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11cr bosom wus bursting with the rage that
wus stiffing ber. 8h. looked round for ber Mon-
truel, and not seeing him immediately, she called
bis name in a hoarào voice.

Montruel sprung frora his hiding place.
"lOh 111 murmured Agnes to herself, IlI have no

dagger I messire," screamed she, with the foam
on her lips, "-it was thee, who drew me into this
infamous snare."

"Me 1" interrupted Amaury.
"Silence Pl cried madame Agnes, trcmbling

witb fury; ilTbou art a traiter and a coward 1"
She placed her two hands upon bis shoulders,

and shook hiai with the strength of a man.
Thon reaching the lest spasma of ber delirium,

she strnck him in the face se violently, that the
blood spurted from lis eyes and nostrils. la
another moment ber atrength bad vanisbed,
and sho felli, haîf dead, upon the muddy street of
la Calandre, and even before tbe thresbold of
the tavern of St. Landry.

Half an bour nfterwards, you migbt have met
with Amaury Montruel sud madame Agnes, in
the avenue of young elms, wbich led to the
palace of tbe Louvre. Tbey bad stopped just
at the same place wbere the baudsome page
Albret bad told bis love to Eve, on the mcmn of
tbis eventful day.

But Agnes had now repaircd the disorder of
ber toie; and nuthixrg seemed to remain of al
that bigh foyer, and of all that furions maduess
which Lad se lately overcome ber. The bands
of ber jet bair were arranged with tbeir custom-
ary elegance, and ber cheeks wore ne traces of
ber recent distress.

To be eonUnued.

"OLD MURDER."

1.T IRE goes Old Murder," said Mr. Miller,
the manager of the Old County B3ank, as ho

8tood at bis wiadow, with his nose eting on the
top of the wime blind.

IlOld Mrder"I was the nickname givon to
Doctor Thatcher by tLe inhabitantB of Crossford.
Il was a samcàstic nickname, but uscd in ahi good
nature; for the old dector, tbough somewbat
penurieus and brusque, was a wortby man who
bad done bis duty and combated death with suc-
cess and profit for forty years.

Crossford is a pleasant compact town, and as
the doctor drove up the High-street every one
saw bim. The butcher, among bis sheep, pinked
witb white siashes, took off hie bat as ho jointed
a loin of mutton on bis enormous sacrificial cim-
eoned block. The bookbinder standing at bis
press, torturing a volume ln bis vice, saw him
through bis window, and, with some scraps of
gold leaf in bis bair, opened bis glass door to
watch hlm. Tbey saw bim over tbe little
buttory door at the post-offlce, and the young men
at the dapr's discusscd bim as tbey unrolled
carpets and uncoiled ribbone.

Dr. Thatcher waa bound on a visit to bis old
friend tbo roer, at Woodcoî, a suburb of Cross-
ford; wrappod up in a coarse, tbreadtiare, brown
great-coat, with a comfortem iding aIl but bis
nose, hoe drove on in bis rickety pony-cbaise, bis
ohd blind wbite mare neyer exceeding her usual
pace for any possible provocation.. Ho drovo,
brooding as b. went, over old times; cld mon
can only look back, the future bas littho plea-
sure for theoe. With bis thick onigh grey
eye..brows, furmowed frosty face, and big grey
whirkers, Dr. Thatcher looked the vomy type of
eldorly sagacity.

It was a bright November memfing, and tbe
unushin.e, like tb.j Presence of one we love, sbed

hope, joy, and eomtert on the moane8t and hum-
blest object.

The doctor was ln bigh spirite, and ripe for
gossip. As ho rang at the door, a portly, com-
fortable buther presented bimeeîf and called a
page-boy to bold the doctor'g herse.

IlHow are yen, Roberts ?r eaid tbe dector,
with gruf kindliness. IlHow's the gout ? Take
lesa aie; that's my prescription."

