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(), then, the little fairy knew me before 1
exclaimed Mr. Alexander, eagerly. So we
were old acquaintances, Miss Milly °

Milly said wnothing, but appeared to have
suddenly remembered that her shop had been
left unprotected, and disappeared as if by
magic. )

1 want to have talk with you, Mr. Comp-
ton,” said Mr. Alexander, lookiug after her.

Mr. Compton sighed.  ** Let us go into the
garden,” hesaid ; and they went out together.

111,

Two months after this, Milly Dove sat in her
little room, reanding. Those wondrous fabries
on which she used to labour with such patience
were gone.  There was dust on the panorama ;
its single eyve was dim and elancholy. No
more balls disturbed the repose of the fat old
spiders in the panels; the very shop itself
seemed to have an nucared.for look.

The reason of all this was that Milly Dove
Liad become a student,—u hard, close, unweary-
ing student,—and the books that she read were
given toher by Mr. Alexander.  One author in
articular pleased her mightily, A man named
{vnn 'l‘lwrllc had lately astonished the world
with an alternate suecession of works on philo-
sophy and fiction.  In both yaths did he seem
equally at home.  Mis novels were tender, im-
passioned, truthful, and always breathing the
sublimest scorn for everything mean and un.
holy.  His philosophy was sull more wonder-
ful, becanse it wan <o clear.  The progress of
man was always his theme. The gradual amal.
gamation of rnees s the universal equalization of
climate from the cultivation of the entire globe;
the disappearanes  of poverty from the carth
before the influence of mnachinery, which la-
boured for all ; the consequent improveruent of
the physical condition of aur race ; the abol-
ishment of erime : ~in short, the apoger of the
world,  On all this he expatiated with n pro-
fundity of thought and simplicity of expression
that made him at once the deepest and clearest
of writers.  Ivan Thorle, then, opened a new
world for Milly.  For the fimst time she com-
wehended the true heanty of life, and exper.
tenced these delicious sensations which one ex.
periences  when  beginning to olwerve, - - an
eporh, et me tell you, that comes much later
than one imagines. Thus a trinity of genius
and goodness reigned supreme in Milly Dove's
Hitle heart,—Mr, Campton, Mr. Mexander und
Tvan Thatle,~and although her reason placed
Mr. Compton firnt, as being the oldest friend,
and Ivan Thorle next, as being the greatest
wenius, yer T doubt mach if that hittie maiden’s
heart did not put Mr. Alexander Winthrop, her
affianeed Jover, high above all,

There was one thing that grieved this dear
child, and it was so strange a grief for her to
have had at that period that it seems a4 wmvstery
to e how she ever eould have had it Tt was
that Mr. Alesasnder wus not a griaat writer, She
Toved hing very dearly, and she knew that My,
Compron loved  him, and thv)‘ talked very
learnedly together for hours at & time.  He wos
very clever, this M. Adexander Winthrop
bat ob ' if e would only write a book tike
Tvan Tharle! 1t he wonld ereate thase dear
Stories, - -0 pire, so goad, and so true ! he
would make those splendid books that wmade
every ane love s fedowapen better when hie
bad read them, aud which were so purely
written that a elibd might understand them!
It he would only de this, she told him many
times, as she ehing to his breast, shie woukd be
ws happy as the husoning- bieds that lived oat.
stde, torever in the sunshine ! Aud Mr. Adex-
ander wonld stroke Ler brown har, aud Kiss ber
white forchead, and, similing mysteriously, say,
“*Some tine, perhups -7 Bat hie did uet write
beoks, and Milly Dove was sad,

