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The letter of Juan
Mondesro was written In
Panigh, but Oliver un.
Tetood that language
Perfeotly.

He therefore trans.
Wod 1t ljterally and
Tapiqiy ;

“Lisbon, 5th March,
1771

“Bir and Honored
Patron,
" “I write to you under
Yo weight of the most
" fulemotions.
waﬂug learned, several
n:eks ago, that some
hermen of the Iittle
“’Wn of Portomonuro, in
Q‘Ucl&, had discovered
lﬁ:‘;’t.he beach, not far
1 W Cape St.Adrian,
I Lrerous waifs,washed
a7 the tide, and that
th, ong these waifs was
v headpiece of a large
*S8el, on which were
Uen in letters of

Rold, these words :

T
HE MARSOUIN—
HAVRE;

1. Having learned this,
thhy' and knowing that
N Vessel belonged to
%%, I did not hesitate
80 thither in person
n Order to put myself
%ft\:ll Possession of the

tl(;‘ My first informa-

hon Wwas unfortunately

true. The ¢ Mar-

E“ll,”jdﬂven by one of
® mugt violent storms

d““h have visited us in many years, was

Probed on the rooks, near the Cape St. Adrian.

af, ngers and crew must have perished, as,

%' the most careful inquiry along the whole

Rent' I have heard of none being saved.

bod]d“' the waves have cast some sixteen

forg % on the beach, among which was that ofa
8le. I had these corpses buried in conse-
ground.”

lagg T reading the letter, which Philip Le Vail-

OMI’M listened to standing and motionless,

M raised his eyes on his father and drew

in terror,

,‘go face of the old man was purple; the

o Of his neck and temples were swollen; a

ucestlon of the brain appeared imminent.

Father| father !” exclaimed the youth,
ng %o support the tottering shipowner.

Whyo Uip slipped down into the arm.chair, from
« 2 he had risen only a few moments before.

VuAh' " he feebly muttered, ¢ my uneasiness

beey, ROt vain, My worse presentiments have

1 wm”e&llzed ! They are dead—they are dead—.

tﬂen Dever see yon again in this world, my sole

dogy ;7 TO¥ brother. I will never know your
to Oagnd unhappy child, whom I also had hoped
Kn my dﬂ“shter.

b, ::“118 beside his father, Oliver wept also,
or “: Wwere less bitter. He mourned
At le fate of Annunziata.

M_ensth the shipowner said in & hoarse

oo ;
it L My Son, give me that letter. I wantto read

T
b6 letter of Juan Mondego 1ay on the velvet

t

P alongside of one which Philip had
Dall‘;trb\lt had not read. P
toog o Whose eyes were dimmed with tears,
to hia P the latter by mistake and presented it

Thet‘hth”'

Shipowner held 1t 1n his hands for several

Wange, g

R made an attempt o read it, But
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EBupressly translated for the FAVORITE from the French of Xavier dé}Montepin.

“BUT IT IS CHARMING. ONLY IT MAKES ME PRETTIBR THAN I AM.”

scarcely had he glanced at the first words than
his face betrayed porfound surprise and he hur-
riedly ran his eye to the signature.

He sent forth a loud cry, sprang from his
chair and threw his arms around the neck of
Oljver.

“See, my son, see,” he exclaimed holding out
the paper.

Oliver looked on the writing and was stupe-
fled on beholding the name of Annunziata.

# Annunsiata,” hesaid ; ¢ Annunziata alive!”

“Yes, alive! ” repeated Philip, % saved by a
miracle, no doubt.”

“Allve !”” murmured Oliver interiorly.
« Well, it 18 the will of God. My fate 18 in.
flexible,”

« Listen,” continued the old man; « [ will
read you this blessed letter,”

And standing upright before his son, who, in
his turn, seemed overwhelmed and had sunk into
the arm.chair, he read :

« Saint-Nazaire,”

Oliver trembled.

« Saint-Nazaire,” he muttered in broken
accents, ¢ she 18 at Saint-Nazajre »

«The letter i8 dated from that place. But
why this surprise ?

«Continue, father, if you please, »

The shipowner went on :

« He whom you cherished as a brother, who
loved you In return from his whole heart and
who confided me 0 you—my father 15 gead.
He sends you his orphan daughter,”

« Poor José, poor brother,” murmured the old
man, as he wiped the moisture from his eyes.
« your daughter 18 not an orphan, I shall be her
father.”

He then sr;nﬁ:zd r;aadmg :

« Three ys8 T closing the eyes of
father, Ileft Havana on the vesse) w;ﬁ!’ilp;:z
had the generosity tosend us. My g6 heritage
waa the admirable letter written

dying father. A terrible storm broke up our
ship. I alone survived among all on board. God
saved me by a miracle.”
“ Ah!” exclaimed the old man. I knew
A miracle. May heaven be blessed.”
He continued :
“ After two dreadful nights, two nights of
solitude and terror, a small French vessel pioked
me off & point of rock where the storm had cast
me and where I awaited a certain death.”
“ This vessel was going to Nantes. It 1

it.

ded

o

The youth képt
silence and bowed his
head. Was it through
excess of happiness ?

The bells of the
churchesand numerous
oconvents of Havre
pealed the evening
angelus,

Phillp Le Valllant
uncovered his brow,

“Oliver,” sald he,
“let us pray the Lord
to grant joy and rest to
the soul of Don José
Rovero, my old friend,
and let us thank him
for having saved An-
nunziate from the
perils of the sea.”

“ Yes, father,” said
Oliver.

“ And at the same
time, let us ask his
benedioction on Dino-
rah,”

“Yes, father,” replied
Oliver again, and in a
low voice, he added :

“How I suffer! O,
Dinorah 1”

It has already been
hinted that, when the
¢ Marsouin” left Havre
for Havana, Oliver Le
Valllant was not pre-
Bent. He was then
visiting Brittany, It
was during this tour
that he came to the port
of Saint-Nazaire. He
there put up at a tavern
called the Breton
Arms. From this point
he sallied forth every
day to make sketches
ofthesurrounding
soenery. He there filled
an album with deli-
cious bits. Jetty, vil-
lage churoh, mouth of the Loire, and several
wooded nooks were all included. Oneday a re-
velation preseuted itself to the young dranghts-
man. He came on a little house, beautifully
embowered in trees. Something attracted him
to the spot and he proceeded to sketch it. He
had almost finished and was about to lay aside
his paper, when casting his eye towards the
cottage, he saw the adorable head of a young
girl detaching 1tself from the olear-obscure of

me in a Breton hamlet, called Saint. Nagzatre,
whence I write these lines. I should have
written sooner, and still the delay is not my
fault, as you will 8ee. The day I landed, I fell
ill, broken with fatigue, privation and suffering,
God saved my life by another miracle and for
the accomplishmemt of that miracle, he made
use of an Angel’s hand. That angel i a young
girl. I send you her name that you may bless
her with me. 8he is called Dinorah.”

At these words, Oliver gave a start and be.
came very pale. .

The old man who had not n‘loed the move.
ment, said :

¢ Dinorah, my son, be sure you never forget
that name.”

“ No, father, I will never forget it,” replied
the youth with energy.

Philip continued reading the letter which
conoluded with the intelligence that Aunnun.
ziata would soon set out from Saint.Nazaire to
Join the old friend of her father.

XXX.

FROM LISBON TO SAINT-NAZATRE,—Continued.

‘“Sublime child!” exclaiméed the old man,
*8he hag the heart and soul of her father, Oh1!

by you to my | bow happy you will be, Oliver |

the ent, and a second form, also feminine,
appeared between two trees in the orchard.

“Am I dreaming ? ” said Oliver, dropping his
pencil to the ground.

XXXI,
NORAH,

He was not dreaming. Thedouble apparition
was real.

The young girl at the window was barel,
eighteen. Her oval face was exquisitely pale
and encircled in a frame of heavily curled blond
bair. The pupil of her large eyes beamed with
azure. Her Httle mouth was incarnadine, like
a ripe cherry,

The other female made a striking eontrast to
the first.

8he was twenty-four or twenty-five years of
age, tall and robust, very handsome and dresged
1n the bright costume of the peasant girlain thoge
parts. In her left hand, she held a little basket
of eggs, and {n her right hand, a pail of foaming
new milk.

She was surprised at first to see a stranger
within the enclosure, Lut she soon gathered cour.
age and advanced towards Oliver. She then
stretched out her neck over his shoulder, {nspect.-
ed the drawing, turned towards the cottage, and
placing her hands on her hips, exclaimed : -

‘*Ab Miss Norah, do you know—a gentloman
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making a picture of our house—come this way
and see it.”

Then to Oliver,

¢ That is a pretty faithful picture.”

Do you think 8o, Miss ?” said Oliver, with a
smile,

“Yes, indeed. There is the house and the
door—the three windows, the roof, the chimney
and all—the rosebushes, and the poultry. But
say, sir, why dldn’t you draw Miss Norah also,
since she is looking at you.”

“Ihad not the time,” replied Oliver, ¢ but if
the young lady will remain at the window for
& few minutes longer, I will sketch her out.
lines.”

The girl called out to her mistress to stand still
& moment.

The latter consented with a winning smile.
The sketch was soon drawn and then Jocelyne
~that was the name of the peasant girl—asked
to be drawn also, with her basket of eggs and
pail of foarming milk. .

In the mvantimé Norah had left her station
at the window and came down to inspect the
drawing of the ysung stranger. She was delight-
ed with it, and he was more and more delighted
with her.

¢« Miss,” said he, «this little sketch does not
displease you then ?”

“#1 have already said that I regard it as very
beautiful.”

“Then it depends on you, Miss, to give it a
real value.”

¢« How 80, sir ?”

“ By allowing me to offer it to you.”

The girl blushed deeply.

« I entreat you, Miss, nct to refuse it.”

“But sir, I fear I cannot...,..."”

“Why not?”

She kept silence,

Oliver reflected & moment,

“ Of course, I am unknown to you,” he sald,
‘and you hesitate to accept anything from a
stranger. In that case Iiwill modify my offer.
Take this sketoh, not as a gift, but as an ex-
change.”

“ An exchange ? " repeated the girl, with a
smile,

“Yes; for my drawing, give me three things.”

“Threethings1” |

‘A bouquet of your roses, a cup of milk and
the permission to return to-morrow to renew
my sketch.”

The young girl held ‘her peace for a fow mi-
nutes. Then she turned her great blue eyes fall
on Oliver and replied :

«T accept.”

Oliver returned hearty thanks,

‘““But sir,” continued the girl, «we have de-
tained you very long. Answer my question
frankly. Have you breakfasted ? »

“ 0, Miss,”

¢« Have you breakfasted ?”

“Well, honestly—I have not.”

¢ Then you will breakfast with me.”

¢ Really, Miss, I dare not accept.”

“1f you refuse, our bargain is broken.”

“I am resigned In that case,” gsaid Oliver
gaily.

“Very well. Come into the house. Jocelyn
will set the tablein a moment.”

And they all moved towards the cottage.

As in all Breton farm-houses, the principal
apartment comrrised the kitchen and hall and
over the chimney-piece the pots and pans were
set.

Three objects were worthy of attention in this
room,

In the first place a large portrait suspended
from the wainscot in a splendid frame, from
which the gilt was fading. This portrait repre.
sented the handsome features of a sea captain,
wearing the order of the King, auburn.haired,
blue-eyed, with left arm in sling.

In the upper left angle of the canvas, there
was a shield'surmounted by a knight's helmet
and banneret; on a field gules, three bezants ar.
gent,

The second object was a magnificent clock of
the Louis XIV style.

In the third place, there was an immense
arm-chair of oarved oak, near the chimney
corner. On the back was a medallion bearing
the same arms as the portrait.

Oliver observed these things at a glance, and
was puzzled by them,

They sat down to a table charged with milk,
bread, and fruit. iWhile walting for Jocelyn to
prepare the omelette in the great fire.place,
Oliver said to his hostess :

“ Allow me, miss, to put you & question?”

“As many as you like, sir,”

“ Miss Jocelyne calls you Norah.
your name ? I find it so singular.”

“Not exactly my name. Jocelyn 18 fond
of abbreviations and I let her do. My real name
is Dinorah,”

¢ Dinora! ” repeated Oliver.

“The name is rather odd, is it not ?

¢“0dd, perhaps, but charming. It reminds
one of ancient Brittany, of Teutales, and the
druldesses.”

“ Do you think the sacred mistietoe would be-
come my blond hairt” said Dinorah, laugh-
Ing, and without waiting for answer, called for
his eup to pour him some milk,

The repast went on, Jocelyn’s omelette was
superb and Oliver enjoyed it. The eggs were
succeeded by fruit. They too were perfect.

“I gathered them myself,” said Dinorah,

The repast was ended. They retired from the
table.

“I am exacting, miss,” sald Ollver, «but I
now demand my roses.”

Is that

“You shall have them,”

replled the young
girl, |

And in a few moments she returned from the
garden laiden with beautiful Aowers.

“Do I owe you anything else now ? *

“ Yes, Miss, you do,”

“What is it ?”

“ Leave to return to.morrow.”

« It is granted.”

They conversed a little longer, and then Oli-
ver took his leave,

As he made his way to the inn, he inhaled
the perfume of the flowers and repeated & thou-
sand times the sweet name of Dinorah.

——

XXXIIL
LOVE.

The tavern-keeper was standing at his door
when Oliver returned. As he drew his portly
form aside to allow his guest to pass, he asked;

« Will you have your breakfast now, sir,”

«#No mine host,” replied the young man.,

¢« Are you doing penance to-day ? Yet it is
neither Ember Day nor vigil, so there i¢ no need
for either fasting or abstinence.”

« I am not by any means doing penance,” re-
turned Oliver smiling, «but being very hungry
I broke my fast on bread and milk at a small
farm a couple of leagues from here.”

¢ No nourishment in it, sir. It does not sup-
port the stomach.”

« Certalnly not, but it fills it sufficiently well.”’

“Hm! Sosgo. Upon that you should take
something comfortable. Say a bottle of Canary,
I have some that is exocellent—imported direct.
It has been ten years in my cellar,”

“Woell, you may bring me up a bottle on con-
dition that you will keep me company.”

“With great pleasure, sir ! with the greatest
pleasure! I know only too well what is due to
my guests” —« and my cellar,” he added to
himself,

Ina few minutes Oliver and his host were
sitting opposite each other, with a flask of golden
wine and a couple of tulip-shaped glasses be-
tween them,

¢ What do you think of it ?” asked the tavern
keeper as he turned the first mouthful over on
his tongue.

¢« Delicious ! »

“Yes, I would venture to say that the inten-
dant of the province himself has not better on
his table.”” And a self-satisfied smile illumi-
nated the worthy man’s jolly countenance.

“ My good host,” asked Oliver after a brief
silence, ¢ you ought to know the neighborhood.
Can you tell me who lives in that pretty cot-
tage surrounded by great trees, which stands at
the head of a blind alley about a quarter of a
leagne from 8t. Nazaire? Passing by the house
I caught a glimpse of a pale golden-haired girl
who seemed anything but a farmer's daughter.”

‘“Miss Norah,” said th®.inn.keeper. ¢The
house and garden belong to her.”

¢ And who may Miss Norah be ? "

“8he belongs to a good family and is the last
descendant of a long race. Her name is Miss
Dinorah de Kerven,” said Boniface respectfully.
“These de Kervens were true gentlemen,
brave sailors, and noblemen who held thefr own
in the province. At one time they were the pro.
prietors of a fine estate which bore their name,
but which no longer exists. What would you
have ? some families are unfortunate, This is
such a one. While others were growing richer
it became poorer, and it is not difficult to un-
derstand how. These Kervens passed their
lives in the service of the country without ever
asking for reward, justin the opposite system to
those who get so well pald for services they
never render.”

« Then Miss Dinorah’s father is poor? »

‘“He is dead. The mother died first, The
young lady is an orphan. S8he was four years
old when she lost her father, who was a sea.
captain and decorated. Her education was
glven her at a convent, and she returned here
three years ago. She now lives alone with her
servant Jocelyn (a good girl) in the cottage you
remarked. It is a little bit of property that
brings her on an average eight or nine thousand
livres a year. It is all she has.”

“ But that is absolute misery!

“No, my good sir, not at all. And the proof
is that Miss Norah, poor as she is, finds means
to do more good than most rich people. She is
the providence of all who are unhappy. She is
satisfled with almost nothing and gives the rest
away. She visits the sick, gives them medi-
cine and watches by them. For three leagues
around she is known, respected and loved. Peo
ple call her the good angel,”

Oliver was much affected by his host’s story,

“She is happy then, this kind-hearted and
beautiful girl?” :

«“ Happy, sir? Yes. I think 80 at present at
least. But will it last long? I am afraid not.”

[ t do fou mean ?”

¢ Mere common sense, 8ir, a5 you will see if
you follow me. In this world a daughter of the
nobility has only two chances ; marriage or the
convent, Is it not so?”

“ Quite true.”

¢ Miss Dinorah de Kerven, it is evident, has
not,the slightest vocation for convent life and the
veil, Bhe 18 too pious, too charitable and too good
to be shut up behind the cloister grating, like a
prisoner in his cell, praying selfishly from morn-
ing to nighs$, without getting any good from it.
She would die of consumption and ennui, I
know full well, if she were suddenly deprived
of the rays of the sun, the sea-breeze, gnd the
perfames of her roses. After what Y have told
you of her character and habits, You agree with
me?”

I do, I eonfess.”

“So there {s an end to the convent. Miss
Norah would not go into it; and if she did the
poor of the country would take her out by force.
Marriage is then the only alternative,”

¢ Certainly.”

*That is where I was waiting for yon. Al
present she is & mere child and hardly thinks
of marriage. But later on, in one two or three
years, she will beginto think of it. It can haprdiy

be otherwise, for God created women to marry |

and rear children. Well, when that time comes
what will happen ?”

¢« Miss de Kerven will marry.”

¢ No, sir, she will not marry ”

¢ And why not 77

“ Becanse she can’t marry the first man that
turns up. With the name ghe bears she must
become the wife of a gentleman or a very rich
man or else remain single. Unfortunately
neither the gentleman nor the rich man
will understand that Miss Norah's beauty,
goodness and virtue are a more precious dowry
than all the money in the world. Do you still
agree with me ?”

¢« No.”

