
158 THE SATURDAY Tfl3AtEIt

I bad resolved to keep myseif w-eh in hand
but my passion w-as visible in my face. 1 thin]
that evea Mr. Marveli must bave noticed it; fo
after dinner, as w-e sat for a moment over thb
w-mo, be led the conversation te bi3 daugbiter
HIe probably knew more of lier experience than
did, aad good-naturedly desimed to warn me.

"lShe is a choyer littie witcb, is May, but aý
fintamoahie as a fly. It is a pity sic is sncb
tremendous coquete-only mii womea are ce.
quottes. Fi yonr glass, Mr. Hloldfast; I goi
tiaI w-me from Metternici."

He beld up bis 0w-n against tie light) as lie
continued.

I tiink a taste for sound old dlaret is aboni
the soundest taste w-e can cultivate. And il t i
duty te single eut sourd enjoymons: for tb(zests of life are easily exhausted. The horizon
grew-s grey ; enjoymonî flags ; the senses fails us.
We close up al lie avenues te ploasure before
w-e know tiat tiey are se few-. And w-ben tiey
come, the supreme rew-ards of su ccess are poor and
valuelese. Your mistress's kiss doos flot bun
as it used te humn; the truth le, sie bor~es yen.
Yen don't relisi tbe wit and tbe entrées as ef
yore; yeur stemach is flot w-bat il w-as, and you
w-cary of D-s old jokes. You romembor boiw
your pulse beat wbca the Premier praised tial
speech, and Lady Idas curis teucbed yeur cecek
in the waltz; or ratier you dent recolleot a bit
-yen bave forgettenalal about betb: peer Sir
Robert bas been dead for a yoar, anmd Lady Ida
is as fat as ber mother. My goed sir, a w-eman
is ely-a w-eman; and w-boa yen once get bc-.
iind the scenes, yen learn hew- far you bave
heen impesed upon, and sw-ear neyer again te
find a w-orld ef romnace in a sheet ef pasteboard
and a pet ef paint."1

He filled bis glass and pansed meditatively.
"lYen know- Ciavering by name-an ebstinate

old ass ; lie made a terrible mess in Chbina. Well,
Clavering once said a good tiing-by mistake.
At a dinner of the mon of our tirne at Cambridge,
lio got paflietic over tiiose w-lie ad icit us, and
made a deligiffuil malapropism: IlSome ef thcma
are bappily dead,-otliers, alas!1 are married.'
0ur sbout of lauglîter discempesed im terribly:
and w-ion lie founi thiat lie bath transposed the
words, ho insisted on putting ticsn right-amnid
stihi Ileiser sheuts. But I tbink the first editien
w-as, afler ail, the true one, and bad I been Cia-
voring I would have stuck te it."1

Thîis w-as the philosepbhy that usbered me int
the drawing-room, w-bore tic witch sat drcaming
in tie fire-iglît.

A witch, indeed, as yeu would bave confessed
bad yen hoard lier sing that niglht te an mcli,saney air, baif l)assienate, bialf-rnocking, tiat
ouitLed tbc werds iveli, L odge's deiglîlful song

Love in my bosem, like a bee,
Doth suck his sweet;

Now with his -wings hie plays with me,Now with hie feet;
Within mine eyres lie makes his nest,Ilii bed, amidst my tender breast-
My kiss3es ara tue daily Seast,
.And yet ho roes me of my rosI:

Ab! wanton, wil yen?
And if I 8leep, Mien plermtb lhe

Adma oe hie pillew of my kneoThe livelong niÊllt. tigStrike Ithe lute, e tunesthestig
Hle music plays, iti but sung;Ho ltends me every levely tbing,YeI cruel ho my icart deth 8tiug:Ali! wanteu, w-iI yen?

Rosalind can meck a littie at love esen whue
she complains, but I had bakea the disease in ils
w-orsI shape, and w-as pastjesîing. A physician
-could w-e physie Love !-weuld have said from
the beginning that my malady w-as mertal.

Our thoatrical projocts, hew-ever, kept us in
tue meanlimeconstantlycmployed. But althougb
w-e ransacked the libramy, w-e could net agree
upen a pioe. This play w-as tee warm, thal
w-as tee cold; w-e ceuld net muster performers
for one, uer proerties fer anetber.

I1wislî w-e hîad a peet ameong ns," said May
0onlY POols are sncb duli people te have in a

cenntry-hîouse. 1 knew- a poet once. I w-as
lefIte amuse bmm, and he uearly bored me te
deatb. 1He told me that ho bad lest bis beart te
a particular friend of maine, but I did'nt heieve
htim; ho lîad witen se many rubbishiag poems

-1d,J about the affections, thiat lie had no heart lefItekà lose. Do yen îrecollect the seng ho wrote for
r me, papa, and w-lich you said hoe bad stelea fmomn
.le Master Lovelaco ? It w-cnt somebow- thus, 1
r. lhink:_

Witb jPers and tears and smies,
And ltful ilful wi-bs,Ls Thie May ber greom begîîiles;

a BttMY May keeps thiegrace

t Sweet i May's haw-thomn lbedge,And by bhe wate-r edge,
The mm-rmur of the sedge

eBut MY; May's sw-coter far
Thian hawthorm liedges are.

