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g“ Roj, and he was utterly at a loss to compre-
egud the ove:whelming suspicions which flash-
In l:pon him. Was Ernest really the guiity man?
dos be midst of his reverie the gendarme he had

Patched upon the trail of the female in the

“l‘e velvet bonnet, suddenly returned.

Who is she, Colin 7" asked the Prooureur,

s 8te, as the spy re-entered the apartment.
I could ascertain nothiug, moosieur.”
- 0?” asked the officer, disappoiuted.

No, monsieur. I proceeded instantly, agree-
0 your orders, to the street; but no living
?:0& was in sight, save the night-patrol upon

oorners, above and below the house. They
been there fifteen minutes, and no one had
ade I have searched in all directions, in-
and outside, but no such person as you

be can be found.”

1t is very singular; you may retire, Colin,”

the procureur; and he turned again to the
Surious letters upon his table, which he perused
to More, in deep thought. The name affixed
the firat was that of his own son. He had
the absent from Bome since the rendering of
m‘ﬂdlct againat Edmund Dufonte, and none
W where he had gone. The fathers heart sank
Yithin him, as he contemplated the frightful
Lof nis ohild; but his sense of justice re-
ed him that efforts must be put forth at
% (0 save the innooent. -

The casket had evidenily been opened by the
iginal recipient of it, two days eariier than
l"‘mlmi had intended. But the Procureur had
B0t forgotien the words of his mysterious visitor
¥ho aseured him that a failure with him would

an appeal to the King. In this contingency,
W86 life of his own son would be pertlled by the
Usclosure; as it was, he might save both Ed-
:“nd and Ernest. The lady in the blue velvet

Onet would call at ten in the morning,

b:’ direction ot Monsleur Fuegare, a watch had
l\mn Posted at the entrances of his mansion, and
an hour before ten o’clack the doors of the
;::‘denoo of the Procureur were blocked by the
m’“ﬂ of faithful spies, who were charged with
duty of observing whence the strange visitor

e who had takenso deep an interest in the
of Edmund Dufonte. The clock struck ten
M last; no being was in sight of the guard;
door of the Procureur’s study was secured

A% usual, and the nearest gendarme approached
the latter for an instant, to be certain of the
Wwhen he most unexpectedly discovered the

e female standing before the entrance.
Alarmed at the absence of Monsieur, and evi-

Olly fearing the result, she turned quickly to
;"“ guard, exolaiming, I would see Monsieur
L] reur.’”’

“ Eater, madam,” said the soldier, instantly
OPening the door with his private key. « Mon-
%our wiil soon return.”

And five minutes afterwards the Procureur

Wade his appearance, covered with dust. He
Jjust returned from s private interview with
Majesty the King.

“ Now, mousieur,” exclaimed the lady, in an
Sarnest, but trembling tone, «the hour has
Srrived ! Tell me what is to be the fate of Ed-
mund Dafonte t" ’

‘‘ No power, madam, short of the King's, can
:VO the man condemued to death, by the laws

Prance, for the frighifal crime with which
Dutonts 12 now charged.”

“He is innooens, monsleur,” repeated the girl,

" How came you in possesslon of those letters,
Mm?" .

“I have no time, monsteur, to waste in an.
_VOving questions. His Majesty is at Versailies,
:‘llour answer decides my ocourse. A carriage

Walts me, even now, within a stone’s throw of
the door; and unless you bid me hope, within
X Dext hour the case will be laid before the

Ug. 8peak, monsieur, and quickly!” con-
u’:“ﬁ the stranger, impetuously.

» Youﬁwul at least inform me, madam, how

“Sufioe 1t, Monsieur Fuegare, that the papers
% genuine, I recelved from Edmund late last
:‘&“ the casket enclosing the origluals, as &
The memento of his devotedness to her he loves,

Parting gift was accompanied by his most
tan( tive request and injunction that its con.
' should not be exposed until atter his execu.
h.n‘o-dw; and even theu, that no eyes, save
'N‘O whom it was addressed, should ever know
'm.xho box contained. Curiosity, despair—
me Ver you may deem if, monsieur-——urged
ih.“ once to examine it. Idid s0; you know
MW" ; you are aware, monsieur, how deeply
&rs conocerned in this matter, and I would

what am I to hope for?