The rector'asetudy was a delightful don, walled
with seund old books sud hung with exqulsite
Wate-colour sketches by Co, Copley Fielding,

Turner,. and Prout-rainy moors, suny cliffs
bsthed in pure blue air, encbsnted mountaine,
magie sunsets, sud crumbling gable-ended Nor-
man bouses. Thome were rare hothouse flowers
on the table, a Vonetian glass, and rare pbQto-
graphe, old edition2 of tbe Elizabethan pocte,
ivory ceophants, lUttle palanquins, and Japanese
fans. 1It was tho den of a mau of refluement,
travel, sense, aud tasto. Tho windows looked
ont on a broad swoop cf soft green lawn, and a
fine cedar-tree spread ont its vast dark ledges of
bougbs in eternal benediction. A bigbt lively
fimo rose in a waving pyamid froas the grate,
that sbone as brnght as a Life Guardsman's
breastplate. The doctor, growling at tbe delay,
was turning over Borne photographe of Cornwall,
the granite cliffs eproduced with every crack,
cieft, and splinter, wben there carne a cbeery tep
ah the wiudoW. It waS the rector, cheorful as
ever, and rejoicing to see bis old fried. As the
doctor opened the glass door tbat led ont te the
lawn, the rocher steppod in and shook bim by the
bauds.

ilWe want you te esee George ; bis tbroa±'e Lad,
doctor," ssid the ector.

ilVery weli, thea-bere I amn. Mind, ne
gratis advico; down ln the bllI. I earned my
expoience bard, aud I don't mean to part with it
gratis.»

"dNo one asked yon, doctor," said the rector,
wbo knew bis ohd friend's manner. Ho rang the
bell, and the frighhoned page-boy entered.

IlPage-boy P" growled the doctor. Il my
time tbcy weme called only boys. Get a sihver
spoon."1

The boy went aud eturned la a moment wihh
a spoon.

IlNow open your mouih. I'm flot going to
cut your tongue off. Open it widem, air."

The doctor held back the boy'e longue witb
the bowl of the spoon and looked in.

IlBah 1" ho said. "lMore inflammation. Il'h
send you a gargie, boy. If it gets worse, wby,
I can snip off tbe end of the uvula. Tbere, that'li
do, page-boy. Wben 1 waa young, Buller," said
the douter, as the door closed, and he threw him-
self back rongbly ln a sloping e£rm-cbsir, "I
made tbis my golden rule-alwaye, ifpossible, te
get my fée wbon the patient n'as still 'n pain.
It made the fée larger, and it was pnid qnicker.
I nieyer protended to refuse fees, aud then took
them. I only wisb I could get my Jack mbt
better waye about these thiage. Delicacy le
tbrowa away ou people;,every one le for bim-
self."

The rector laugb, poked tho fire, and rubbed
bis bauds. H1e enjoyed the doctor in bis dry,
eplonetie moode.

Id I'vo come te ask you te dine wihh the
Prices and cone or two more, to-nlgbt at seven:
plain mutton and a bit cf fila, haro soup, and a
pudding-no fusa. I don't ask yen for show,
or te, wipe off a debt; but becauso 1 ike yen.
RubLer afterwamds. Your old fiamne, my sister,
will be thore, and Letty, cf course, or Jack won't
bear of it."

ilHow is your adoptod son, doctor ?
cifHowsle ? Wbah, Harknees? Why, strong

as a lion, f curse; riding, ehooting, singing
botter than sny other young nman lu Surrey.
Thiiercning the dear boy insistcd on driving
tandem-.ouly fancy drlving tandem 1<) 500
patients i Ha, ha! But these are harmless foîhies.
Oh, be'll ferment clear as your dry sherry. Ilow'8
Mary V"

44Pretty well, tbank you. Goneouot witb the
blidren. Excuse me, doctor, as a great ad-

mirer cf old jewellery, asking you te lot me see
that key-mxng ef yours again off yeur finger. I
alwaye admire lb s80xuch-it le ealy wortby cf
Celi."

The doctor waa propitiated; hie old grey eyes
brigbtenod under bis white cyebrows. tgOahy
take it off for very old friende. That le the key
cf my case-bock, which my poor dear wifo gave
me on cur wedding-dsy, fomt.y years age next
spring."

It was a curioue ring, cf ohd Italian workman-
sLip. It bad oiginslly been the key cf the
jewch-cbest cf some nobleman cf the bouse cf
Medici, for it bore tLe arme, the îhre pilla cf that
dangerous familY.

"i shonld leave yon that key when I go under
the grass, Buller, but I'vo promised it te, that
Idear boy, for bo'Il bave ail my business, and
there's netbing ike secresy with a case-bock.
Buller, ycu muet walk moe-.yon',re getting toon
steout. Hew'e that oye cf yours, by-tbe..by 7" Hie
put the ring on agala as hoe spoke, sud mnbbed it
affoutionatoly with bis coat cuif,

IlThe conjunctiva le still inlanied, and the iris
wants expanding."