“ Ha! and why not?” '

“ Because I am firmly convinced that there
are still noble and rich people on this earth who
possess heart and understanding enough to com-
prehend the true value of the treasures of which
you speak.”

“ Where are they to be found, these people ?”

“That I cannot say, but there are much peo-
ple.”

“Well, sir, when you have shown them to me,
I shall say you are right, but not before. I have
not always kept the arms of Brittany on the
market square at St, Nazaire. I have been a
sallor and traveled. I have seen many coun-
tries, and I declare to you on the word of an
honest Breton that I never came across any.
thing but selfishness and love ot money—and I
am an old man whose hair is gray, not to say
white,”

“ I am young,” cried Oliver, ¢ and I am more
fortunate than you. I have witnessed cases of
unlimited devotion and absolute disiaterested-
ness.” The young man was thinking of his father
and Don José Rovero,

The tavern-keeper made a low bow.

“Devotion and disinterestedness, two rare
birds indeed ! two white blackbirds ! However
Iam willing to belleve you, and I grant that
there are some sensible people under the sun
who could make their life happy by marrying
Miss de Kerven. But what then ?”

“One of these sensible persons will fall in
love with her, will win her love, marry her and
be perfectly happy.”

“ Happy! By St. Malo, I should thinkso ! Or
rather he would be ; for unhappily you forget
one thing. How is this noble and rich person
of yours, who is generous egough to prefer hap-
piness to a few bags of money, going to fall in
love with Miss de Kerven ?”

«That is a strange question you are asking
me. Of course he would fall in love with her
at first sight.” .

“Maybe. But where is he to see her. Miss
Norah never leaves the house, she never shows
herself and seesnoone. You must confess that
it would have to be by the merest acoident that
the person in question should just follow the
path that leads to the farm, see the young lady,
fall in love with her and then marry her,”

“And yet, though I had no business over
there, I happened to pass and saw the young
lady.”

“8o be it ; but what does that prove ? You
saw Miss Norah but you didn’t fall in love with
her, and you are not going to marry her—"

Just at this interesting juncture the tavern.
keeper was called down-stairs to keep in order
some half-dozen drunken sailors who were tip-
pling and quarrelling in the bar below,

The following day Oliver was on foot before
the sun’s rays had broken over the horizon. As
it was too early for him to make his appearance
at the farm, he spent some time in wandering
about, instinctively choosing the higher ground
from whence he could obtain a glimpse of the
trees that embowered Miss Dinorah’s cottage.

Towards eight o’clock he began to persuade
himself that as one of the objeocts of his visit was
to recommence the sketch of the house, there
was nothing to prevent him beginning his work
without intruding on the fair mistress.

This idea firmly fixed in his u:ind he started
at a round pace for the farm.

On opening the garden gate Dinorah stood be-
fore him, {n the same dress as she had wornthe
day before, surrounded by her poultry to which
she was throwing handfuls of grain from a little
bag that hung on her left arm.

“Gouod-morning ! " ghe cried gaily to Oliver.
“Yousee I am in the midst of my feathered
family. But you must come and see how pretty
your drawing looks in its old carved wood frame.
The other is quite ready for the bell-tower of
St. Nazaire, since you insist upon filling my poor
house with master-pieces. Let me finish feed-
ing my chickens and we will go in.”

The feeding operation concluded Dinorah led
the way into a little salon on the ground floor.

Oliver was enthusiastic in his admiration of
the charming seventeenth century frame, and
then spread outthe table the sketch he had
brought with him. Dinorah clapped her hands,
and Jocelyn, who had followed them in, vowed
that she had never seen a bell-tower look so
much like itself.

‘8ay then, sir,” she asked, *could you draw
& body’s portralt on paper, as big as natural? It
must be pretty hard.”

“Idaresay I could manage to do it,” replied
Oliver good-humoredly, «But why do you ask,
Miss Jocelyn?”

“Because if you were good enough to dra¥
my likeness I would send it to my old grand
mother. 8he'd go foolish with joy, the old WO
man,”’ hat

#Jocelyn! Jocelyn!” cried Dinorah, ¢ Wb
are you asking ?

“ Ab, let me be, Miss Norah. If the gentle-
man don’t want to doit, he’sonly get to sa. 80,
and there’s an end to it. But he'sso kind-1005"
ing, and that’s a fact, that I'm sure he won’tre
fuse.” "

“And you are qaite right, my good Jocely®
said the young man, «We are at your servicé
pencil and all. Only,” he added hesitatiogls:
“I hope that if Miss Dinorah is satisfied ’
your portrait she will not. refuse me the perm*
sion to draw heér own,”

The young girl’s face fell.

“ I have noone to send it to,” she gald sadly*
« I have no relations, no one to whom my r
trait could give any pleasure. Still, if you ©8*°
to reproduce my features as a study I sball
happy to be your model.” 4

“And never,” thought Oliver « was arts
vouchsafed one more divine.” K

After breakfast, the young man set to WO
on the servant’s portrait and after some hoV
painting produced a sketch which, though 8°
exactly a master-piece, was received with X
praises by the original and her mistress. o8

The next day Oliver returned to work on M‘y
de Kerven’s portrait, He worked the wholed‘t
and In the evening declared that he wasé bw
poorly satisfied with his work and would
obliged to begin anew. L

“But it is charming,” cried the young &
“Only it makes me prettier than I am.” s

‘“Heresy ! ” cried Oliver, «I have mad® ®
sehool-boy’s daub of it. However I do not 4%
pair of suoceeding better to-morrow.” )

The next day there was another sitting it
same wWork with the same unsatisfactory res® -
The third day no better, Dinorah was n"v;,
tired of sitting, Oliver never wearied of sket®' |
ing, And so the days passed on and the tim®
his departure drew nigh, i

The young man had come to consider mmseb
the accepted lover of Miss de Kerven, al'-bo';]‘e,
not a word of love had been spoken on éit
side. 0

At last the declaration was made. Strang®
say it came from the lady. od

One day on reaching the farm Oliver oV
Dinorah seated in a pensive attitude on & hill pb
at one end of the garden, under a magn the
cluster of oaks. The thick turf mufied ¥’
sound of his footsteps and he was at her sid® od
fore she perceived him. Miss de Kerven
her head, saw the young man, and witho!
tokening the slightest surprise, held 0U'
hand. "

¢ Dinorah, you did not know I was pere?

«“No.”

«“Of what were you thinking ?*

“ Of you.”

“ And what about me ?

¢ Nothing about you; ofyou,” drov”

For a moment Oliver was silent. Then 08¢
ping on one knee he drew from his little ﬂou“‘
a chased ring, which he offered to the ¥'
girl,  {nis

« Dinorah,” he sald in a broken voice, *
is my mother’s wedding ring. If you beuev‘;lu

o

her

I think you do, that I love you, and if yo? Tl""
consent to be my wife, accept this ring. and
will tell me that you give me your heart %
that you will never belong to any but m9£ 1ho
Glanecing with a look full of tenderness & 108
young man at her feet, Dinorah took the
and passed it on her finger, saying : 0
«Thave given you my heart and I swed’
belong to none butyou.”
Intoxicated with happiness Oliver P&”"dl:l;:
arm round Dinorah’s waist and pressed bis
to her forehead. DI’
In this manner Oliver Le Vaillant and i
orah de Kerven deelared their love and plg
their troth, g
The next day Oliver returned to Havre.
lagt words to Dinorah had been : s o0
“Ido not depend on myself alone, b® o
obstacle can arise between happiness and 7 v
selves. Love me, wait for me, and trust
To which Miss de Kerven had replied: ‘
«Ilove you, I trust you, and I will wal
you,” i
Oliver had no doubt that he would easily .
tain the consent of his father to his marr™
Philippe Le Vaillant was no tyrant, & "5l i
Dinorah de Kerven was not. their eq Y
wealth she was far their superlor in birth-s"’,y
young man whiled his tedious journey ’ppi-
with rosy anticipations of his future
ness. gl
On the fifth dav after his departure n—oﬂ’wo{
Nazaire, he drew up his horse befoge the 8" pe
his father’s house. Handing the bridle ne
serving man who had accompanied /4
rushed through the garden into the housé: 'ge
phyr, the old servant whose acquaintad® pd
have already made, started back in alarm ;pe
then rushed off to acquaint his master Wi
son’s arrival.
After the first tender greetings Oliver
to change his dress. ‘wl,'
«In an hour,” he thought, «I shall baV oPY:
my father, and he will have bid me be by
When the father and son met downstel™®

latter opened the conversation. v post
« Before asking you about your trip, B7 .
I must tell you some news.”
“Good news, I hope.” nb”d
s At once good and bad. You have ofté ,
me speak of Don José Rovero ?” o ol 8
“Your best friend! He who at the tln‘m R
dreadful orisis interposed to save you! P"’ :
1o} remember that as & child I used to
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morning and evening to wateh over Don José
vero and yourself, and to protect him as 1
Would have Him protect you ?”

“ Well, Oliver, your childish prayers have not

oD answered.”

* What has happened to Don José ? If we can

elp him in any way we must do it, father! Wc
Will do for him what he has done for us! We
Will save him !

Philip Le Vaillant pressed his son’s hand.

“Don José has written to me. Here is his
letter.” Aud the old man read aloud the touch-
Ing pages that we saw penned in Don José's
Study at Havana. More than once during the
Perusal Oliver had to wipe his eyes.

‘“ Father,”” he asked when the letter was con-
Cluded, « what was your answer ?”

“This.” And as he had read his friend’s letter
Philip Le Vaillant read out his own reply. It
:erminated, it will be remembered, as fol-

ows :

“My friend, my brother, I ask for my son
Oliver the hand of your daughter Annunziata in
Marriage.”

These words fell upon the young man like «
thunder-boly, He was compelled to clutch &
Chair to keep himself from falling. His father
Temarked his agitation, but attributed it to the
Burprise that a young man would naturally feel
Ou learning unexpgctedly thathe was betrothed,
and that without a possible chance of withdraw-

0g ; for no man of honer can break, without
'h&me, hardly without crime, an engagement
Wade in 80 solemn a manner, before a dying fa-
ther and an orphan. He asked, however, no-
tlcing that his son’s emotion increased rather
than diminished :

‘“Have I acted right, my boy, in disposing of
You in this manner ? Have I done my duty?”
« “You have done your duty,” replied Oliver ;

and you have acted right.”

Here then was the secret of the young man’s

bitual melancholy and of his evasive answers
When questloned as to his sad demeanar.

XXXIIL
DEAD AND YET ALIVE.

From the day on which he received the letter
ted 8t. Nazaire and bearing the signature of
nunziata, Philip Le Vaillant was in a state of
®ntinual uorest. This letter announced the
f oung girl’s early departure in a vessel salling
fom Qrolsic with a cargo of salt for Havre.
The old merchant would not for anything in
world have allowed the orphan to whom
® had sworn to take the place of father to be
tded at Havre, like an abandoned child, with
One to meet her. He had therefore taken
asures to be informed in time of the appear-
of the vessel he expected. During the day
Paced the harbor In anxious expectation, and
y night his place was taken by a couple of
Tvants,
On the ninth day after the receipt of Annun-
Hatary letter, early in the morning, Zephyr burst

%0ting into his master’s room, where Philip

b Vaillant was at his tollet, and announced
® arrival of the expected vessel with a young
Y on board.

“It was impossible to make out her signal
Uil ghe entered the harbor, ” he exclalmed, 80
1t 18 really Miss Annunziata she will be here

!nedlately, though I ran as fast as my
%8 would carry me to bring you the news.”

n he man’s words received immediate confir-
8tion, A carriage was heard to eumter the
b Lyard and stop at the front door.
‘It {s ghe! it 18 she !” cried the merchant
8hing from the room and hurrying down the
tw, TS with all the eagerness of & young man of
reoty. He reached the hall just in time to
r:“el‘m in his arms & young lady, very beauti-
l‘,‘ Very pale, and dresssed in deep mourning.
or. Annungiata ! he cried, almost sobbing with
',liotion, “my child ! my daughter!”
th be gir] returned the old man’s embrace, and
h::‘”ng back the long vell that covered her
Btained countenance, knelt before him
With touching simplicity besought his pity
affection,

¥ father, give your blessing to the orphan
. S8eeks a refuge in your heuse and who
d ®8ches you to love her for the sake of her

Q?d father,”

“ b'eAlmunzlata, my daughter,” he replied,
fore God and your father who looke down on
a Swear that you are no longer an orphan, I
h:e two children now.” And Philip Le Vail-
t raised his friend’s ehild from the ground
P DPressed her to his heart,
he stmple attractive young orphan who had
b ®becdily found her way to the old merchant’s
™ was Carmen |
OW and where had the guondam dancing-
v the widow of the Chevalier de Najae, con-
%eded the infamous project she had just suc-
ed in carrying out ?
Mek“"“s the voyage on the vessel which had
tagje o Ber up off Caps St. Adrlan and was
. € her to St, Nazaire, Carmen had had time
¢flect fully on her forlorn condition.
@w Y Was to become of her? Her brother,
'“pp?)&k and miserable support indeed, but a
wh Tt novertheless) was no more. Annungiata,
Who - 0love and confidence she had won, and

uld e .
I would ertuinly have helped her, was dead

uh!illllyI

he

)

le

“
Who

&l

be useless te seek her husband's

pw.. [oF she had lost in the confusion of the
it ;’:reck the certificate of her marriage, and
Quiry  22¥thing but advisable to cause an on-
She”, Dl0 the matter to be made in Havana.
Uttey) ad never felt so completcly alone, 8O
'heq)y Qesolate, Whichever way she turned
thgpg ld find no means of escape . Yes,
Was one. Why should she not go to

Phillp Le Vaillant at Havre and say to him !
«1 was the companion and friend of Don José
Rovero’s daughter, who at the last moment of
her life placed in my charge for you this casket
which contains Don José's letter and your own.
I'am without a home ar a protector ; do not for-
sake me!”

There could be no manner of doubt that the
rich merchaut would comply with her request.
But however much he might do for her it would
be mere charity ; liowever generously he might
behave towards her position would be nothing
to that of which she had dreamed and for which
she had plotted.

“No!” ghe sald to herseif. ¢« My pride
revolts from an obligation. I will never go and
stretch out my hand for charity. My life is
crushed, my future dead, Better would it have
been for me to have perished with Annunziata.
But my fute was agalnst it. Poor Carmen, who
does not know howshe is to live, 18 living; and
the millionaire’s bridelies in a watery grave, I
wish,” she added bitterly, «that I could, ex-
chango places with her.”

BShe started as If struck by a shot, and sunk
into deep thought.

“Why not?” she cried, her face lighting up
and a trlumphant blaze kindling in her eyes.
«It is a daring scheme, certainly ; dangerous
perhaps ! But what matter ? Every soul on the
«#Marsouin” but me has perished. I am
acquainted with the smallest details of Annun-
ziata’'s story and of her Zather’s oareer and
death. Noone in France knows me, nor does
anyone Enow Don José's daughter. Who could
betray me ? Who could give me the lle ? I was
wrong to bewall my fate. It has long treated me
badly but now that it puts such a chance within
my reach it would be a 8in not to avail myself of
it. So, the die is cast ! Carmen is dead, long life to
Annunziata!”

The reader has already witnessed the sucoess-
ful carrying out of the Gitana's determination.

The good jmerchant was on thorns. Where
could Oliver be all this time.

After having been thrice summoned the young
\man finally made his appearance. Notwith-
standing all his efforts to control his emotion
his face wore a look of sadness and embarrass-
ment.

«This 1s Oliver, my son,” sald Le Valllant
quickly.

And in a lower time he add ad so as to be heard
by Carmen oniy: ¢ Your betrothed.”

The girl advanced to where Olliver was
standing, and taking his hands with a timid
confidence, murmured in & supplicating tone:

4 Oh, sir l-—ob, my brother !—say that I am
welcome under your roof! Say that you will
love me a little] I have suffered 80 much! I
need so much some one to love me1”

#Kiss her!” cried the merchant. ¢ Kiss ber,
my boy, if she will allow you.”

Oliver cou:d not refuse. He touched his lips
to Carmen’s cheek, and the girl blushed at the
cool salute like the most {mid aud modest of
maidens.

« What can I tell you,” sald the young man
constrainedly, « more than you already know ?
Does not the house of Philip Le¢ Vaillant and of
his son belong to Don José Rovero’s daughter. I
agree with all that my father has said. He has
spoken for both of us. You are no longer an
orphan, Our family is yours.

«+Thank you, brother,” replied Carmen.

As though obeying to an irresistible im pulse she
once more seized Oliver’s hand and pressed it to
her lips. At this unexpected contact the young
man trembled and for the fArst time raised his
eyes to the Gitana.

Carmen was daszlingly beautiful. Her cheeks
were still tinged with crmmson, her eyes swam
in tears, and her hair which had become
unfastened streamed in rich luxuriance down
her neok.

As his eye rested on her Ollver's thoughts
flew to Dinorah.

« Dinorah,” he said to himself, I will always
love you.”

Once more he glanced at Oarmen and mur-
mured :

« S8he 8 too beautiful. She frightens me1”

(T'0 be ocontinued.)

AUTHENTICATING A GHOST.

«Do 1 belleve in dreams and ghosts?” That
is no way to put it. Do I belleve In dreams ?
Yes! In ghosts! Listen to me/

As long ago 88 18569 I was County Burveyor off
Hooppole County,State of Arkansas. My brother-
in.law, Jack Henley, enjoyed the oficial title
and drew the salary; but I used to go aloug
with him on duty to carry the chalnand set the
stakes. I preferred this part of the business
pecause I could never make the compass work
properly ; it would always polnt north for me;
and sometimes I wanied to go in other direc-
tions. How Jack managed It I never could un-
derstand. Jack, by the way, was the most in-
tolerably ugly mortal I ever beheld—except his
sister Margaret my wife, now in heaven, poor
thing! There is no sense in such ugliness as
Jack's.