Her saduess was now, however, for the monent
lost in the "n-r\\s'.tl ol Ivan Thorle's Lst Look,
CThe Ladder of Stars,” 2 strange mixture of
romnaniee i philosophy o+ and Milly pored over
itin her highebacked chiair, while the hum-
ming-birds outside Jooked in at her with their
sharp, cunning eves, and <abl to themselves, as
they saw her rosy lips, ** Bless us! where there
are tlowers there must be loads of honey, 1ot
us go i oand get 10 But now amid then these
rosy flowers had a strange way of opening with
a laughing sound, and showing rows of white
seed inside, in 2 munuer unlike any Bower ever
before seen ; so that the humming-birds thonght
they might be dungerous flowers, aud did not
goin. Milly was reading one of the most bean.
tiful passages in the * Ladder of Ktars,” when
she heard a step behind her. She turned, and
bLeheld onw of the most beantimd ladies she had
ever seen, stamding in the doorwav. A tall,
proud-looking lady she was, with bright eyes
and fieree Hip, awd the <madlest hands in the
wothl, And such s dress ' Ko vich and elegant
wied lowing ' Milly thought she was o fairy.
Being naturally polite, however, vven ta fuiries,
the hittle maiden rose and wdvaneed timudly to
thix sultann,  The lady did not keep her long
i suspense,

“Your name is Milly Dove "7 she said, ina
communnding voice,

“Yex, ma'am,” said Milly, half frightened at
the tone of the question,

“ You nre going to wmarry a man calling him.
self Alexander Winthrop,  1s it not so 17

“Yeg, ma'sm.”"  Milly's Hmbs began to
tremble at this point.

“You must not marry him,"”’

““Why, ma’am 1" Milly's strength began to
come baek a little,

Jecnnse he would make you unhappy.”

(2]

‘“llow do you know, ma'am!” 0 Milly
Dove 1 Milly Dove ! where did you pick up the
Socratic mode of reasoning 1

*“Because 1 know it,” said the sultana,
stamping her foot. ** You canuot marfy him.
He loves me, | know he does 1" she continued
passionately.

*‘ He loves me better I said Milly, quietly.
1 know it for he told me s0.”

“You! love you bettert Listen, child. You
do not know this man. He is proud, wealthy,
learned, a genius, and courted by all the world.
His sphere in life rolls through another orbit
than yours. His genius, his tastes, his friend-
ships, will all separate him from you. He
thinks he loves you now ; well, in thrée months
he will be disenchanted.  He will neglect you,
—-ill-treat you, perhaps,—laugh at your ill-
breeding, sport with your ignorance, and break
your heart. Be wurned in time. Here! | am
rich.  You shall have money, as much noney as
you wish, if you tly this place and promise
never to see Alexander Winthrop again. 1 will
make you wealthy, happy, everything you wish,
only leave me my love ! leave me my love !”
She held out a purse to Milly us she spoke, and
her splendid form literally shook with passion.

Poor Milly was thunderstruck ; she knew not
what to do. 11, how she wished for either
Alexander or Mr. Compton !

¢ Ma'am,” said she at last, <[ don't want
money. | never knew that Mr, Alexander was
rich ; but it makes no matter to me whether he
is or not. | know heloves e : for he said 30, and
he vever tells a lie. Therefore I eannot do as
you wish me, 1 am sorry, wma'am, that you
should love Mr. Alexander too.” .

‘ Bat you must, | tell you,—you must, girl !
You shall not wed him ! "He is mine' Do you
not kuow "7 .

*“She does not kuow, Miss Helen ae Rham,”
5ui|l Mr. Alexander himself, stepping, at this
Juncture, out of the shop, and puatting his arm
around Milly's waist. )

0, you are here, sir " said Miss De Hham,
with a scornful eurl of Lier upper lip, * Enjay-
ing love in a cottuge, \\‘hi(}{l, no doubt, you
taste merely ws a literury experience to be made
serviceable in your unext book. It is a pretry
idyl.”

“ Madum,” said Alexander, ““let me hear po
unworthy sneers against a love so pure that vou
could not understand it Milly, us this ludy has
thought tit to intrude herself on my privacy and
yours, it is fit that you should learn the history
of our assoeiation.” )

“Tellit, sir, by all means,” said Miss De
Kham, seating herself in a chair; ¢ you are ac-
custamed to weave romances.”

