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for it contained a large book-case, and a num-
ber of portrmits, exhibiting costumes of dif.
ferent centurics—members of the De Villerai
family for many generations, as I afterwards
learned. A narrow door, slongside the book-
case, led down by a step into a small room,
low-ceiled,and lighted by two narrow windows,
one of which looked ont on the river, and the
other into the conscrvatory,

After making my toilet, 1 rejoined the
ladics, and when supper was over, we took
seats on the veranda, where we remained
nearly the whole evening, chatting or listen-
ing to the sweet voice of Margaret de Ville-
vai who mave us several French airs to the
music of a guitar which seemed te harmonize
exquisitely with the tranquillity of the scene
on that delightiml summer evening.

I1. Tus PerTrRuUIT.

1t was late before 1 retired to my room, but
even when 1 had said good-night to my host at
the duer I felt little disposed to rest, but sat for
some time by the epen window, watching the
fantastic gleams of light which the bright
summer meen  was throwing athwart  the
foliage, or avruss the bosom of the little river
which swept, calm aud noiseless, below the
chiterit,  Feeling at last a little tired, 1 pre-
pared myselt for bed, and in doing so, for the
first time I paid some attention to the ap-
pearance of my room. It was comfortably
furuished, bat what struck me peculiarly was
a picture, the ouly enc in the chamber, hang-
ing in A reeess on the side of an old-fashioned
fre-place, itlled at that time of the year with
cedar and other aromatic branches It was
the picture of a youny girl, dressed in the
costume of another century, and displaying a
face of remarkable beauty. Perhaps a very
critical eyve would find many faults with the
pivture, but still the artist, whoever he was,
had succeeded in giviey a very wonderful ex-
pression to the face,  As vou looked into her
eves, which were large and oval, like those
of the Spanish wonien, voun could nat but be
struck  with the world of anguish which
seemed Jdepicted in their depths of ligoid
soltness. A< Leanghit the expression, [ forgat
all the ¢ 0f the face except those won-
derful eyes, and it was with dithoulty T eould
remove wyself from the spell which seemed
to claio me from the moment I came within
sight of this remarkubie portrait. So much
was I under its iutinence, that T could not
divest mysclfof the impression that there was
some sad iocident connected with the life of
the girl whas: portrait the arvist had so skil-
fully portrayed. 3o strong at [ast was the
impression that itwmade upon me that I fouad
myselt more than oncew, whilst [ lay awake in
my bed, turning to look at the picture, and
speculating en the meaning of the sad eyes,
to which the fitful rays of the moon, now and
then, ax they struggled through the blinds,
gave & very weird-like expression.  Unable to

Cgleep whilst it was before me, I rose for the
purpese of turning it, but 1 was surprised 10
find that, by some strange freak of the artisg,
the canvass was firmly fixed to the wall, and
what 1 imagined was the frame, was only a
device of the painter to deceive the eye. So
I rovered the portrait carefnlly with my hand-
kerchicd, and then suceeeded in dropping off
to sleep.

How lonz I had been asleep, I can never
recollvet, but I can assuredly say that awoke
10 a ceriain degree of consciousness some time
in the course of the night. I knew I had
treeni dreaming ; visions of the old days of the
mancr, of the days of the Freach regime,
seermed to foat acrass my mind with such
vapir}ix__g- t 3o
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all them,
I «an, how , Temembnr ope feene in what
was apparently the salon which was then
furnizshed in a very different gtyle from the
present.  Officers in uniform were dancing a
stately minnet with lovely women, and cons-
picuous among them all was the beautiful but
most mourntul face of the lady I had seen in
the portrait. 1 was on the point of approach-
ing her, and spenkivg, when she suddenly
raised her eyes as if in warning, and 1 stop.
ped in wonder st the intensity of her sorrow-
ful expression  Then it was I appeared to
awake, though it has never been easy for me
to kay when the vision euded, and my evix
really opened. At all events) I saw every ob-
ject in my own room with perfect distinotoess
~—thesalon and its gay guosts had all vanizh-
ed with the drenm —but what crused my puise
to stand still and iy Hmbs o beeoms rigid
ag if in death was. the figure of fome one—a
wisty, almost impalpable figure—passing
across the room towards me, My eyew follow-
ed it, and az it drew close, I saw ax plainly
as I sew the sun on a bright rummer morn, the
face of the portrait, with the same expression
of grief jotensified, and her hands tightly
clenched on her fair bosom as if &he were in
expressible pain,

More I eannot remember, for the face slowly
fuded-into the air in the distance, and as |
rose half-upright by a powerful exertion of
my will | saw nothing except a fulntgleam of
moonlight struggling through the green vene-
tiang, Then, exhansted by the menital strug-
gle throueh which I had passed in the courge
of a very few seconds, I fell back on my pil-

low and was immedintely buried in a heavy
sleep.