One evening Jack came over to my ecabln,
and we had a little game—played with the full
pack. My wife—since dead—retired early, leav-
ing us with the bottle and cigars to have it out.
1soon had it out—out of Jack’s pocket, every
cent of it! And we were both “in g condition.”
About eleven oclock we shook hands a few
dozen tlmes, and Jack started for home—re=

| low as the four-spot and clalm « high.”

turning at variable intervals to shake hands. He
lived about @& mile away, down the Bulburg
road—Arst bouse of the left. When he was un.
mistakably gone I collected such of my facul-
ties as I oould lay my mind on, put the room in
order, and went to bed. I had no sooner shut
my eyes than I dreamed Jack was dead. I saw
him, as plainly a8 possible, stagger down the
road till he had passed the little bridge over
Possum Creek; then the moon coming out
suddenly he fell down and dled of pure ugliness,
I dreamed and redreamed this so many times
that it began to worry me; so I got out of bed,
dressed, and left the house,

It was & misty kind of night, but there was g
moon somewhere behind the fog, and I could
see things close at hand with tolerable distinot-
ness. I had gone about a quarter of a mile
towards the spot where my dream had ¢ lo.
cated ” Jack’s body, when I met him coming
my way. He was walking very steadily now,
and had the oddest look! It was as if his oyes
had nothing behind them — you know how I
mean,

“ Halloo, Jack I” I exolaimed in profound sur-
prise; I swear, old man, I dreamed you were
dead, and belleved it.”

« 1 am,” was the reply in a tone of unuttera-
ble hollowness that seemed to come from any-
where but his lips; and at the sound ofit a
chill wind circulated as freely through my halr
as If I'd no hat on.

Never having met many dead men I did not
quite know what was etiquette, but I have al-
ways thought the best thing to do when you
don’t know whut to do s to shake hands; sofl
proffered my palm.

Jack merely stared at me, as if he did not see
anything there, and sald in the same unearthly
tone :

«1 can’t do it, Bill, it's contrary to the cons-
titution an’ by-laws. I should forfeit my
leave.”

« But, Jack,” persisted 1, « can’t you take any
chances for friendship’s sake ?”

“ We never shakes hands,” sald he;
that’s enough.”

Now I knew exactly how to manage Jack.
Before going to bed I had put the black bottle,
some cigars, and the cards in the pocket of my
coat; and that coat I had on. I pulled out the
bottle and held it out.

« Drink 1"

Then for the first time this solemn ghost
smiled a sweet, sad smile.

I had learned to distinguish Jack’s sweet, sad
smile from his scowls of wrath, though most
people couldn’t. Taking the bottle, he drank
deeply, and, after carefully returning the ocork
to its place, put the whole thing under bis arsn.
All this time I could see right through him at
any point; and the expression of his face de-
pending largely upon the color and configura-
tion of whatever objeoct happened t0 be behind
{t, whenever he moved hls head there was a
deoeitful appearance of a play of emotion upon
his features. Onee when he get his face between
me and a kuot-hole in a tree I thought he was
golng to eat me—eo I hastily offored a cigar.

uSmoke !

« Thanks! Got a light "

Striking 4 match on the sole of my boot I
gave it him, and he gravely ignited the weed,
blowing great banks of smoke. I next pro-
duced the cards, asking If we should have a
game—*¢ just for pastime,” I added, knowing he
had no money.

He nodded stlently, sat down by the roadside,
and spread out his legs like a pair of dividers
until they subtended an angle of slxty degrees.
I look position between them and we were sonn
absorbed in the rational delight of « seven-up.”
Somet{mes I won, sometimes he did; but what
ever was the result of the game he always
ended 1t by a pull at the bottle, never offering
it to me. I thoughbt this mean of Jack, but when
I mentioned it he merely remarked, “ We never
offers anything,” and continued his play. But I
began to plan vengeanocs.

Presently Juck began to feel it working in
bis spectral head. Bometimes he would play as
Once
he stood his hand on & Qqueen and seven; and
finally saying something severe about «fellers
as would take advantage of a poor ghost,' he
dropped the cards from his vistonary fingers,
lopped over upon his unsubstantial back, and
emitted a sepulchral snore. I sat still amoment
and thought to the following effect :

« This is a mean ghost. It would be rather
fine to teach a wholesvome lesson to the super-
natural, Besides, it 18 no small distinction to
have played seven-up with a resident of another
and a warmer world; and some slight evidence
of the fact would be acoceptable.”

1 arose and went home. I remembered that
standing at the head of my bed were my sur-
veying pins and the mallet with which I drove
them in where the ground was stony or frozen.
These pins were of iron, about eighteen inchus
long and pointed at one end. Opening the door
I eutered quietly so a8 not to arouse Margaret
—since deceased—and selecting a clean, sLurp
pin returned with {t and my mallet to the spot.
Jack was sleeping in exactly the same position
as at first—the cards scattered about him like
autumn leaves, the bottle vacuous and over-
thrown at bhis side. I passed my foot through
him two or three times {0 make sure he would
not wake, then knelt at his side. Hlis transpa-
rent head was lying on a clean, even surface of
yellow clay, and 1 could not help remarking his
wonderful ressemblance to his sister—now no
more. 1 guspended the point of the iron pin
above the centre of his chest, holding it with
my left hand, and lifting high the mallet in my
right with one powerful blow 1 emote home the

“an’

splke! There was a sudden struggle, a long
sharp scream, and I awoke. There at my knees
lay the late Margaret, with the iron transfixing
her vitals—pegged rigidly to the bed like a black
beetie impaled upon cardboard of an entomol-
oger,

I had seen no ghost—I had not been out of
the room. Thank heaven, it was but a dream !

FILOUBON,

AND THE LITTLE MARIR,

MoNsIEUR TROMBONE was a flne picturesque
old soldier. He had lost & leg In the eerviee of
his country, and acquired a strategic ability
worthy of the great general aunder whom he had
fought. That general was Turenne, as cvery one
in Gomarche had reason to know-——for every
one went at some time of the day to the Soleil
Q@'0r, and never without uearing Monsicur
Trombone parade that one msmorabie fact of
his existence. He was a man of great imagiua-
tive and inventive powers; but though valn he
disguised his poetioal accomplishments under
the sober garb of reality, and in recounting his
adventures mingled facts with his fictions so
Judiclously a8 to arouse the suspicion that he
was not altogether a liar. Apart from his in-
tellectual occupation, he was nominally a clock-
maker; really he did nothing but talk and
drink. In the winter he sat in the chimney of
the Soleil A'0r, and looked after the fire; in the
summer he sat in the porch of the Bolell d’Or,
and looked after the honeysuckle; at the same
time, in both seasons ho looked after himself,

Madame Trombone, In conformlity with that
great law of nature which mercifully provides
that nothing perfeotly useless shall live upon
this earth, died when Trombone returned from
the wars with his wooden leg and his pension.
In his absence she had sustalned hif reputation
—for she was a8 voluble and inventive as he—
and with the assistance of an apprenti®s made
a very snug and reliable business. So far she
was useful, and lived. When Trombone return-
ed he could sustain his own reputation, and
the buasiness required no more making; then
Madame Trombone was perfectly useless,
Moreover, she was ugly. 8o she died—poor
thing {-—and her widower devoutly thanked his
saint and Providenoe for the mercies that are
insarutable.

It was a marvel to the few ignorant of Trom-
bone's strategigal attainments how he, sitting
all day in the Boleil @'Or, could manage his busi-
ness on the other side of the Placs. But he did
manage it, and in this wise.

First, however, suffer me to parenthesise that
parental prerogative—a faint semblance and
stmulacrum of which still Yngers in Franoe—
which obtained to a very great degree a century
and a half ago. Then in that paradise there
was marriage and giving in marriage, and also,
it is necessary to add there was selling in mar-
riage. A father's care was less engaged as to
what he should make of his daughters than as
to what he might make by them. Trombone
ocontrived to make a very pretty two sous by
his child.

It has been said that Madame Trombone made
a business with the asslstance of an appreatice.
Now Pepin, the apprentice, in the earlier part
of his time, was slmply engaged in selling the
cheap jewellery forming Madame's stock-in-
trade, whilst the good woraan did the household
duties or sounded her husband’s clarion in ths
oars of her friend. For the sake of variety she
sometimes sat in the sbop with her knitting,
and set Pepin to make the beds and boil the
soup. At this time he was flfteen, bright and
ingenlous. It was with the view of exeroising
his ingenuity that he elected 10 be a jewellier's
apprentioe ; littie scope did he find in Madame’s
establishment. 8til], there were tools and ap-
pliances for repairing, and the like, exbibited in
the window as a bait, and with these the lad
amused himueelf tn leisure momonts,

One day a glorious flunkey made hils appea-
rance in the shop; he was come from the cha-
teau of Monsiear le Marquis de la Grenouille-
gonfiée to bld Madame Trombone send a work-
man up to the chéateau instantly. Monsieur le
Marquis de la Grenoulllegonflée’s oclock was
suffering from an internal disarrangewment. Pepin
was despatched on a forlorn hope. He had seen
but one clock before in his lifetitne. The lame
clock was put before him. He declared he ecould
do nothing without his tools, and took the won-
drous plece of mechanism hoinoe with him. He
studied it for a whole day, and luy awake think-
ing about in the whole night. The following
evening he returned the clock to the marquis,
manded andin complete going order. From
that time Madame Trombone was a clockmakeor,
and Pepin was continually makiug and repalr-
Ing work of this kind, At clght:en he made a
clock with a sentry-box on the top, from which
an etigy of M. Trombone emerged, and saluted
as many times as depotced the hour of day. It
was the ma. vel of the provine: and brought
ocustomers from far and wides Pepin was bound
for seven years, aud when Trombone returned
from the wars, three of the apprenticeship,
were unexplred. Asone in some way conuected

i with the State, the old soidier felt bound 1o act

up to the letter of the law; so he gave Pepin slx
sous per diem with bed and board, as the articles
stipulated, and he gave him no more. And
now Pepin’s tiine was up; but still he stayed at
the litue shop, taking his six sous, and Trom-
bone wus not distressed with anxiety for the
things of the morrow. He tolied not, neither
did be mend clocks. For Monsleur had
daughter, and she Kept Pepln 1u his place,
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Yo Who have seen a vinegar-faced old maid
snubbing a meek domestic, think not that Pepin
was ‘kept in bis place’ by any such means, or
by’any such maid, The littie Marie—Trombo-
ne’s offspring was ten years old when Pepin
Airst saw her, and they had kissed each other
morning and night, with no single interruption,
over since. Until she was fifteen she used to
8it on his knee. With her arm round his necx,
she would try to comprehend the great schemes
he had for making clocks of marvellous con-
struction; elocks without wheels, clocks without
pendulums, clocks small enough to g0 1n one'’s
POCKG_L the weights whereof she innocently
conceived were to be artfully concealed dans les
prmtalom. He made the prettiest trinkets for
her ears and fingers. Neither did anything
without the knowledge of the other. They loved
with the truest simplest affection, and were in-
aeparable. And Pepin was content to provide
for M. Trombone's bodily and spiritual wants
for six sous & day rather than part from his
BIster, so he called the little Marie ; an arrange-
ment with which her papa did not interfere.
And this was how Monsieur Trombous managed
his business.

Marie was returning from the market one
day when the state-coach of Monsieur le Mar-
quis de la Grenouillegonfiée met and passed her.
The Marquis was looking from the window, and
seeing pretty Marie, he puckered the wrinkles
of his wicked old face into a ravishing leer.
Marie flushed and laughed. This marquis look-
od 80 droll—exactly like Pierrot in Filoubon’s
fantoccint show. Perhaps a little colour was in
her cheeks, and the smile yet lingered in her
eyes as she turned round to look after the lum-
bering equipage. The Marquis was hanging
out of the window, and appeared still more like
Plerrot as he kissed his hand to her. She laugh-
ed outright, and ran home to tell Pepin. Pepin
was sitting at his bench. He must have had a
very troublesome job in hand, for he never
looked up during the recital of the comic inci-
dent, *npd never smiled at what had amused
Marie 80 mightily.

«“I wonder what he meant by smiling at me ?”
Marte said naively, looking sideways at Pepin,

“He doesn't know himself. Those rich folks
always are fools,”’ said Pepin. The answer was
not complimentary, and for that reason pro-
bably not satisfactory. For Marie left Pepin,
and presently put the same question to the
pretty little body she found reflected in her mir-
ror. The reflection shook its bright little head
at her, and seemed to say, “There's no doubt
about it, Marie, you are the prettiest girl in Go-
mache, and that's why the marquis made him-
self go ridiculous.” She twisted herself side-
ways, holding up her round arms, better to see
her figure; that Inspection was satisfactory.
Then, as she couldn’t twist the glass low enough,
she pulled her short petticoats on one side, and
looked at her ankles; those, and her feet as
well, were worthy of her new clocked stockings
and her best high-heeled shoes. For the first
time In her life she disagreed with Pepin's ra-
dical idea of aristocratic imbecility. Perhaps,
after all, M. le Marquis de la Grenouillegonflée
was not such a fool as he looked. Pepin was
certainly very cross all the moraing, and quiet
to an unusual degree; and Marie felt, though
she hardly knew why, that she was in some
way concerned. Any doubt she had was dis-
pelled in the afternoon, She was sitting with
her work at the shop-door, when Pepin came
and leant against the door-post.

¢« Marje, when the marquis smiled at you did
you smile at him ?”

“ Yes.”

«“Did he see you smile ?”

“ Yes.”

« And what did he do then?”

“Why, he-—~he-—he kissed his hand to me.”

Marle flushed. She had left this detall out of
her former narration. Pepin sald nothing, but
looked as black as a thundercloud. Marie made
a feeble attempt at indifference, and began to
g:m; but she broke off suddenly in the first

r.

#1don’t know why you should look angry,
Pepin. There’s no harm in laughing, isthere ?”

#Yes, there is.”

Marie rose immediately, and went to the
door of the stairs.

« Why are yon going ?”’ asked Pepin.

¢« Toavold your displeasure, monsieur. I can-
not belp laughing when peopls make them-
selves ridiculous.”

Marie made a saucy ourtsy, and ran up-stairs,
sufficiently loud for Pepin to hear, and with

" what earnestness may be imagined by the fact
that ten minutes afterwards she ran down
in tears, and throwing her arms about Pepin’s
neck, begged him to forgive his naughty little
Marie. But though they were quite good friends
agaln, they found that the old link of brotherly
and sisterly love had been broken and was not
restored ; but in its place what sweeter tie it
was bound them together they yet hardly knew.
Already they had felt the torn concealed with-
in the rosy wreath, and breathed its houney
odour.

In the evening, as they walked through the
meadow, they were very silent; and when,
resting their arms upon the rall, they leant over
the bridge losking into the water flowing down
the mill-stream, they spoke not i word. The
silence touched thelr hearts as never had their
pleasantest conversations. (nce, as Marie look-
ed sideways at Pepin, she found him looking
sideways at her. They both coloured, and re-
sumed thelr study of the gudgeons struggling
against the current in the stream beneath them,

The gudgeons, influenced by Heaven knows
what, turned tail and scuttled down with the
stream. Pepin shifted a little nearer to Marle,

and presently she felt his arm slide round her
walst. He had ncver hesitated in doing this
before ; and she had never until now noticed the
pleasantness of this kind of warm close girdle.
Bhe felt constrained to yield to 1ts pressure ; and
50 the two young heads met, and their glowing
cheeks touched, while both looked happy enough
and pretty enough for a picture. And if a pre-
Raphaelite should attempt this picture, I would
have him depict the gudgeons carrled away and
tumbling head-over-heels under the mill-wheel.

There are certain people who, like certain
insects, see *: to have been sent on purpose to
prevent our staying too long in the pleasant
place they get into. M.le Marquis de la Gre-
nouillegonfliée was of this kind of peopie, and a
lovers’ Elysium was ihe pleasant place into
which he crept. Pepin was gone to fit a lock at
the other end of the village, and the little Marie
was as usual sitting with her work at the door,
when the awful Grenoulllegonfiée equipage
made its appearance on the Place, and drew up
betore the clockmalker’s shop. Marie flew to the
door at the back of the shop, and waited with a
palpitating heart in the passage; but prescntly
she was compelled to emerge from her refuge,
for the dreadful old marquis was thumping the
Hoor with his crutch with what vehemence his
withered old muscles could command. Pale as
a shade, and with not the vestige of a smile on
her face, Marle stood before him, whilst he
leered and gabbled and chuckled over the con-
fusion he saw in the poor girl’s face. At length
he professed to want a ring. Marie lald some
before him, from which he selected one, and
fumbled it about upon his finger.

“See, my pretty, pretty, pretty how love
affects me, even to my tinger-tips. Prithee do
with your fair fingers what Cupid will not per-
mit mine to do.”” The marquis stretched out his
palsied hand.

Marie hesitated. If she did not put the ring
on, thig dreadful old man would make it an
excuse for staying ever so much longer; if she
did put it on, she would have to tell Pepin, and
perhaps that would make him jealous. She wa<
perplexed. The marquis had be:. in the shop
ten minutes, and Madame Lechat, the viljage
gossip, had already passed thrice. Madame
Lechat, with her long nose, passing for the
fourth time, decided her; she pushed the ring
downthe marquis's finger. The old sinner clasped
her hand in his and drew it to his lips; she
snatched it away, and looked to the door to see
if Madame Lechat had seen thls. In the door-
way stood Pepin.

The following morning, as M. Trombone was
preparing to get a little fresh air, as he was
pleased to term his diurnal visit to the Soleil
d'Or, Pepin touched his arm, and said:

«Monsleur, may I speak one word with
you?”

“ Why not, my good Pepin? Turenne has
listened to Turenne’s Trombone; why shonld
not Trombone listen to Trombone’s Pepin 2 ”

« Monsieur, my term of service has expired.”

#“M-0-n Dien!"

«I am anxious for the future.”

« Be tranquil, my child. Fear not. You are
a good boy, and Turenne’s Trombone satfers not
merit to remain unrecognised. You shall go on
ag if your indentures were binding on me for
ever, my little cabbage ! ”

« Mousieur, I desire to wed the little Marie.”

“« My God! I am electrified!”

« Monsieur, we love each other.”

« What money have you saved from your
income 7" asked M. Trombone, after vainly
struggling to multiply six sous a day by seven
years.

¢« None.”

«“Peste 17

« It costs me all for clothes.”

“You must be less extravagant. You must
save, my good Pepin, and then, in about five or
six years, we shall see, we shall see. Good
morning, my good—"

“ But, monsieur, one moment.
views.”

¢« It 1s impossible 17

« T desire to wed Marie next Sunday.”

