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tles *'—The questlon is purely one .of form,”
added the cur$, remarking Ollver’s discomposure.

«1 am perfeoily free.’

« As & widower you may be free. Havo you
ever been married before?™

« Never,” returned the young man, coloring
to the roots of his bair, Fortunately hisembar-
rassinent passed unnoticed.

« Then, my child,” continued the priest, « go
and get me your certificate ofbaptism, and that
of Dinorah, and I will draw up a marriage cer-
tificate.”

Oliver took his leave, and in half an hour re-
turned with the paper which ke had brought
with him from Havre, as a necessary and valu-
able document with which it was unadvisable
to part, L

« 1t is perfectly correct,” sald the curé, glan-
olng his eye over the paper, ¢ I see that you
were born in Havre, Are you the son of the
rich shipowner of that city ?»

« No, I am not,” sald Oliver, I belong toa
younger ard poorsr brasch of the family.”

« 80 much the better for you, my son. Riches
are indeed & heavy burden.”

This closed the ordeal., A few words more
were exchanged, and Oliver withdrew.

— L

In
THB $CIENCHA OF INTHRPRETING DREBAMS,

8ome weeks had elapsed since Oliver Le Vail-
lant and Dinorah de Kerven had taken the so-
lemn vews which bound them together. Thelr
life had been ons of intense and unalloysd hap-
piness. In his present bliss Oliver had torgetten
Ris past misery.

One night, however, he had » drum which
took bim back as iI in the body to the horrors
_-of his last hours’ stay at Ingouville,

He,dreamed that he was in the rcom where
ha had ohmpelled Annnnsiata, todrink the fatal
“.draught th .t had been intended for him. She
was lylng where he had last seen her, but her
face and neck werpdisoolored, like the face and
neck of one long dead. In vain he tried to get
away, or even to turn bis eyes from the horri.
ble sight. Some invisible, moomprehonslbla
power compelled him to look. -

Suddenly & nojse of many feet was heard,
and the room was filled with people. Two men
clad in black ralsed the corpse, and he heard
the volces of those around muttering, ¢ She has
been poisoned. "« Who did 1t i»

Then an unheard of thing happened—sg tbing
s0 frightful, that he shivered from head to fopt
and bis teeth chattered in the excess of his terror.

The corpse slowly raised its eyelids and stret-
ched out its hand ; the sunken eyes rested upon
him; the shrlvelled finger pointed at him ; the
ghastly blae lips moved, and a“volce which
sounded as If it came n'om the tomb denounced
him as the murderer :—* You: want to' know
who kllled me ? There he Mdl. l(ylinlbamn
my murderer!”

“Annungiata ! mlser:ble wops ” he o,llad
in the fury of despalr, * youXoow ou lled
You know I did not do 1t jfgikthem 50, Annun,
slatal”™ * . : ’ )

But the corpse had ali resumed 1ta fm-
mobility and he saw the & the orowd flerge-

1y fixed upon him, He fel
and he beard an up!

he counld from time to tlma‘ duﬂutuhh the
words \—

& The murderer | "—: Polsoner ! N Jmuco,
Justice ! ”

In vain he tried to eseape n'om the angry
crowd that surrounded him. He Wwas butone
agailnst a hundred, and finally he oceased to
struggle, The mob, mad with rage, were trang- |
pling him beneath their feet; ho was on the
point of belng torn to pieces when-——-

He awoke, bathed in perspiration.

¢ Thank God!” he murmured.
a dream ! But what a dresm !'? . :

During the rest of the mzht,ho strove to kasp

awake, for fear of a repett of the terrible |.
vision. 80 he lay awake dered and gra- |
dually his thoughts took sha, thl, i thia
frightful dream were & wa! “What. had

bhappened at Havre sinoce -his depnmnf
departure! Wonld not his very departure draw
down suspicions upon him. He left in haste
and 1n secret, while his wife'pet lay dead on,
the spot where she had droppéd. Supposing he]
were accused of having poisoned her? The evi-
dence was all against him. How was he to prove
bis innosence 7

‘When Dinorah opened her eyes the first sight
‘that met them was -her husband, pale and dis-
‘traught. She could hot repress a ory ot slu‘m.

“ What is the matter 9% whe srted.

« Nothing, my ehiid,” m‘ld oum, m
by his wife's tender tonte.: -

«Then why are you'so pnle?" ‘

s« I do not know, I am sure ! " i

«Have yo. bad 8 bad dream:?*

« No, at least I don’t remémbar having hﬂl
‘ny.n

“ And yet you talked in yoursleep,” -

Oliver tried to toreo a amile, “ ww non-
sense ! ” he sald, -

4 And more umn onoe.” RN

“Ah! And what 0ld I say ** .

s Your talk wuqnnoduoonnocud. b 4 ooﬁld not
understand you.”

