon Marie's bead that his wrath must fall. No doub
would be angry with him when he should have
thunderbolt. It could not, as he thought, be hitually without his father's knowledge; but he nebis father the errand on which he had come. So1his mind, and went into the inn.

He entered the- bouse almost dreading to see hewas seeking. In what way should he first express
How should lie show her the wreck which by her ishe had made of his happiness ? His first worpossible, be spoken to ber alone ; and yet alonehardly hope to find her And he feared ber.
was so resolved to speak his mind, yet lie feared hehe intended to fill ber with remorse, yet he dreade.
of lier words upon himself. He knew how stronbe, and how steadfast Though his passion toldhour, was telling him all day long, that she washell, yet there was something in him of judgment,rather of instinct, which told him also that she wthat she was a firm-hearted, high-spirited, great-m
who would have reasons to give for the thing thdoing.

He went through into the kitchen before he m
and there he found Madame Voss with the cookj
Immediate explanations had, of course, to be madiunexpected arrival ;-questions asked, and suggesti-' Came he in peace, or came he in war ?" Hbecause he had heard of the betrothals? fHe admiwas so.

" And you are glad of it ?" asked Madame Voss.
congratulate lier with all your heart ?"

"I will congratulate ber certainly," said George
Then the cook and Peter began with a copio

domestic eloquence to declare how great a marriag
for the Lion d'Or;-how pleasing to the master, h
abithto the village, hiow satisfactory te the friends, i

"o tN bridegroom, how triumpbant to the bride !
"No doubt she wili bave plenty te eat and drin)clothes te wear, and au excellent bouse over ber h

George in bis bitterness.
"And she will be married to one of the most r

young mnen in ail Switzerland," said Madame Voss
of mucb anger. It was already quite clear te Mad
to the cook, and te Peter, that George had net corne
Colmar simply te express bis joyous satisfaction at h

fie soon walke througli nto the little sitting.

" cGeorge" she sad you will dispeas your fi

oI know very wel," said he, "that my father cares more
for Marie than he does for me."

"That is not so, George."
.I do not blame him for it. She lives in the house with

bim, while I live elsewhere. It was natural that she should
be more to bim than I am, after he hadl sent me away. Buthe has no right to suppose that I can have the same feelingthat he has about this marriage. I cannot think it the finest
thing in the world for all of us that Marie Bromar should suc-
ceed in getting a rich young man for her husband, who, as far
as I can see, never had two ideas in his head."

fHe is a most industrious young man, who thoroughlyunderstands his business. I have heard people say that there
is no one comes to Granpere who can buy better than he
can.

t, Veryalikely not.".
And at any rate, it is no disgrace to be well off."

NIt is a disgrace to think more about that than anythingJOHN READE. else. But neyer mind. It is no use talking about it, words
wou't mend it."

t of 1868. 'lWhy then have you come bere now ?"
IlBecause I want to see my father." Then he remernbered£NPERE. how false was this excuse; and remembered also bow seon its

falseness would appear. I"Besides, though I do not like this
match, I wish to see Marie once again before her marriage. I
shall never see her after it. That is the reason why I have
come. I suppose you can give me a bed."'

"Oh, yes, there are beds enough." After that there was
any promise ,' some pause, and Madame Voss hardly knew how to treat ber
ked him ho step-son. At last she asked him whether he would have din-
ok one of the ner, and an order was given to Peter to prepare something for
it seemed to the young master in the small room. And George asked
ted aillaloneafter the children, and in this way the dreaded subject was
bout twelve for some minutes laid on one side.
sasuhetwent, In the meantime, information of George's arrival had beens as he wet, taken up-stairs to Marie. She had often wondered what signountain road he would make when be should hear of ber engagement.wished that Would- he send ber a word of affection, or such customarywien lie getpresent as would be usual between two persons so nearly con-
des of which nected? Would he come to ber marriage ? And what would

front door. be bis own feelings? She too remembered well, with abso-
d he oor lute accuracy, those warm, delicious, heavenly words of love
r two of the whichhad passed between them. She could feel now the
an told him pressure of bis hand and the warmth of bis kiss, when she
net robabyi' swore to him that she would be bis for ever and ever. After

pot insidy that he had left her, and for a year had sent no token. Thenoubtinside he had come again, and had simply asked ber whether she
er had been were engaged to another man ; had asked with a cruel indi-
important as cation that he at least intended that the old childish words
,er had ever should be forgotten. Now he was in . the house again, and
den, and no she would have to hear bis congratulations a n
et a lover at She thought for some quarter-of-an-hour what she had bet-
gacious, and ter do, and then she determined to go down to him at once.
ian was the The sooner the first meeting was over the better. Were she
ife, but bis to remain away from him till they should be brought together
e of Marie's at the supper-table, there would almost be a necessity for her
end to the to explain ber conduct. She would go down to him and treat

n," said the him exactly as she might have done, had there never been
will last ont any special love between them. She would do so as perfectly
to it ail, and as ber strength might enable ber; and if she failed in aught,
is while te it would be better to fail before her aunt, than in the presence
lerbot at a of ber uncle. When she had resolved, she waited yet another
hest full of minute or two, and then she went down-stairs.

