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| MY WINDOW-IVY.

Oreor my window the ivy olimbs,
Its roots are in homely jars;

Bat alt day long it looks at the san,
Aund all vight it looks at the atars.

The dust of the rvom may dim its green,
But I eall the braezy sir:

* Come ib, come fu, good friead of mine !
And make my window fair,”

80 the ivy thrives from mora till morn,
1ts leaves wll turned to the light;

And it gladdens my soul with itstender green,
And teaches me day and night.

W hat though my lot is in lowly place,
And my spirit behind the bars ?

All the Joog day I may look at the sun,
And at vight look out at the stars.

What though the dust of sarth would dim ?
There's a glorious onter air

That will sweep through my soul If I let it in,
And make it fresh god fair.

Dear Gad ! let me grow from day to day
Ciingiog sod sunny and bright !
Thongb planted in shade, tby window isnesr.
Apd my laaves may turn to ke light.
MARY MALES DODGE.

A FRENCH SPECULATION.
[I1.

The houses sprang up—a faint smell of fresh-
painted jalousies filled the air—the sea and sky
grew blue—all the golden gorse bloomed, paled
and died~the time of lilacs passed--and two
dim Judas-trees which adorned the Casino gar-
deus burst into their leafless lower. The season
ought to be beginning soon. Monsieur Legros
worked harder than ever.  Morning, noon, and
night he was out in pursuit of his workmen.
Une day a tenant arrived in the shape of a
weary, old, grey-headed man. He rented one
room, aw-cingniéms, of the small prusion which
was just finished, and wrote up a modest little
placand, announcing himself as a music-master.

1t i« well 10 be first in the field,” he said to
Blanche, ““in a great future suceess like St
Didier. And Monsieur ldon was added to
the prospectuses as a famous singing snd music
master,

Thea the moment cawe when the hot summer
rush tukes plave from towns to the seaside,-—
Diepre, Dinard, and Etmetat, began to 811 ra-
pidiv.  Every day the St Didier omnibuses
went to tneet the trains—every day Madawe
Berthe and Blanche stood with beating hearts
to watch them comein.  Often they told each
other that the carriages were full—quite full
and then it would turn out that it was a pic-nic
party from the town, of tourists who would
slesp one night at the hotel.

One day Mousieur Legros said suddenly to his
wife, ‘*1 soppose, in writing home to your
futhier, vou have told bim all about our circum-
stauces ¥’

“ Nao, never, Camille,” she answered. “1
have kept your secrets. I knew that these
things are important in the commerce.”

Mousieur Legros bent down and kissed her.

“Then do this more for me, m'amie,"” he
said. ¢ Write to him ; paint the whole thiog
in the brightest colonrs. I do not want you to
say more than the truth, of course—but tell
himn the promise of it all; that I am said 1o be
the best of landlords—that the place is getting
sn and becoming known.™

[ have told him of our hopes. Camille ; why
should vou wish me to say more?”’

Monsieur lLegroe hesitated a moment, then he
gave a little impatient stamp.

““ For a bourysoise yon are wonderfully dull,
’amie. Do you not pereeive tbhat I want him
10 invest some portion of your future fortune in
this mananer ¥’

‘* Ah! bac ] fear that I could not advise him
to do that,”’ said Blanche, gravely. Her hus-
band scowled at her, and she shrank away
trembling. A few moments after she saw
Madame Berthe eatch hold of his arm with her
claw-like hands and ask in a hard whisper—
““hut what did she say 1 will she do it t”

¢ Not to save me from prison,”’ he answered
bitterly, and her very heart ached as she heard
the words.

The days passed on, and though the season
had come, the gay world had not yet appeared.
Everything bore a prosperous look ; all the
men were paid to the day; the further extra-
vagant demands of the American lady were
acceded to without u» murmur; the English
church was completed ;—but no oue as yet came
to stay,

One day receiving a packet of her hushand’s
letters from the postivan, Blanche fouud one
directed to herselt. It was not a very common
occurrence ; her parents wrote very rarely, and
her old:school-fricnds were capricious corres.
pondents. 'She turned the letter over and over
again in her hands, wondering from whom it
could be: - Monsieur Legros caught sight of the
handwriting as she did so, and started.

