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A PLACE FOR EACH.

Brewers should to " Malta ” go,
Loggerbeads to ** Seilly"

Quahers to the ©* Friendly Isles,”
And furtiers all to ** Chili.”

The little brawling, squalliog babes
‘That break our nightly reat

Should be pucked off to * Babyloo,"
To ¢ Laplasd 7 or to ** Brest."

From * Spithead ' cooks go o'er to ' Greece ;™
And, while the miser wsits

His pawsage to the  Guinea ™" Conat,
Spendthrifia are in the ** Straits,”

Musiciane hasten to the - Sound,”
Te some ** Cape Hora ™ is pain :

Debtors shunld gu to ** Qlin, '
Aod sailors to the - Malae.””

Gardeaers shuuld 10 ** Botaoy " go,
Shoeblacks to " Japan,”
Bachelors to the * Uinited States,”
Aud maids to the “ tsle of Man.™
Thus emigrants and misplaced meo,
They wouid o¢ longer vex ug:
And these not here provided for
Had better xo to—'" Texas "

A FRENCH SPECULATION,

It was a bright Sunday aftarnoon in the early
spring, sud all the little world of Bleis was dis-
porting itseif on the promenade by the side of
the river Loire. The scene was very gav:
under the long line of trees a band of stringed
instruments was labouring through an elaborute
valse. The performers were amateurs: they
belongeid to & choral society got up by the or-
ganist of the cathedral, among the young and
enterprising {wnrgecisie; and the atfair had
proved & great success.  As they played now,
the admiting eyves of mothers, sisters, and pretiy
cousins were on them, and thev did their best
and looked their best, as became their important
position. -

A little apart from the band sat groups of
elderly ladies chatting among themselves, watch-
ing their portly husbauds apd slim daughters,
promenadiug round the musicians: among
them little children trotting abour, dJdaintily
dressed, and bvanes with large white coifs on
their Leads and knitting in their hands. Over
all the sunny sky of Franee, blue, bright, and
gay, smiiing through the tender greeu of the
voung foliage, aml reflecting itsell Leauteoualy
in the fuir river.

Troly they seemed a happy and contented
peaple these honest foryrois of the old town,
fuil of their own concerns, and apparently well
satistied to be so.  Amonga group of gris papas
who stood vhattering together, and leaning on
the parapet, stood two men, both of whom
seemed graver thau the others. The elhier of
the two was u man of some importance in the
town, the owner of 8 well.known and popular
inn ‘- La Pie Blanche.” No one was more
respected than Monsieur Auguste Benoit: he
and his family were most highly considered.
Monsieur Benoit was about the average height
ot the French bauryeots, a liberal five-foot five s
he was stout, or rather round ; his prominent
waisteoat wur adorned by a huge gold watch-
chain : he wore a inessive ring set with a car-
buucle, ou the first finger of his right hand ; his
hanis were fat and Jimpled, and tapered to
tinely-pointed ingers.  Monsieur Benoit's face
was good-nature and bonkomic itself; it was
round and large, smocth shaven but for the
black moustache. He was bald on the top of
his head ; the hair behind was black as jet, and
50 close-cut us to throw two large thin ears into
bold relief.  His ample double chiu rested on =
black satin cravat. His dress, from that cravat
to the tartan trousers in folds on the hips, and
tapering to the very small high-heeled boots,
was perfection. Such was Monsieur Benoit on
the promenade on Sunday, but to-day theshade
of gravity sat on him in an unwonted manner,

Monsieur Benoit’s companion was a man who
right have been any age between thirty-five
and fifty. He belonged 1o a different type alto-
gether from his fifend : he was 1all, and very
thin : his hair wus fair and sprinkled with
grey : he wore a short, fair beard, which partly
concealrd the restless movements of an eager,
mobile mouth : his eyebows also were constant.
Iy moving, and his eyes restless, hright, aud
searching ; he was despite this unrestfulness, a
handsome man, with straight features and a
well-made figure. He was Monsieur fegros,
formerly a highly successful avoens, now retired
upon his laurels, with his money invested in a
new and startling investment. That restless.
ness was the restlessness of speculation ; in his
little office, in oid days of hard work, Legros
had been a nch caluier man,