Next morning when T rose; the sun was
streaming into my room, nud the air was alive
with the hum of insects and the twittering of
the robivs, ns they ditted joyfully among the
maples, and seemed tame enough to invade
wy chamber.  When [ was dressed 1 removed
the covering from the portmit, and though
the impression it made was not ax vivid now
in the brightness of morning as it had been
in the silence and gloom of the previous
night, yet the expression of the eyes struck
me as forcibly as ever,

It is probable my attention sometimes
wandered during the breakiast, for there were
moments when the portrait came vividly be-
fore me. At all events Miss de Villerai said:

 Confess now, you saw something fast night
that disturbed you—you remember that 1
warned vou we had our haunted room, just as
well as the old mansions of your English
peoplel”

# Qur friend, Margaret,” said M. de Villerai,
¢ will think little of our courtesy if vou talk
that way ; but the fact is, wy dear friend, my
daughter, like some other persons, will have
it that there is something stmange nbout a
picture which you probably poticed in your
room

# Now you know, papa,” said Margaret,
tt that there are few strangess who are not im-
pressed with the portrait—1 am sure from the
manner of our guest, that he has noticed it”

It is certainly a curions portrait, and any
one knowing its history would ust wonder
that the artist should have tinged it witha
spirit of melancholy,  As for myself familiar-
ity with it has long divested it of any strange-
ness; otherwise, 1 would hardly have laid
myself open to the suspicion of playing an
experiment upon & guest.”

“ I am richt, then, in supposing that there is
really 8 bistory connected with the portraie ?
I enquired when 1 Lad relsted my experience
of the past nicht.

1 am sorry,” replied M. de Villerai, ¢ that
1 have not taken the precantion of showing
you the portrait, and warning you against the
impression which, my daughter has told you,
it makes epon strangers, Margaret, you should
have told our guest.”

¢ 1 was on the point of doing so.” replivd
Mademoiselle with a smile in my direction.
< but he only fanghed, and then | determined
he should find our the mystery for himself”

i< Well, then, the only way we can make up
for our neglect,” faid my bost, ©is to tell bim
the history of the portrait.  ome 10w to my
study, and when we have lit oar cigars,” he
added addressiong me, « T will tell vouan inci-
dent connected with the past carcer of the
old manor.”

I, Tz Awtissy.

“In the early days of the Maner of Cler-
ment,” said M. de Villerai when we were seat-
eh in the library, ¢ there occurred a horribie
tragedy, around which so mueh mystery has
in the course of years been thrown that it has
vow almost become & legend, very mythical
in the opinion of persons who have not access
to the records of the family.

« This tragedy is not one on which the De
Villerais—1 mean the elder braprh —cared to
dwell, for it long eaveloped Clermont in
wretchedness and gloom.  Go back in memory
nearly two centuries ago, when Clermont had
just been completed by the first De Villerai
who held the Seigueurie of Clermont—accord-
ing to tradition, a cold, haughty man, who
had served with much distinction under Tu-
renne, and came ta Canada to pass his declin.
ing years on a iarge estate deeded o him by
the king as & reward for his military services,
Among the frequent visitors to the chitreau
was a very handsome girl, a gort of companion
to the Seigneur's daughters, who had been
left an orphan at an varly age. and was now
living with some friends of her father at Char-
lesbourg.

“Marie Cavelier was tall and Hihe in figure,
with dazzling black eyes and a dark complex-
ion which showed her Indian origin; for she
war the child of a Freneh Canadian, who had
been famous among the Western rangers, and
had married the danghter of one of the chiefs
of the Ottawas, whose camps could then be
seen on the bauks of the upper iakes.  Marie,
in the course of her vizits to the chiiteau, met
with Réné de Villerai, a gay young otfienr, and
roon brarned to love him with ail the passion-
ate ardostr of her natnre 5 and Rind, a careleas,
thoughtless soldier, only intent on bia plea-
sure, taught her to believe that he returned
her Jove.

