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?‘*?/_z-}i«‘TER THE LESSONS; the ballucinations of my iflness, and I did not | away. My sunny France knows me no mote,| Marie? Only in the darkness grief is easier to | ¢ We have got into our old quaﬂ‘;]somg ways
turn. Then the soft, rustling step gave it a | monsieur. bear.’

OR,
TRUE LOVE REQUITED,

CHAPTER [ll.—~(CONTINUED.)

She was beside me again, the lamp-light fall-
ipg full upon her bright fushed face aod thick
dark hair.  There wasa delicate white rose be-
hind ber ear, aud I remember locking at that,
that only, as she stood tiere, while [ feft how
far apart we should be ia a few mioutes.

¢ Would they bave made way for me, do you
ihick, medemorselle ¥
, ¢Youused to do that for yourself,’ she re-
plied. .

¢] am older vow, Mis Souve, and pot 50 ex-

tant,

#¢Ism sorry, said she. ¢Hope isa good
companion for us ail. How did I sing wy
soag ¥

s Better ; you were more atfentive to my -
struction than in the old time.” -

¢Now, this is extraordioary I' said she. ‘I
expected you to be filled with remorse for hav-
ing yudged uofairly of my singing, and ready with
bjeet apologies ; aud here you are atinibuting
my success 10 2 few angry words of your own.’ ,
- ¢Yon seem to be appreciating your success,

I smd. _

«Iam revelling m the voice of publc ap-
plaute,’ she replied. ¢Do you thiok there will
be anythiog 10 'whe pewspapers about a certain
talented young Frenchwoman? Don’t you hate
the French? )

¢ You are very bappy to-mght, mademoiselle,’
T said, ‘aod very indiffereat to your Father-
land.’ .

¢‘The world is the fatberland I cloim, mon~
sieur. It seems to me, she said, with her saucy
smile, ¢ that 1t was made for me to enjoy.’

¢ Not more,’ said I, as the cab drove up to
the door, ¢ than for me trevjoy ; and 1f that is
parder to me for your sake, 1t 1s my own fault.?

As I went down the steps, I could hear that
some one had sought and claumed ber, and ber
soft rich voice was lost to me as I drove away
in the darkness.’

CHAPTER 1V,

Coristmas came, and 1 spent the usual tiro
days at home, as I always called my mother’s
cottage ; then the old life went on, with s
daily work. I rose higber and bigber 1 my pro-
fession, and I took my first voluntary rest—
surely & pawnful ove for the ficst—in arder to be
with my mother in her illness. She epent most

 of the spriag 1o patn and sufferiog ; but when the

wummer fAowers hlossomed, a father’s band closed
the tired eyes. Then my mster came to me and
bnghten'ed my lovely rooms until another sum-
mer had passed, and her soldier-cousin won ber
jrom me. Ihad watchea the vessel out of sight

‘bearwg away all who loved me; gad I turped

away with a bitter cry in my heart—¢ Wty do
I work and work ?— for whom?  Who eares for
ny success or for my failure? Who will be
glad if 1 am fonous 2 T will leave the wean-
some race, for the loneliness 15 too unbearable,’
Fyen as I cried, God took the power from
me, o just puoisbment for my rebellion, and an-
swered in His own time to my thankless ques-
tion. For seven weeks from that day I layin
my lonely room, il aud helpless. They sad
that T bad taken serious cold on that hasty
night )ourney from Laverpool, W!nen I look
back upon those troubled Lours, I think 1 see a
plainer cause for those dreary puns that folloyr—
ed. Many and meny a time I longed to die;
but-God was too pitiful to hear my discontented

. prayer, ‘There were violets and snowdrops in
~_my room when [ could at last crawl down, and
" such a warm bright air of spring, that I felt glad
" and happy with the feeling of returning hife.

So each day I came down and sat at my win

" dow, o0 ill too read, thiking, thnking of hope-

less, far-away things, spite of my kud pbystcian’s

_warning.

One day 98 I sat thus, mith my back to the

~ door, looking out over Lhe glistening'rovfs of
/i trles to the spring sky beyond, my servant qmeﬂ!
* snnounced ¢ Miss Souve. '

Tn my bewilderment I fancied it was one of

reality : and my only feeling was that I dare not
show the paleness of my face. The traling
dress swept by me, and some one pasting me
turped to look into my eyes; the bright, youth~
ful face unchaoged, yet saddened by something
more than the sombre ‘mourning bonoet.

¢ [avalids, 1 know, have a horror of bouoets?
ahe said, ¢ especially this shape; so, if you
please, I wi!l dispense with mine while [ stay.’