The fliru3h repeat.s lier taie,
And the saui nighitingale
IVithi passion floods the vale;

But M/ Ma's w-lisper blirjhlsMY Foàl auliong the bills.
0The kisses of the May

Are scattujred evory day
Oin ail wlie corne this way;

But 7nîy 3ay's ips ttre kept
Like cbastest violet.

f And se tue foolisb feilow- rua on, withî mnch
more on tlie sarne key. Bat ho migit bolp lis

-now-, conld w-e lay on bauds on huaii. Do you
trocollect w-bat hoew-as calod, papa?'

* But Mr. Marvel ad ealimely forgotten.
"We ceîld'nî w-cil advertise for hii, I sup-

- poe ; se -e must do without hlm, aînd takze oe
o f these 1w-o. Wbich is il te ho?'

The flrst w-as a littie gay French vaudeville-amIes as thie best art is, huit oxqîîisitely graccfuil
and pettîlant. Thiere w-as absoiuîtely nethîing lu
tic steî-y, but the people in il talkied about no-
thig inthe mesî carming wr.y. Thbe hoo and
lus misîress made desporate love;hui t hey
clearly didn'I came a copper for encli etbem, andtheir passion ran off la opigrams. ciMy beauti-fui lady," said tlie lover en bis kuces at last (lie
weut dow-a quite ieisni-ely), IlMy beantiful lady,
iave pityeon me." Anîd the lady answ-ered, "lNo,

I haveiiîl ity. Je suis la belle dame sans nierci.
And se bbhéiplay- cndcd.

No, thiat wold net do. May feit perliape thaI
it w-as everlike thc play-shc iadon baud ;se w-c
chose tic otier. Il w-as Goethe's Egiiioil.'

Wbca I think of May now, 1 strive te tbink of
ber as Il Clama." Sic ivas ossentially an actres
if she conid not hc truc and bravo and lîonest andlovîmg, she kneîv that tmutb and lîonesîy and
love were excellent tliags, îund on tic stage, ntleast, sile could ise te tic icroic mood. Hers
w-as net tic martyr-spi-it w-hdi oaa go

Timongi flic brief minute's foerce annoy
To G ods eterity o'j oy.

Sic w-ould hiave slrunk -fron Iltic fierce ,tnnoy"
as she sirank fi-ensw-hîatovem displeascd hem
senses; yet as siloernd ef heo and martyr, lier
groy oye kindled mnd flashied aud qîîivered. And
May Ma-Veiw-ion she clutched lier bosor witi
ber bande te slay tic h-cating of bier lcarl, be-
cause at midaighît sic hiema the trend of armend
men, amd Egmont cornes met, w-ns, I believe, neot
less great tla Racliol, or Ilistori, or hlelen
Fancit.

Rate Savilo had not yct appcamed, and Miss
Marvehi and I rend tic great play togetiior.
Tiere w-as semethîing in il-mn Clara's unreflect-1
ive rapture, in Egmoaf'shlemoic recklessnss-thiatr
fascinated ber imagination.

I w-as but n sorry Egymont, 1 fcar,-so peor a c
performor liaI Miss Marveil semetimes snatchîedr
lie part out eof my band, and sivere (as ladies s
swear) that sue w-euldhe tic Conut herseif. And i
thon, muffling herseif in some coverlet or shawi s
blinI lay at band, she w-ould show mc witl, adora-
ble potuanuce lîow it w-as donc; bow- Egmont,d
bending ever lus mistross, hîad unclapsed lus
ciotuk, and discloseul tue jeîvellcd collar cfthie i
Goldoen Flecce. IlBuit this is mot t/îy Egmont."L

1 wonder semeîimes tlînt I lived tirong i il al.
I w-as ike a mai slroug foyer, now- on fire, i
amen my teeti. chaîtering witi cold. I w-as in

apture and in agouy. Thîiswitclî ad poisoned S,
My lood. As she tbent ovor me that iglîl, as In
foî t ber breati bondi rny check, I w-as as jealously
mad,as fierceymiseraîîc, asOtiele. I kuew liaI c
my Benses w-ome desertimg me: tuis poet1en-a
dhantres ad cbamged me imb somle wild animal I
tiat 1 did net reogaise ; mmd I fled affrigited si

from bler speola. hat if i shold rnolber bis
in my biind rage as the Aloor srnothcred bof

ibride ? As I iook-ed eut on the black pools or
water on wbicb tho meontiglit lay, I sworo that,
corne w-bat miglit, I sbould flot go to lier agaîn.

