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THE CONVICT'S RETURN.

" Will you ask whetber Mr. Graham will me a stranger?"
The clerk spoken to nodded, arose and went into a inner

office.
The atranger remained leasing againot the dek, his band

trifing with the little door that but outsiders ftomthee an-
tum within.

He was a taHl, fair mas of thirty, with close-cropped hair
and beard.

" Mr. Graham will see you, sir," said the clork, returning
and opening the little railed door. " I atere-he office to
the right."

The stranger passed Minto the room ldicated, and closed the
door behind him; then standing with his back against It, e
fumbled with his bat in the same odd manner lu which he had
handled It lu the outer ofice, and lnstead of speaking, looked
at the gentleman behind 1h. desk ith eyes that bad a
meuaurelems appeal la them.

The other did not rise from bis chair, nor hold out his hand,nor even speak for some moments; each looked at the other,
that was all.o

But Il vas the elder who broke the pell at lts.
,eSo" ihnid, it la you, James1?"

"Yes, It la I," said the other, "haven't you a word for me,
William ?"

"I have a good many words tþat you might not like toiar,"
said William Graham. "I really can't may 1 am glad to se
you."

" I don't expect anyone to be glad," said the other. "I
know I've digraced the family, but I've been punished for It.
Fliteen years, William-think of thtaI-flfteen years of pri-
son life and prison fare, and prison friends I Ld have given.
my souito undo whatIdid, even before It was found out;
and I never meant to keep the money."

" We know the story," isad the merchant. "You were lu a
position of confidence; you betrayed It. It's the old aMir..
I've hd lt happen l nmy own office.

"I can't teel asy sentimental pity for a fellow like you.
What brings you hers, James?"

Shifting his hat from hasd to baud looking fron under bis
eyebrows in au abject fashion, pitiable to coutemplate whes
one aw ln what a gentlemanly mould he had been cast, James
Grahamnanswered-

"II was twenty when I went to prison. I'm five-and-thirty
now. The outside world bas been a blank to me for allthese
years. I want work. I waut you to give it to me.-any honest
work, William. rim a good bookkeeper, but I'il be a porter-
suyuhlsg."

" Oh, no; not anything here," nid the eider. "You are no
brother of mine; I cut you of when you became a telon. For
the ake of the poor woman who called you 's,' l'il give you
some money-enough to live on for a week or two.; I will
never give you more-4ou't expeot Ib. I will have you sent
away If you come hore again.".

The primon taint vas no strongupon the other man that his
pride was not aroused yet.

He fumbied with his laI, ground himself against the door,
looked abjectly from under him eyebrows again, ud asaked-

How la siser Jessie1?"
Well," said the merchant

"Can you tell me where he lives?'" asked is brother.
"No," said the merchant; "Jessie la married, and has tried

to forget the terrible ef you gave ber. You ara the lait per.
son a respectable brote-.law would care to e."

"d 'il ak you one moquestion," nid James, l a faltering
voice; "Ada Mu.gepv'--.what ias become of.her? Is he
living? Isshemabrimd ?

" I have no inforshtion for you," nid the merchant, harshly.
"Here are ten pounds. If you are careflul, you will get- work
before It isagone. Take It sud go, and don't cone backagai."

He fiang the mouey dowu upo lte tale, but there was a
spark of rnanbood lu bis brother's breait even yet•

He could not take a gift go p oft ad.
Suddenly the abject look upon his face changed to one of

wrth and halte.
Glari at his brother, ho threw the note that layl before

hm bia face.
" Curse you, keep your money I" lhe nid. ."I don't want

It. I don't want anything from .you or anyone. I came for
help, it Is true ; for help to be a .honest man.

"I'.ve been among the outas of the word so long thaly've
lost al kinship with you decent folk ; but I thought a brother
might bold out a haud to draw me back. You refused It.
Money I Why, look eat these hande, these shoulders-look at
me ! I can ur money somehow. And, by Heaven if this
I all your raepectabllty and Christianity amounas to, I dou't
care if I se no more of It. There are plenty to welcome me,
and you have driven me t. them. BsMember that, moun of my
mother i Ynou"

He thrust bis bat upon. hia1head, and dashed out of the
room.

One dark night, a few weeks later, James Graham, ln full
fellowship viths gang of barrlars, was reoeiving instructions
from a compaion how to enter and conceal himself la a iouse
marked for robbery.