M. Trombone’s leg gave way under him. He
would have sunk to the earth but for the rigidity
of his wooden limb. Pepin continued :

¢« When we are married we shall
Paris.”

« This infant is insane,” said Trombone to him-
self, ¢« Who will pay for the journey ?” he added
to Pepin. '

“ We shall walk !” ‘

«“ A million leagues! My God, a fine marriage
trip1”

«I shall pay expenses by working on the
way.”

« How much will there be left for Turenne’s
Trombone. And between us, my charming iittle
butterfly, when do you think of returning ?”

¢« When my fortune is made.” -

« Ah, poor babe, these detestable clocks have
softened his brain, The devil though, it isincon-
venient for me,” thought the old soldier.—
« Pepin, suppose I say this is unwise ; I caunot
suffer mny daughter to marry you; what then ?”

« Monsieur, I shall walk to Paris by mysslf.”

«But suppdse I say, Pepin, you shall marry
the little Marfe provided that you take her not
from beneath the roof of her fond father, nor her
fond father from beneath the roof of the Soleil
d’Or?”

“ 1 will answer to-morrow.”

« And I, my Pepin, shall be prepared to offer
—or not—to-morrow, And how, or the gike
of 8t. Cecile, suffer me to get a breath of fresh
air, I choke, I burn; my vitals are like brier-
stems within me. Allons!”

During the day M, Trombone Was inapired ;

I have other

go to

and the next morning met Pepin with the face
of a fat lamb and the eyes of a fox.

“Pepin!”

“Monsieur.”

“ What is my daughter, my sweet, my angelic
Marie—what is she worth ?

«Ten million worlds!?”

M. Trombone embraced Pepin with tears in
his eyes.

“Pepin, although Turenne’s right hand, I am
no scholar, but reckoning a world to be worth
two sous, would ten million be equivalent to a
thousand livres, think you?”

¢« Traly.”

«Then go, my spiritual infant, and bring me
which you choose, the worlds or the livres, and
‘hen the little Marie shall be yours.”

« How long will you give me to procure
them ? '

4 One year.”

« Monsieur, it shall be done.
make out the agreement.

Poepin made up his hundle, and the little
Marie helpell him—that 1is, she increased its
bulk with innumerable useless things that
might serve him in 8some remote emergency,
and refreshod himn in his labours with tender
Kisses anid caresses, She bore up bravely during
the day, her eyes only twinkling now and then,
which they will do as well with a smile as with
a tear, Why should she cry when her own
brave good Pepin was going to earn fame, and
bring back money enough to make her his wife ?
This was the question she repeated to herself
again and again and again, until Nature
answered, telling her that she was a foolish
little woman, with a heart even softer than her
head. Then her head gave up the contest, and
her heart had it all its own way, and sufficient
ado had Pepin to kiss her tears away after that.

M. Trombone never rose before the Soleil
d’Or; and as Pepin was to rise the next day
with the other and earlier rising sun, the parting
between T urenne’s Trombone and Trombone's
Pepin took place over night. M. Trombone was
dramatically pathetic, and his feelings were con-
siderably intensified by his being in liquor at the
time.

When Pepin opened his door the next morn-
ing, he found sitting there fast asleep the little
Marie. The poor girl had tossed about in her
bed for an hour after parting with her lover,
and then it seemed to her that the morning
must be close at hand, and that she had been
lying there the whole night. How terrible it
would be if the fatigue should overcome her,
and she should be asleep when Pepin departed !
She rose and dressed herself in the dark, and
crept along to Pepin’sdoor. He was not stirring
yet ; but her mind was infinitely relieved. It
was 80 pleasant to be near the one she loved so
much. S8he looked from the window; but no
light streaks told of the approaching morning.
She sat down by the door, and thought ahout
Pepin for hours, until at last, when the morning
light touched the horizon, sleep closed the
eyelids of Pepin’s watching angel, and she
slept.

Pepin hesitated. Should he leave without
awakening her, and spare her the pain of
separation ? A suspicion of the truth decided
him n.t to do this., When, taking her head
between his hands he kissed it, she said hastily,
whilst her hands clutched his nervously,

«Yes, yes, my dearie, I am awake—I am
awake!”

She was not preity this morning, for her face
was swollen and distorted with fatigue and
grief; and she was not smart as she was wont
to be. Bhe used to wear a little finery at every
available point of her person—she being one of
those pretty gay creatures who can Wwear,
without looking vulgar, any quantity of orna-
ment. This morning not even her ear-rings
were graced by being worn. It seemed as though
she were mourning already for the lover she was
to lose,

Pepin walked ten miles and began to feel
hungry. He sat beneath an apple-tree by the
way-side, and opened his bundle. He took out
the embroidered handkerchief that Marie had
insisted upon his taking, and which she prized
as tae most costly article of her wardrobe. Ap-
parently kissing it gave him appetite, for he
presently turned his attention to a loaf with
avidity : that, too, Marie had put in, He broke
it in half, but hungry as he was he did not eat.
For there, in the middle of the loaf, l1ay Marie’s
ear-rings, and her brooch and her three
rings, and every gimcrack she possessed
except the watch Pepin made and had given her
the day before. Perhaps altogether these things
were worth twelvepence; but the dear little
soul, when she put them there, thought she was
providing against the greatest poverty that might
come to her swectheart. Would any degree of
want and privation induce him to part with
them.

Pepin found work pretty readily in the vil-
lages on his route, and entered Rouen with six-
ty sous in his pocket. But in the city he found
no work, for the citizens had plenty of resident
clockmakers, and the clockmakers had plenty
of workmen, So he went out of Rouen with a
heavier heart and a lighter pocket. At length
he reached Paris, and presenting himself before
the clief watchmaker, asked for employment.

¢« What can you do ?” asked M. Pendule.

¢« Anything,” answered modest Pepin.

M. Pendule was a Frenchman, and tolerant of
bumptlousness. He was hinself bumptious.

« 1 will give you a chauce, youug man. I my-
seif am rizen from nothing. I had a chance.
Regard this clock : 1t is the most perfect in the
world. I made it. It has only one fault—it will
not go. Remedy the defect, and I engage you
at two livres a week.”

A notary shall

That evening the clock acted superbly, and
Pepin was engaged. The letter conveying this
intelligence to the little Marie was read with
joyful emotion by the faithful girl ; and Turenne’s
Trombone sys: aatically intoxicated himself
In nine months Pepin saved sixiy-eight livres;
thus he bad but to get nine hundred and thirty-
two in the following two months. Some would
have despaired. Pepin was young; more than
that, he was French : he did not despair.

At that time there were in Puaris two eccentric
English virtuosos—collectors of curiosities—a M.
Smisse and a M. Jaunez. These hated each
other as only insulars can. One day M. JauneZ
had bought, at the market of Smiffel, a quad-
roon wife ; she was almost black. The nextday
M. Smisse bought a negress; she was quite
black., These men had come to Paris and
brought with them their rivalry; also they
brought with them their gold. M. Jaunez pur-
chased a Strasbourg clock. Its top was adorned
with a stage. On this, at every hour, a garden
sprang up, in which, half-concealed by a bush,
stood Adam and Eve. Various beasts then
crossed, and Adam nodded his head as if in the
act of naming them. When the beasts had
passed, the whole sank beneath the stage, It waé
a marvel of workmanship.

M. Smisse was insane when he heard of M-
Jaunez's treasure. One morning he was attracts
ed to a window by a curious piece of clockwork.
On the top of the clock was a sentry-box; at the
hour the door opened, a sentry issued, cockeds
presented, and fired his musket, shouldered i%
and returned within his sentry-box, the door of
which immediately closed., This work wa#
Pepin’s. The Insulary rushed into the shop. M-
Pendule was composing a sonnet, He was &
poet. A poet can do anything. M. Pendul®
made clocks that did everything but go, and sop-
nets that did anything but sell. What matter ?
He still made clocks and sonnets. Giants re-
gardlessly step over obstacles that pigmies never
surmount, To return,

M. Smisse with difficulty made himself under-
stood. M. Pendule saw what was wanted 18-
stantaneously.

« You desire a machine that shall eclipse the
atfair of M. Jaunez?” .

« Batirely,” said M. Smisse. ¢ His beasts only
slide over, and Adam merely turas his head hat
round. Now, if you could make my Adam™
head turn round completely, and my beasts
walk across—"’

« Wagging theirtails,” suggested M. Pendule-

«That would be perfection truly,” replied th®
Englishman with enthusiasm. ¢« Can yOU
achieve this?”

¢« This and more, mousieur.”

« And the price? ”

« [ will tell you to-morrow.”

M. Smisse departed in an ecstasy of joy, 31
Mr. Pendule calledjto him Pepin.

¢ Pepin!”

« Monsieur.”

«  desire a clock. Upon it grows a flowerin8
plain. On one side stands M. Noah beside his
ark. Across the flowery mead there winds
procession of beasts and of birds and of fishes-
They enter the ark walking and gracefully wa¥"
ing their tails, M. Noah follows and shuts tP
door. The rain descends, and waters cover tbe
surface of the stage. The ark rocks upon b
waves. M. Noah opens a window, waving nis
handkerchief, and revolvi ig his head as the ¢9F°
tain falls upon the interesting tableau.”

« Monsieur, I will do this,”

« And the cost, Pepin ?”

«One thousand livres, independent of 88
tants and material—these to be furnished
you.”

«Pepin, doyou know what you say ? "’

« Monsieur, as well as what you ask.”

Upon these terms Pepin commenced his ls-
bours the following morning. M. Smisse w o
willing to pay two thousand livres to enrage b
soul of Mr. Jaunez. 18

One night as Pepin was returning from b‘
work he observed a crowd, and discovered tb#
the object of their curiosity was a mounwbﬂnl;
who was playing the tabor, while six young E“s'
upon stilts went through their curious evolut.l‘)”I v
The mountebank, whose eye was continus!
roving round tke crowd to see if any new-com
was desirous of contributing to his supports -
sooner beheld Pepin than he terminated his P
formance, and threw himself into the arm$
the young mechanic. The mountebank ¥
Filoubon—one of the cleverest, pleasml""‘;g
most unprincipled rascals in the world, He 00
known and welcomed in every village of Frab v
He was trusted in none. He robbed one P! wed
and spent the plunder in the next. The taled 08
Filoubon family consisted of six charming ¥y
ladies. In all probability these pretty n
like Filoubon’s respectable breeches, had bo®
stolen, and were for sale, For the past ten Y& 4
not one of the Mesdemoiselles Filoubod 08
been younger than fifteen years, and not
older than eighteen, No one seeing the f&
one year would recognize them the next bt ",
the presence of Filoubon and his assertio?
paternal rights, 2g%

Besides these, there were in many vill po?
many girls both old and young whom Filo¥ '
might lawfully have affiliated. Their feal!

58

3 0%

i
would have proved the equity of his 01;2:,.
this was partly why he did not claim 2% ¢

Filoubon was not what one may call pretty od
handsome. Agaln, some were too youl$ ~.4
some were t00 old for professional purposés ped
to avoid invidious distinetion, he relingW ..
the charming creatures to the villages he bow
oured Ly populating. Again, my falth, A
could one man have reconciled those “’O"bpof'
With all this, there was not a soul from Wd
raine to Gascony who would bave p
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Merry Filoubon. What girl will have a kiss, |

“ Monselgneur, my rings are unworthy of your

l;ud What girl resent, one being taken by a merry . finger. Spare me the humiliation of seeing my

ellow? He had robbed Pepin, and now he
TeW his arms about his neck, embracing him

hder any circu'nstances.
M. Filoubon,
fmm me ?”
“M. Pepin, where is the perfume of the au-
tumn’s roge 7
‘“Filoubon, it 18 wrong.”

‘“ Pepin, I will make 1t all right.
dineq »

“ NO."

“ Be of my com pany. We dine here—at once.”

“1 will»

“Come, then.” Filoubon then introduced
P:Bpln to his family and the chief room in the

Ole Verte,

“M. Pepin, what shall it be ?—vermicelli, to
follow with turbot, and duck with—

“What you will”

“ Nay, you are my guest. Here is the garcon;
Order what you will.”

After the dinner followed dessert, with wines
of superb quality, and sprightly conversation, in
lWhich the Mesdemoisglles Filoubun shone great-
Y.

where is the watch you stole

Have you

“This is reparation!” thought Pepin; and,
elated, he became garrulous. He told of his
Wonderful clock, and the reward in store for him.

lloubon could hardly credit the wonders he

eard,

“I will show to you a part of it,” said Pepin.

“You are too good,” sald Filoubon,

“I will show you the figure of Monsieur N oah,
With the revolving head. But, ah, you rogue,
You will rob me of it.”

“If I lay my finger upon {t, may I expire !

‘I will fetch it. Pardon me; I will be absent

ut five minutes.”
epin ran to his. workshop, and speedily re-
turned with the admirable figure of Noah. The
Flloubon family was not in the dining-room.
He hastened down stairs to make enquiries, and
Was met by the gargon.

‘“ Monsleur Pepin 1"

“I am he.”

“The bill.”

“For what?”

“ Dinner of eight parties, with dessert and su-
Perb wines.”

‘““But, Filoubon ? »

“Commanded me to beg your excuse of him.

€ has an appolntment at the hour.”

Whilst Filoubon was robbing Pepin in Parls,

+ le Marquis dela Grenouillegonflée was doing

8 utmost to rob him in Gomarche.

After Pepin's departure M. Trombone’s best
®Ustomer was M. Trombone. He drew the most
Yaluable articles from his stock-in-trade, and

fough the mediation of a carrier, who went
Nce a month to Rouen, procured from a Jew in

t city sufficient money to supply his daugh-
T with bread and himself with liquor. Other
Cusiomers had he none. In this he presently
%aw the hand of Providence ; for had customers
“me he should have been able to sell them
Bothing, Literally his husiness was going to
Tack and Rouen. He hoped for better things.

Very day the Marquis de la Grenouillegonflée
Pent an hour in his shop, turning over the
CMactated stock and talking to little Marte, and
$Very day Trombone sald to himself, “Truly

Onsicur le Marquis will buy now ;” and, going

r the few articles, he put such prices on them

Would remunerate him for the trouble in-
DMeted on his daugbter. But M. le Marquis never
W any necessity to buy, and, which was more,
®Ver laid out a sou. His visits were an ordeal
the little Marie, and once she thought of
ting of her troubles to Pepin; but the thought
at he was battling for Ber inspired her with
Urage to fight for him, and she wrote net a
Yord that could dishearten him. The day be-
Tore he left he arranged a counter, with g hid-
D bolt, behind which Marle could sit secure
Tom any personal advances of the marquis, and
®he tried to make indifference a bar between her
4T8 and his tongue. Despite all which, the
arquis contrived to give her endless annoyance.

Tequently she complained to her father, and

®, Wwhilst there was a faint hope that the
€althy old brute would spend something, lent
€af ear to these complaints, and bade his

Ughter remember that deference and submis-
:i““ to the noble were the primal duties of the

°Wly. Bui when in course of time this faint
n?pe expired of inanition, M. Trombone cursed
t © aristocracy, and bade his daughter walt un-
1l he haq matured a plan by which to thwart
hig arrogant villain, and revenge the foul in-
Sult offered to the child of Turenne’s poor but
Ttuous Trombone.
€ry often, when one’s looking for wild straw-
H "Tles, one finds a nettle, Inversely something
Ke this happened to M. Trombone. W hilst
tating as to how he might best punish the
;It""’quls for insulting Marie and buying nothing,
mi urred to him that a more amiable policy
fh" be more remunerative.
e My child,” he sald to the little Marie one
sier 128, “you shall not be subjected to Mon-

SUT le Marquig’s blandishments this day. Be-

© yourself for a walk. I will superintend the
egt&b"shmenthn

ter Trombone had sat for some time on the

—8& term not to be misunderstood, every

cle of clock-work having long since disap-

re ;l‘ed from the shop_—his perseverance was

h arded by the appearance of M. le Marquis.
taje terrible Trombone saluted him & la mili-

"® The venerable villain was at first discon-
o in finding the lion where he looked for &
thay ) but the lion was so bland and amiable

dt the wolf presently regained his equanimity,
asked to see some rings.

n

- own poor diamonds eclipsed by the magnificent
" lustre of your resplendent knuckles.”
8»Ifectional,ely. A Frenchman can be gratetul |

+« I will purchase one for my lacquey.”

M. Trombone cursed himselt for having sent
away the last gimerack that very morning.

“ Monseigneur, I expire with regard! They
are locked up, and my daughter—"

¢ The little Marie—the lovely Marie ! ”

“Maman de Moise ! Is my child deserving of
monseigneur’s notice? Would she were here
now! But, alas, she hag gone to get Father
Pierre to write a letter to her intended.”

# Her intended ] ”

“The worthy, the respectable Pepin, mon-
seigneur.”

« Helas ! ”

«The dear boy is in Paris, commanding his
own terms. He will return in two months.”

“ Monsieur Trombone, your lovely child should
aspire to one higher than a mechanic.”

« Monseigneur, the child is lovely, I admit;
and she is good and young and innocent.”

«Hal”

“Good aiso is Pepin, What sbould I say
against him ? The noble infant will give me
one thousand livres to compensate me for the
loss of my listle Marie.”

“ A thousand livres! My God !” said the mar-
quis; and without another word he shuffled out
to his carriage. )

In Butter’s or Mavor’s spelling-book is an in-
structive story of a young and foolish fish who,
after wisely leaving the hook, unwisely returns
to boll the bait. Unfortunately the marquis and
Butter or Mavor were unacquainted, or he might
have profited by the story, and kept clear of
that artful angler, M. Trombone, 80 savingghim-
self much subsequent pain.

One may see right into the jeweller’s shop
from the porch of the Soleil d’Or, so there sat
Trombone dreamlily smoking his pipe, yet keen-
ly alive to sport. He was hopeful, as anglers
are. He knew the tempting pature of his
daughter, and the fishy nature of the marquis,
He was not surprised when the familiar vehicle
appeared; only his eye brightened, und he puff-
ed a little quicker. For several days he suffered
his victim to niblile, and then he struck. Having
polished. his buttons and his wooden leg, a'.d
powdered his wig, he presented himself at the
Chiteau de la Grenouillegonfiée.

¢ Monseigneur !'—Behold before you ihe proud-
est, humblest, bappiest, and most wretched man
in Gomarche!”

M, le Marquis raised his eycbrows.