““\Who has been writing to you, Blinuche”
he said guickly.

1 do not know—I was wondering.”

¢ Perhaps you had better give me the letter,”
he said quickly. Then seeing her lok of as.
tolnfi.::hment, he added—** No, no; read it your-
self.”

She opened. her letter and read; prescutly
she looked 'up with a little cry.

¢ Camille,” she said, ‘“Jean writes to tell
me that his uncle, the great épicier at Nantes,
has died and left hiny & fortune of 5,000 franes s
year. - Ab, Lut that is good news | '

“Does he say an{ more I’ asked Monsiezr
Y- ‘

Legros, rather huski
Yes, yes, I have not finished yot,” and she

| on his money.

went on reading.  Suddenly the colour forsook
her face, leaving it ashy pale, and she looked up
suddenty. ** Camille, you knew this ;"mul you
have asked this poor boy for his mouey.

¢ 1 have advised him as to its investment,
certainly.” .

“This must be stopped,”” cried Blanche.
¢+ He must not be ruined ; he, an orphan!”

“You do not know what you are talking
about, madame,” shricked ;\lm!mne Berthe,
suddenly joiniug in the conversation.

Blanche rose to her feet ; there was a dignity
in her graceful figure they had not seen before ;
swept her hand past showing the rows of
houses : ** See,” she said sadly, ** are they not
allempty 1” .

“ Yes, and eupty they will remain s long
as you couspire to ruin us,’ cried Madame
Berthe, nodding her head up and down.
Blanche turned piteonsly to her husbaud, but
in his face was no sign of relenting ; he looked
dark and sullen. )

“You will not ruin this poor Lttle Jeant”
she said.

“What do you wish #" he cried suddenly.
*1 have no power in the matter ; | merely told
him how in five years he can maxe 50 per cent
If he choose to accept it, so be
it ; it is no affair of mine."”

“ It must be stopped.”

“Who will stop it 1" cried Legros, fiercely.

[ will.” Aund poor Blanche could bear no
more, but sank back in her chair white and
gasping. Camille Legros was livid with rage,
but he controlled himself with soms difficulty,
and did not spesk. Madame Berthe, unhin-
dered by her son, poured out a torrent of abuse
and violent language. In vain Blanche turned
her pathetic eyes from her angry mother-in-law
to her husbaud, he offered her no protection,
and aftera moment or two he grew tired of the
shrill voice aud strede away.

Presently Madame Berthe changed her toue,
and this was even more ditlicult to bear. *¢You
will not ruin your husband, ma petite bru £
ghe whined. ** He works so hard and hopesso
much, and now all is ready, the ¢reat work is
nearly uccomplished, and only a little money—
a very little money—wanted to keep all attoat
till the tenants come ; and it is a certainly —do
vou not see it is a errtainty of success; there
can be no doubt whatever aboutit. You whom
he loves so much, and whom he took without
one penny in your pocket, surely you will not
turn against him

“ But see,” cried poor Blanche in despair;
* why do you say all this to me ? Havel not as
wuch interest in St. Didier as yourself ¥ Would
not your ruin be my ruin also! But 1 must
think of Jean-—the poor little Jean who has
neither father por mother to care for him, and
who has always been ay a child to the * Pie
Blauche,” "’

+¢But when Camille himself tells you that
he will guarantee him eight per cent.”

“ Alast alas !” sighed Blanche.

“Theu you will not hinder him 1" pervisted
Madame Berthe.

“Praustt | must!”

She broke away from her mother-in-law and
went out—anywhere out of the house, she
thought, as she went down the steep steps down
the face of the chiff to the sea. It was a wild,

1wty day ; the wind nearly blew her off Ler
?elet, and sand filled her eyes and mouth.