1 kept my word. I did flot alîlroacli the lPark.But Fate w-as stronger tban my wilt. I w-as tu
see bier once more beside th-, sea.

She bad been walking, and she camne or fo nm(w-ith a beautifuil flush onulber face.
"R ate Saille bas corne," she said, anîd wearc ready for a relîcarsai. Where ]lave von becn

for eVer seong ?' Tieti, withouitiwaiting for iny
answ-er, "I bo)e you atre perfect in yorEigrnout ?"

I do flot mean to bc Egrmont," 1 answered,
gloornily.

"You arc flot going 10 desert u:, stirelv ?
"I shallflot art."

"Mr. Holdfast, this is too bad. Rite ivili bo
inconsolable."

But I w-ould net. Slhe nover asked my reason
sho knew by instinct w-bat 1 meaut. She siiould
bave gone thon ; but she stili w-aited.

IlWill notbing tempt you ? Corne np to-niglit.
Rate shall give yon a song, bier voice is suopcrb;and 1-1-1 wll give you a sînîile," the coquette
added, wbile a lovely one crossud lber oves and
lighted ni) lier mouth.

Il Tempiress h' I mnittered, eyeing ber aimost
savagely.

"M3y dear Mlartin,," she sait] at once, qîîite scr1-
ously, Ilw-bat ails 3-ou ? One w-onld 1f.ancy that
yen took me for awitch. I suppose the best that
you expect is to see mne ride away on a broorn-
stick,"-anid she affkcted to potut like a spoit
child that bas bren crossed.

But I looked bier foul in the face (for I hiad
ceased to four ber-I w-as reckless and desper-
ate), and I saw that bier cyes did not defy me.

Thon carne the cud,
I took hold of ber baud as w-e stood togret1lir,and clasped it in mine. She w-as nilotl'feîided ;she did flot resist; I fancied there w-as an an-

swering pressure,.lier boi hkindled nll lic
biood in iny body into a blaze. I turni d, and
looked bier fouiin the face. The smo ehiad
faded off the loiîtulrncd molulu and chieks,1w-hidi were pale wtîfear or passion or love,
but it stili lîngcred in lier eyes, and Ifrîlt tliat
ber eyes, consentrd. I stooped dowu and kissed
bier on the lips. I w-as mad witlî love and l'or
lips did not resist. For a moment tliey lg
te maine, or seerned te dling. IIad leaven becu
in the otiier scale, 1 could flot have foregone
that kiss. Thonthie softness died ont etf lier
eyes bier face grew set and liard and cruel ;
she cnrledl liersoîf eut of my nrrns, and retreat-
ing swiftiy and stealtliily, gained a littie hkiioll,
from w-hici slîe turned anid taced ie, lier (yes
w-ero fuîtl of menace; suie crouclîed a little, as if
wvitlî angrryshanie ; ut the verynioerncîî, 1 Itouglit
of a panther-cat in art to spîrillig.

" Sir 1" slie said fluisling out magniftcctiv
"have you forgotten tîtat yen uare a boor V"
The voice rang wiîi mockery anîd bitter

pride; yet, turning suddenly, sie bowcd ber flco
into ber bîands, aind sobbed covusvl. ler
beig sook beneath Ithe stot-in. I W-a13fnot a
a surnnier showeor; it was a convulsion eof nature.
Iw-as by lier side ini a moment: rny amni as

round bier waist ; site w..ai tugg-ing at the s5îîïîîg,
of bier lbat.I.lL oose thens 1' suie said ;"citleY a -e
choking mie." Sile sat down on the batik, îlit for
.'any Minutes conld not control lier Ily3teriicili
sobs. ler w-bol nature w-as fl1oved,-Itl,a,i'
itnecded sucli a convulsion tb teacli lic-t- lt
she, had a lîcart.

di May," I1 asked, penitentially, c w-bat 1havÉe 1

il Martin, you have hutmble,] 111 bitterlv. 1tts My fault ; I kno'v that 1 led you 011. i bave
bcen faise, ligbit,unaiel.

cYou are ii deligit ofiy eyes4," I1 urmre(]c-,
passionatcly.

tgNo, no I' sic replied, piteonisly; "do net spcak
so. You canuiot be so soreîy huurt; it would mako
ne miserable to tlîink tuaI you w-ere burt."

Il Hurt 1" I exclaimod; "lit is a hart I sahai
carry w-ilb me te thc grave-gladly'" Thon suchi
alook of paiued eatreaty crossed bier face, that
Islopped abruptly. For a moment thoew-as
ilence; but she did flot speak.