T tel the truth, madam, always ; and if |
did wot this pure mind here ix too troe a touch-
stotie ot to detect the falsebood. Milly, that
handsomee ludy there was once my friend. |
believe I Joved her, for she was heautiful
aud gifted,  We were mueh together, and 1 uu-
derstand that she expressed admsiration for mv
taleuts. 1 thought her honest, wind T loved her
for her honesty ¢ for she was oue of those who
cound talk with that frank bluntness that o
well simulates sineerity. Well, she was am-
Litions ; she wanted to be a woddess, when she
was auly a wotnan ¢ shie wished to write, when
God had only given her the power to appreciate,
She came 10 me one Jay with a poem, -1 heats
tiful poem, which <he said he had written, |1
wet 1t pnbhished for her ; it was adwired every-
where. Ou the strength of it she rose to the e
putation of o woman of genins,  Well) Milly,
iCwas all a He bean acted, a spoken, a perpe.
tuated lie 'ethe poem was not hers. It was
written fur her by u protéyé of hers, wha betray.
eid her trust, and the deception wis discovered .
I ieft Miss De Rham, Milly Dove, to the shame
which, it she had & heart, vught to have eaten
1tout,”

“And you could not discover the ditference
between an iunocent piece of vanity and a
crime 0 dvan Thorle, in spite of @ your
Kunowledge vou know not the world

“Udonot wish to kuow it better, Miss e
Rham.  Leave me and my bride in ignorance
At pence. Go, wadam, back to your town
luxury and refinel atmosphiere. where pretty
nates ure given to bad deeds. [ wish to remain
unmolested  with that pure love which will
ever be g mystery to you. Go ™

* What uame did she call you I"* cried Milly
Duove, breathlessly, as the proud lady swept
seornfully out through the little shop.

** Milly, you way now know what | have loug
concenled. 1 am Ivan Thorle 1™

“Yout yon? ¢ I am so glad—xo glad—so
glad ' Dear Alexauder, T have now nothing to
wi-h for.”

“ Bat ] have, dear Milly 1”

Those who have read Alexander Winthrop's
latest and best novel, “The Village Bride,™
will see there how happily he aud Milly and Mr.
Compton lived together ; amd they will recoy-
uize i the lecturer o Woman's Rights the por-
trait of Miss De Rham,

THE END.

FRANCISQUR Sancry in stupitied at the Eng.
lish newspapers. | don’t see,’” hosays, ¢ how
the diavolo the English find time to read those
enormous masses of juformation.  Nature or
wilueation has endowed them with an fusatiable
appetite, and a prodigious capacity of stomach.
One admires them. 1t is true that when wo re.
turn home we begin once more to enjoy better
our own journals, so sober, our Parisinn lift-., o
amiable, our theattes so just in tone, so exquisite
in language.”

OQUTWITTED BY A GIRL.

A FALK WITH A DETECTIVE,

A telk with a detective is generally interest-
ing and often instructive. We have a very
acute ofticer in London, and from him I learned
a little regarding the difficulty cxperienced in
tracking criminals. Some years ago an exten-
sive forgery was reported to the police ; and on
the evening of the same day a serious burglary
was carried out in a jeweller’s premises in the
city. There was not the slightest trace of the
daring criminals. The detective department
was in despair ; and the usual outery as to the
inefficiency of the police began to make itself
heard. The detective told off for the burglary
chanced to obtaina slight trace of some of the
missing property, suspicion having attached it-
self to the inmates of a certain house, owing to
their lavish expenditure of money. Further
inquiries only strengthened the suspicion ; but
although there was the strongest proof that the
police were on the right trail, none of the jew-
ellery or silver plate could be discovered. This
was exasperating, more especially as the detec-
tive had been assured that the property was ac-
tually taken into that house. The ofticer went
te the station very despondent, and sought to
beguile his thoughts y reading a volume of
Edgar Ellan Poe’s stories.  He had got the
length of *“ The Missing Letter,” when he start-
ed up, blaming his own folly, and proceeded
again to the suspected house. Acting on the
suggestion of the tale, he determined, this time,
not to look under carpets and into mysterious
cavities, or to tear up hollow-sounding portions
of thetloar. Knowing now that the safest place
to hide anything was where people would never
think of luoking—as in the case of the letter
staring the searchers in the face from the man-
tel-piece—the detective, accompanied by an-
other officer, went into the house ; and there,
outside of the windows looking to the back-
green, and attached by a strong cord to the lin-
tel, they found a bag containing all the silver
plate.