« Are you quite sure, mnonh, thnt yovt were
not dreaming ?”

«“Oh | quite sure! I have a prootoﬂt.'

¢ What is that, pray ?"’

#Twice you mentigued s name; and r hlvb
ot Iv%mtten it.”

« What nnme L4 ukod
orlb Aot Oliver mmblnz
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adne .

{ & volees, from which |

“It wu only |

Oliver sndeavored to hide hlc tqrror bYa bunt
of forced laughter. i \ o

« Annunziatal” he eried.; “'l‘h»t'l not &
name.”

“Yes, it1s. It is a Spanish name. And I
know some one with that name,”

Oliver's heart almost ceased to beat,

«She was an orphan like myself,” continued
Norah ; «a poor unfortunate girl from Havana
who had been shipwrecked on the coast of Spain.
She arrived at St. Nazaire in & small coasting
vessel, and hare she fell sick, but I was happy in
being able to nurse her untll she recovered, She
was very beautiful. and was going to Havre,
where, she %old me, she was o marry the son of
anold friend of her father. 8he promised to
write to me, but has never done %o, yet I have
nevor ceased to remember her in my prayersi.
On hearing you pronounce her name, I thought
that you might have known her.”

«You are mlstaken,” murmured Oliver, half
crazed with fright. «I never knew the person
you speak of. I must-have been talking non-
sense, for I never heard the name before.”

f1ere the matter ended, for Dinorah was too
truthful heraplf to harbor poy l\ﬂmw

Nevertheless the dream had made such an
irapression upon. him 4hat he determined to
learn the news from Havre. 8o profiting one
day by the absence both of Dinorah and Jocelyn
he wrote the following letter to Zephyr :—

«My old friend, [ g.ve you a great proof of my
confidence in writibg, to you, but I know you are
worthy of it and would die rather than beu‘ay
it.

«ltisa matur o! \rlu.l importanoce to me, my
dear Zephyr, that no one should even suspeot
‘where I reside.

«This 13 enough for you. -

«I must know all that has taken place since
my departure. Teil me about my unhappy wife.
‘speak calm!y of her, for she is dead. Relate the
impre~~ion produced in the city by that terrible
calastrophe and my abrupt departare. RBelate
#lso what became of the Marquis de Grancey’s
body.

« On my side, I have but one plecs of news to
give you—I am happy !

«To ensure the transmiasion of your letters you
will do as follows :

«QOn a first ouvolope yon will write my name,
without furtherdirections,

“ This first envelope you will put inside another,
very thick and opsjue; you will seal iy three
times and write thereon this -ddreu K

;¢ MoNmmUR Luulng

« Proprietar of the Breton Arms,
«“Saint-Nasaire.,

« Brittany.”

Oliver despatohed this letter, and for a few
days thereafter enjoyed comparative oase of
mind.

At the end of that time, he went to Saint-
Nasaire and made arrangeinents with the host
about: the letters to be reocslved from Zephyr.
The host was to keep them in a secrot piace.
‘sngd Oliver was to come every day to the inn to

1 lnqaire whetber any had srrived.

ZMPHYR'S REPLY,

Oltver made twelve visits to the inn, before
he recelved the frst of the expectel letters
g‘om Zephyr. But it came at last. It

us

« Most dear and bonored Master

« I answer your letter with paln, h glad
to know that you are living and vdl.m%u:y have
I survived so long io 368 all these miseries fall
upon your house ?

«] .have not the heart to write, but as muk
to know everything, I am obliged to obey.

_4Well, then, poor maater, yoa mus know m-.
-Youar wife is not dead, and you are charged with
uu-dmﬂan and you will be ~condemned to

umndamo, whom you left in an ln-onuh!o 00N«
“dltion, was .not dead, but ‘quite alive, and the
following day felt not the least effect of the on.

"His | tastrophe.
«Her women say that she hada remedy which |

onred her of her indisposition like a charm,
&The day after your departure, one of the ma-~
gumucol the oity came up to the house at the
request of madame.
. % Mr. de Grancey had tban missed anl every
onewas in search of him. But it appears that ma.
dame knew something about itand directed the
magisirate to the little kiosk in the garden. The
door was opened by s locksmith and the body
of the marquis found on a sofa. They foand, be-
sides, & bit of paper, kalf burned, bearing your
name and dated 24th August. Everybody in the
city declares you gulily. Powerful friends of
the marquis have come from Paris and swear to
have their revenge out of you. Secret polioce are
also on your track in every direction,
“;} Hide yourself, my poor master, hide your-
-« Maddme 18 against you and says thatshe de-
tosts ¥ou. Don Gusman iz now-inaster of the
After Oliver had finished thisle h
that efther he must become ma;?' v m:
Iimself boldiydor his fate.
ml':::er long refiection, he resolved to.do the
The ocharge of assassination did not tronue
him. He had in his possession the note of de
Grancey 10 prove his innoeenoce.
The danger lay elsewhere, The terrible, in-

avilable ‘danger . .
Hved . wu ﬁ‘at Ammnm stin

.