Mo?—I concerned, madam ? * stammered
.;,:M who signs the first letter, s your

o ‘Monsieur 1 7 oontinued the mysterious
» 0 & subdued tone of volce. ¢ You may
mM--you must save Edmund Dufonte!
‘‘monasjeur! time presses!” added the
; and she moved to depart.
for the best, madam,” said the Pro-
du. Roi; and the hand of the maiden
W, towards the door of the studio.

® shall meet again at two o’clock, mon-

L, ed the stranger : and the blue bonunet
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followed her to the street, around
Bhe sprang into a caleche, and dashed
"amnl pursuit—the gendarme not being
$0 follow the conveyance, '
ureur du Rol had discovered the peril
%on; ho was oonvinced, from these and
t'::'“‘lmﬂ-_&nm now within his knowledge,
°f°Em. was no fictlon; he felt that the
Thest might readily be made manifest,
suffered no unnecessary delay to
the morning, after perusing the letter,
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ere he communicated with his Sovereign, who
confided in the Procureur most implicitly.
Besides, the almost unparalleled generosity of
Edmund towards his friend called loudly upon
Monsieur to ald him in his present trying
emergency. But who was the mysterlous girl in
the blue velvet bonnet?

In the meantime, Edmund had resigned him-
self to his fate. He knew hisinnocence, though
he was found undoubtedly guilty by the law,
which had condemned him upon circumstantial
evidence; but the weapon was found in his
-hand the moment the victim fell: and he could
not avoid the flnal crushing result. But his
conscience was free from compunction—he had
saved a ly-beloved friend from death, and
he was contént. He bade adieu to his relatives
at last—he was left alone with a priest, and a
few minutes afterwards the flnal summons
came,

The cheek of Edmund Dufonte was pale, but
his step was comparatively firm, his head erect,
as he passed along the gloomy corridor of his
prison. He advancad to a court-yard—a flle of
gendarmes accompanied him in silent march,
and turning an angle beyond his prison.house,
he suddenly beheld the scafford. For aninstant,
Edmund halted—faltered—for the terrible sight
almost overpowered him.

« Forward ! ” said the executioner, irmly ; and

the prisoner walked on without further apparent
emotion.
Five minutes before two o'clock, a carriage
rolled up to the prison door, from which emerg-
ed the tall form of a gentleman, who instantly
galned admittance to the scene within. The sen-
tinels presented arms as he passed the portal.
It was Monsieur Fuegare, the Procureur du Roi.
And following immediately, there came a
caleche, from which there emerged & young
female. She presented a signet ring to the
guard, who quickly gave way, as she rushed by
them. It was the stranger in the blue velvet
bonnet.

Edmund Dufonte mounted the scaffold, the
priest pronounced a final prayer, the lookers-on
murmured an expression of pity for the hand-
some youth who was 80 soon to suffer for asup-
posed crimae, and the hand upon the dial polnted
to one minute of two o'clock,

The Procureur du Roi rughed along the avenue;
he came in view of the scaffold; and he bore in
his hand a white parchment, .

# Quick ! ” screamed a volce behind him j and
turning, he beheld the form of his midnight
visitor, who hurried down the path.

« Hold ! ” shouted the Procureur du Rol, as he
advanced rapidly to the foot of the platform,
and beheld the headsman about to execute the
duty of his office. The clock struck two.

« A reprieve! A pardon from the King!” ex-
claimed the officer in command, seizing the
document from the hand of the Procureur du
Rol; and a wild shout of congratulation arose
from the sympathizing maultitude.

The arms of the prisoner were quickly releas-
ed—his pardon was pronounced—the crowd rent
the alr with their enthusiastic hurrahs—and
Edmund Dufonte sprang from fhe scaffold to
embrace the form of his deliverer—the myste-
rious visitor of Monsieur Fuegare.