As she entered ber aunt's room George Voss was sitting be-
e wood-cut. fore the stove, while Madame Voss was in her accustomed
he court he chair, and Peter was preparing the table for lis young master's
Why should dinner. George arose from bis seat at once, and then came a
ather about look of pain across lis face. Marie saw it at once, and almost
the bouse ? loved him the more because he suffered. "I am so glad to
against lis sec you, George," she said. " am so glad that you have I
and it was come.",

t his father She had offered him ber hand, and of course, he had taken
thrown bis it. " Yes," he said, "I thought it best just to run over. We i
urled effec- shall be very busy at the hotel before long." 1
ed not tell Il"Does that mean to say that you are not to be bere for my I
he changed marriage ?" This she said with ber sweetest smile, making <ail the effort in her power to give a gracious tone to ber voice. <0
er whom he It was better, she knew, to plunge at the subject at once. i

"No," said he. "I shall not be here then." t
ncos wtncy ciAh,-your father will miss you so much! But if it can-dcenstacy not be, it is very good of you to come now. There would '9hes must, if have been something sad in going away from the old bouse n
Theough e without seeing you once more. And though Colmar and Basle 1
r.Though are very near, it will not be the same as in the dear old home; fir. Thoug -willit, George ?" Thero was a touch about her voice as rd the effect she called him by bis name, that nearly killed him. At that fishe could moment bis hatred was strongest against Adrian. Why had blia eveny sncb an upstart as that, a puny, miserable creature, come be- h
asmethie atween him and the only thing he had ever seen in the guise hsorething of a woman that could touch bis heart ? He turned round das notbad ' with lis back to the table and bis face to the stove, and said h

at she w nothing. But he was able, when he no longer saw ber, when fias ler voice was not sounding in lis ear, to swear that the thun- fl
derbolt should be hurled ail the same. His journey to Gran- -t any one, pere should not be made for nothing. "I must go now," she dand Pete said presently. " I shall see yo at supper, shall I not, c

ens offered George, when uncle will be with us? Uncle Michel will be c
adn he come so delighted to find you. And you will tell us of the new fItd the cae doings at the hotel. Good-bye for the present, George." aitted that it Then she was gone before he had spoken another word. Il
"You will He eat is dinner, and smoked a cigar about the yard, and ritben said that he would go out and meet bis father. He did s'go out, but did not take the road by which he knew that bis 8'
us flow of father was to be found. He strolled off to the ravine, and ge hisow of came back only when it was dark. The meeting between him Ie this was and bis father was kindly; but there was no special word bîow credit- spoken, and thus they ail sat down to supper. t40W joyens 8c

k, and fine (To be continued.) fi
ead," said __

espectable A curious law case bas been tied lu France, te discover ss in a tone who was the rightful owner of a well. Sweaeni tand corsi-
aier fross caten wce gudg on about etIc matter te a lengthy extent,
is cousiu's a little water. What can it maime .vr Bui ialat c

-room, and abould bth pu "Moser,"replied eof ter advcates dryy t
attervery aders arce betore teenem, wine-merdhants'd TIc vlue

1

202 CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

THE WOMAN TO WHOM WE KNEEL.