** But she soon learned that she had been
deceived, and that the voung wsoldier's faith
wag pledged to one his equal in rank, to
Estelle de Montmagny, the daugbter of a
neighbouring Seigneur.  The story goes on to
ray that Marie warned Rénd that she wonld
take a terrible rovenge, should he break his
word to her, and marry Estelle; but he only
laughed at her threats, and hurried the pro-
parations for the wedding - Better far for him
had he fallen on gome battle-field, like muny
a De Vilferai had done Lefore him, before he
had swoke the resentment of the passionate
Indian nature of Marie Cavelier,

« Thé story goes that Marie also had a ter-
rible interview with Estolle, but the latter, o
protd, hanghty girl, laughed her to xcorn and
puid” no attention to her wonlds.  From that
moment there is no donbt, both Réad and
Estele were hated by Marie—the sequel prov-
ad it too well,

« Estelle de Montmaguay prepared for her
wedding which was to come off in the enrly
snnum-f-; but only two nights hefore shie was to
stand before the altar, she was found on her
bed—she was on a visit to the chatean—in the
embrace of death.  Buried in her heart was an
ornamentil dagger, which was immediately
recognized as having been a gift from Rénd to
Marie when ghe was A congtant visitor to the
wanor,

¢ When Réne was summoned into the pres.
enee of the murdered girl, the shock was more
than he could bear, for he fell on the tloor in
a deep swoon 1 and from that hour he lost his
reason for muny years. In the course of time,
however, the whole story of his treachiery cume
to light, and there was no difficulty in tracing
the erime to Marie who had thus eruelly re.
venged herself on Réné; but the anhappy girl
was never more seett at Charlesbourg, and the
habitans always believed that she had ted to
her wother's tribe, far in the forests of the
West.

+ Reénd continued insane for years and gra.
dunlly bhis existence was almost forgotten,
except by the inmates of the chitean, over
whose Hves this tragedy threw a gloom which
forebade all galety and social iutercourse, ex.
cept with the Curé and a fow very intimate
friends, Rénd was guiet and vasily maunged,
and spent all his more ratioual hours painting
portraits of the unhappy girl, to whom he
was betrothed [ for from bis boyhood he had
beett aclever artist, These portraits he would
destray almost as soon as Jinished, as failing
to realize the conception of his discased brain,
With ouly one of them was he ever satistied,
and it was that which he fixed, with his own
hand, to a panel of his room, and to which he
succeeded in giving an expression of unutter.
able woe, which well Hiustrated the depth of
his own misery,

2 1 have pussed hurriedly over the story of
this tragedy in the history of the DeVidlerata,
S0 li"vpl_\' did these invidents aifect the health
and spicits of the first Seign ur, that afteor the
death of his unfortunate son, who paid o ter.
rible a penalty for his indiscretions, be shat
up the manor, and weat to reside o Franoe

for a number of years,  For sone nine or ten
vears Ciermont had no tenants, exeept the

crows whivh bailt their nests fo the rooll and
the whole place got 5o bad a reputation anay
the superstitions habitans that nene of thom
wounld approach it after nightfall. The story
of the murdered girl was never forgetten, and
there woers those rendy to aver that they had
sectl her-more thau onee, wansdering o the
woo s around the chatean, deessed as for Ler
bridal, but with her eyes fll of nnuttesabde
grivf: fur the story of the porteait, amd s wop-
derfut expression, kad now entered into the
details of the tragedy as it was told by the
habitans, |

# From the day Estellede Montmagny died,
nothing seemed to go well with the Do Villa.
rais. For several generations that succeeded
the firat Seignear of the pame, more than oge
died a violent death; but what is stranger
than sl insunity or A mefare hoiv akin to
madness hung over the family and daimed one
of the aona for its victim, until at jast the
elder branch of the De Villerais disapp-ared
altogether, and the manor was altowml to 3t
into decay. My family who inherited it never
ovenpied i, as my father had a comfortable
seigneurie of his own, in which my elder
brather is now living ’

# The anost curions part of the legent s
that which connectr the appearanees of the
Indy of the portrait at distant jntervads with
the occarrence of rome misfortune: w the in-
mates of the chatean.  Similac storiva are told
amuony the superstitions inhabitants of Ireland
and Beetagne,—relics in doubt of the Jaya
of the Celts —but to me they have only
atforded amuzement nntil now, ’

“ Since I came into possension of the misnor
—not more than & Year ago—as my share of
my father'rinheritance, T have made very many
alterntions in the olid building.  The wing in
which you slept last night is almoct cttirely
new, with the excoption of the room where
the nniortunate maniae passed his 1ife wild
where you #till see the portrait which he
painted with his own hand.
Wite finver any very warm relations between
the old De Villerai and my own family, T have
alwayn known the story connected with the
manor; bot tiving as T have amone peactical,
business men, T have thoucht litthe nhoat it
and certainly have never paid mueh heed to
the tales of the superstitionsa habitans whe
waosld invest the portrait with sgeh tragic
interest.  You are the fiest guest who hax
slept in the room for any yeurs, awl naw I
regret, repeat, that T had not told vou of the
ghost-like nttributes which cling to the por-
trait” )

“1 wonder,” added the Seigueur with some
gravity after a pause, “if the legend of the
prat s mgaiu to prove tene and some misfor-
tune ix to follow the nppearance of the Indy of
the portreait.” '

L occupied another room during the remuin.