The Procureur da Roi insisted that the gene-
rous, innocent Dufonte should instantly enter bis
carriage, and prooeed with him to his own dwell-
ing, in company with her who had effected his
escape (for purposes of mutual explanation) ; and
in & few minutes the now happy lovers were
seated before Mousleur, in his private studlo.
«The detalis of this unfortunate affair are
known, I believe,” said the Procureur du Roi,
“but to ourselves, My son has disappeared—
none knows whither. This morning, before I
left with your pardon, Monsleur Daufonte, 1
recelved a missive from him, without date, con-
fessing his orime, and praying for my interven-
tion to save you. That is accomplished; and I
oongratutate you upon your escape. And now,
madam, allow me to know to whom we are all
so deeply indebted for this well-timed delivery ?”
continued he, addressing the female stranger,
earnestly. .

With a trembling hand did his gentle visitor
remove the thick veil which shadowed her fair
features from view, and restless, indeed, was the
anxious gaze of the Procureur du Rol, as he now
sought the beautiful face which had hitherto
been entirely excluded from his gaze beneath
the blue velvet bonnet. Bu :the blood rushed
from his heart; he sat tran fixed in his chair;
he could not trust his sens¢ s as he listened to
the now altered tones of tha tvolce, hitherto so
suocessfully disguised. Astoun ded, he gazed upon
the fair face, and heard the words, * Father,
forgive me!”

s Josephine ! My daughter!” said the astonish-
ed Prooureur du Roi.

« Monsieur, your pardon now!” continued
KEdmund Duafonte; and the two lovers knelt at
his feet, hand in hand.

Monsieur Fuegare saw itall. His own daughter
it was who had gained entrance so mysieriously
to his private chamber; it was his loved Jose-
phine who had seoretly favored the innocent
and generous Edmund; it was his child who
had saved her lover—who was alone the party
(beyond those immediately concerned) who was
conversant with the distressing fact relating to
the fatal encounter. The papers were destroyed,
Edmund was forgiven, and the father did not
hesitate to bless them and countenance their
intimacy. .

Poor Brnest lived to repent of his rash crime,
but he never returned to his native land. His
absence was mourned some years, and his death
was finally made known to his afiicted parents
and relatives. The generosity of Edmund was

never forgotten by the father of the really guilty

man, aod he lived to see his Josephine happy
in a union with him whose life she had so
curiously saved. In her interview with her
father, she had so disguised her voice and per-
son that no suspicions were excited; and on her
-midnight visit, Josephine returned from her
father’s studio to her own chamher, near by,
thus eluding pursuilt an that occasion. The
circumstances of the reprieve were never
publicly alluded to in the family. Edmund
made a faithful and affectionate husband-~the
father forgave the lover and the loved; but he
never forgot the appearance and the ruse of the
mysterious stranger, or the story of Josephine’s
Love,

AGNES LANE.

Agnes Lane was an orphan, dependent on the
charity of a rich uncle. Poor, and withal very
plain in face, she was neglected by the gay fash-
ionables who frequented her uncle’s bhouse and
paid obsequlous attention to her fair cousin Ger.
trude.

But Agnes had a heart—a warm, true,
womanly heart it was; but all its outgushing
affection, was thrown back upon itself. There
was within her & wild yearuing to be loved,
cherished and appreciated. However, as it was
she had but little chance of being treated with

-

cousin was near.

Gertrude Arden was beautiful, and to do her
Justice she was naturally good-hearted, but flat.
tery aund fashion had conspired to make her vain
and frivolous. Aoccustomed always to be first
in all ocircles where th& stronger sex pay
homage to the weaker, she thought not of
yielding to her humble cousin those little at-
tentions which make a woman'’s life an earthly
paradise. Gertrude never was unkind, but
thoughtless often,

Among the visitors to Mr, Arden’s splendid
mansion none were nobler, handsomer or
worthier than Eustace Clinton, the only child
of a deceased mlillionaire. Every one prophes-
ied that many moons would not wax and wane
ere Eustace and Gettrude would call each other
by a tenderer name than that of friend, and in-
deed circumstances seemed to justify the as.
sertion, for Clinton and Miss Arden were con-
stantly together, at the soclal party, the prome-
nade and the opera.