WE had been talking that evening about money and thewant of it-a very extensivesubject, that led us to discuss al
the bearings of impecuniosity on vice. I cited an instancewithin my own knowledge of a man who had.been saved fromHeaven knows what-the hulks, perhaps-by a timely five-
pound note. "And I," said he, "I know a wonian" but here
he stopped, seeming to regret having said so much. I pressed
him to continue, however, and as perhaps the secret he had
kept for many years was welling up rather powerfully within
him at that moment, he agreed atuength to tellme the story,
suppressing all names. "Though for that matter" added he
" you have met the persons I shall allude to and will meet
them again." This said, he spoke to this effect :-The firsttime I set eyes on her-I will call her Rose for convenience
sake-it struck me that she was the sweetest girl I had ever
seen. She was very pretty, spoke with a winning and demure
grace, and was true as gold. The second time I liked her
still better, for I discovered that she knew everything thatI
didn't, could play and sing, knit and embroider to any extent,
draw likenesses in her album, and taik French without boast-ing about it. The third time, I had to reason seriously with
myself, and say that in the interest of my own peace of mind
I had better not see her again. The fact is, I am not a marry-
ing man, and if I had ever cherished any dispositions towards
matrimony, the sight of Miss Rose's own home might havecured me of the taste. Her father was one of those well-to-
do paupers whom I pity much more than the frequenters,casual or otherwise, of the work-house. He had £1 ,500 a
year or thereabouts, and on that was expected to keep up the
same state as a man with £5,000. A bouse in a good quartera carriage and pair, an occasional box at the opera-these
were necessities of his position ; and in the way of mouths tofill there were two boys at a public school, one at Oxford, whoof course, had debts, and three or four daughters, of whom
Rose was the eldest. Now, if you divide £1 500 among allthese items, and leave a margin for repairs to the roof of the
house, expenditure for the accidental polling of the carriage,disbursements on account of new furniture, new horse, or
pressing bills from the son at Oxford, you arrive at the con-
clusion that life underthese circumstances is a perpetual note
of interrogation; and you cease to wonder at the downrighttone in which Rose's mother told her as soon as she had ieft
school that it was her duty to get married, and that speedily.
[ have heard some youngsters of my acquaintance be very witty
at the expense of matchmaking mothers, and think it capital
sport when a detrimental of their set cuts out a few substan-
ial suitors and succeeds, by book or crook, in marrying a girl
.ike Miss Rose. I wish they would look a little beyond theredding-day, some of these young fellows, and reflect what a
>leasant business it is when the detrimental's father-in-law
bas to pay for the lodgings where the young couple have gone,the bills at Christmas, the expenses of the first confinement;
nd, to do all this, has to pinch himself, starve his household,ut down the pocket-money of his sons, and leave his younger
laughters without those new bonnets and dresses which they
àave been counting on. This, I know, is not the poetical
way of looking at the question ; but then life is not a poem,,nd we only fall into very rhymeless scrapes when we try tonake it one. Rose's mother was a match-maker. She had
he shrewdest eye for men of parts, that is, men with cheque-)ooks, and she began taking her daughter the round of all the
)alls, routs, and garden parties where such might be found.
)nly, as it would have been quite impossible to deck Miss,ose out so as to rival some of her wealthier competitors in
he marriage handicap, the expedient was adopted of giving.er a fixed allowance and letting her shift for herself, which
s a popular and by no means unclever way of imbuing a girlrith the cheque-book view of marriage, for if she exceeds herllowance and gets into debt with her milliner she knowsbat a wealthy marriage is the only possible mode of pulling
er out of her dilemma. So Miss Rose's allowance was set-
ed at £60 a year, paid quarterly. The Oxford son who was
nsulted, and who had never been able to live within hiswn three hundred pounds, added to three other hundred

ounds annual debt, opined that it was quite enough ; so did
Le eldest of the public school sons, who was probably sincereid so for that matter did Miss Rose herself, for, though she
as the best taught little thing in the world, practical arith-retic was her feeble point; when she added up two and two
Le always counted that it made six, and when she took two
om two nothing would persuade her that two did not re-
ain. On finding herself at the head of her first quarter's
fteen pounds, it seemed like Golconda to her. She instantly
ought one of those little velvet and gilt clasp-books that arealf the length of your finger, and only cost half a guinea, to
eep her accounts in, and made ont pretty lists of things shedn't want, but of course purchased soon after, so as not toave the account book empty-gloves with six buttons, per-
mery, fans, birthday presents for this and that dear school
end, and so on. Then I suppose the usual tbing occurred
.exuberance so long as the pounds lasted, astonishment and
smay when the last of them vanished over a Bond Street
unter in exchange for a bottle of scent. One day Miss Rose
,me in tears to my sister, who was her most intimate school
end, and confessed that she had not a farthing in the world
id owed ever so much for two dresses, a pink and a blue one.
was evident that there was a vague fear of something horble underlying her mind and that she apprebended being
nitenced by a judge to immediate detention in Whit eros
;reet. My sister, who meant well, but who, being theconss
r1 in ber family, rau up bis without scruple, knowin that
was always there te pay them-my sister told Rose not te
Sdownhearted about such a trifie as an unpaid invoice, ande two at once set off together for the modiste's, a French
d woman, who had quite sense enough te guess thiat with a
ce like Miss Rose's a rich husband was sure, and so pro-sted forthwith that she had no thought of ask.ing for pay-ent-indeed, would muchi rather not be paid than otherwise.
You shall settle withi me, miss, in three or four years' time,"te said, with the sweetest of smiles, " when you are married,
-when you like."
Pay when you like! I rememiber one morning when I wasChrist Church, returning to my rooms in Peckwater after

ae an wanding a smug-faced feiow onas the ea e, aitd

veas many as I chose itbut paying. The seig
y," hie added, " weald corne by-and-by i when I took my
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