By bis marriage with Dinorah, Oliver had
anknowingly committed the odious and dis-
gusting ocrime of bigamy. He felt that he was
lost and Dinorah with him.

The chaste girl, shorn of the vell of her apot.
less purity, ceased to be his lawful wife and be-
came his mistress,

«1 am not guilty,” he exclalmed, «and God
knows it, but it s impossible for me to prove
my innocence to any one. Not even Dinorah
will believe ine.”

LL
MOBALRS AND CABRMEN.

Oliver resolved to take three days before
breaking the sad news to his wife. Having
made up his mind on that point, he burned Ze-
phyr's letter and called the innkeeper up to his
room. With him he came to an agreemient
that if any persons called at St. Nazaire inquir-
ing for Oliver Le WValllant, he abould profess
entlre ignorance of that person and put the
searchers as muoh as poasible off the scent.

* L] L] * L] * . L ] * L 2

Meantime Carmen and Moralds had held, on
their side, an important interview.

« What would you give?” said the latter to
the former, ¢ to the man revealing the spot
where your husbond lies hidden ?°’

Carmen fixed her sharp eyes on her brother.

« Moralds,” she muttered,  you know some-

” -

“ Well, yes, I do.”

« Then name your price.”

« Fifty thousand livres.”

« I aocept. Tell me your secret.”

« Glve me that money first.”

Carmen opened a casketf, took therefrom a
handful of jewels which she placed in,the Gi-
tano’s hand.

« That 1s well,” aald he, ¢ Now this 18 what
you have to know.”

Aud he handed Qarmen & paper folded in
four,

« What is this?*

« Look at it.”

The dancing glrl opened the paper and uttered
a cry on recognising the handwriting of her hus-
band.

It was no other than the letter addressed by
Oliver to Zephyr. [ J

Carmen read it through.

« Ah now!” she exclaimed with a ferocious
joy, ¢ now I hold him. Thanks Moralds. I do
not regret my diamonds. But how did you get
this letter *

« I stole it by a ounning stratdyem from the
room of old Zephyr.”

« Moralds, you are & precious man.”

« Caramba ! I know that"

« Now, a service.”

« You may command me.”

Carmen opened her oasket again and took out
her bridal '&oeklm of pearls.

.h: You sall your diamonds, will younot ¢
. u'rmhmy intention.”

¢ Well, at the same time you must sell these
pearis and fatch me the monay.”’

¢« I shall do so faithfally. In an hour's time
you will have the funds. Anything else t”

« Yes, toll the valets to hunt up two deteoc-
tives.”

# Very well.”

#Make haste, brother. Time presses. I do
not wish to losse a moment.”

¢ What are your plans ?”

¢ You will know them later.”

Moralds took his departure.

Two hours later he brought Oarmen thirty
thousand livres, the priocs of the pearl necklace.

At the same time the police officers sent up
word that they were at the disposition of Ma-
dame Le Vaillapt.

(robom&wa.)g

TRUE UNTO DEATH.

¥? GARXNAT B. FENEMAN.
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Dusk erept over the city hours ago. The
burrying crowd has found a resting-place, and
the sounds of labor have ceased for & brief
season. I am a SBouthern refugee. Far away,
where summer sits a queex the long bright year
through, my home lies a mass of blackened,
unsightly ruins, as yours were whon—that ter-
rible night whose date 18 too recent to be for-
gotten—mferce, merciless flames rioted like
flends amid your household-gods, There was
snother—we were but two of thousands—who
had not where to lay her head when they
drove us, ltke thieves, from the luxury amid
which we were born. Sweet Annie M ——-, Wild
grasses grow over her pulseless heart, while
mine throbson. The proudest blood of the South
ran blue in her veins. While her father was yet
& penniless man, without profession or name,
the beauatiful- heiress of the old estates eloped
with him from schoo), and they wero married
without 50 much as “by your leave ” to a pom-
pous suitor whose whits locks and-venerable
years, backed by a militon dollars, appealed
more strongly to the favor of her family than
her own.

Blinded by the adoration she Bostowed n
her héisband, the young wife hastened wnh“gm
to her father, with nover a doubt bat that thay
would be weioomb. or at least forgiven, to find
herselfa discarded, disowned outcast, disinherit-

ummmmumm to hee

forever, and the curse of disobedience resting
upon her shelterless head.

In a wild and rugged section of one of the
Southwestern States stood a poor dwelling, balf
farm-house, half cottage, where the mother—a
kind and generous woman, used to hardships
and privations all her life—cooked the frugal
meals, washed the home-made linen, and
socoured the hard white floors with her own
hands ; and the father, sturdy and independent,
tolled upon his scanty acres, and literally earned
his bread * by the sweat of his brow.”