Agnes saw muoch of Clinton, neoessarily, and

admirers. Her enthusiastic soul saw in him
one whom the earthly had left uncontaminated
~one nearly aliled to the heavenly. Bhe felt
happy in his presencs ; she was glad when he
came; she sighed wheu he went away.
Graduaily ir her lone young heart there had
grown a regard for Eustace Clinton, and that
regard had deepened into an earnest, self-saocri.
fleing love, It was a strong love, pent up close
within her own bosom; it throve upon the re-
membrance of a tone, 8 look, a smile. But
Agnes would not have confessed as much to
herself; she guarded well her heart, and put a
seal upon her lips.

» L L L
The all-memorable day sacred to Saint Val.
entine was at hand.
Gertrude was wondering what would be de-
oreed to her on that important day, and in her
Jjoyous avticipation she hinted to Agnes that it
might be the betrothal ring from Eustace Olin-
ton.

Agnes felt a sharp pain at her heart, as her
::;mln said this, but hers was a face that told no

es.

Painfully that night did the poor orphan feel
her utter loneliness, when the gay, gllded mis-
sives, filled with earnest protestations for her
fair cousin, were brought in. Of course, there
was none far Agnes. ' Who would notice a poor
dependent like her?

Tears came up iu Agnes’s eyes. Not that she
had expedted any remembrance, not that she
bad oared for those simple little trifles called
Valentines ; but if there had been but one for
her 14 would. have shown that some one in the
wide world thought of her and wished to make
her happyx on-that festal day.

Gertrude
heap, deolaring petulantly that it was too bad
for Glintoun to disappoint her 8o, when 8he had
expected somfsthing exquisite from him.

Agnos wsighed softly—'twas a habit she. had
when she did not choose to reply to a remark.

Presently the door-beli rang. Gertrude sprang
forward.

¢« It is Clinton’s Valentine for me, [ know,”
she sald, triumphantly. «I thought it very
strange that he should have forgotten me,” and
she met the servant, who had repited to the
sumumons, in tbe middie of the hall. «Letters
for me, John ?” and she held out her hand.

¢ Miss Agnes Lane,” sald John, reading
from the envelope. .

# For Agnes?” ejaculated Gertrude, in sur-
prise. ¢ Lot me have it--quick, quick, John !
‘Who ocould have been sending a valentine to our
Agnes? "

Agnes had risen at the sound of her name,
and stood, crimson with emotion, just within
the parior door. .

“GHive it to me, Gertrude,” she sald, eagerly,
approaching her oousin, ¢ give 1t to me, if it is
for me.” ’

¢“Nay, my flattered little ocousin,” said the
gay beauty, laughingly; ¢ wait untii I have in.
speoted it, will you? Ah! that is no lover's
writing—-it is a lady’s chirography, evidently,
some of your delightful rustic acqualntances,

even common politeness when her beautiful {’

she thought him the noblest of all her cousin’s |

Agues, 80 you need not klushabout it,” and she
threw theletter ceniemptuously towards her,

Agnes pioked it up, and hastened to her
chamber. 1t was a dellcately enamelled enve-
lope, bore the post-mark of & neighboring town
and directed to ¢ Miss Agnes Lane,” in a fair
hand.

Agnes broke the pretty pink seal. There
was a tiny sheet of dellcate cream-colored lace-
paper, with the simple words, ¢ Ilovethee,!’
in gilt letters on & pale satin scroll. That was
all. Agnes turned it round and round, in search
for some letter or world which might reveal to
her its origin, but all was pure and stainless.

She sat down and thought. Who could have
sent it to her? Who remembered her? Was
it true that some one loved her ? Did Valen.
tines always speak truly ? And poor litile Agnes
was as happy a8 any titled countess of the im.
perial regime.

Laugh, if ye will, rosy-cheeked, bright-eyed
maidens ! who annually receive bushels of St.
Valentine’s mystic tokens, but when ye have
been like Agnes, alone in the world, beloved,
caressed, and smiled on by nobody, ye will re-
joice even in the imagination that one cares
for you. .

