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dauphin lind survivodl lUs wound, and was
out of (langer; but then, to Richard, follow-
cd tiuis alarrning passage:

"lAs wvas inevitablo, sentenice of deatli has
been passod upon you, aud a heavy reward
held out as tic priceo0f your apprehension;
this you need flot have feared-but I know
fromn positive aiuthîority of à private nature,
that the Spaniard, Mfalpertez, induced by flic
hope of a titie, and by the desire to revenge
some wrong that yen have donc hua,
lias takoen a sacred oath to follow you ta
your refreat, and at the rîsk of lis owni lifé,
to capture or dcstroy yen."

At that moment a slîip wvas erossing the
sens to England, and Alessandro Malportez
ivas pacing te and fro upen lier dock.

A eloudy day had. given place te a clear,
starliglit night. The anturnn wvind8 wcere
abroad, and tie fcw, laves that yet reinain-
ed upon the soliùary troc in the garden at-
tachied to Richard's bouse fluttered mouru-
fully upon the branclis-for tlîcir colapa-
nions ivere ychhew and dead, and scattered
upon tlic ground, and the rustling song of
the greon and crowvdcd beaves, that had -iv-
en renewed youth an(l choorful lifo to the
old trce, wvas now silent and onand tlîe
sound occaionally giveni forth, as the strong
wind more rudoiy shîokl the branches, wvas
but tic mcrnory of a former lime, and tic
hicavy sighi of old age for tlîe tàdcd glory of
youth.

One apartinent, of tlîat lieuse, w'hicli look-
cd upen thme gardon, prcsented a striking
contrast te the Chîeerlossncess wvîthout; a large
briglit lire blazed riuddihy iii the grate, and
lighted up tlîc paintings tlîat wec lItung
about the ronm, wliile tic magnificent muir-
rer upon the mantel-picce roflece d the dan-
cing rays as tlîey sliiftcd fantastically about,
and felloed their curious antâces iii n huii-
dred varying phases.

It was one of those reorny and substantial
lieuses that our ancestors loved te build ;
and every ehiamber gave an indication of
wvealtIi and case. The rich tint of Sionna
marbie was on the walls, and tlîe broad and
many-stcpped staircases, the massive and
highly-finishod doors, the warnî wainseeting
anîd profuse drapery-a1l servcd ta, stamp
tlîc habitation as tliat of a family cf afllu-
onîce. It was in a dime wvhen the rich mer-
c'lants cf Lendon invariably dwelt in tlîe c&-
ty,.and built for thcrnselves lieuses more

resemblingr the mansions of nobility- thi-m
the dwcellings of tradesmen, and this bouse
ivas one of the rnost sumptuous. Retircd
somewhat from the public thoroughfares,
and reached. by a court-way elosed at night
by tati and massy iron gates, it, combined at
once the eomforts and convenience of a town
residence ivith the repose and safety of a
castle. But on the nigbt, of whicb ive treat,
>when the iron gates ivere closed, they shut
the cnemy in. At dusk, a stealthy footstep
liad passcd unseen up the courtway, and
ien the porter sccurcd the gaLes and on-

tercd the bouse, lie saw flot the dark, figure
crouehing beneatlî the shadow of the gardon
Wall.

Let us returu to the chaniber wherc the
broad mirror is elîasing the shifting rays
upon the picturos, and as ive pass tbrouglî
the doorway, ive nay hear in a lowv Lofe the
single word IlChck!" pronounced.

The two figures seated nt the table by
the fire, with tie curious littie ivory mn
betwoen theni, are Richard and Marie, and
they are pinyin- the thouglîtful gaine of
(Jless.

But a deeper gaine was hein- played-a
gaine of mighty imaport, te be wvon and lost
tlîat night. The old troc in the gardon,
whose branches somotimes touchied tue vin-
dow, wvas shaking vioently, and iL wvns not
the wvind Lliat slîeok it; it was no bird that
alighlted noiv upon it, for a strongY man liadt
clinibed to the trunk, and %vas straining ove-
ry norve to reach the window by the aid of
its sturdy arins.

"You are flot playing wvcll to-night, Rich-
ard," said his wife.

IlI arn flot altogoeLber wvell niysolf, Marie,"
lie rejoined, as hoe threw himsolf back in.
lis chair. "lThe iveather influences one's
spirits; it lbas been verv gloomy to day, and
1 have had, sadder thouglits than usual; 1
have been thinking of Paris, and 1 nover
think of Paris wiUliout being sad."

IYou shonld flot give way to desponding
tliotughIts," said Marie, tcndcrly; IlI can
think of Paris, and yet flot be satd."

IlIt is wvhen I think of you, Marie, that
tho shadow cernes. Yon do flot betraf- a
wishi to see France again, and I know it is
in kindness Lo me you bide your thoughts.
Do you nover long for your native country ?
do you nover sigh for thie horne of your
birth ?"
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