Althongh there

June 14

1873,

der of my visit to the chateau, aud lefy wigy,
mueh roxret and maay promises to retne py
the earliest epportunity,

“1shall Tet you know! satd wy host ng |
war bidding him good-bys at the outlet of the
avenne, Yif the hernine of the pictune llg:\iu.
disturbs the rest of say of the inmates of (e
chatean”

Mouthx passed nway before 1 received nuy
news of M, de Villeri, nnd then it came in
the following Jetter which startled mo not 5
Hittle :

“ My dear friend,—TH-Iuek weems stjfy to
hover aronud Clermont., Last night the oy,
tean was burned down, and we onty eseuped
with a few articles of wearing appare). .
riotis to say, however, the portraig passed
almaost sentheless throneh the lames which
were arrested  just on the threshold of that
particular wing. [ have ordered it to cnt
out—for 1 cannot yet make up my mind to
destroy it—and placed in o chort with other
heirlooms.  Perhaps the ghost of the mypdye,.
ed gl ig at last appeased, with the desiryge.
tion of the manor where she met her untimely
death,  As for me, T shall vever allow gy,
porteait G be seen agnin by relntives of mm;.
whilat T am in life.  So superstition, yon see
has asserted its dominion even over & maer,
of-fact - man of the world as 1 have always
claimed to be,  Au recoir” )

The prosaic reader may smile at my stary
and say [ decamed 10 all that night of whicy
1 have been writioz: but 1 mnst reply thay
even yow, nfter the lapse of years Doan see
as plainly the pate, momnful face of the ot

rait as when 1osaw it throogh the vartaing of
my bed in the old manor. No cxplanation
that the matter-of-fact world may wive wily
ever obhiterate from wy mind the tnpressing
made upon it by the brush of the mamne: artist
af the Chidteau of ilermont,
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fact that! (ho newspapmrs gre the
valars of the beaaty of ths Kog
Phas whes we read such el
e tindions s itoneens s this,  §t
persaasive pely 0f nowesisariy regartes who 8
sheseriniog waddlng,  He savs: «The mayor
widoateil ap the chagrely atele, cwashaving a
reratling UKe o Chinesse with the jime
Jam"

An enamonrsd voungo gentleman
Lotz ht oo gotdomennfed eol-ginas bottle, et it
with roncewater, and tied o love.siek pink rib-
By ponted 1, to present tooa young dady; bt
on reaching the hogse e felt o (13tle embis-
rissicd, fOr fenr thers wiopre memberes of the fa
ity present, and o el the beaatifal gift on
the marbie slab ontsids the denwing-room doan
The mavepieal was pereeived by a grassind
bhrother of the yoang lady, who apprprinted
the rose-water for Ble own nse, and eoflliied the
Bottie with strong mastard,  In o Hdie whtile
the young man slipped out, and, secaring the
apiondbl gL, slipped back agatn, when, with a
few apprapriate words, he proscad [Lapon the
Blushing girl . Like the ygood nmd (aithial
draghter that shie was, shi ot ones harrled o
the presence of her qunther, and the okd s
was charmed.  She deew out the stopper, id
Lire beautifud petads of her nosirdls over thin
nperture, and fetehod o pull at the contents
that fairly made thein bubble.  Then she jngd
the bottls down, sud the only thing she eoatd
iy With tenrs rolling  dosen her pyed wis
W hore fu that mieernhls heat?" He, all uie
conscipus of what had huppensd, was in frot
af a mirrar atjnsting his poecktie wne) amiiing
at Mol Here she found him, and sakl 10
Bim, « Oh, $ou aee lughing at the trick on e
old swomin, are youw” 4 Malam, | hardiy
thought,” exclnimed the tereied gouth, o+ when
[ 0SLEEad [ e Mastard up b thin s b
ded tnsolanes.” Fortunately, the trige seent
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ended by an explanation. on the part of '”::
young htather, who wits told he was a natght
spoiied bog, and patted on the head,