“Life is not vers happy,” thought poor
Blanche. She hated the sea with an unae.
knowledged hatred—the bustle and fuss of it—
the constaut changes. She was not accustomed
to them, and they had no charms to the littl-
bourgeoise who bad hitherto spent so calm and
monotonous 1 life.

Presently she found a sheltered spot, & sortof
cave hollowed out of the rock. She waz out of
the wind here, and she sat down and smoothed
her hair and recovered her breath. The whole
conversation she had gone through was most
painfuily distinct upon her memory.  She
clasped her hunds betore her ¢yes and prayed
that she might have strength to do what was
right--that she might not shrink from her duty,
however painful it might be to her.  She must
write to Jean aud warn him of the difficulties
St. Didier was contending with—of how likely
it was that a great jaillife was at hand. She
knew that she could trust her cousin, and that
he would not betray her secret to any one,
Then she rose up and went home comforted.

Blane ¢ had no wish to write secretly, or to
do anything underhand, but her task was more
dificult than she had anticipated. Madame
Berthe set herself as a sort of spy upon ull her
actions ; she never left ber for a moment except
when Legros was at home, and Blanche knew
that Rosalie had orders to stop sny letter she
wmight write.

She grew pale and thin from constant anxiety,
and her sleep was broken and feverish. At Jast
she contrived to write hier letter unseen, and
now cawe the difficulty of postiug it. She
adopted at last the simplest mode of all, Walk.
ing home from church on ber husband’s arm,
she quietly postel it in the letter-box.

“ What letter is that 1" he cried suddenly.

My letter to Jean,” almost whispered
Blanclhie, in great terror.  He almost threw her
off his arm und walked off aloue, Poor little
Blanche stood for a moment dizzy and aghast.
This seemed like an insalt before the whole con.
gregstion. The peasant-women passing nudged
each other, and one or two rude boys giggled
aud whispered.

. With burning cheeks, and eyes so full of hot
tears that she could hardly see her way, Blanche
went slowly howe, ;

During the next two dt\{s her hushand hardly
spoke to her ; and she had a sonse of guiltiness
towards him that she could not throw off, and
that was iutensely painful. :

About a week later Blancho rocelved an an.
swer from her cousin,  When her busband took
the letter from among his own, her heart beat
so fast that she hardly knew how to bear it. e
handed it to her without a word, and she coulid
hardly summon up cournge enough Lo open it.

Leyros watehed her from under his eyebrows;
but he could make nothing out from her coun-
tenance, for he did not understand its varyin
expression. At last she started up aud hande
him the letter. She stood beside him with
{;listening eyes and clasped hands, saying eager-
y, *Oh, | am 80 glad—so glad 1’

He read it slowly: ** My dear Blaunche,—1
am iufinitely touched by the goodness of your
letter to me, und of the frank warning you give
me against insecure investment of my little
fortune ; but in this wmatter I must have my
own way, in spite of the worldly wisdom of your
advies — for which 1 thaok you with wy
whole heart. Qf course I realize the risk; but

right woment will turn the seale and save the
whole atluir,

aires. Present my compliments to your good
husband, &c.”

This was the letter. When he had read it,
Legros put his arm round Blanche and kissed
her.  Madame Berthe was less forgiving.

““ Ah, ah " she murtered ; ““so you did not
quite sueceed in your litttle calumnies after all,
ma bri.”

Preparations for the tenants who were not
forthcoming coutinued even more actively than
before, Legros becume almost reckless in the
addition: he made to the comfort of cach house :
curtains and sofas and chairy arrived from Paris;
clocks and ornaments.

One morning the American lsdy was dis.
covered to have gore — disappeared in the

herself or her year’s rent. Still Monsieur Le-
Eros way as sanguine asever ; but as the summer
months wore on, his head became plentifully
streaked with grey.