But there was no trace of the jewels, some of
which were of great value. The ofticers had an-
other look round, a little encouraged by their
partial suceess.  The mauin room was elegantly
furnished, the oriel window being gay with a
rich parterre of flowers in handsome Satsume
ware vases. My informant went forward to the
window, took hold of one of the plants, when it
came away in his hand, revealing the fact that
the earth in the pot did not reach the bottom of
the vase.  Inufew minutes the whole property
was recovered from the several vases. Au arrest
and conviction followed, with a sentence of ten
years' penal servitude to each of the ingenious
thieves,

While the prisouers weve awaiting their trial,
oue of thew dropped o hint which rather enlight-
eued a turnkey on the subject of the forgery,
which, as above mentioned, had also happened
oun the same day as the theft.  The detective
was at once made aware of the information, which
at first appeared intignificant.  But this * trifle
light as air®” proved impo.tant enovgh, The
shight clue was followed up with relentless per
severance, with the result of bringing 10 light
the fact that the forger had speut large sums of
mouey inu the very house where the burglars had
been ariested. It was easy to et inforiation
from the inmates who had not been taken into
custody.  The detective «t last became aware
that the man he was in search of was betrothed
to u youny lady, the daughter of 1 very promi-
nent viticen.  Curiously enough, the erisue had
uot got iute the newspapers; while, on the
other hand, the agthorities had been heavily
handicapped through the absence of any photo-
graph of the ceiminal.  The detective enlled
upon the youuy lady, when he had assured him-
setf of the absence of hier purents, and asked her
quietly to show him her album.  With great
self-possession the yirl brought the book, and
looked sieadily at her visitor's face ; nor did she
extibit the slightest leeling when the detective,
with a half smile, cougratulated her on being a
elever woman, although he thought she might
huve been even more so, if she had filled up the
page (rom which she had taken the phnmgmph
which had faced her own.  He left the house
with the convietion that while the girl knew of
the whereabouts of her lover, she was a match
for the cleverest of criminal oflicers.  Let me
tell the story in the detectives own words.

“As | went about, considerbly annoyed at
the way we had beed checkmated, | saw the girl
come out of a shop.  Sirolling in, | purchased a
small article, and learsed from the garrulous
shopkeeper that he had just sold a lurge trank.
Here was a new phase. The youuy lady, it was
generally adinitted, had 8 great regard for the
voung man, and would very probably do all in
her power to save him. Did she intend to leave
the city ¥ That was the point to be determined.
I also learned, throngh proceedings which 1 am
not called upon o explain, that the voung lady
had a private account at a bank iu the city—
not the one where the foigery had been com-
mitted—and took steps to ascertain her motney
transactions ; when, to my infinite surprise, 1
was told that on the previons day she had with-
drawn a sum of filteen hundred ponnds, ex-
pluining that she wished to plwe it in an in.
vestment ot u private nature.  But imagine my
astonishment when U learued that on s certnin
day, about the time the forgery was comaitted,
she had lodged nine huudred pounds —a hundred
less than the sum obtained by the forger. | now
resolved to set my knowledge and authority
against & woman's wits, not at all hopeful of the
result.

1 met herin the street, where she affected
not to recognize me. 1 followed ; and when we
came to a quieter thoroughfare, she turned, and
at once ad&reaxed me by name. After some ex-

ressions of regretat the nature of my duties, I
n't her understand all I knew of the case, atthe
close giving a threat to the effect that 1 might
be called npon to arrest her as an abettor in for-
gery. Fven this did not affect her. Another
thought struck me when 1 saw something white
peeping from her hand-basket, and 1 l_)luntly
asked her for the letter she had just received at
the General Post-office. Without a pause, she
handed me a letter bearing the post-riark of New
York. We had suspected that the forger was in
America; but inquiries at the post-office had
satisfied me that no letters had been received
addressed to the young lady, and I also knew
that fear of her parents would prevent any com-
nunication between the parties. So when I re-
ceived this letter, my labours seemed about
ended ; for this being the first epistle, and the
contemplated flight being taken into account,
there was every reason to believe that the letter
now in my possession simply meant the speedy
capture of the forger. The girl bowed and passed
ou : but there was something approaching a
smile on her face as she parted from me. The
letter was bulky, and the envelope had a some-
what fraved appearance, as if it had fallen
amongst water. * With breathless speed, like a
soul in chase,’ I tore the envelope open, only to
find every sheet of paper perfectly Mank’ 1
looked them over and over again, wept to the
oftice, and tried sympathetic inks, obtained a
microscope——in short, made every etfart to sat-
isfy myself that | had not been duped. At last, |
confessed that the girl had been too much forme.