Agnes’s sleep thanight was sweet and full of
pleasant dreams. Of course we would not pre-
tend to say for certain, but we presume that
Eustace Clinton figured quite conspicuously in
the rosy dream plotures.

Gertrude laughed at Agnes's Valenline, de-
claring, with a pitying toss of her pretty head,
that somebody did it to impose on poor Agnes’s
credality, and forthwith the remembrance of the
Valentine went out of every heart but one.

Mr. Clinton came, as ususl, quite often,
taking Gertrude out for rides and to concerts.

The next week after the memorable four-
teenth of February the public were thrown into
a state ofeager excitement by the announce-
mbot that the worid-renowned nightingale, the
fair Jenny, was coming to visit and sing to
them, .

The admission fees were enormous, and only
tke ¢upper tendom” ocould afford to gratify
their sense of hearing by lightening so percep-
tibly their money receptacles.

Two days before the night fixed on for the
concert Mr. Clinton called tosolicit the pleasure
of Gertrude’s company on the occaston of the
concert. Gertrude gladly consented and ocast
a look of triumph at poor Agnes, who was SeW-
ing at & window.

Clinton looked that way also.
« Have you & ta-te for musioc, Miss Lane ? "
said he, kindly passing to her side a8 he spoke,

She raised her dark, melancholy eyes to his
face and said, half sadly.

«Oh, yes, I love music very much,”

A pleased expression passed over Clinton’s
fine face, as he said : .

# Will you not favor us with yeur soclety to-
morrow evening * It will increase my conse-
quence,” he added, laughingly, ¢to bave two
ladies under my care, and Miss Arden will un-
doubtedly enjoy the music betier if her cousin
listeus also.” -

Agnes tried 10 answer negatively, but Mr, Clin-
ton overruled her objectlons, and so it was ar.
ranged that Agnes was to go with Mr. Clinton
and her cousin, :

Mr. Olinton ealled the ensuing evening for th
oousins, and they all went together in the car-
risge of the Clinton’'s. .

Agnes was enraptured with the singing, and
Olinton was very happy in seesing the happiness
he had wrought. .

The next morning afterthe conoert Mr. Olin.
ton called at Mr, Arden’s. Gertrude was out-on &
shopping expedition, buj it was just as well, for
Mr. Clinton asked for Miss' Lane, s0the servant
showed bim into the lor where Agnes was
seated. . B . L

Agues informed him of Miss Gertrude’s ab-
sence, adding that she regretted it much, but
that her cousin would réturn soon. - - )

Mr. Clinton arose and took the vacant seat by
Agnes oun the sofa,

I do not regret her absence,” he said, ear-
nestly. « It's only you I came to see—only yon,
Agnes,” and he smiled upon her from his dark,
thoughtful eyes. ¢« Agnes,” he sald, again,
taking her hands in his, “I have loved you a
long time— the Valentine told you so, didn’t
it? Agnes, I have been getting deeper and
deeper in love with your quiet goodness every
day of my life. To me you are all that is beau-
tiful and lovable in woman. You fill & void in
my heart which has been a void since the days
of my earliest boyhood.”

Then he wound his arms around her and
drew her very gently to his bosom, and Agnes,
wenry, lonely little Agnes, felt a great load of
sorrow raised from her soul.

Very tenderly he kissed her, and smoothed
back her dark halr oaressingly, and Agnes
closed her eyes in deep thank{fulness.

And 8o it came out that Eustace Ciinton sent
the unpretending little Valentine, and Agues
Lane rejoiced in the true, earnest love of one
noble and good. .

QGertrude knew it all, after a while, and she
' pouted and wept after the manner of a spotled
beauty. But the arrival of a lover {n the form
of a rich gemtleman, did much towards soothing
her woe, and she even congratuisted her cousin
on her brilliant prospects.

When the autumnn wind began to whirl the
sere leaves relentlessiy on its wings Eustace
took Agnes to his splendid home—his wife.

And she lives, loving and beloved, the idol
of her husband’s heart, and the cherished one
| of his household-—good and true, if not beauti

ful.