The dector damîed a crsfty look from under
his thick eyebrews, thon began te hum Paddy
Carey-" tum tidd'e ti-ti-But what do yen
know about irises ?"

(194Wiil you come labo the ceuservatory,
dector, and eee my Neptnnias-ycu are la no

bummy V"
IlHew de you knew ? I'm just off ho see my

sister. Jack le attending hem; but she writes
me te corne and eee hem too, wihhont bis knewlng
it, for fear ho migbt bo offended. Am I ever

IlShe'11 beave ahi bem money te Jack, I sup-
pose? 7" aid the rector.

IlE very penny ; but hoe won'h gelt it for a dezen
yoars, 1 hope. De you knew, Bolier, 1 arn
planning sornetbing te keop tLe boy quiet and
prudent; for Le le ather inclined te Lbe wild.
I tell hlm hoeean tmamy Letty tiI ho bas mado
.we bundmed ayear bybaîf fees. He'ii de i4l'il
Le bound, la the first year. 1 pretend te beila..
exorable. I examine bis accounts. I psy ne deLta.
I keop hlm bard at it--and wbatisl the meit?
A botter boy deesn'h breathe lu ahi Surrey. 11e
wo't drink spirite-ho we't touch carde ; yet
ahi the the trne I'm negotiating for a smal
estato te give hlm wbon Le marries; but il kilts
me pamting with bard-osmued money."1

By ibis time the doctor sud the ector Ladl
reached the coneervatomy, a cheerful moine gay
witL flowems, with vines treliised over theoslopig
glass reof, and Chinese caricatures ever the lie-

IlMore waate meney," grurnbled tL. tosty man
with the soft heurt undor the bear's skin; yeu'hl
b. having s pinery next.,'

"Wohl, and yen docters are paid te, cure us,
sud haîf the money yen getles for pntting ile tes
ingcring and expensivo deaih-tut 1 Ah, it's six

cf coete haîf a dezen cf tLe ether. I Lrought you
bore, docter, te say eomehhing disagrecable, Lui
bue-will you boum 1h?"

ilWill I Lear it ? Wbat did I eay when Sir
Astley teld me once I muet bave my leg off, after
that accident, iding ?-l Yoell fanda eaw,' I uaid,
pointlng, 1'in that third left-.Land drawer.' You'eo
a good oid friend; corne, say away."1

The old docto's mauner wao, nevertbeless,
somewhat rostloss, and a lithoe beliid the onergy
sud esolutien irnplied i bis words. Ile twi8ted
bis key-ring round anxiensly.

The echor'e eyes wero cîcar, cold, and fixed;
bis monhh closed, as if ho faît somo inward
pain. Ho was silent for a momente thon ho
spoke.

ilMy dear old frieud," hoie sid, "iî seein cruel
te, tell yen the truth wbea yen are se, happy la
yuum ignorance; but 1 muet use the hancet sud
wound te Lea-yon know what profession
uses that motte. I feel, from wbab Roberte tells
me, and ether people Wbe know C rossford weil,
that the adeptod son yen love se much sud trust
se entirely, deceives yen. He le net geing on
respectably; ho drinks, ho gambles, lie likes Ion'
company, hois going Lad; takemry wordfer it;
Le le botter away frorn Cmossford fer a tisua;
ho le geing bad, 1 amn sure hoe is. lie is idb, ho
le quarrelsome, ho ruas labo debt, ho is geiag
fast down bibi; ho Las been tee zmach indulged

As a ekilful urgeon sîsys bis kulfe te eee if
tLe patient is boariag up or sinking, se the rector
stepped te watcb bis old friend, Who Lad sunk
on a chair'- et firet pale, trenilons, sud faint,
thon angry, restlees.

ilNe' no," Leo eaid; I cannot and will ne't
bohieve i1k h iBleieB-ies 1 Wbat, my boy
Jack? No, ho le fuîl cf spirit; Le le fend of
bumour; they cahl that been quameleome sud
liking Ion' Society. Gamblo ? He won't play
even a riibbor wibh me. 1de? Wli7 , hla ieslave
St business. Hi l by ibis Urne fourteen miheu
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