That such a man as Camille Legros ever had
time or thought to apure for matrimony, was an
astonishment to his ucquaintapce; but so it
was. Affairs of importance had taken him to
Blois, where he had hired a room in ‘' La Pie
Blanche.”  Moadame Benoit herself always pre-
sided at the head of the tadle 'kéte, and on her
ri%ht" hand sat her daughter, Mademoiselle
Blanche, 90 named, people said, after the cele-
brated ‘“ Pie."”” Before Monsieur Legros had
dined three times at table d’hdte he had deter-
mined to mwke Blanche his wife. He was a
man, who, during 8 busy life, bad hardly given
u passing thought to women., He was, like
most Frenchmen, a devoted son to his widowed
mother : but perhaps it was his experience of
her thut had ro completely lowered his concep-
tion of what a womnau should be, that he expected

‘in & wife & pretty nonentity—a creature not to

trust or to share his confilence, but aeuseful
housekeeper, and w credit to his taste in good
looks. He was uot in love with Blanche Benoit :

he did not know what love was; and he de-
manded her from her father with s strong sense
of the good miateh he was offering her, and that
the obligation would be all ou their side. Mon-
sieur Benoit demanded a fair statement of his
proposed sou-in.law’s finances before he would
agree to the betrothal. It was given. Cawmille
Legros was too absolutely confident in the sue-
cess of hiy great schemes to conceal unything.
Beunott was impressed by the size of the fortune,
but somewhat startled by hearing that it was all
invested iu one vast speculation, the building of
a little fushionable watering-place that was to
rival Dieppe, Dinard, or Etretat in its attrac-
tions.

““You are sure—you are juite sure that the
situation is one that will be popular ¥’ asked
the inn-kevper, anxionsly.

*Sure ! 5 am certain,” cried Legroa shrug-
ging up his shoulders and tapping the map over
which they were bending, with the back of his
hand. ‘¢ What more canove wish$ The air is
magnificent : an unbroken pluye of hard sand;
the view exquisite : in the neighbouring inland
town, advantages of education, of market, of
medical attendance 1 the vailway has agreed
with me, for « consideration, t« run an addition-
al tratu from Patis; there are quarries close at
hand, from which 1 draw my stone ; it is well
adapted to building purposes : tabour is cheap
just now ; 1 have capitsl,—what more cau one
desire 1"

It sounds well,” said Mousivur Benoit,
wmusingly. He was dazzled by the talk, by the
reaty mouey, by the certainty of Legros: and
after a couference with Madame Benoit—-for
he did unot share his future son-in-aw's views
about women —they dgreed to give him their
only child.

Blanche was told, and was quite satisfied ;
she had not thought much of the futurs, leaving
1t with nerfect confidence in her parents’ hands ;
s0 she was uneither surprised nor disconcerted
when Monsieur Legros was presented to her as
her fature busband ; and she smiled « very
pretty litde smile, and wade the set dittle
speech Lier mother had tuught ber with so charm-
ing a grace, that Legros was enchanted. Blanche
was cliarming ; she was tall and slight: her
fure was a perfect ovall her complexion clear

and white ; her eves very large an:d dark brown,

fringed with thick dark lashes--ay thick and
long at each end of the eyvelid an in the centre ;
her dark liatr was cut short on the forehead, in
the fashion of the day: the mouth beautiinlly
shaped, tender, mobile, womdronsly sweet in
expression, but betraving semething of childi~h-
nes- and immaturity, which betitted ber ~even.
teen years. R

That Sunday afternoon at Blois was the day
preceding the wedding, and Rlanche snd her
mother were seated together for the last ume
lHstening o the band. :

** That is Jean's violin,” said Blanvhe, tonch-
ing her mnother’s hand.  * Listen, mamma.”

They sat on a bench, Madamse Benot stout
in black silk, Blapche all in whitr; anla
violin solo was played in the orchestra.

** He phovs well, thelittle Jean,” aaid Mad.
ame Benoit, complacenty. ** Thy cousin has
talent, Blanche.”

Yes, he was playing well, the poor boy, -
plasing on his own heart-strings this »vening ;
for wus pot Blanche to he married to-morrow,
und what should he have to live for—he, the
forlorn collegian of nivetern—when his fair
cousin was gove ! And she never guessed it.
Alss, poor Jean !