The ckildish, unaffected greeting, the old frank
shake of the hand, put me at my ease a little,
though now the red bad flushed b my cbeeks,
and made me long to hide my face, while I could
oot take my eyes from ber,

+ You are less handsome than you were, mon-
steur,’ she continued,

I don’t know whether she koew t, but if she
bad been tender and pitying in bher words, I
should bave broken dowo in those first few mo-
ments ; but when she came to me as the dear
ald pupil of six years ago, with the old, pretty,
wilful ways, I met ber on her own ground, and
grew atroog and bappy 1o her presence. Ilhe
look of sorrow that sometimes crossed her
changing face was sympathy enough for me, and
did not uoman me as words would bave done.’

sieur,’ she repeated.

¢ Yes, mademorselle, said I, ¢that was the
ficst thiog T discavered whea I begau to thik
about myself agan.’

¢ And what was the second ?’ she asked.

¢ That I was changed in nothing slse, was
my reply.

¢ Aod so you bave now began to thick about
yourselt again, eaid Marje. * Is there any one
else to do that too ¥

¢ Several kind friends came to see me,’ 1 re-
plied, ‘and I am well taken care of—too well
1 bave sometime thought.’

¢ But you do not thiok sa now,’ she said.

¢ Mo, oot now,” I repled.

¢ Ab !’ said she, ¢ your smile makes you look
young agawn.’

¢ But take away the smile, and I am a very
old looking man, mademoiseile.’

¢ T should grow very wan and haggard with a
two months® illness, acd bear it very badly, too,
she said, touching her smooth cheek with ber
little white band. ¢ Bodily suflenog pulls one
down quicker than meatal, does it oot ¥’

¢ Da you kaow much of either ? T asked.

¢ More than you think, moosieur,’ she rephed ;
¢ rmore than you will ever kaow.
¢ Tt 18 very bard to believe this, Miss Souve;
you have always seemed so gay and radiaat.’

¢Don’t say ¢ seemed,’ please, as if Ihida
breaking heart bebind a laughing face,’ shere
phed ; ¢ I never did that, believe me, i always
had bope ; and, as you say, Hope agrees with
me. Why do you look so comical.’

¢ T was wondering how you managed to make
her, ot aoy one, agree with you so entirely.’

¢ Because I am provoking ?* said she. * Thagk
you, monsieur—complimentary as neual.’

¢ Muss Souve, tel! me how to da ity [ smd;
how to make my hfe plessant and brnght like
your own,’

Gently turning aside iy question she touched
ber black dress.

¢ My life said she, ‘has had a shadow too
nnce 1 saw you,’

¢ But you looked up,’ I said, *and found the
brightness then.’

$Yes,1 bope so, she rephed; ¢but my fa-
ther’s death was a sore (rial, monsieur.’

¢ Your father I 1 exclaumed.

¢ Yen, he died a few months after that concert.
You remember.’ '

bered.

4 That 1swhy { am 10 England again, she
continued. '

¢ 1 am very, very sorry to bear this 1 said,—
¢ Did 1t break up your beme, mademoiselle 7’

¢ Entirely,” she replied.

possession. I dic not love his chosen wife ; so,

‘when he marr:ied, and brought ber home, I came

T did not taterrupt her to say if T remem~

¢ The property was
al) entailed, and of course my step-brother took

¢ Aad ~where——1"

know—very bappily ; more happidy than mos

penniless girls,’

¢ Ob, mademorselle, that is not true

¢ That [ am penniless,” sad she.
Why not ?*

¢ ] canuot realize this,! I said.

¢ Is it se bard,’ she asked,

cotld scarcely bide, nnd a trembling, thankful
prayer went up,

¢ Sir Robert Winter 1s very kind to me,’ she
continued ; ¢ though he 13 only my step-mother’s
father — my grandfather ooce removed, as I
called bim—and I sball be very sorry to leave
bim.?

* And when do you leave him,” I asked.

* Oh, T doa’tstop to thunk,’ said Marie. ¢ Why
should I distress myself by tears for the future,
Time enough when 1t comes.’
¢ You will marry, T suppose, mademoiselie.’
*Perhaps T may.’

§ They used to call you the heress at Mus
Berry’s, if you remember.’
¢ Did they ?’ she laughed ber old merry laugh ;

* You are less handsome than you Were, mon- | ¢ there 13 no dependence to be placed on human| are waiting 7' said Marie, starting. ¢ bad for-