The lemon vas gien l fron t oM ihe doonmd house itlf,
sud after his companios liad loft him Graham muttered--

" Yes, Ibelonig to lie fraternity nov. I arn hereato rob
tis bouse. Ny brother-I vonder vint my poor mother
would say if she oould mee me nov ? If mie know--.-"

Be stopped himself sud ilua moment more liad scounted tbc
thie vindov lid teby his corade, and, anding that lb
opened esily, had elarnbered lu.

Guiding hlanelf by his lantern'a HIght, lie loked for a place
of concealmnent.

Il soon present.d itsef.
A long wardrob., vith a door I tiher end,.
In this, behind 4 rery curtain cf muspended garments, lie bld

himnself.
Be heard, after a vile, a baby cry, sud, lu a mInule more,

a step, sud a ray of light glanaced through the keyhiole at onu
end ofli th adrb.

" Ada," cried a lady'a volce, cerne lier.! Baby Is wide
awake."

Thien another ruatIe, anoetier stop, and lier. vere tvo vo.
men very near hlm ; se near liaI he could almost hear then:
breathe.

"I'us se glad yeu came to-day, Ada," said the other, "vieos

I was all alone. Charles was called away o unexpoetedly.this
morning. I declare the thought of that accident makes me
il, and I am nervous ail alone in the house at night, der;
besides, being always glad tome. you, I amn sothanMul to have
you to-aight."

SI arn nover nervous, Jessie," maid the other. " I'm as good
as a man about b.houe, mamma mys. I've hunted lmaginary
burglars with a poker many a night. Kamma la .always
imnagining burglars, dear oul."'

" Don't speak of them " sald the matron, who was evidently
quieting ber child as only a mother cau. fiThis house would
be more of a temptation to thiem to-night than It bas ever
been before ince we lived here.. There are ton thousad
pounds in that mate, Ada. Charlie badn't time to deposi it.
They telegraphed that Mr. Bird might be dying."

As she made this confession, the man conoealed so near her
listened with hi. very heart lu his pars.

But it was not to the statement no well calculated to re-
joice a burglar's bear.

That was forgotten.
He heard only the voices and the names these two women

called each other by.
Ada.
That had been the name of the girl h. loved.
JesIe.
That was hi sister's same.
After all, what wasitto him?
Like bis brother,tthe latter had ost him off, of course, and

no doubt Ada only remembered him wit horror.
Still, how ke the voices were.
Could It be ?
He knelt down with his eye to the keyhole, but he could

cnly se. part of a womas's figure swaying to and tro, as heh
rocked ber Infant on ber bosom.

" Dear little fellowI" said the voice of the other woman.
"How sweet babies are."

She came forward now and knelt down, and he saw her
profile.

It was Ada Musgrove-older, for he had left her a girl of
sixteen, and found ler a woman of thirty, but handsomer than
ever.

a You love children so, that I wonder you don't marry,"
nid the matron; and now James Graham knew that It was
his sister who spoke.

u I know William wante you to have him He always bas
loved you. And, Ada he can give you all that makes life
happy."

James Grabam's cheeks Afushed in the darkness.
He hated the world more than ever now.
Re hated his kinsfolk-his cruel brother and sister of liis

most Of ail.
"dHe cannot give me the ose thing necessary for wedded

happiness-love for hiI" said Ada. " o, Jessie; I have
nover nid this to you r, but I muat say it now. I loved
poor James too well ever to love any other man while I know
he lIVes."

" Ah, Ada," cried Jessie, stooping over ber, IfIt io a comfort
to me to know you still remember my poor brother. I thought
I was the only living being who still loved him."

And then James Grabam, listening on the other aide of the
door heard thee two women weeping together, and for hlm.

i +es, Ada," nid his aiter, "and thongh poor James l eo
sadly disgraced, still when he returns I vill be glad to see
him and this shall be hishomeif hevwilasdmygood hus-
bas will help him to win bsok the plae among good men
that he lst go long mgo. When he 1s free again, I trust h.
will corne straight to us. He will be free very soon, Ada."

The ma wo had stolen into that house torob it, oould
bear no more; his heart was softenel.

He crept away and inding his way to the window by which
he had .ntred, e departL d ias he had come, vowing to lead
au honest Ufe.