The solo ended, there was upplaus-. He fan-
¢ted he could hear her little Bands joising in
the applaase, and he stole away wut of the
group of musicians, and came and stowd beside
her wist{ully.

By-and-by an evening breeze began to stiv
the river: it became chilly; Madame Bauoit
rose.

“Jh, uot vet, not ver, manuns,” said Blanche,
regretfully. ¢ I shouldlike to linger yet a little
while.” ,

““Then go to paga, my child. § must go in
to be in time for the omnibus that comes from
the train. ] cannot neglect my possible tra.
vellers ;" and she hurried away., Blanche went
over to the purapet where her father stood.

“We are going to take a walk, ignonns,”
he said,— ¢ Monsienr Logros and |,

¢ Perhaps Mademoiselle Blanche would wish
to come with us ! said Legros, courteously,
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““We are enchanted.”

¢ But how about our eonversation aud busi-
ness, man cher 7 said Monsicar Benoit,

© See ! gaid Jean, adsascing magerly. ©If
these messieurs will allow it, [ will walk with
my cousin ; we will follow you : we shall con-
verse ; we will pot interrupt you; we shall be
happy.” :

There was 2 pathetic ring in the last words of
the boy that struck Legros. He looked at him
keenly, and then at Blanche ; but he only said,
Lriefly, ** Smut,'" and they started on their wallk.

On the opposite side of the river lay the little
suburb of Blois, which is called Vienne, It is
an insignificaut little place, lying in a tlat, low
country, intersected with open ditches,  Quite
across these flat fields ran 4 long spine formed
by a narrow road on an vmbankment, just suth.
ciently wide to allow of trees being planted on
each side of it ; the renk grass and thick bushes
growing up the sides of the embankment shut
in this little road, and made it very quiot and
green.  The views now and then through u gap
tn the tiees and undergrowth were charmingly
pretty, showing picturesque old Blois, with itu
piled-up buildivgy aud high stepm ; the river

below ; behind, the wide country, and u jow
crimson streak of setling sun.

“The last time, the last time !’ said Jean
1 8 low earnest whisper, us the two followed
the elder men at a short distance behind.

*¢No, no: not the last time. Many aund
many & time shall we pace this promenade
again,” said Blauche, gaily.  Only to the boy
it was the very last time.

Beautiful yellow dragon-flies flitted scross
their path.  One alighted ou Blanche’s white
gown, and she bad leisure duritg one brief
second to admire it.  Then bright blue buttes-
flies, brilliant as a patch of sky, flitted to amld
fro. A little damp, and very green, with a
faint sweet smoll of marshy plants below, this
walk was a perfect paradise for lovely and rare
insects.

Monsteur Benoit and Legros recked no: ol
the brilliant insect-world, save when a blunder-
ing common dragon-ily in bis steel-blue armr
bounced against Monsieur Benoit's fuce cansiug
hitn to emit a hasty expression of impatience.
They were deep in business. [t was a subjuet
that Lad been, so to speak, already talked
thread.bare; but this terrible Cawille Legros
would come back to it sgainand again. Blanche
would have an excellent dot after her father's
death ; but till that occurred, unothime-*“not
one sou,” said the good man energeticadly.

“ But we, wy good friend,” urged Legros
over and over again, ‘I am nearly as old as thee,
and we are not eitherof us old ' M foi, nol teli
you twa thousand franes xew would be of more
value than twenty thousand after yon are no
more,”’

“No, no; ask me no more.  After ull, my
friend, this grand atfiir of your at St l)i;livr. it
is bat a speculation : and if it fail, you will then
have this snug little neat-egz of Blanche's to
fall back upon. I know what Lamabout-—et o7

“ Less than this has broken o marriage, o
chier,” said Legroy, somewhat gloomily.

“ Break it brouk it Only 1t must be done
to-night, my friend,” said Monsieur Benoit,

¢ Tomorrow it will be too hute ;77 and he §\rn-
creded to Hght a fresh cigar.  Legros walked an

thoughtfully tor a few steps. He was afratd to
+how how he longed to ebtain possessiun of same
of the promised money, orhiow valuable it winld
bie to him at this woment.