prospects. But { too always thought I was an
bewress, and at this moment T am peopiless. No,
pot that; I have a few small cows. Tlows the
mighty Roman empwe follen! 1 dare say you
will coptradict me if T say 1 do mot care; but!]
do not.?
¥ had riten, and was leaniag against the wio-
dow, looking down upor her, aad I spokeat
last.
¢ In a few mioutes,” said I, ¢ when you have
left me, and my room ts dark and cheerfess
again, T wmill for ever put my dreams away, out
of sight, through all the years to come. But
pow, Marie, while you are bere beside me, I
must speak at last. For so maoy years bave I
loved you with a deep, undyiog love; for so
crany years bave I loved you o spite of sense
and reason ; for 8o many lonely years havel
loved you as a man cao oever [ove but once ;
for so many loog aod hopeless years havel
loved you only, as I must love you still through
all the years fo come ; that——Marie, it has
overpowered me 2t last—strong as I thought
myself. Marie, look up and stop me, for 1 dare
oot tell you all the strength aad passion of my
fove, though the thought that you are lopely toe
has drawn it from me. Pity me! dearest and
best 1z all the world, fook up and tell me you
forgive me.
But ber head drooped lower and lower as I
ponred out my burming, passionate love. Quietly
at last she covered her face with ber bands, and
rematoed so minute after minute—so pitifsl, T
thought, to see my hopeless, useless earnestness,

¢ Marie,” I said, very slawly, for each word
was drawn from me in very pais, ¢ do not speak
if you would rather not. 1 understand, and wil
not vex you more, The love I give to you cannot
be thrown away, and I am ouly sorry 1 have
pammed you by tethog you of at. £ do not fear
the Life before me, though spentalope. Dear
Marie, many mes have suffered more than L—
Do sot grieve tor me. You bave often said
that men ought to be able be bear anytbing, sad
7 am ready to bear this #3 a mao should. Ican
stand my owb, but not your sorrow, dearent,’

She was crymg with low, stifled sobs, and I
felt 28 if 1y beart would break to see her pityiog
me 0.

¢ Miss Souve,’ I said, n an uonatural trem-
bling voice, tthere js a carrage at the door,
waiting of course for you. ~Shall 1 sead word
you are commg presestly.’

1 left the room to prevent the servant from
coming 1, apd crept in again slewly—wondering

and well as ) bad tbought; Manie bad not
stirred, aud T stood beside ber and gently laid
my hand oo bers; then she looked up, ber eyes
soft and bright through ber tears. -

¢ You wish me to go,’ she said.

¢ Where am I livieg ?* she interpreted. ¢ With
old friends at present—this 1s pot long ago, you

¢ Indeed it

My eeart was beating with a wild joy that I

vaguely whether [ really was prowing strong.

«Would T willingly shut out the sunchine,

told me this bad 1 been rich ¥
¢ Never,” I replied,
¢ Why,’ said she ;  would il not bave been in
that case too?’
¢ Poverty 13 proud—and hopeless,’ I replied.
*1 am not proud nor hopeless,’ she said ; ¢ so
of course T am ot poor, because, dear monsieur,
you bave Ziven me such a wealts of lave. How
can I give you wealth for poverty 7’
Sce had risen and stood befors me, most win-
vingie ber shy and geutie earnestuess,
¢ Will the same gift sati-fy you #’ she said ;
¢ the same love from me ?°
I dared not answer, for I dared not believe.—
I only gozed into ber eyes with wtense eager-
ness.
¢ If s0,” she said you bave it all; you bave had
it ail for a long time.
¢Ob, Marie!” It was all I could sayas[
held ber to me 1n a long and close embrace that
gave me strength and bope and courage fora
life to come. *©God sent you to me oa this day,
my love, and Him [ thaok.?
Some minutes after that the silence was broken
by the unpatient stamping of the horses below.
¢ Wky don’t you remiod me that the horses

t

gotten them. I bave been bere a fong time, and
you have asked me nothing.’

¢ Nothing, Mane, I said.

¢ No—nothing practical and semsible, she re-
phed.

1 Wil cow,’ a1l I,
was 1.’

¢ By the dnuouyncement made at St James
Hall, when you were too ill to play as adver-
tsed. * Go oo/’ :
¢ When shall [ see you again, dearest 1*

¢ That 1% aot pracheal, said she, ¢soI don'l
aoswer.’

¢ May I call ugon Sir Robert ?

¢ Yes,? said she. Good-bye. Iam afraid [
have nat forwarded your recovery.’

¢ More thao that, daching,’ 1 replied.

My first drive was ta Square, and T was
ushered ioto the room where I bad writtenin
my foneliness that night thet seemed so long
age. I told my story frankly and humbly te
Sir Robert Winter. The change my darling’s
love had made in me must have been very evi-
dent, for be begon to speak of 1t oace or twice,
theo corrected himself, ile heard me patiently,
then warmly shook me by the haud.

¢ How &id you know 1

¢ T have perfect laith in Marie’s judgment and

taste,” he said, ¢ and am confident of her hap-

pioess and your own.’ After some further con-

versation he said, ratber suddenly, ¢ You know

of course that Mademoselle Souve wilf be very

rich.’

¢ 1 know bow rich she will be,’ I smiled. ¢ She

told me Ler fatber left her penmless.’