“ Fortunpately for my peace of mind, 1 hadnot
acyuainted any of my colleagues with the slight-
¢st ilea ot my partial success, so that they hgxd
no occasion to rejoice at my discomtfrure—a dis-
comliture bitter enough ; for when | made en-
quiries the next day, | found that my bird had
flown. [ instantly hurried to Greenock—this
was before the days of the Atlantic cable—only
to see the large steamer sailing away to the
West. A tew months afterwards 1 received a
letter in a woman's hand, beariug the post-mark
of a lirtle township in the Rocky Mountains.
This was all it contained : * You're a smart fel-
low, but no match for a loving woman. Anold
envelope full of blauk paper is quite good
enough for such as you. Had yuu besn more
civil, I might have taught you the art ot re-
gumming old love-letters! Farewell. | am
quite happy.” "’

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

M. Rarpor, it is said, has just completed a
new Jdruma, called frrivs.  Evidently an idea
conceived at the railway station.

A SHOPKEEPEE in the Rue des Petits-Champs
advertises © * Tantes pour bains de mer.”  Of
course he weans fentes, but mesnwhile ws the
Freneh sav, of les mwicrs 4 08 o fanille !

T is said that Meissonier very much prides
Limself apon the resemblanceof liis head to that
of the fumous statue of Moses, by Michael Aun-
gelo.  With his full Howing ewrly white l)r'{?l‘\l
aml  *“tempest-tossed 7 white hair, Vumr]\ed
features, aud penetrating eyes, he does, lutlt:ﬂi,
look not unlike the statue 1 yuestion. What
is comical about the matter is the fact that he
has tak-n to twisting his hair into two little
knobs just above the brow soas to snnul;\teA at
least a commencetuent of the horns er_symbohcal
ravs wherewith Michael Augelo saw nt to crown
the head of his statue of the Hebrew law-giver.

A wokkMay named Pervoux had been con-
demped by the Correctional Tribunal to eight
days” tmrprisonment for having fol‘ull‘!.\;“ kissed
au English governess in the street. Tie lll(;)ll
appealsl, aml the .\dvm-n}e-t-eneral, in the
name of the Govermnent, <iid that the punish-
ment wits exeessive, and that the case ou'g‘lu
never to have been brought into court. The
Court of Appeal took no aceonnt of lhcs'e {f-
marks, wml contirmed  purely .\u:lﬁunpl} the
sentence of the Correctional Tribunal, and
severely moralized the prisoner intv the bargain,
telling hum that it was nat allowed to kiss '%
woman by force in the public street. *'even I
the wonun were an English governesa ™ Even
if English, and even if 4 goveruess, how conde-
scending Frauce has become !

Frexcu doctors delight in devising the most
disgusting and repulsive reu_mlies. You ma_\t:
see any day in the butchers’ shops shreds o
meat which are seraped from the steaks .:md
spread spread upon farctincs ot bread and juw,
which ate thus eaten raw by invalids.  Thecyro
fusiciullo is not, however, deceived by soare licer,
“as the invalid makes sad grimaces at the loath.
some food. Carnivorous folk, who have a weak-
ness for rumpsteaks would be surprised to see
how small is the share of nourishment in 4
rumpsteak, and how large is the rysnlnu of skin,
veins, and musele which  remains after thcle
untritive portion of the neat has been seripe
ol The doctors have now devised a snll‘ more
horrible cure for pulmenary complaints, Crowds
of eadaverons creatures may be seen every worn-
ing making a *“yuewe” at the ub-!.lf«n(c.\‘..o.r
slaughter-houses, where each patient u!nhlbea u
quart of blood as it streams all hat from the
slaughtered ox.  The cave is not costl_v,' as tlu.!
red wine costs but ten xous the yoblet. Patients
drink at this ghastly forutaiu fora wounth, wheo
they fancy thomselves eured.