*A truce o joking,” he wadd suddeniy, ol
jug his brow. I you are Gletarmined, thete
is o mare 1o be sald. Break oif the marniage!
Peste? With me it s beeotae an athur of the
heart.”

*“And when vou have ouce conver-od wath
Bianene, it wili e still wmere w0, " eried her
father enthustastically, 1 koow 3t s not
rhiqueite, but woald you liketo walk hioige with
her now 17

1 shoull,”” sabl Legros, smiling s littled
Monsieur Bepott turn=4 roand - ““Jean, Jeon,
my hoy.”

Jean  joined dim, and he passed his arm
through nis and walked an.  Mausienr Legres
stepped hack, and placed himeeif by the side of
his voung betrothed.  ** You are fond of fow
ers ¥ he sadd, observing that Ler hawis were
full of thent.

“ Ys, moasieur,”’

S Taere are lower<at N:o Didier, and 1 oan
plantiog them, making gardeny wverywhore.”

** Yes, mousteur.””

* Huve vou ever bestinway {rom Bloisx !

** No, monsteur.”’

¢ Then you cannol imagine St. Didier. All
is uew, new, new.  None of those crumbiing
strests amd mouldy baildings. Al is {resls and
bright, and the honsos are vy gay - some
painted pink, and some green and white, Aud
there is a caxine, which will he very gay when
the pluce is {uil of bwatadres,  Ree, hers are the
plans,” and he drew o roll from his pocker,
** That is the great hotel, and there i the Rug-
lisk church with a apire, and here i an artist'y
wtudio ; and on the pliffs gay villas, with gacton.
runnipg down to the sea”

1t must b charming -charming, man-
sieur,”

“What are they doing, Jeau ' asked Mon-
sieur Benot, pressing the arm of hisx young
cousin. 1t wonld not te disereet for e to
leok, but thou—-thou mayst look.”™

What were they doing ! Jean’s heart faileld
him, for he thought of what he Limself would
have been doing—whispering honeyed words,
stealing loving looks from ahy, downeast eves,
With bint impatiroce he looked hack.

“*Ah, bah!” he said, ** You may luok,
monsieur, without the smallest indiserstion.
He is explaining to her the plans of St Disljer.”

CHAPTEY 11

The courtvard of the ** Pie Blanche wauy
very gaily decorated the next woraing--searlet
cloth over the pavement, festonus of leaves aml
lowera all round the windows, and u wmagnifi-
cent motta in searlet and white over the arch.
way leading into the street.  The bridal parnty
bad been to the Mairie ut eight o’clock in the
worning, after which they returned to the
hotel, to emerge in full splendour at halt-past
ten,

All the busy laughing and chattering ceased
when the procession wan formed. Thev went
two and two,—~the bride and her father at the
head, Blanche dressed all in white, with her
flowing veil hiding her blushing face ~all the
other relations arm-in-artn behind ;  three
bride’'s-waids each with  her cavalier | the
mother leaning on an uncle ; all the frisnds |
the ladies dressed in the height of the Inshion -
fawn-colonred silk, cream-coloured satin and
brawn, Bismarck encagé, pricue de Monsienr,

noir corbean, sany v beuf. —all varietiex of
colours ; their hair frizzed, their heeln two
inches high ;— the geutleman in full evening
dress, cut-awny coats, white waistcoats, wud
wloves, with exynisite bowquets in their button.
holes.

As the last of them paxsed under the srchway,
the two old waiters who were left behind each
ficked the nupkin in his hand with e somewlt
discontented tlick.

1 wish aeddemoiselle was not going o
far off, Battiste,” said the younger of the twy,
who might be sixty. “Ohlal la! we whali
miss her sweet face.” ** Yeu,"” snswered Battiste
ruefully, ' Aud her monsiear ix a queer sort
of wan, never gives one a look or v word, wnl
ity up night after night over hix aceounty ke
one that ix not certain which side the balane
will He.””