« Monseigneur !-—The great Turenne’s Trom-
bone has heard of your frequent visits to his
humble establishment, and of the attentions
you pay his daughter, and he I8 overpowered
with joy and pride at so great an honour. But
Gomarche is censorious, and circumstances over
which tbe veteran has no control forbid the
continuance of such perfect felicity, Monsel-
gueur I—Shortly my unfortunate daughter's be-
trothed will return with the thousand livres
that shall save Turenne’s Trombone from anni-
hilation by the merciless maitre of the Soleil
@’0Or. Reflect that if he finds the little Marie’s
heart estranged, he will renounce her, and that
then my ruin will be complete. I pray you, for
my sake, to forego the honours you are diurnally
heaping upon my miserable head.” Trombone
wept; but the marquis remained unmoved.
« Let me entreat you, moreover, for my child’s
sake. In mercy to her forbear to dazzle her
eyes with the majesty of your condition, and to
break her heart with a futile passion inspired
by your wit and personal attractions !”

« What—what—what say you ? She loves me!
Does she love me ? ”

¢ O monseigneur, force me not to betray a
secret she struggles so fearfully to conceal.”

“ O the angel, the divinity, the little cat?”

« Monseijgneur !|—Calm yourself, Remember
you speak to the father of my future son-in-law’s
wife.”

«The wife of another—never! S8he shall be
mine !”

¢ But I cannot part with my child and the
livres at the same time,”

«I will double the amount Pepin offers. Now
will you have her or leave her ?”

« Have her or liv-res? O, the latter, if you
please,” replied Trombone.

He was bad enough even for a joke of this
kind. As both understood each other, they
quickly settled the terms of agreement. Trom-
bone, to make matters perfectly comfortable,
arranged with M. Rouge and M. Noir, two in-
timate friends, to waylay Pepin on his return
from Paris and rob him of his money, By this
means Pepin, by inability to fulfl his part of
the contract, would have no claim on the hand
of the little Marle. Trombone was so certain of
success, that he would have married his daugh-
ter to the marquis there and then but for one
difficulty, and this Was, that Marle declared she
would have nothing to do with the scheme, far-
ther than marring it to the best of her ability.
Tne bond between Trombone and Pepin was an
impediment tO & marriage within the year,
which Marie vowed to declare if a notary were
brought before her for hymeneal purposes, It
was determined therefore to pPostpone the cere-
mony untll afier Pepin’s discomfiture, and
meanwhile, as fears were entertained that Marie
would be found wanting in fiilal respect, and not
found when wanted in another respeot, she was
privately removed from the insecurity of the
paternal roof to the Chateau de ta Grenouille-
gonflée, In which were several apartments where
a young lady migh{ be put under Jock-and-
key, and Kept in that condition yntj} required.

Now Flloubon, who was then in Gomarche,
and the two vagabonds engaged to burke Pepin,

had a mutual friend. This common JSidus ob-
tained the favor of each by imparting to one the
secrets intrusted to him by the ogher, If twoof
a trade cannot agree, far icss can three; sowhen
Filoubon heard of the commission received by
Messrs. Rouge and Noir he hated them with a
good hate. Also he hated Trombone, for he was
piqued at this preference given to rascals whom
he knew to be his inferiors under Mercury.
Forthwith he departed from Gomarche with his
troupe, and a fuil determination to frustrate his
enemies.

Behold now M. Smisse with the most wonder.
ful clock in Paris, M. Jaunez with the spleen,
Pepin with a girdleful of gold on his way to
Gomarche, Messrs. Rouge and Noir hastily pre-
ceding him—Noir with no wvisible eyes, and
Rouge with no visible nose—and Filoubon once
more delighting the village with his merry
quips.

When the two vagabonds made their deplor-
able appearance in Gomarche, Filoubon became
merrier than ever; whilst Trombone, hearing
of their defeat and the near approach of Pepin,
was at his wits’ end for an eXpedient to avoid
the impending catastrophe. Nothing but a
miracle could save him from exposure and in-
famy. Happily a thaumaturgist was at hand in
the person of Filoubon, and to him he applied
in his strait. The diffieulty he might have ex.
perienced in exposing his villainy to Filoubon,
Filoubon himself removed.

« Monsieur,” he said, before Turenne'’s Trom-
bone had faltered out half a dozen wordg—
¢ monsieur, you have sold your diughter and
yourself. You trusted your little affair to two
impostors; they professed to be rogues, whereas
they were simply fools. Trust now to me—J
am no impostor. Maintenant, suppose Iarrange
matters so pleasantly that you shall get two
thousand livres from M. le Marquis and another
thousand from M. Pepiu, at the same time satis-
fying both parties—what would you do for your
benefactor ?

s Give you half the plunder.”

« Fifteen bundred livres—agreed. Now, Trom-
bone, to business, I will be bound some of the
villagers, Madame Lechat and others, have agk-
ediwhat has become of the little Marie 27

« They bave, truly.”

“ And you sald—what did you say?»

¢ 1 saild she was i1, and visiting my sister at
Les Audelles.”

“Good! Say now that she is convalescent
and will return, You must bid adieu to the
Solell d'Or for a newfdays.”

“ For what?”

“To fetch yeur daughter.”

« But the marquis has her locked-up in his
inaccessible chateau!”

“ That is the two thousand livres’ daughter.
The one you will feteh is the one thousand livres’
child.”

« ] am bewlildered!”

“ Look here, my poor Trombone. I have
children in every village—more than I know
what to do with. You shall come with me and
select one that shall suit ‘our Pepin, and you
shall adopt her, eh 2"

« But the giri 2”7

“ We will make her understand. My faith!
nice little husbands are not so plentiful that the
girls should be scrupulous as to how they get
them.”

It has been said and shown that this Filoubon
had no principle, and his present nefarious
scheme was quite consistent with his practice,
cheating every one fairly alike. If he plunder.
ed a man, wouldgit not be equity to restore ? By
the same rule, if he saved Pepin from the hands
of thieves one day, would he not be Justified in
robbing him the next? Thus he reasoned.

The day following Pepin’s arrival in Gomar-
che, M. Trombone returned with his daughter,
Next t-. Pepin the person most eager to see
¢ the little Marie” was Madame Lechat. No
sooner had she cast eyes on the girl than she
was off round the village like a cricket, poking
her long nose in at every Qoor, and saying ;

“I told youso! That barefaced old impostor,
thatl villain Trombone, has brought home a girl
to palm on poor Pepin that’s no more like the
little Marie than I am. She’s artfully made-up
enough ; butone can see the rouge on her cheeks
and the dye in her hair with half an eye.”

Pepin appeared greatly shocked by the nltered
appearance of his sweetheart. She was thin,
and her beautiful halr was short. The doctor
had cut it, Trombone said, because of her fever.
But the most distressing result of her illness
was that her musical voice and her power of
speech had entirely left her. For some time
Popin refused to believe that this was his little
Marie, although M. Trombone swore by the
honor of a soldier that it was, and vowed he
would first trash Pepin and then imprison him
if he dared doubt the veracity of Turenne's
Trombone. These threats and protestations
Pepin quietly disregarded, declaring that the
girl was not Marie, and that he would have
nothing to do with her; but when the girl burst
into tears, and held out her arms to him, his in-
credulity vanished, and he nursed her against
his breast, soothing her with kind remorseful
words until she smiled again,

Trombone insisted upon the marriage taking
place at once ; so the young people went before
the notary and were made man and wife, Pepin
begged his and his wife’s friends to accompany
him to s house he bad engaged in the neigh-
borhood, and spend the remainder of the day in
appropriate festivities. The invitation did not
extend to M. Trombone. He, however, had a
house of his own and festivitles too, and the
friends who were to participate therein were M.
Filoubon and the Marquis de la Grenouillegon-
fiée, Ah, how the three wicked vagabonds

chuckled and roared as the bridegroom crossed
the Place with the precious bride they had foist-
ed on him! All were particularly pleased. There
was now no bar to the miarquis’s nuptials with
the little Marie; so having paid his two thou-
s«and livres, as agreed, he took his departure,
bidding Trombone come to the chatean on the
morrow, when the notary would attend to settle
the business. When he was gone, Filoubon
took his share of the money that had been made
by these transactions, and then left Trombone,
who immediately went over to the Soleil d’Or
to begin spending his.

He was not more than three parts inebriated
when two lacqueys from the Chateau de la Gre-
nouillegonfiée entered the inn and attached
themselves to the happy veteran. The marquis
desired Trombone's attendance at the chiteau
instantly, Trombone pleade@ in vain to be left
in the Solell d’Or; the lacqueys had their orders,
and seeing the state in which their guest was
in, without more ado they took him between
them, from the cool retreat and the urgent
business he was engaged in, out into the broiling
heat of the afternoon. The chiteau was well
supplied with pumps, and beneath one of these
the lacqueys rlaced Trombone, pumping on him
with such energy as they possessed.  After
spending a delicious quarter of an hour here,
Trombone rose cool-headed and sober, and was
ushered immediately iuto the presence of the
marquis, M. le Marquis was stamping up and
down the magunificent apartment, ringing the
bells, and smashing the china—It was the cus-
tom of the infuriated in the last century. When
he had broken all the bell-wires, and there was %
nothing left to smash, he fell into a chair and
cried. Afterthis exhibition he called Trombone
to his side,and explained the cause of his passion,
The little Marie was gone! How long she had
been gone he did not know; for the duenna
under whose charge she had been placed could
not tell. In the first paroxysm of his rage the
marquis had thrown a decanter at her head,
and by a pure accident hit it. This mistake he
now regretted. However, he had seen Muarie
within a week. It was probable she had es-
caped that very morning, and at present was
concealed in the woods adjacent to the chateau.
One thing was imperatively 1.ceessary — the
girl must be found at once. If ghe got into
Gomarche, their delinquency would be discov-
ered, and they might reasonably expect to row
both in one boat, and that boat a galley. The
marquis thought of a wife and liberty to sinash
china: Trombone thought of his unexpected
livres and the Soleil d’Or. Then both rushed
out into the wood as fast as a wooden leg and
a gouty toe would permit them. For hours
they searched the paths and alleys of the wood,
tearing their clothes and hands with brier and
bramble, perspiring at every pore, and aching
in every joint. At length they found a fearful
trace of the fugitive. By the border of the
wood, near the road, was a deep shaft, which
had been sunk for a well, and by its side a
mound of earth, thrown up by the excavators.
After digging a considerable depth they had
falled to find water, and the work had been
abandoned. A huge piece of timber, projecting
over the mouth of the pit, had been left, and
was the only intimation of danger; indecd this
was partly concealed by the long grass and
growth that sprang up about it. While these
two miserable old men were resting their tired
bodies upon this mound, they detected some-
thing fluttering upon the end of the timber.
Trombone rose and made a nearer inspection,
It was a long fragment ofa dark dress material,
and depended some way down the shaft. He
stretched himself along the timber, and disen-
gaglng the piece, brought it still nearer to his
eyes. He rose to his feet, and with a blanched
face turned to the marquis. In ahusky whisper
he said ;

“ It is the little Marie's !

Poor little Marie! She bore her emprison-
ment patiently enough for some time. Look-
ing across the woods she could see from the
window the road winding down the hill on the
other side of the valley, on this road her eyes
were ever fixed. At that distance people looked
no larger than flies; yet she felt sure that when
Pepin came in sight she should know him. She
had little doubt that Pepin would find her. 8he
laughed at the folly of her father and the mar-
quis, who thought by so dull a contrivance to
keep them asunder. Was it possible that locks
and bolts would be of any service against one
who could make a clock worth a thousand
livres! M. le Marquis had paid her a vigit, He
said :

“My pretty, pretty, pretty, this day week
you will be no longer my sweetheart !

¢ Monscigneur, you are very good to me thix
morning,”

“This day week, my rosebud, you shall be
my wife,”

“1 am afraid that honour is not for me. The
law will not allow me to possess more than my
little Pepin ; it is hard—for me—Is it not ?

“ Oh, oh, oh! my pretty, pretty, pretty ! |
have provided that you shall not offend the law
in that respect. I have provided for Monsieur
Pepin,”

“ What do you mean ?” said Marle, turning
white, and crouching down like a panther, with
her fingers prepared to gripe well the pro-
Jections upon the old gentleman’s countenance.

There was nothing ironical ahout her mow.
She did not appear one thing and mean another.
With a rapidity scarcely to be expected in one
80 advanced in years and decay, the marquis
skipped out of the room, and secured the door
between himself and the lady he proposed
making his wife. When he could muster breath,

Continued on page 364
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THE FAVORITE.

A MESSAGE.

Grey Sea, that rippleat towards yon Kentish
cliff?
I have a messageo for thee, ere we part ;
8itting off shore within this little akifT,
I trust thee with the secret of my heart.

Crowding all sail, a gallant ship glides past ;
O! that I walked her deck, and O ! that she
Might still steer southwards, bringing me at last
Unto the land-locked Mediterranean Sea.

For there, along the Algiers coast, floats fair
A little vessel with a freight above

The treasures of these floets; the gentle air
That fans the salls ie breathed by her I love.

Her pleasure.yacht glides on from bay to bay,
Bearing her farther from me ; but still thou,

O 8Sea | art with her always on her wav,
Beside her, as thou art beside me now.

A thousand miles thy waves have parted us !
Yeot, since they roll the same from me to her,
I love to think thou dnst un'te us thus ;
And now, I charge thee, be my messenger.

Choose some sweet night hour, when the stars
are bright
Above lier head, when all thy waters round
#Are tuned and touched with music and with
light ;
Then be thy charm upon her spirit bound :

Intrude not on one bright day's happiness ;
Sometimes at eve appreach her lonely hour,
Venturing her bosom softly to oppress
With feelings whereof mine now owns the
power,

The yearning for the One beloved and far,
The confldent hope of joy which comes not
yet;
Yes ! set thy dark wave with a quiet star
Of hope—that we may meet as we have met.

Tell her my heart with loss of her can know
No loss of love ; thatabsence changes me
Less than the storms and tides which come and
go
After the deep and everlasting sea !

FROM ADEN TO MATURA.

“ And if the Australian mail should happen to
be a day or two late, you can’t do better than
take the coach at Gulle, aud come out here for
the meantime. I should like to have a talk
over old days, and there are a few snipe in the
paddy-fields; at all events, I can make you
more oormfortable than you would be in a Galle
hotel.

As T antlcipated with no particular feeling of
pleasure a probable detention of several days
at Potnt de Galle, it was very agreeable to find
the letter of which this formed a part walting
for me at Aden,

“MATURA, November, 1865.

Aden is certainly the deariest and driest of all
the dry and dreary halting places which depress
the spirits of the traveller by the « Peninsular
and Oriental” route to the East. Arriving im
harbor at about efght in the moraing, we (the
passengers in the steamship Bengal for various
parts of Her Majesty’s Orlental and Austral pos-
sessions) had been driven ashore by the com-
mencement of the unpleasant operation of
‘“coaling,” a process capable of redueing the
fairest complexion to a semblance of that of the
¢« niggers” occupled in it, and rendering any po-
sitfon on board untenable. After a miserable
breakfast (washed down with very indifferent
lukewarm claret), charged at an exorbitant
price, we had watched from the veranda of the
hotel (!) the flat-bottomed coal-boats come and
g0 between the steamer and the ooal-yard ; the
gawky, sulky-looking camels padding along the
sandy road ; the glossy cormorant, watching
motionless on the scorched rock till with a
flash and a plunge he disappears for a fow mo-
ments to return with a writhing tish in his
greedy beak.

All the day we are surrounded by a nolsy
crowd of Jews, Arabs, and negroes, anl various
other nationalities, all equally obnoxious to
sight, hearing, and amel), who endeavor to foree
on us for sale ostrich feathers and eggs, tur-
quoises, real and false, shells, inferfor Bombay
mosaics, fans, shawls, knick-knacks, and curios
of all kindx ; or having nothing to sell, content
themselves with shouting for « bakshish,” which
they demand as a sort of right.

80 the day passes, till the last conl-boat is
seen to leave the Bengal; the signal-gun is fired,
and « Blue Peter” run up to the masthead, In less
than half an hour we are all once more on hoard,
where steam is already being got up. The decks
are asclean as a ‘‘new pin;”a delightful sense
of coolness and freshness pervades the whole
vessel ; the planks are as white, and the brass
work as brightly polished, as if such a thing as
“coaling” were unknown. Dinner is nearly
ready, and passing the steward’s pantry, I no-
tice that the worthy chief of that department

has a larger number of long-necked champagne |

and moselle bottles in his ice-pails than usual,
to wash away some of the Aden dust anl the

Aden discomfort. Now the fiddle strikes up, the
capstan bars are manned, and just before the
anchor is aboard, here comes the mail-boat ;
scarcely has the jolly commander of Her Ma-
Jesty’s Navy in charge of the mails set foot ¢
the deck when a throb runs through the mn-
tionless vessel, the screw once more commences
its revolution, and as we pass out into the purple
Indian Ocean the night dropsdown on uslike a
ourtain, and very soon the glimmer of the light-
house at th~ harbor’s mouth is the last we see
(or wish to see) of Aden.

80 we return to the ordinary ¢ board-ship”
Hfe. Day after day——

“ Underneath the awning
We stretching lie, and yawning,”

and sleeping, eating, and drinking, playingchess,
cards, backgammon, smoking a good deal; also
fiirting (and there 1s no place I know of for a
qulet flirtation llke the cushionoed lounges at
the end of the stern saloon, the time being
about ten in the morning, when ¢ everyhody
except * he ” and «she” i8 on deck). Shoals of
bonitos and porpoises roll gayly along by our
side ; silvery showers of flylng-fish dash against
the bulwarks, perhaps leaving one or two un-
fortunates gasping on the deck; sometimes an
Inquisitive shark, unacquainted with the arran-
gements of the P. and O. steamers, shows his
ugly form for & minute or two In our wake,
and with a flounce of his tail disappears, after
satisfying his curiostty.

Groups of islets, each with its tiny plume of
palm-trees, appear, and fade into nothing, and
at last wao see a little blue point rising far ahead
out of the purple sea—Adam’s Peak.

As we approach, the peak grows more and
more distinct in its outline; lesser mountains
seem to gather round its base; now a fringe of
dark cocoanut trees edges the yellow sand, while
here and there the white dome of a Buddhist
temple, or the tall minaret of a Mahommedan
mosque, break the monotomy of the forest
green.