This was the birthplace, and home bf Annie’s
father; and here her mother, the late heiress
and belle—petted child of fortune, whose lightest
whim had been law-—found a refuge: No show
and pomp met the disheartened'and humiliated
fugitive bride, but love gave her tenderest greet-
ing and welcome to a refuge from which she
never went til her last home was made
ready and she borne out to sleep in the valley.
The daintily reared girl became the idol of the
household, and in that vine-covered cot, where
love transformed poverty into luxury and con-
tent sweetened hardship, were passed the hap-
plest days of her life,

Little cared she—this bonnie bride, this love-
crowned Queen of her husband’s heart—for the
palaces whereiln kings dwelt. Soon a new joy
stirred in her bosom, and day by day she busied
her cunning white fingers with embroldery and
bits of muslins; and here, & year after her mar-
riage, she sang soft, sweet lullabies over her
first-born, a little daughter whom she named
Annfe. «Surely,” she sald, with solemnly ten-
der eyes, ¢ my cup runneth over.”

Sweet little mother |—I seem to see her now,
as she lay, with her baby on her arwm, studying
the pink, placid, expressionless face of the
sleeping mite of humanity, persuaded that it
was the «very pleture” of the dark, hand-
some, bearded faoe that bent smiling over his
treasures.

But a shadow, dark as the grave in its gloom,
hovered over the dear, new home—the shadow
of the Angel of Death, who stood at the portal.
Bofter grew the voice of the young mother, and
slower the step that tended downward to the
valley of shadows, A mighty yearning was in
her heart to see her father once more, to hear
his voioe pronounce her forgiveness and give as-
surance of protection to her babe, 80 soon to
know, as she had, the want of a mother’s love
and guidance. ] canuot die if I may not see
him; I could not rest in my grave at last if I do
not hear him promise,” she pleaded, as she
tossed with fever-crimsoned cheeks and lips. So
he came in time to hear her last eloquent appeal
to grant her petition with tears and sobs, and to
pour out unavaillng prayers that her life might
be spared him. True to his prejudice against her
husband, he stipulated that the child should
never bear its father’'s name, but adopt that of
its mother—Annie M—-.

Objection could not be made at such a time;
but when, with her last words, she asked that
it be left in care of her husband’s mother, his
wrath blazed in fiercely; but the will that
never bent before yielded to the pleading eyes
of his dying child as they follewed him, and he
sealed his consent upon the lips that would ask
no more of him on'earth. An hour later, with
her hands clasped in her husband’s, and her
head pillowed on the bosom where it bad lainin
its infancy, she slept the sleep that knows no
waking.

Mr. M——returned home after the funeral;
but slaves were sent to care for the babe, the
cottage was made comfortable, and even elegant,
and every luxury surrounded the little heiress.
The loss of his wife was a terrible blow to the
husband, who reproached himself for the blind-
ness of the loveand the rashness of the youthfuk
passion that had led him to take her from
inheritance and friends to share his poverty and
struggles, Nothing was left him now but fame

‘~—no home o earth-—no hope but for posltion.—

no love, no Wife, no mistress, but ambition, The
babe she had borne him: had been torn from his
heart, separated frogn his protection, given fora
price to strangera who despised bhim 3} even his
name was stripped from her, as 1f it were sCme
filthy and poliuted garment that defiled her
infant purity. In afier-years we hear of him
from the battie-flelds of Mexlico, from the Sendte
Ohamber, as & leader in the ocounsels of the
nation; but he never returned to his old home
—never married or saw his ohﬂd;xgatn. .
Annie's education was finished at & oity in
the Bouthwest: and here, as If some fatality
attended them, at the same school from which
her mother eloped she learned to love a penniless
man by the name of Charles L—, the last scion of
an impoverished family, whose patent of nobility
dated back to the Norman Conqueror. He had
left ‘England to establish himself in business in
Amaerica, wishing first to graduate from a
Southern college: but the rigid caste—at that
time more tyrannical there than in India—
barred his entrance. The principal of the school,
himselfan aspirant for the hand and estate of one
of the wealthiest and most beautifal helresses
in the State, looked with little pleasure upon
the intimaoy between the young people. At this
time a forgery was committed upon the Princi-
pal, wha.charged it to Mr. L—— A warrant.
was issued, and he arrested. On her way to the
recitation-room Annie heard the facts, and,
glancing from the window, saw him passing in
¢harge of an officer: All the hot, ungoverned
temper of her race leaped to her heart and
brain. She knew, though she could not prove it,
that the whole thing was a plot to ruln her
lover, against whom prejudice already existed
on account of his openly expressed anti-slavery
sentiments. That night sile had a council of
war with her room-mate. The girls were boths