* Unaph teewell, the old * Piv Bianche’ wil}
be romething solid for wad’dewoisdle 1o fa)
back upon, anyhaw ; we dn well, Aeia

Up the narrow pieturesgie streets, ap hhs
of stairs, mounting the hidl, the procession ar
last vemchwl the cathedeal, With one of e
hride’s.matds leaning ow his arm, s simpering
girl in blue, came Jean, and as he walked hois
heart grow leavier,  When they renched the

rent weslern door he eonbl bear 1t ne Tonger,
ﬁ» could not see Blanche glven away to thia
stranger ~-it woubl break his besrt, There wuy
a patse at the entrance, eongratulating friend.
pressing round, and aong them Joan Altpped
away, leaviag the wgerieved bride’s-madd o Jy
as Yt b mmight.

The euthedrd wtands on one heaghe
pivtarespae obl fown, and on ettt
the castle. Behiud the cathedrad 1 g .
treo-shadowed odd garden, with prricpoet {rom
wineh to view the lawn bendath, the towing
Loive, the great gleomy walls of the
de Biois,  The old teen prew elos
and even with thelr young sprimg b
s thick trapenetrablo shade, The g
ald e wogs cabledd s b whien e
it with hia woae heart, there o
rotoad preats [RETRAETY i alieys
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The sun ~hee b shiine oo s weldingday
trae, and v wan JL
day o b s iy impertan
whitee on deor ieet cntey inte fier e home, and
s, nnfortunstely, it odnl net. The
minied forabvnt g week at Blois o
seetned tuterminabile to the
fl0 38 @ grivvitie Wante o
urinted disepresintment, happitess, and g
to Blanche,  She was dovadiuily atrad of b
i, never aatielently at ease with him o
Have any insoght wato berred chacaeter

intedienes wf her Julpnents and

Her conversation was limite L 1o

irs, hier penarks tooanteriections, He
w3 plans all davoving vent to ks
vivid deseriptions of the charms ai S0 Didier,
that Bianehe formed a mnost bridlant conception
of what her vew bowe would be: and tnding
that that siabject plensed hitm begt, grew Dol
ennugh to sk g fes Yatthering questions abow
i, Unlnekily the guestions were not easy to
answer. Forinstaner . © Wil it not be dishonlt
to have any privacy amoeng all these peaple,
monsienr 1 She had vet to learn that the peopl
wers still to como, Then, "1 am gad my new
gow s were made s moch a frosede. Who sets
the fashion at 8t Didier, wonsienr ¥ and <o an,
- Monsienr Legros, Blastering a Bittie, and 1alk.
ing of the comung “*sewson’ aud the present
dead time of Lhe year.

Blanehs had ona of those clinging natares
wha cannot Hve without loving sowme one. A
wvery bew goenthe words, a very little atfection,
fromn her husband in the firgt dayva of their wiar-
tiape, sutliced 1o tmake her love b bt it was
with a timid, deprecating love, easily subadned,
awld very shinukiug.

owas a grev, clondy, windy day when the
bride firal saw her new hame. The journey was
a trdious one, with many changes. Blanche hait
wept bitterly on leaving ber home and her
pavents for the tirst time. Her head ached 5 she
wax conftised by the aunkoown bustle of travel
ing, atul longed, ponr child, for a Kiss and &
kind word ; byt Lagrns was not a demonst tative
mnn. She took refuge in the thought of the
charms of the new home, and of the welcome
that nwaited her from Madame Berthe, her hus.
band’s mother, whe lived with him, and had
hitherto imaneged his bouschold,  They reached
the station, transferred themselves and their
haguage to a very shabby-looking one-horse
omnibus, and wore noon started on their way.

The country was lat and green, with no in-
teresting features whatever, By.and-hy, as they
drove on, it grew colder and colder, A sharp
north wind blowing over the sea, thers was a
fresher sinel] nyd taste in the air ; but Blanche
wis xo tired that she could harlly keep nwake,
and her eyes closed again and again.  Mounsieur
Legros showed her some little tendorness then.
He pat his s round her, and drew a shawl
over her knees, wnd looking at the pale, besu-
tiful little face which almout rested on his
shoulder, fejt & thrill of gratification and pride.
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