We sweep past a flotilla of outrigged fishing
canoes, dancing on the sunlit waves, whose taw-
ny occupants are too busy with thelr fishing to
take much notice of our big steamer, and a
very few more turns of the screw brings us to
the mouth of the lovely little harbor of Point
de Galle,

On our left towers the tall, white light-house
and the old Dutch fort and church, and over-
hanging the ramparts the glitter of the tulip-
tree, the blaze of the scarlet hybiscus, and the
golden trumpets of the savanna flower, Fur-
ther on, on the same side we catch a glimpse
of the low-roofed native houses of the Petah
nestling amongst the ubiquitous cocoa-nut
trees, the breezes from which, although

“ Blowing soft from Ceylon’s isle,”

do not at all realize the idea of good Bishop
Heber as to thelr “spicy” qualities. Facing
us, a8 we steam up the harbor, 18 the pretty
residence of the agent of the Peninsular and
Oriental Company, with its beautiful gardens
and flowery terraces graduating down to the
very margin of the flood. On our right the pro-
montory runs boldly out into the sea, and fis
clothed to the water’s edge with flowerl ng plants
and shrubs, and crowned with foliage of all va-
rieties of color; the church and schools, &c., of
the English Church Missionary Society gleam
white amongst the greenery.

The harbor fitself is full of shipping of all
clagses and nattonalities, from our own stately
Sea-palace to the little native «“dhonie,” which
coasts the island with cargoes of calico, cocoa-
nut ofl, native coffee, ralt fish, and other com-
modities. Here a smart Yankee brig is dis-
charging her delightful freight of Wenham Lake
ice and New England apples; there an English
schooner receives her cargo of coffee from the
mountains of the interior; all 13 bustle and ani-
mation, and offers a pleasing contrast to our
last halung-place—dreary, monotonous Aden.
Our steamer is speedily surrounnded by a perfect
fleet of native canoes, whose occupants, in long
white or colored skirts, and with thelr long hair
fastened back with a high comb from the fore-
head and gathered In a knot at the back of the
heed, present a rather etffeminate appearanoce,
These gentry, as our vessel is swinging round,
hold up for our admiration combs, bracelets,
knife-handles, necklaces, and other ornaments
made of tortoise-shell; Jewels, some genuine,
many more spurious; ebony and tvory ele phants;
and scandal-wood fans, trays, or boxes. Many
of the boats are loaded with baskets full of ba-
0anas, mangoes, mangosteens, guavas, pine-
apples, pomegranates, cachou-nut—fruit and
vegetables of very variety of size, color, shape,
and flavor, whose owners are soon deeply en-
gaged in bargaining with the purser and his
alde-de-cuisine, the head steward; whilst the
head stewardess, with her attendant train of
bymphs of the cabin and saloow, 18 giving out
soiled and receiving clean table linen and sheets
from the ¢ Dhoby ” boat: balle being oue of the
principal laundries of the Peninsular and Oriental
Company.

Mistrusting the seaworthiness of the narrow
outrigged canoes, whicn dance on the waves
around us (though I have since learnt by experi-
enca that they can live in almost any sea), I
deposit myself and my belongings In a ocomfort.
able English-buiit boat, and rounding an angle
of the fort, am speedily landed at the old wooden
pier, which is strewn with shining blocks of ice
from the Yankee brig, so large that even the
blazing tropical sun appears to have no effect
upon them. I decline the shrill importunitjes
of the drivers of certaln vebicles called palanquin
carriages, which are a sort of oross between a
bathing machine and a London four-wheeler,”
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and passing under the old moss-grown archway,
turn ‘to the loft, through an avenue of tulip-
trees and palms, and arrive in the hospitable
veranda of the Sea-view Hotel, where I am glad
to learn that the mall for Australia is not expeot-
ed to arrive for at least four or five days.

Here 18 pretty Miss De 8ilva, the sprightly
brunette, who has been captivating all the
youngsters on board the Bengal with her
powers of waltzing and indiscriminate Trepar-
tee; she was always so droll about ¢« having to
live always quite in the country—jungle they
call it, you know—on papa's coffee estate, with
hardly any Europe people to talk to. I can’t
bear black people. Can you ?” and Oh, how
nice to meet dear papa again, when I get up to
Kandys!” But she does not seem quite so
‘lelighted ae might be expected at the appear-
anoce of dear papa, who hag taken the trouble
0 come to Galle to welcome his voluble
daughter from her English school ; Mr. De Silva
{8 very dark-complexioned indeed. ¢ The
climate,” whispers the young lady to Ensign
the Hon. Bob 8masher, «has quite altered dear
bapa; he is so dreadfully burnt!” The ensign,
glanoing at the respected parent of his enslaver,
who devotes himself with more gusto to the
curry and rice, kibobs, and other delicasies dear
to the native palate, than to the beef and
mutton affected by the greater proportion of
the party at dinner, inwardly decides that for
the future {t would be a8 well to beware of
sprightly brunettes—at all events, to the east of
Suez.

Here also s Mr. Duncan Mactaggart, who
passed first in the examination for the Ceylon
Civll Service, and as astonished (and bored) all
the passengers with his surprising knowledge
of political economy and other unknown
sclences, talking highly classical (Cannon Row)
Cingalese, improved by a strong Scotch accent,
to a someweat bewildered Tamil merchant from
the Malabar coast, who is unacquainted with
that language.

Dinner over, and Manillas smoked, I ascertain
that the Matura coach starts at five A, M,
“sharp,” and, seductive as are the attractions
of one more cheroot in the ¢gol moonlit veran-
da—I1 summon a tawny-visaged, white-petti-
coated valet, answering to the name of « Appoo,”
to beat the mosquitoes from inside the cur-
tains, before I trust myself to my bed; and
betaking myself to the scantily furnished but
beautifully clean bedroom, and evading the
mosquitoes by a dexterous leap through the
gauze curtains, which are instantly closed and
tucked in by my dusky attendant, I compose
myself to sleep. The ceiling s of whitewashed
canvas, and just as I am «going off” I hear over-
head a rush, a rattle, a squeak.

“Who on earth is making that awful noise
above, Appoo?”

“ Only one snake, sar, he catching one rat!”

These are pleasant neighbors, certainly, but
a8 Appoo Informs me they « can't come
through,” I presently go to sleep.

“Sharp” is by no meang, a corrcet mode of
expressing the start of the Matura coach, for it
{8 nearly six o’clock before the last kicking,
plunging, raw-boned brute of a horse is forced
into the shafts of that indescribably dirty and
uncomfortable vehicle; and as we rattle under
the old fort gate and turn eastward the sky
before 18 flushed with rose-color, which rapidly
brightens, till the sun springs up; then the
palm-trees, drenched with the night dew,
sparkle like green plumes dropped with dia-
monds ; light puffs of feathery vapor float
apwards from the river and paddy-fields, and
are gone; long troops of white paddy-birds fly
clanging to their distant feeding grounds.
Mummy-like figures in the verandas of the
native town unroll themselves and become
yawning, stretching, scratching human crea-
tures, winking a lasy welcome to the day.

Along the sea-shore, pert shiny-backed little
crows dispute the possession of last night’s up-
casts with mangy pariah curs (the birds invari-
ably getting the best of the argument); a cloud
of brilliant butterfiles quiver their velvet wings
of sable and azure, or of ecrimson and gold,
hovering over some favorite flower ; hideous fat
lizards (iguanas) scuttle into the low Jungle on
the roadside.

Now we hear the steady « clang-clang ” of
elephAnt-bells, and pass half a dozen of the un-
wieldy, docile creatures, strolling easily down to
take their sea-bath before commencing their
day’s work. Man goes forth (In rather an indo-
lent, laisses-aller manner) to his labor—to tickle
the light soil of hisrice-fleld with a little wooden
plough drawn by two enormous half-savage
buffaloes, or to wash the family wardrobe
in the adjacent stream ; small fleets of
fishiug canoes put out from each bhamlet: a
partgy of coolies, under the direction of a fat
CADgany, OF overseer, stamp the newly mended
road with iron-bound rams, at the rate of about
three strokes per minute, accompanying their
work with a melancholy monotonous song and
chorus, and not sorry for the excuse of the coach
passing to stand aside and watch it till it is out
of sight, and afterwards to have a good long
gossip about the vehicle itself, the driver, the
passengers, the horses, &c. .

Higher and higher mounts the sun, the heat
increases, a sultry east wind springs up and fills

our mouths and eyes with red dust; 80, notwith-
standing the beauty of the tropical day, I am |
only too glad to enter the pretty little Dutch |
town of Matura, and pull up at the hospitable
bungalow of my friend, with its pretty garden ‘
in front, and the broad Matura River flowing |
behind; andafter a bath of delicious coolness, I
am quite ready to do ample Justice to th
substantial breakfast, whose premonitory odou.
have accompanied (and hastened) my toilet.

A WIFES SECRET.

BY H. L. D.

“An invitation to dine with 8ir Thomas Joho-
stone, and a ticket for the Medical Societys
soirée! Both require evening costume, and 4
have not a dress-coat to my back ! exclaime
Charles Beaumont, dismally. ¢Go, I mush
Pussio; for the only chance of extending mY
practice it by making new acquaintances. YOY
women have one solid advantage over us deped”
dent males. You can buy a few yards of mus®
lin and ribbon, and manufacture your costumes
at small cost. There are but two courses, h
choose between—credit at a fashionable tallor's
or hiring the necessary garment.”

¢ Credit means debt, Charlle dear,” sald hi8
wife—¢« and hitherto we have kept free from
that evil ; and, as to hiring a coat, it is Ve”;
dangerous to do s0. You might catch a fever, ©
the small-pox, or something dreadful. Let ¢
put on my ¢considerimg cap,’ whilst you re
the paper ; and don’t speak to me for a least #
quarter ofan hour.” ;

80 saying, Pussie sat down near the open Wi
dow, put her two lttle thin elbows on the tablés
thrust her hands through her short, curly haif
and fell into a profound reverie, od

Beaumont took up the paper, and pretend
to read ; but, in truth, he was contemplsﬂl:
his young wife; and his heart ached as he ©
served her thin, fragile form and pale cheek:
Just one year before, Charles Beaumont 8“’
Beatrice Leith had committed a very grave 9‘;1
ror; but even the most severe jury of Brltis_
matrons must have owned that there were ¢ 6X
tenuaiing clrcumstances.” "

Charles Beaumont was the only child of a ri¢
cotton-spinner at Manchester, who permit! ¢
his son to give up the more lucrative pursuit °r
trade for the study of medicine, with the clﬂ"n
understanding that he should marry a cer““_
rich heiress, who was ten years older than hin®
self, and by no means handsome. al

Charlie cheerfully agreed to this matrimonl !
arrangement—he 80 thoroughly detested his fo
ther’s business that to escape from it on 88
terms was welcome to him, and he trusted
some lucky chance to release him from the bis
tasteful marriage. He worked hard, passed "
examinations creditably, and then dctermin
to take a hollday ; for, to tell the truth, he W“ﬁ
in no hurry to establish a practice and settle fo
life. So he wrote to his parents, plead:
somewhat obstinate cough as a reason for 30‘ 1
south instead of visiting his northern home, “':,
took up his abode at Freshwater Bay, Isle ot
Wight. Before leaving town, a fellow-stude
gave him a letter of introduction to a Cap'
Leith, who lived at Freshwater Bay.

« Look here, old fellow,” sald the young méd
significantly, ¢« don’t you fall in love with Iﬂ;
fair cousin. My uncle Leith is a retired Na¥.
Captain, proud as Lucifer, and by no mes! a
rich ; his wife 18 very High Church, and wa8
beauty some twenty years ago ; and their On’iz
ohild Beatrice, alias Pussie, is the dearest It
creature living, but her parents think nothid§
or nobody under a duke good enough to W
with the house of Leith,” s

«Never fear that I shall fali in love with
spoiled beauty,” asseverated Beaumont, 88 on
pocketed the letter, without the least intentl
of making use of it.

The day after his arrlval at Freshwater B“y
proved wet and windy ; and, as he was louns
ing about on the shore, the most charming
tle malden came tripping along, dressed iD
blue serge costume and scarlet cloak. The Wib!
was very high, so she had taken offher hat anr g
given it toa large Newfoundland dog, who ¢&
ried it in his mouth with an air of importln‘l’::
In leuof the hat the young girl had drawn b
hood of her cloak over her head ; and thus ol .
she defled the wind and walked close to the 8¢ o
Presently she ventured 8o near that a Wav
dashed completely over her, with such foree [
alinost to knock her down, Beaumont rush®
forward and expressed his concern for the aocl
dent and the hope that she was not hurt.

“ Pray do not distress yourself—I am not “f
the least hurt,” she replied, with a quick smiléi
¢« Bruce and I are used to salt water,”

Whilst speaking, she had taken off her clos¥
te shake it; the rain had ceased and the su?
was shining brightly. of

Beaumont stopped dewn, under pretence g
stroking the dog, but really to read the nsam’
epgraved on 1t8 collar. To his surprise and P":,
sure he read, ¢ Captain Leith, Curlew C.tt8§
Freshwater Bay.” w0

“ Will you permit me to introduce myself 1
you through the medium of this letter, whict
was to present to your father?” he said. m

“What ! are you Char-.Mr. Beaumont of Wb
I hase heard cousin Fred speak so ofted s
cried the young girl, extending her hand mnl
friendly manner. I am Beatrice Leith, Whow
no doubt you have heard Fred mention, for U8 o5
last year, when May Fenwick stole his affectio
from me, we were devoted lovers.” by

Beaumo.it replied that he knew her well
name, Ko

‘““ Well, then, we can st down here and m‘{ot
friends whilst my bair and my cloak dry;
mamma will be very angry if I go home dr
ping.” oatr

S0 saying, Pussie loosened her beautiful cb i
nut hair over her shoulders, and seated hers®
on the beach. o

Charlie looked with admiration at the ab yes
dant and wavy tresses of his fair compall
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Which hung down below her waist in natural
curls, at first the conversation was all about

““ Cousin Fred,” but soon they talked on other
8ubjecs,

Half-an-hour passed rapidly, when suddenly

Ussle .ooked at her watch and exclaimed, as
8he started to her feet, « I was sent to buy some
“€88 in the town, and mamma is waiting tf,’
Make an omelette ! @ood-by, Mr, Beaumont.

But Charlie insisted upon accompanying her to
Warket,

Ou the return home, Pussie stopped suddenly,
and g4id quite gravely. « Now you really must
®ave me, for mamma would be dreadfully
Shocked if she knew that 1 had made the ac-
Quatntance of a stranger on the strength o: a
lotter addressed to papa. Aund it was very
Wrong,” she added with a quivering little sigh,
“but I have no companions to laugh and talk
With, Papa has th: gout and is always very
Cr0ss, and mamma hasn’t the gout and is al-
Ways very cross. Sometimes I feel quite miser-
able, and, if it were not for the sea, and Bruce,
89d Dart the kitten, and Jane our maid-of-all-
Work, who have some youth and fun in them, I
8hould pine away anddie!"”
“Poor little Puassie 1” sympathised Charlie
tenderly,

Pussie shook her head with assumed dignity,

She continued, ¢ Yonder is Curlew Cottage,
8nd, when you come there this afterneon to de-
liver your credentials, I shall he introduced to
You as « My daughter, Miss Beatrice Leith.’
Mingd you 100k very grave, and bow stifly, and
Ushal] cast down my eyes and look — oh, so
Meek! Be sure you put your gloves on, and
divide your conversation equally betwe :n papa
anq mamma.”

Beaumont promised to obey her instructions
Strictly. From that hour he could think of no-
thin; by & pair of violet eyes and a sweet liitle
T in a scarlet cloak. A strong wave of love
bad rushed into his heart, and swept away all
the barri ,rs of prudence.

It chanced that the very day after Charles
Aumont’s first visit to Curlew Cottage the
Master of the residence was laid up with a se-
Yere attack of gout, which necessitated the con.
Dt attention of his wife. What more natural
that Pussie, who was often sent out to make
Purchases for the fractious invalld, should meet
SAumont three or four times a day, more es-
Poclaliy as he kept a vigilant watch over the
Ouge of his lady-love ?

The day-dreams of these fond lovers were,
hva'ever, rudely broken. One morning Beau-
Mont came to Carlew Cottage with some peaches
for the invalid, and a large bouquet for Mrs.
®ith. The Captain, who was rapidly recover-
U from his iliness, lay on & sofa in the draw-
Ug-roam, reading a somewhat lengthy epistle.

“Just in time, my young friend, to congratu-
16 our Pussie on her good fortune,” said the
aptain, .

Pllssle, who was arranging the lowers which
B““illmont, had brought, opened her eyes to their
fu extent, as she exclaimed, ¢ My good fortune,
Papa | What do you mean 2"

* - his letter contains a proposal for your hand
from my valued and esteemed friend, Sir Harry
Tayior, K.C.B.,” replied the Captain, pom pously.

At this announcement Pussie burst into an
Mioderate fit of laughter, which she vainly
*Ndeavored to suppress, whilst Charlie Jooked

~begone and astonished. The Captain
""Wned angrily at this untimely merriment,
and gq1q severely, « I see no cause for laughter,

Miss Beatrice.”
“y

beg your pardon ; I know that the
tlily Oldgm)a?lulsp;our rhgxaxg? but the idea of his
lng me to marry him is too absurd!” re-
Yurneq Pussie ; then, taking up an album, she
Jpened anq handed it to Beaumont, saylng,
' Look, Char—Mr. Beaumont, there is the por.
trait of my venerable adorer!” And again the

ibrudent, girl began to laugh.

Beaumont glanced at the portrait; 1t was that
Of a stout elderly man with a bald head. The
ldeq of this antique aspirant’s offering himself
38 & suitor for the hand of the pretty, youthful
Creature wheo sat watching his countenance with

8e amusement completely overcame Beau-
Mont's genge of decorum; he also began to
langh, Byt thelr mirth was not of long dur-
alion, The Captain selzed a stick with lay be-
Y him, and flung itat the china bowl in which

U8sle was arranging some flowers, and the un.
fending vessel was shivered to pleces.