With these thoughts lin his mind, he stood on the ground,
and remembered, with a pang, who would arrive soon, and
what their errand woull be. He felt.in his boson for hi pis..
toi.

He would not use It until the lat.
But he muet stand between these women and aIl harm.
He knew well enough the unforgiving ferocity of those with

whom he had to deal, and h. mutered a Uttle prayer for aid
as he heard soft ifootteps approaching.

Hels opening his eye.," said a vc
James Graham heard It, and wander

ad why h. could not turn himself, as
Then came a remembrance of a qu

report of a pistol.
He knew all now.
His fellow burglars had shot him, a
But wheri was he now ?
" Ada, dear,' id the volce agan.

his eyes."
Then they did open, sud James G

bending over him.
" James," nid one, " do yoknow s
The other only burst Into tears.
a Yes ; Iknow you botl,"said he fa

lere ? am s full of Wonder. How
" We found you wounded-dead, w

id Jessie. " It wasAdaknewyonSd
"Dear Jeusie 1" he nid, "ddear Ada
" We don't know how t happoued,

are botter you must tell us. Ony we
shall nover go away again; neyer."

He,kuev be never should.
He knew that ina little while h

faces nor hear their voices, but ho va
"They have been terrible years," 1

AU thal while I have neyer heard fi
now. Come closer; I cau'i mse you
before my eyes. I want Jessie to kis

The iter fiang ler armé about h
over and over again.

The he turned to Ada Mugrove.
" If I were going t. live, I should 1

you used itol sme long ago, Ada.
my dear, just once more ?T"

She took him n her arma.
" God is very merful," he nid, "1

Perhaps we shal meet again, darling.
These were the last words he everi

A DRAMATIC SCENE.

Mr. iScott Siddons tells of herself the following remarkable
circumstance :

" One winter night, a friend of Tom's (her huband-an
offioer in hi regiment-came up to our house to spend the
nght with us. During the evesing, the conversation turned
upon dramatic subjects, when Tom's friend began to dispute
with him about thereading of some lines lI" laobethi," which
he had heard rendered a few ni ght before, as h. claimed,
without sense or meaning. To defend hie Interpretation of
the lines, he went to the library, sud, taking down a oopy of
Shakespeare begau 'to read the play. He was a ine natural
reader and, In him earutness to convince Tom, read with con-
aideraile efect.

1-I shail never forget that scene," nid Kmrs. Siddons, wth
great animation. "I was sitting at the table sewing. Tom
wah lu a chair before the grate, his back to me, and hie friend
sat facing us. He read the play from the beginning, connect-
Ingthe parts omitted with nome remarks tending to show the
unity of his Interpretation of the character of Lady Macbeth.
When ie approached the climax of the '1Sle.p Walking Scene'
ho rose and with great animation declaimed the lines. The
effect upon me was like a nervous shock. A cold tremor seized
upon me. Although I bad never before felt so stroug, my
body trembled with agItation. I feared, if I remained longer,
that the fe.Hng of ecmtacy would overpover me, and I should
burst ut. ters. My nervous sensibility had undoubtedly
been made more keen by a severe sicliness from which I had
hardly recovered, sud afraid that my agitation would be no-
ticed, I stole to my chamber, wbere, standing in the middle of
the room, my brain on fire wlth the long pent-up desire to
represent to others the power I folt stirring my goul, my mind
exalted by the conception I had of the woe which drove Lady
Macbeth forth from her bed at midnight, I began to feel I my-
self was Lady Macbeth. I was seized almostagonzed, withan
Inexpressible dread-a kind of nigitmare horror-and felt
that I could only exercise the terrible spirit which had seized
upon me by retiring to the lbrary and driving It forth In their
presence. I dreaded to stay longer alone, yet was fascinated
by my ideal, and with the almost insane desire to appear to
my husband as Lady MacbetA, I quickly bound up my face with
a hanidkerchief tlhrew about my body a white wrapper, and
taking my wax candle, started for the door. ln the mirror, as
I pussed, I caught the firat sight of my face-pallid with fear,
and drawn into an expression of woe unutterable. My oyes,
made large by recent sickness, seemed ixed with a strong
stare that so frightened me that I dropped my caudlestick
from my hand, and was alone in the dark. I ran out Into the
hall dowa the stairs, and paused et the library door only for a
moment.