Monsieur léon stayed on. How he kept
body und soul together, perhaps Blauche cou{d
have told better than any one else; but his
little rent was paid punctually to the day, aud
he threw himself headlong into the scheme.
“1tis always well to be finstin the field in a
grand new “‘enterprise,” he repeated with al-
most as much belie} in 8¢, Didier us ever, When
all hopes of letting tor the bathing season was
over, Legros let freely to w strange ses of people,
without care or precaution, without re ang to
character or even appearances.  The little town
soon swarmned with questionable Parisians, who
en{oyed thewselves beyoud measnrs, and paid
only a nominal rent.

“It is intolerable, " grumbled Madame
Berthe, * But at all events they air the new
houses.”

It was a great relief to Blanche when thay
went away, and all the shutters were put uyp,
and the winter drew near again,

1 wish [ could help you, Camille,” said
she, wistfully, one day, putting her hand
timidly on hisann.

‘1 think it must be for want of a theatre!’"
he eried. 1 will build one.”

“0On no, no! not yet. Have a little pa.
tieace,”’

‘You slways try to restrain me,” ke sail,
rather fretfully. ‘" Don’t yon see that ane must
do one’s utmost now ! and we have no middle
course—we muat sink or swim.” And the
theatre was talked of, and planued out roughly
that very night.

Camille began to sutler both in bhody and
mind from the long-continued strain of anxiety
and dsappointment, and the winter set in.
New prospectuses were sent out, the houses
were offered at the most tempting prices for the
winter. The prices mmpte«s ong or two very
poor families with many children; but when
their term was up, the damage that had to be
repaired encrosched much on the small venc.

But with spring, courage came back, and
even Blanche herself seemed to arouse sudden-
i¥.
“You will let me help you this year, mon
rand,'” she said, eagerly. )

“1do not see what you can do,”’ was the
gloomy answer.

“1 will do sy bent,” she said, gaily. * But
first eof all, may | take n journey all by my-
elf ¢

“ By yourself!*”

*4Of course 1 shall take a bonne with me,”

“&ho can have Rosalie of course,” snid Ma-
dame Berthe, to whom Blanehe bad confided
her little scheme, which was a very slender one
indeed ; namely, to go to Tours, and dine two
or three timesat the table d'h6fe among the
many English-—to travel perbaps a little from
one town to another, and try to drew attention,
already turning to the seaside, towards St.
Didier. 1t was u chance. Blanche reckoned
ou her vowcra uf description, and on the .er.
tainty that, if she could only get the people to
come, they would stay. Madame Berthe reck.
oned. on her daughter-in-law’s lLeauty and
winning manner, though she did not say a0 ;
and she also felt eertain that to soe St. Didier
was all that was necessary.

Ta Lagros naturally the plan appedred entire-
ly childish and even abaurd —this was not the
way business should be carried vu ; however, hie

sometimes some thousands of frances just at the

I have an impression that this
will be the case at St, Didier, nnd that before !
many years are past we shall all be million- |
" husband.

night ; and nothing more was heand either of | /.

good-tiaturedly yielded to their wishes
stipulating that Madame Berthe nhouldn x:c:ounl]):
pauy Blanche instead of Rusalie.  The poor old
woman prepared with many groans ; she had
taken but one journey within her life, the
memorable one that had brought her to St
Didier, and ‘she_felt low and unhappy at the
prospect of starting afresh.  lowever, her de.
votion to her son’s cause would Liave carried her
through the mysteries of lsis oven, so she
wade her prepacations with praiseworthy cour-
age,

“Tell me, Camille,” suid Blanche, just gy
theeve of starting—** tell me the sort of tenants
you want.”

** Look " “said  Monsieur Legros, pointing
through the window from one house to another,
** Tu that blue house | want a pdre de famille ;
he may have from four to eight children, whe
require education. In the pink house, Iy
Rosiers, 1 want a lady and two daughters. That
bouse with the arcade is a chilet d¢ garcon ; the
amoking-room is perfect. want educating
families especiully. There,” he said, exultantly,
~—*that villa is just the oue for & youny
ménage.”

“1 see,” said Blunche, eagerly. * But
hope for most success awmong the large fanil.
ies.'’