‘“Leave my hou. s directly, and never eater it
ain, yoy insolent young rascal |” exclaimed
e angry old man, ~« No doubt you think that
Tny trice would make a fine wife for you, but
m"""my words, sir—she shall never wed the
*on of 4 tradesman! And you, Miss Imperti-
?enee, make up your mind to marry my valued
Tena, gyr Harry Taylor, in the course of the
Dext, gix Weeks, and be thankful that he is at

t & gentloman by birth 1’

‘What a shame, to insult a guest under your

yery roof 1 interrupted Passie, who was now
asgreat a rage aq her father. I will never

o 8Ty that horriq old man, who takes snuff,

w"ears_.' and drinks too much grog at night! I
Ould rather drown myself.”

'1’1“ Hold your tongue, girl, and go to your room !

, mg Will show which of us has the stronger

"pu 8ald the Captain, «Only let me eaton you

I 8Ring to that young puppy again, and I will
Ve you both asound thrashing !”

re‘ﬁ"‘lluxmm. heard {hese angry words with per-
©\moess ; and this provoked his fery 8-

sallant more than if he had flown into a pas-
sion. With studied politeness he took his leave,
whispering to Pussle, «We shall soon melt
again.”

But these proposed meetings were not such
easy mailters to arrange. Poor Beatrice was
watched 80 narrowly by her father that her life
was rendered miserable ; her mother also took
part against her. It was pleasing to the worldly-
ly-minded, vain woman to contemplate the pros-
pect of her daughter becoming the wife of a
Baronet and mistress of a large fortune. Be-
sides, it was proposed by the bridegroom-elect
that his bride’s parents should reside with the
happy pair, on their fine estate in Devonshire.

“You must run away from such cruel parents,
miss, and go to London,” counselled Jane. «# My
mother keeps a lodging-house in Cecil Street,
Strand ; and you can stay under her care and be
an opera-singer or play-actress—for it is better
to be anything than a miserable wife.”

But the young lovers proposed a better ar-
rangement—namely, to run away and get mar-
ried.

“You must be married first and run away
afterwards,” corrected Jane, gravely, ¢« Your
lodgings, sir, are in the next parish. Puat up
your bans there ; fo: neither master nor missis
18 ever goes to that church, and, if they did, old
Mr. Jones mumbles 80 that nobody never hears
the names of the parties asked.”

Beatrice wrote a long letter to Sir Harry,
frankly telling him that she did not like him,
much less love him, and entreating him to
give up all thoughts of marriage with her, as
no force or persuasion should make her his wife,
By return of post eame the following laconic re.
ply :—

“ MY DEAREST BEATRICE,—Parents are the
best judges as to whatwill be conducive to the
happiness of their ohildren, 1Ishall be with you
in a fortn.ght, when I hope to find you ready to
be my obedient wife.

“Yours affectionately,

“ HARRY TAYLOR.”

True to his promise, the would-be bridegroom
arrived on the Monday after Charles Beaumont
and Beatrice Leith had been asked in church for
the second time,

Beatrice was very sulky, and refused to walk
out with her gallant admirer. With the assis-
tance of Jane she contrived a short interview
with Charlie at least once a day.

On the Sunday when the bans were to be
published for the last time, Bir Harry announced
his intention of going to the very citurch where
he would hear the most unwelcome announce.
ment.

“A very clever young parson, a friend of mine,
is going to take the service there for a fort.
night,” remarked he—: one of the finest readers
and preﬁ&hers I ever heard.”

Beatrice felt faint with terror at this determi-
nation of Sir Harry’s.

“Iam sorry that my confounded gout will
not allow me to walk so far, and my wife 18 not
equal to 80 much fatigue; but Pussie will like
the change, and go with you,” said the Captain,
who had become wonderfully amiable since the
arrival of his friend.

¢ Good preachers are scarce, 80 I will.go,” oon.
sented Pussie, ungraciously,

The twoold men exchanged significant glances,
they thought that Pussy was « coming,” and
tired of talking.

At the end of the Becond lesson there was
quite a sensation in the church whither Beatrice
had accompanied her suitor on that last Sunday
of her single life. As the service proceeded, Be-
atrice heard with terror the clear, sonorous
voice of the gifted reader, and knew that the
bans of ¢Charles Beaumont and Beatrice
Leith ” would be published, for the third and
last time of asking, with fatal distinctness.
Driven to desperation, she resolved at the critical
moment to assume faintness, which it was not
hard to do, for her face and lips were blanched
with fear, and she really did feel ill. S0 she
closed her eyes and drooped her head, and began
to ory. Up started 8ir Harry, knocked down two
or three large books, and so attracted the atten-
tion of everybody 1n the church. Quiet wasnot
restored until 8ir Harry had half led, half car-
ried his fair compaunion from the church, and
the « Jubilate * had begun,

° . . . . . . .

The following day Beatrice Leith and Charles
Beaumont were married, and started off imme-
diately for London, whence they sent two copies
of the newspaper containing the annoancement
of their marriage, the one to Mn.nchester, and
the other to Freshwater. It would be difficult to
say which of the parents of the bride and bride-

m were the more furious; and letters ot nu.
{ual recrimination passed between thd engaged
elders.

In the meantime the principal offenders had
taken a small villa at Brompton, and puta brass

slate on the door, notifying that ¢ Charles Beau.
P ont, Surgeon,” lived there. But, alag! the
m,‘m,beu rang very seldom; and Jane, who
ﬂad been dismissed in disgrace from Curlew Cot-
tage for alding the flight of her young migtress,

and had come to live with the newly.married
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galr, declared that she had not half enough to
o.

By-and-by came g baby-boy, who died after
having nearly cost his mother her life. Then for
the first time Beaumont Tegretted the step that
he had taken in making Beatrice his wife,
1yoked at the fragile form of her whom he loved
so fondly, looking so child-like, with her short
hair curling all over her head (for during her
serious illness her beautiful tresses had been
shorn), and sighed as he thought of the bracing

sea-air of which she stood In need but which he
could not afford to give her,

In secret Beaumont Wrote to his father a
humble letter asking for the means to take his
wife out of town, This letter cost him a severe
struggle; and his bitterness Increased when it
remained unanswered. The brave young wife
800n rallied her spirits and stoutly denied the
Weakness from which she suffored, until even
her husband was deceived.

L - . . L - - L]
Pussic was still leaning on her elbows, lost in

thought. The entrance of Jane with the tea-
things disturbed her reverie,

¢ Charlle, dear, will you make two solemn pro-
mises ?” ghe said, rising and putting her arm
round her husband’s neck.

“ Two dozen if you wish i, my darling,” re.
plied Charlie, ag he returned the caress, .

“First, you must Promise not to ask any
questions about letters I may receive and not
wish to show to you, or when I say ¢It is my
secret’ youa must be content to remain in igno-
rance for & short time,” said Pussie.

Beaumont shook his head with assumed gra~
vity, as he replied, “This is g serious matter,”

“ Ah, but, dearest, you know how fondly I
love you, and, as the little cot 1g empty, there is
DOW no rival to you,” unswered Pussle, tremul.
ously; for the death of her baby, although he
lived only a few hours, was 3 terrible blow to
her.

«I promise,” said Beaumont,

“ The second promise I ask for is that you will
let me provide you with adress-coat,’’ continued
Pussie,

“If yon wish me to go to the dinner and soi.

rée in your velvet Jacket, 1 will do 80, maid
Charlie,

The next three weeks were very trying tothe
young doctor, such an atmosphere of mystery
pervaded his home. Jame was In the confidence
of her mistress, and brought every letter which
came to the house with the alr of & conspirator.

One evening Charlie missed his last new frock-
coat, and a fear took Ppossession of him that these
two well-meaning but misgulded young women
were endeavoring to change the garment into
one fitted for evening attire.

“What shall I look like in such an amateur
speclmen of tafloring? » he sighed, « Sl I
must wear it if Pussie wishes me do go,”

The day for the dinner-party at length arrived
and Beaumont came home to dress. His wife
opened the door to him. Her eyes sparkled with
pleasure, and two crimson 8pots—the result of
excilement—glowed on her cheeks, Jane, look-

ing scarcely less important, stood smiling in the
background.

« Come into the dining-room anq have a cup
of tea before you g0 up to dress,” said Pussie,

‘ And oh, if you please, 8ir, Brown the baker’s
five ohildren have the Wwhooping-cough,” put in
Jane. «Poor little dears ! Isn’t it lucky ? Mrs,
Brown says please will you call and see them in
‘the morning ? »

Beau -nont smiled as he replied—« I scarcely
think Brown will eonstder himself lucky,”

“No, sir, p'raps 'not; but jpg well for young
doctors to take oat their tradesmen’s bjlls with
Jane, auntj] they
arrive at & footman and g guinea fee,”

Great was Beaumont's surprise, on entering
his dressing room, to find g well-made dress.
coat spread out on a chair; but, greater still was
it when he discovered, pinned to the breast or
the garment, the bil} receipted,

When he entered the dré,wing—room, Pussie
was seated, pretending to work ; she Sprung up
and exclaimed—

“Ob, Jane, come aud look—it fits him beau.
tifully 1" and then she danced around in childigh
glee.

** Master looks like a prince | »
diet,

“ Before I €0 away you must clear up this
mystery, and tell me what Yyou have sacrificed
to give me this welcome gift,” said Beaumont,
in a very shaky voice, as he placed his handson
Pussie’s shoulders and looked tenderly into her
upturned eyes.

“Only a fow quires of paper,” replied Pussie,
as with trembling fingers she fastened & rose and
some sprays of matdenhair ferninto his button-
hole. «You see, Charlie, I found the time pass
very slowly when you were out; so I wrote a
story—and it was Just finished #hen you told
e of your difficulty about the dress-coat, Ithen
determined to try to dispose of the manuscript
10 & magasine. I sent it to the editor, and it was

was Jane’s vor.

read and accepted ; and guess my rapture when
last night came & cheque for ten pounds! Yoy

cannot imagine how hard it was to keep my
secret from you; and I will never have another
as long as I live. Now you must g0—the cab is

at the door. Enjoy yourself—and don’t hurry
home.”
L L L] . * L L] L]

Another surprise awalted the young doctor
that night. As he drove up to his house he ob.
served with surprise that it wag brilliantly
lighted.

‘“Lights in the spare room !”
¢“Can Pussie be |l 27
opened the door to him.

“We have welcome, but very unlooked-for
visitors,” she said mysteriously. « You must
let me bandage your eyes, and then guess who
they are by their voices.”

Charles looked bewildered, but allowed him-
self to be blindfolded and led into the drawing-
room.

¢ Charles ! ” sald a well.known Voice,

“ Mother!” exclaimed Boaumont as he tore
off the handkerchief and embraced the speak-
er.

“ Why did yon no¢:
asked his mother,

“ I respect your pride, boy, but it might have
cost you dearly,” sald his father, coming for.
ward and grasping the hand of his son.

1he excitement of the day had been too much
for the tender frame of Pussie; she burst into a
violent fit of weeping, and this gave an oppor-
tunity for much tenderness and petting on the
part of her mother-in-law.

The affalr of the unanswered letter sent by
Charles to his father was explained and acoount-
¢d for by the absence from home of his paren
Who, a8 soon as they returned, started off for
London.

Prosperity now dawned upon the yoeung - con-
Ple. Mr. Beaumont purchased a first-rate prac-
Uise for his son, having previously taken the
young couple for six weeks to Scarborough.
Mrs. Beaumont, who was a courageous woman,
went down to Freshwater, and tried to reconcile
xhe offended parents of Beatrice to their daugh-
ber. She had a difficult task, bat in the end she
Bucceeded. A few months afterwards, the birth
0f & son and heir to the houses of Beaumont and
Leith completed the reconciliation.

he mun'nul'ed.
But the little woman

vn-ub beforg;.my son ?”

A CALIFORNIA ROMANOE.—The old Govern-
ment bulldings on Washington street, says the
Ban Francisco post, are

the marking-ink eulogists, and aj] those tr&derﬁ;
who have so long made this their rendezvous,
There is a little story in connection with thege
buildings which the writer learned from g gen-
tleman who knew the parties concerned. Like
many of the incidents whigh ocecur daily in
this country of change and excitement, it hag
& strong piece of romance, and would not, furn-
ish a bad plot for the writers in the Sensationat
Weeklies. Every day for five years, no matter
how heavily the winter rain came down or the
gusty summer wind swept from the hill-tops,
an old man took up his Position near the post-’
office, and sat until dusk behind hig tray of ag.
sorted -.candies.

pdhered strictly to the legitimate 8wWeet stuffs
Among his customers Came one day g4 btight:
eyed, neatly dressed urchin, who put down hig
five cents, and boldly demandeq {ts equivalent
;n molasses candy. Whilg the old fellow Wrapped
tup in the scanty plece of brown paper, he
looked wistfully into the ureninwg grere";
boy took his candy and went off with hig mouath
full, The next day the little chap turned up
again, and again purchased his five cents’ worth
of candy. One morning the candy merchant,
while wrapping up his young ousiomery pnr:
hase, asked the name of his patron, The little
fellow gave it. The candy man !mmedlately
Temoved bis tray to the care of a fe]|o:
chant, and told the boy that he would accom.
pany him to his mothers house. The boay
condueted him to & pleasant residence on Bry.
ant street. His mother Opened the door, and
the moment her eyes fell on the candy 'mer
‘chant she threw her arms round him, and sob:
bing violently, called him « gy

her,”
‘that at one time the candy man wag y well-to.

do merchant in Portland, Me, His eldest -
ter eloped with g gambler, a man whod?:asha
ver%' hard reputation in that town. On coming
to Callrorma., however, he gave up his regular
encounters with the « tiger,” and devoted him.
self to Speculating in ining stocks, He was
fortunate, grew wealthy, bought real Veul.a.te and
won the name of being an honorable and éene-
rous man. His wife Wrote back to Portland,
but her letters were returned, for her father had'
failed in business, her

came to Californj
Dot knowing of his daughter’s whereabouw, an::

after many unsuccessful efforts fnalf

went in.
Lo selling candy. ~Something 1n gh hiy boy’s
aund when
Some gambler, agains

warned his wilful ¢ The reunton was a

Yery happy- one, ‘and the cand 3¢
108¢ one of its members, 7 Profeskion bas
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Canadian Home; The Lost Atlantic; Gay and
Grave Gossip; Lovely 8pring; From India to
Canada; Resurgam ; A Rallway Nap and its
Consequenoces; Love or Money; For His Sake;
Showed In; The False Heart and the True;
Leave Me; Is There Another 8hore; Weep Not
For Me; Those Old Grey Walls;; The Step-
mother ; Tom Arnold’s Charge; Worth, Not
Wealth; Miriam's Love ; Modern Conveniences;
Little Clare ; Mirabile Dictu; Up the Saguenay;
Ella Loring; Charles Foot; The Heroine of
Mount Royal; The Rose of Fernhurst; Photo.
graphing Our First-born; Neskeonough Lake;
A Midnight Adventure ; Jean Douglas ; The Re.
stored Lover; Woman’s Courage; A Story in a
Btory; Tried and True; Dr. Solon S8weetbottle;
Second 8ight; Eclipses; Genevidve Duclos ; Our
Destiny ; Port Royal ; Night Thoughts ; Mr.
Bouncer’s Travels ; Watching the Dead ; De.
lusions; To Shakespeare; An Adventuress; The
Wandering Minstrel ; 8pring; The White Man’s
Revenge; The Lilacs; A Trip Around the Stove ;
My First Situation; An Unfortunate Resurrec:
tion; Our John ; Kitty Merle ; History of William
‘Wood; Willersieigh Hall ; A Night at Mrs, Man-
ning’s; Won and Lost; The Lady of the Falls;
Chronicles of Willoughby Centre; Why Did She
Doubt Him ; Jack Miller the Drover; Ellen May-
ford ; Recom pensed.

These MSS. will be preserved until the Fourth
of January next, and {f not applied for by that
time will be destroyed. Stamps should be sen
for relurn postaye.

The Age of Vulgar Glitter; Mrs. S¢ymore’s
Curls; Tothe Absent ; By the Waters; Almo ite;
To a Lover; A Fragment from the Scenes of
Life; The Axie of the Heavens; The Correct
View; Apostropheto a Tear; June; A Debtor's
Dilemmas; Proved; Wanted Some Beaux ; Can.
adian Rain Storm After Long Droyght; The
Murderer’s Mistake; Yesterday; Carrie's Hat
and What Came of It; Leonie Collyer’s Error;
A Memory Autumn,

These MSS. will be preserved until the Twen-
tieth of December next.

TOYS.

The original of the word toy is the Danish
toi, which meansan implement. Strange that
we should owe the name of a child’s plaything
to those old sea kings, whom our Apostle of
the heroic so lauds for their terrible earnest-
ness! Yetthere is more congruity in this than
at first appears. Itis hardly correct to speak
ofa toy, after the manner of dictionaries, as &
mere plaything. True, it serves to amuse, but
it is as real, as worthy of implicit faith to its
little owner, as many of those things which
engross maturer minds. Play to the child is
as work to the adult—a necessity and a test of
healthful existence. Now, toys as the instru-
ments of play are the media by which the open.
ing mind receives its primary lessons in life :
they are the tois—the implements—by which
infancy first engages in active pursuits.

If we carefully watch how children use their
mimicries of actual things, we can pretty sure-
ly predict how they will afterwards act amidst
the stern realities of life. This boy, who with
calm persuverance, overcomes i he difficilties of
a puzzle, or of symmetrically putting his tiny
sham hricks together, gives promise of becom-
ing a plodding, determined, reliable man. The
little maiden who, with anxious care and ten-
der solicitude, watches over her doll, will, if
nothing hapjens to spoil her, grow up to be a
loving, domestic, wife. This girl, whose whole
attention is directed to decking her waxen
child in the gayest attire, and seeking to win
for it the prhises of her friends, gives omen
that as an adult she will be fond of fine dress
and anxious to court admiration. That other
one who loves not dolls, but delights rather in
those things which please her brothers, shows
signs that she will become a woman, who,
however useful in her way, and fitted to fight
for some great truth, or fulfil some high daty,
is wanting in those charms which give her
sex its peculiar grace. This youug rogue who
seems to look upon toys as objects for destruc-
tion has made & very bad beginning. He
could not, in trath, well give a worse presage;
not, indeed, so much, because he may thus
manifest & naturally destructive tendency, but
rather because he shows the buddings of a
careless, thriftless disposition. For be it noted
the destroyers of toys are generally to be found
amongst those upon whom they are lavishly
bestowed. The profuseness with which they
are given takes away all idea of their value,
Hence, when the novelty of each acquisition
is past it i3 speedily got rid of to make room
for something mew. A habit is thus engen-
dered which, unehecked, will mature into a
character selfishly versatile, fickle, vain, frivo-
lous, and incapable of anything true or noble.
Depend upon it, large supplies of toys are as
vaneful to a child’s mental and moral vigour
s are too many sweetmeats to its physical
health : they produce a depraved appetite, and
such a dyspepsia of heart and mind as results
ina weak and flabby character. The youngster
who has a small number of toys is induced to
appreciate those he has, to strive to turn them
to the best account, and, which is a great point
gained, to put forth his ingenuity to devise
his vwn playthings; so that he has undoub-
tedly a far better chance of growing up fitted
for the work of life than if his energies are dis-
sipated and his mind distracted by the many
things with which, without the exercise of any
forethought, his cravings are satiated.