" Bemember," said ms. Siddonspa i I had never before
studied 'Kacbeth,' and knew nothing of the lines. I only felt I
vas Lady Maebeth. So Inspired was I by the conception caught
during the reading of the scene that I felt myself able to
render It in pantomine.

« Swinging back the door," she continued, U I glided inte
the room and stood for a moment no absorbed by my concep-
tion that I forgot to act. I must have looked like a grave-
risen person with my white wrapper, my chir tied up with a
handkerchief, and my wide.open eyes starlng out of my pallid
face. Tom's friend, who nt facing the door sprang to hi
feet la great consternation, and wheeled his cair in front of
him. My husband, seeing his excitement, turned, and catch-
Ing a glimpse of my face, exclaimed, 'iOh! my God she has
gone mad?' .

" This broke the charn," said Mrs. Siddons, " and the
nervous strain had been so great that Tom had barely time to
save me from falling on the floor as I fel falinting in a chair.
Do you wonder now that I always feel a kind of dread when I
attempt to render the '8Sleep-Walking Scene?"' said Mrs.
Siddons with a langh.

a But did this incident determine you to appear at once on
the stage ?'" asked I.

"I began immediately after I recovered my health to study
'Macbeth' she answered, "and soon after determined to
appear on the stage."

A ROYAL LIBBETTIST.
M. Legouv6, who has just been lecturing lu Paris on Scribe

reveals that Louis Philippe vrote libreI for operas :-In
1850 Scribe had composed an opera on Shakespeare's "Tem-

oe0. pest." The English desired that it should be played in thir
red what had happened, country, and the author went over to London to bring it out.
md who spoke. Immediately on his arrival he pald a visit to his Majesty Louis
arrel, a confict, and the Philippe. Scribe had never been a Republican, and had been

toe eIl reoeived at the Tuileries not to make a pilgrimage
to Claremont. Iouis Philippe, according to the account of

md left him fur dead. those who knew hIm, vaa one of the most agreeable talkers of
his day. He gracefully turned the conversation on the " Tem-

"I think h. is opening pest," sud all at once said, in a tone half laughing and half
serious, " Do you know, Monsieur Scribe, that I have the

iraham aw t vwomen honour to be a colleague of yours?"i "You, sire?" "Yes,
indeed. You came to London about an opera; well, I also,

liter Jesslel?" n my younger days, wrote one, and I assure you it was not
bad." "I believe it, sire. You have accomplished more diffi-

atty. "How did I come cuit things than tht." "More diflicult for you, perhaps, but
did you know me ?" not for me. I took for subject the Cavaliers and Bnndhe.ads."

re thought, at our gale," "A fine theme," repled the author of the c"Huguenots."
ret." leWell, sball I read it to you? I have lately come acroms my
b t,' manuscript by accident. I am curlous to know your opinion
" she said. ilWhen you of il." " I am at your orders sire." And the King, with his
have you back, and you excellent delivery, commencdthe firt act. Scribe listened

a rfiI respectfully, silently, with a the attention he would
have paid to a speech from the throne, but gradually, as the

should neither seme their plece advanoed, is nature of dramatie author getting the
m very happy. mastery, he absolutely forgot the sovereign, and saw only the
he saId, "tterrible years plan of an opera, and, stopping the reader at a defective pas-
om you, but I have you sage, exclaimed, "Oh, that la impossibleI" " y HowImpossi-
ery wel. There's a mist ble?" replied the monarch, somewhat piqued. " Why ? Be-
s me" cause, firt ofali It la Improbable, and, whatis worse, unin-
i1 nock, and kissed him teresting." "Not iuteresting-notI nteresting1i My dear

Monsieur Scribe. Excuse me." But thiat was enough-Scribe
was excited, the parts were inverted, and the author was now

not ak it," ie sid, "ibut the master. "Do you know what I anecessary there, sire? A
Will you kils me now, love cene--polltics are very good ln a council of miniters, but

ln an opera the tender passion is required." " WelI, we will
Introduce some love," said Louis Philippe, laughing. And

more merciful than man. both set to vork proposing, bebating, until the clock reminded
"? the author that he was expected in London. "Already ?"
miend. nid the King to him. "Oh, wait an instant. I shall not let
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