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Fifth Aventie, in the raw and ra.ny twilight, is not the
sprijzhtliest spot on earth, and there was very littie for lfr.
Walr-aven to gaze at except the stages rattling up the pave,
and seme belated newsboys crying their ware&

Perhaps these mme. little ill-clad newsb,,)vt;, looking up
through the slanting min, and weing the well:dre&wd gentle-
man behinil the rich draperies, thonglit it must be a fine thing

,to bc Mr. Cari Walraven, beir to a hall a million of monny
and the handsomest bouse in New York.

Perhaps vou might have thotight so, ton, glancing into, that
lofty chamb.-r, with ita glôwing hangings of ruby and gold,

its exquisite pictures, its inlaid tables, its twinkling chande-
lier, it erf iimed warmth, and glitter, and luxury.

Bat'8Jàa,-ml Walraven, lyiDg back in a big easy-chair, in slip-
pers and dressin -gown, smoking his cStly cheroots, looked
out at the dismai evening with the blackest of bitter, black

scows.Confound the weather?' muttered Mr. Walraven, be-
tween strong, white teeth. " Wh the dence does it always
rain on the twenty-fifth of No mber? Seventeen years ago,
on the twenty-fif th of thisiho ible month, 1 was in Paris, and

0 t ýw MY
Miriam was---,Miriam be anged?' He stop abruptly,
and pitched his cigar out the window. 'Y ou ve turned
over a new leaf, Carl Wal veü, and what the demon do you
inean by going back to, the Id leaves? You've come home

rom oreign parts to your ol and doting mother-I thought
she would bc 'in ber dotag? by this time-and you're a respon-

sible citizen, and an eminently rich and respectable man.
Cari, mý boy, forget the paët, and behave youraelf for the
future; as the copy-booka say: 'Be virtuouz and you will bc

e i aughed to himSlf, a laugh nupleasant to hear, and tak-
înqýup another cigar, went on smoking.

e had been swoy twenty years, this Carl Walraven, over
the worlà, nobody knew where. A reckleu, self-willed, hesd-

oitrong boy, bc had broken wild and run away from home at
nineteen, abruptly and without warning. Abruptly and with-
out warning bc had returned home, one fine morming, twenty
years after, and walking up the palatial steps, shabby, and
griýzIed, and weather-beaten, had strode straight to the

malestic prdýence of -the. mistress of the bouse, with out-
etretched hand and a cool " How are you, mother?"

And Mm Walraven knew her -wu. ne had lef t ber a
liery, handsome, bri ht-faced lad, and this man before ber

wu gray and blacx-Vearded and veather-beaten and brown,