¢ So be did, of course,’ replied Sir Robert.—

¢ Everybody knew he would; but she ismy
hewress, 26d will be a wealthy little womar at my

deatb. Dud she nat tell you this 7’

My beart had saok as I replied, ¢ Indeed she
did not.’

# The little jade I’ said he. ¢ Still, iz is but
right that you should koow ; pot, 1’m sure, that
either of you will wish to basten the ime of her
inberitance, I will call bpr

He was kind to leave’ me then. My brain
was throbbing, and I had bardly realized my
position when Marie came gently up to me.

* Ob Marie,’ said T, ¢ you should have told me
this. T dared not have—

¢ You dared not bave taken my love, for fear
that you should have tad to take my great ex-
! pectatinns, t0o,’ said she ; © then let us both go.

¢Onc quesiion, monsieur; would you have

again,’ saud 1.

* You mean we have fllen out,’ said Marie,

¢ Mademoselle,’ said I, 51 shall be calling
you to your music lesson if you defy me so.’

* You will aot 1ospire awe into oy tmid na-
ture, as in those old times,” she replied.

¢ But I made a (ruitless efort then,’ T teplied ;
‘but hard words were my only saleguard, Marie.
You shall hear no more 30 loog as we are spared
to each other.’
I whispered the words in my deep thankful-
ness; but she apswered quickly ¢ Never mind
promising me that, With all tiis new hap-
pivess, 1 cannot efford to lose my dear old mas—
ter—dear even taen, moastedr.’
‘ Mademoselle Souve 15 a tong name? I
sighed.
¢ The old * monsieur’ comes &o naturally,” she -
laughed back at me. ¢ Apything else seems
strange to me just yet, George.’
The pretiy little hesitating lips were caught.
¢ If the * old monsieur’ comes so naturally to
you, Marie, you ougat to cowme very naturally
to the ¢ old monsieur.” Is be very old 7
¢ Just your old way of misinterpreting my
words,” said Marie. ¢ Now ! will confess you
looked like about eightp-two when I came to
you.
‘Aad now?’
Sbe looked up at me guizzically,
* Well, not so accient now; but they must
have been very deluded when they said here taat
you bad a beautiful face.?
I laughed a proud litte faugh, for I kpew
that she did not care that they were wrong.
Markaart Howaro.

THE TREACHEROUS GUIDE.

On a fine evening 1n spring, a atrapger, mount -
ed on a noble-looking horse, passed slowly over
the snow-white lime~stone road leading throwgh
the Black Iorest 1o Baden, from the village of
Glasherete to Neustadt.

Although the horse champed bis bit, and
showed by the'quick fashing of his eye that he
was more than aaxwus to quicken his pace, his
master beld him to a slow walk, Whepn the
rider was not speaking (o his borse, be speat his
tme in observing critically every httle footpath
which wound through the forest, and every rush.
ing brook whick swept by, and although he
seemed to have a very sharp fook-out for these
things, it was noticeable that neither the grant
trees, nor the golden rays ot the setting sun, at-
tracted his attention.

As be rode along, he looked thoughtfully at
tbe grouvnd, but his meditattons, judging from tke
expression of his face, were not brought abaut
by the grandeur of the sceue, or the strange and
awful stillness of the place.

Just as the sun was gomg to rest, the stranger
fouad bimself oo the summit of ¢ Hoechte,” a
spot famous for. beiog the ghest cultivated fand
on the face of the globe. Dowa the opposite
side of this il he passed, when, finding bimself
withio a few rads of a ddapidated building, stand-
wg alone by the roadside, and bearing a weatber-
beaten sign board, upon which were scrawled
the ¢ Gasthous zum Hirech’ (Deer Hotel), he
drew rein as he said :

¢ This must be near the spot, surely, I'll stop
bere for a while, and see what [ can learn from

¢ wienih,' (landlord).

He thereupon dismounted and entered the
parlor of the oo, where Le sat down before a -
smell table. He bad no sooner taken his seat
than the landlord made bw appearance, with
what was intended to be a bland smile upon his
countenance. He rubbed his bands good-
bumoredly too, but somehow or other those ap~-
pendages played a trick upon him also, for in

+ Hush ¥ said I; ¢ this is cruel.’
¢ No,” said Marie, ‘you are cruel to say 1;
ought to be content mitk wealth, and teave the
love for otbers.’

* Dearest,” said T, ¢ I think [ shall wake pre-~
sently to find all this a dream.’

¥ Wake to your old batred of the French,
sad Mare. :

T silenced the laughing lips.

chafing each they gave the beholder an unplea—
sant sensation of chokiog in the throat. His
face and his hands belied him, however, far ne-
body but an bonorable, upright imnkeeper could
bow so lowr, and with such becoming grace as he
did when be entered the stranger’s presemce
and said : '

¢ How cao I serve you, meinbeer 77

“See to my horse outside,’ replied (he guest