““ Aud those are the best of all,"” auswered heg-
‘“ But of all others a Scotch fumily is
the best; for | hear that when they settle,
many of their friends, uncles, cousing, and
other relations come and settle round them.’’

Blanche and Madame Berthe went away with
their minds tull of large Scotch families.

v,

Madame Berthe and Blanche arrived ¢
Nantes, their tirst destination, on the 28th of
May; the evening before the Féte [new, They
had taken & room in vne of the best hotels, xyl
fouud to their great delight that it was ful] oy
foreiguers, all crowded there to see the funons
e,

Table £héte was at six o'clock, Now that
the moment had come, Blanche was very wureh
frightened, and clung to Madame Berthe's arn,
whe, very tremulons herself, managed to sy
sharp things in an under-tous, as they went in.
Blanche found herself seated by & youug girl,
almost as shy as hersell and unmistakably
Fuglish.  lu spite of many sharp lintle pinels
from her mother-in-Jaw, she could not muke up
her mind to begin the converation untii the
soup was done ; then she asked the voung lady
very timidly whether she liked France, T
answer, in very broken French, was bright anmt
cheery ; and the blue eyes of the Fughsh girl,
Meta Brownslow, looked so sweet and sunshiny
that they woon became quite friewily, discussing
different places, and  making  cowmparicons,
Blauche found that her new acqurintance wis
anxivus to wmlerstand all about the 286 on the
morrow, &0 as to enjoy it tharoughly; and it
ended in an eugagement to meet the FEuglish
family at the eathedral at high mass the toilow.
ing worning.

The Féte hen at Nantes is suvpised to lawthe
mast beantiful in Frauce.  The knglish travel-
lers were {0l of admiration as they vmerged
into the Place in (ront of the eathedral just i
time to swe the great procession leave the ras
dnor, The whole thing formed onr of those
brilliant pictures which remain in the memory
for years; the winwisx and heuses all draped
with white, scarlet anid blue, the drajueries cover.
ed with haszging wreaths; trivmphal arches
overhead, from which hung baskets of lovely
fHowers ; the whale streets strewn thickly with
rushes ; then the gotgeous procession  itsej!
filing solemunly out from the dark backuronnd
of the dim old church ; hundreds of litth white
and scarlet boys with stiff’ quaint rose.wreaths
on their heads ; girls in white, with long white
tloating veils ; the gleaming of wilitary pomp,
and a fine clash of martial music as the regiment
slonly passed @ then women in white again. and
long lines of monks with baie feetand headsand
brown rough habits ; then the acolytes in gor-
geons dalmatics of cloth.of-gold, carrving han-
ners, crosses, shrines- gold, erimson, purple--
the brilliant colouring growing wore vivid,-
till suddenly the bells all rolled out with «
erashing souml.  lake one man, every onein
the vast crowd aank on their kpees; twenty
choir-boys in scarlet and white stood facing the
great door, swinging incense in silver ceusers,
their long chains flaxhing in the sun ; then the
chnuting began, and out into the light caie
swaying the huge gold and mlver canopy, and
the Host, carried by the bishop, p:msm} slowly
winidst the prostrate crowd.

Blanche rose from her kneey.  ** It was beau
tiful, was it uot 7' ahe cried, eagerly., She was
rimost breathless with the admiration and ex-
citrruent she felt. The blae cloudless sky,
the masses of roses, honeysuckle, and white
sinks, the great red peonies, all added bril-
isnce wud sweet fragrance to the seene, amil
the thin bluw clonds of incense dispersed very
slowly in tho clear air,

Blanche had wou her way completely with
the Euglish family, who were dolig!ntml with all
thoy saw and heard ; but wot till avening did
she venture to broach the subjéct that luy =0
near hor hoart, Then  whoen again seated at
table d'hite she began to talk about St. Didier.
She heard, with a throb of her heart that was
alinost painful, that the Brownlows were think-
in(f of apending the summer months at Dieppe.
17 you would anly try 8t. Didier,”* she wad,

wistlully. ¢ It would be something quite uew