It is an old proverb, “ be not afraid of the
man of many books, but of the man of one
book-—of him be afraid.” So many we say, be
not afraid of the child of many toys, but of? the
child of one toy—of it be afraid. With many
it will most likely grow up flashily, versatile,
and showy, it may be, but light, seltish, and
unstable—a shallow daudy, or a heartless flirt ;
but with one it will have a better chance of
gaining that strength which fits it to fight
bravely the battle of life.

“ What, would you be so cruel as to deprive
the little innocents of their toys, those great
charms of their opening existence?’ No
madam, so far from tha!, we wish the supply
so regulated th.t they may get the largest
amount of profitable pleasure out of what they
have. But thv question reminds us that,
while treating of toys as indicators of character,
we have strayed into remarks on their educa-
tional power. Let us then notice a little more
this im t function of theirs. Don’t be
alarmed. \We are not going to inculcate the
propriety of making the nursery & disguised
schoul room, and cheating its tenants into se-
rious work, und.r the delusion that it is play,
by giving them toys of the hard, repulsive edu-
cational type—medecin - made ap to loek like
sugar plums. Far be such an idea from us.
Let children be children, given up to childish
ways, finding amusement in childish things.
Do not seek to rob them of their right to the
full grutification of their longing for play—play
pure and unadulterated. Old and thoughtful
heads look very ugly and very unhealthy in
their incongruity on young shoulders. At the
same time, we are sure that any who have
carefully marked the movements of the youth-
ful mind, and seen how he takes its colour

from its surroundings, cannot doubi that its
toys, which are to it so full of inccrest—oft-
times a parl, ag it were, of ite very religion,
the object of its implicit faith and love—never
fail to exercige a powerful influence for good
or evil. Nor would it be less interesting than
instructive could we trace the connection
which beyond question frequently exists be-
tween the spirit which dominates in after-life
and the toys which engrossed the faculties
while opening to the world, We do not think
it possible, or if possible, desirable, to give defi-
nite directions as for the due selection of toys.
We are sure that all wise and judicious
mothers, whoge minds are awake to a sense of
the importance of the matter, when left to their
womanly judgment and discretion, will so
choose that their children shall receive a good
and not an evil bias from the implements of the
playroom.

ANSWERS TU CORRESPONDENTS.

All communications intended for this de-
partment should be addressed to the Ludwwr
Favorire and marked “ Correspondence.”

P. P.—The Cave of Adullam is mentioned in 1
Samuel, c. xxii, v. 1.

Q. Q.—Mr. Gladstone became Prime Minister
on December 3, 1368.

SYDNEY.—The accepted pronounciation of
Greenwich in Kent is Grin-idge.

Q.—The Prince of Wales visited America in
the summer and autumn of 1360.

A. Y.—President Liuccln was assassinated in
the theatre, Washington, 14th of April, 1865.

A BRrIiTON.~—The am:ndment ol the Ameri-
can Constitution abolishing slavery was passed
on the 18th of December, 1865.

CHARLOTTE—In the Greek mythology, Hy-
perion was one of the names of the sun, and al-
80 of a giant, the youngest of the Titans,

J. J.—Climatric is the term applied to cer-
tain periods of a man’s life-——usually the multi-
ples of seven or nine. The grand climatric is
sixty-three.

P. P.—Sir Robert Peel united the offices of
Flirst Lord of the Treasury and Chancelior ofthe
Exchequer from December the 26th, 1834, till
April the 18th, 1835, .

DELTA.—* Kyrie eleison” is a’ Greek phrase,
meaning ¢ Lord have mercy upon us,” and is a
form of solemn invocation used in the liturgy of
the Roman Catholic Church.

D. W.—The Prince of Wales is born Duke of
Cornwall and Earl of Chester, but his principal
title is conferred upon him by letters patent
from the Crown, so that he is not born Prince of
Wales, but created.

H. H.—To ascertain whether a bed be damp
or not, after the bed is warmed, put a glass go.
blet in between the sheets, and if the bed be
damp in a few minutes drops of wet will appear
on the inside of the glass.

C. M. I. F. A. would be pleased to corres.
pond with a young gentieman of good position,
with a view to matrimony. She is well-edu.
cated, tall, handsome, good-tempered, and has
& fortune, Her age is twenty-one,

ESTHER.—T0 Make a good Sherbet.—Take
powdered sugar,l one pound; carbonate of soda,
two ounoes ; tartaric acid, three ounces ; essence
of lemon, one drachm. Mix well a toaspoon-
ful of the powder 1n a turabler of cold waler.

BERTHA.—The Prince Imperial of France was
born ou the 16th of March, 1856 ; consequently
he is in his seventeenth year. According to the
law of France—a law specially made in his fa-
vour—be will be of legal age when he is eigh.
teeu.

A STANILAND.—The present Earl of Derby
did not sit in the House of Lords as a peer in the
lifetime of his late father; but the latter——the
renowned ¢ Rupert of Debate "-—was made a
peer in the Jifetime of his father, and took his
seat as Baron Stanley, of Stanley in Lanca-
shire,

ANTI-SUPERSTITION,—The stupid fiction that
the ruby, by changing its colour occaslonally, is
a foreteller of misfortune, is an importation
from the East—the cradie and nursery of every
kind of superatition and fanciful inveuntion. No.
vel-writers have made abundant use of 80 conve-
nient a peg on which to hang the inventions of
their imagination.

E. B.—A competent knowledge of a ready
and facile system of stenography 18 indispensa-
ble to a good reporter. From the computations
of experienced shorthand-writers, it appears
that a ready and rapid orator in the English
language pronounces from 7,000 to 7,500 words
in one hour, which his about 120 words in & mi-

Servetus, a theologian and physician, having
embraced the Arian doctrine, he held a corres-
pondence with Calvin on the subject, and many
letters passed between them, which only irri-
tated them against each other. The aanthorship
of a book vublished by Servetus, entitled
¢ Christianism Restored,” was discovered by
Calvin, who gave information of it to the magis-
trates of Vienna, by whom Servetus was ba-
nished, and his effigy and book burned at the
gallows. He then formed a design of going to
Naples to practise as a physician; but im prud-
ently passing through Geneva in disguise, he
was detected by Calvin, by whose means he was
apprehended. Through Calvin also, who acted
as informer, prosecutor, and judge, Servetus
was, contrary to law, condemned to be slowly
burnt wo death, which act of barbarity was
carried into effect on the 27ih of Qctober, 1553.

NEWS NOTES.

Tweed 1s very ill.

Sheriff Treadwell is dead.

The Pope’s health is precarious.

Sir Ssmuel Baker is recovering.

The Hoosac tunnel 18 compieted.

The Quebec Legislature met on the 4th.

Kaiser Wilhelm is rapldly failing in health.

A decree of outlawing has been decreed
against Riel.

Telegraphic communication was interrupted
by the late gale.

The Northern colonization Railway is pro-
gressing favorably,

Small-pox has appeared in the New York
Foundlings’ Hospital.

All the members of the New Dominion Gov-
ernment have been re-elected.

Five hundred and eighty-five immfgrants ar-
rived in Toronto during the montu of Nov.

Blaine has been re-elected Speaker of the
House of Representatives for the third time.

Alex H. Stephens, late Vice-President of the
Southern Confederacy, has a seat in Congress:

A terrific gale swept over Lower Canada o8
the 3rd inst., causing several serious accidents.

The Bazaine trial is revealing strange derelic-
tion of duty on the part of several French offi*
cers,

Among the loss on the Ville du Havre were
Colodion the great French carisaturist and hi8
wife.

The Ville du Havre was ran Into on the high
sea by the Loch Earn and over 200 passenger®
perished.

The birthday of the Princess of Wales, W88
celebrated at the palaces of Windsor and Sand-
ringham.

The inactivity of the Spanish fleet at CI*¥8”
gena is owing to doubts of the tidelity of O1®
vessel’s crew.

Considerable excitement was created in H8°
vana, on receipt of the news that the hom?®
government had yielded to the demands of tb€
United States.

The lumbermen of Ontarlo hold a meeéting 8%
Reafrew on the 18th December, to consider th¢
propriety of petitioning the Ontario Guverd:
ment respecting the contemplated Increase @
duty on square iimber, together with othél
matters. A general lumbermen’s meeting will
be held at Ottawa shortly.

« HAPPY NIGHTS” IN PERU.

We have just had one of our usual ¢ noote®
buenos' or ‘happy nights," writes a correspob”
dent fromn Peru. A special national fast &0
prayer-day generally closes with one of thesé
évenings, called ‘noctes buenos,’ as if to make
up for all the rigors of the religious observances:
As soon as dusk gathers over the streets 80
houses, little booths and bazaars, of stri
canvas stuff, are hastlly erected on poles, all
around and in the public squ.ires, and, by tBe
light of torches, all the native eatables, drink:
ables, and wares are exposed tor sale, sarronnd
by admiring crowds. Here squats a native » 0
man, swarthy of face aud limb, and with ®
bright-colored turban surmounting her black
hair. On a fire of sticks and embers of char”
coal, glowing-red 1n an old copper pan, aud bub”
bling in a queer little black pot sitting over the
coals, Is the strangest conglomeration of mes”
ses —peppers and potatoes, cheese, milk,
fish, butter and eggs, and bread-crumbs, whioP
is sold to the natives who crowd around hel
served ou tin plates, (betug tished out of ﬂlr
' pot with a hollow shell) at so much a platef®;
And here are the native Hquor-siands. *chiob®
‘aquia’ and ¢pisco,’ and ¢italie ’ all standing !
red brick ocalabashes, and having a taste simi
to peanuts and corn, and pineapples and grs) e
and rhubarb. And then the toys—such q
little dishes, and of such curious consiructiod~

nute, or two words in each second.
Tom D.—The following Is the drunkard’s cure,

as given by a gentlemau who declared that it .

was & sure specific ;—Sulphate of iron, five
grains; peppermint-water, eleven drachms;
spirit of nutmeg, one drachm—twice a day.
This preparation, he says, acts as a tonic fand
stimulant, and so partially supplies the place of
the accustomed liquor, and prevents that abso-
lute physical and moral prostration that follows
a sudden breaking off from the use of stimulat-
ing drinks. Itisto be taken in quantities eqnal
to an ordinary dram, and as often as the desire
for a dram returns. Any druggist can prepare
the prescription.

ANTI-DOGMA.—We can ouly deal with the his.
torical particulars. Michael Servetus was uu-
doubtedly done to death by Calvin, and through

the latter’s sole and vindictive instrumentality. , dice and roulette, ‘trenie-un,’ and faro:abow

little red vases, and Kettles and eups all of ‘”:
;same rod brick material, and hardly fit fa¥ .
Indian baby to play with; huge rattles
| whir and whiz and sing witn & rasping, buss! d
: souud that sets your ear-drums to aching &%
| causes one to hold his head and escape aﬁ'
{ that locality as speedily as possible, And 6V€ S
child has a red calabash, and 3 rattle; and of
noice and crying of children, the bar oif
i dogs, . crying of the ditferent wares by ‘”en,
i venders, are positively deafening. Aud adr®
to close this *noctes buenos’ evening, & P 10
| addresses the people at the ciose of te even
i in the publie squure, sdmonishing them nite
 thesinsof drunkenness and gambling, 80, W'
1ot one of all the vast nauve crowd is samoiely
ly sober to understand his langtage, 8D an
-about his wery rostrum gamhiing-tables
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VORITE.

THE SAILOR’S DREAM.

Our port we make, I jump ashore,
For weeks to walk a watch no more,
And home I push, and at the door
I catch and buss my Nancy ;
A jiffy—I am snug at tea,
With Jack and Nan upon my knee ;
And am I really home from sea ?
Yes, there sits my own Nancy.

How many a time by day, by night,

I'd fancled this before my sight,

All of us in this warm firelight ;
And is it real, my Nancy ?

Yes, here I see the firelight play

On all I’veseen long leagues away ;

Now God be thanked for this, I say,
That here I sit with Nancy.

I rub my eyes—what is that shout ?
« Up to your watch ! come, tumble out ! ”
And it is but a dream about
My Jack and Nan and Nancy ?
Yes, here I'm on my watch alone ;
Well, all that in my dream was shown,
Thank God, some hour will be my own,
And I shall be with Nancy !

[ Registored according to the Copyright Act of 1868.]

PUBLICANS and SINNERS

A LIFE PICTURE.

BY MIS8 M, £ BRADDON,

Author of “ Lady Audley's Secret,)’ * To The
Bitter End,”  The Outecasts,” dc., de.

BOOK III.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
MR. AGAR’S OOLONIAL CLIENT,

.. Lucius went straight to Mr. Agar’s office — a
Uttle wedge-shaped box of a place squeezed
Corner-wise off a larger shop, for space was pre-
cious in the Shadrack-road. In this smali tem-
Ple of industry, Mr. Agar professed himself
very ready to value property, survey estates,
Sell by auction, let hands, houses, or apart.
Inenty, collect rents, and even at a push to un-

ertake the conduct of genteel funerals,

Here Lucius found him—a busy little man,
With a bald head, and an ear that had been
Pushed into high relief by having a pen conti-
Rually stuck behind it. :

“ Pray, what can Ido for you, sir ? ” he asked,
With his fingers in his order-book, ready to
Write an order to view any species of property
Within a ten-mile radius of the Shadrack-road.

“I want to ask you a few questions about a

Ouse in which I am interested.”

‘“ As an intending tenant, sir, or purchaser ?*
Inquired Mr. Agar, turning round his high stool,
8ud nursing his leg, In an attitude which was at
Once easy and inviting to confidence.

1 t‘:Oortainly not as a tenant, for the heuse is
e ”

‘“As & purchaser, then ? ” exclalmed Mr. Agar,
Stimulated by the vision of five per cent. « Have
We"_q very grand we— advertised the pro-
Derty [

‘“No, Mr. Agar ; nor have I any reason tosup-
Pose that it is for sale,” .

“ But you think that we might negotiatesome-

ng-—make a speculative affer—eh ?” inquired
the agent briskly. « My dear sir, in any delicate
ttle matter of that kind, you may rely upon
Iy discretion—and I think I may venture to
fay, upon my diplomatic powers.”
“I want you to answer two or three plaln ques-
ns, Mr, Agar — that is all. Some years ago
you let Cedar House to my friend and patient,
+ Sivewright.”

“Cedar Houso—dear me, that is really cur—
lous’; not an attractive property, one would
Yhink-_no frontage to speak of—house out of
l‘em” and yet—"

“And yet what, Mr. Agar "

“Let me answer your inquiries first, sir.”

‘“In the first place, then, to whom does the

e belong ? ”

“To two old maiden ladies, who reside in

aris, Their grandfather was a great man in
the City—a brassfounder, I believe—and lived
8t Cedar House in very grand style, but not with-
in the memory of anybody now living. The
house hag degenerated since his day, but it is
S8till a valuable property. As a public institu-

on, now, it would offer great advantages, or
Wight be made the nucleus of & large fortune to

% medical practitioner in the shapeof a private

lunatic agylum,” added the agent, with a sharp

0e at Lucius.
‘' Mr. Agar, I am bound to inferm you that I

8 not on the Jook-out for a house for the pur-

® you suggest. But I am very curlous to know

Al about Qedar House. When you let it to M.

Vewright were you aware of & 8ecret stalrcase,

Which aacends from an outbuilding at the back

%o the first fioor :

* And to the attio floor,” said the agent.

“What, does 1t go higher than the first floor 7"

* It ascends to one of the rooms on the upper

Slory, sir. A faot you might have discovered

Tor yourself if you had taken the trouble to exs-
the staircase thoroughly ; but it’s an abor

bly crooked and dangerous place, and I

don't wonder you lets same portion of it unex-

Ploreq,»

“To which of

tend o the upper rooms does it 8s-

asked Lucius eagerly.

| bim the old place at a ridiculously low rent.”

,he; ¢and if it falls it's bound to fall outwards,

|

«To the north-east attic. There is a door at
the back of the closet in that room—you’d hardly
distinguish it from the rest of the panelling—
communicating with that staircase.”

“ Did Mr. Sivewright know of the stalrcase
when you let the house to him ¢ "

Mr. Agar was silent for a few moments, and
rubbed his bald head meditatively.

“Well, no. I doubt if he heard of it ; that is
to say, I don’t remember mentioning it. You
see, to the candid mind,” continued the agent,
taking & high moral tone, « there is something
peculiarly repellant in secrecy ; even a seeret
staircase is not a pleasant idea. And the house
had acquired a queer reputation in the neigh-
borhood. Noises had been heard—the idle peo-
ple even pretended to having seen things; in
short, the ignorant populace described the house
as haunted. Idle boys chalked ¢Beware of the
ghost’ on the garden wall; and when a tenant
came forward at last in the person of Mr. Sive.
wright—a somewhat eccentric old gentleman,
as you are no doubt aware, but most upright
and honorable in his dealings—I was glad to let

¢« And you did not show him the staircase 2 "

#No, I certainly didn’t show it to him.”

¢ Nor tell him anything about 1t ?”

«I cannot recall having mentioned it."”

#Then I think we may take it for granted
that he knows nothing about it. By the way,
how does the communication work with the
room on the first Agor—it’s a sliding panel, I
suppose ? ”*

¢ Yes there's a bit of moulding on one of the
panels that 10oks rather loose; press that in-
wards, and the panel siides behind the other
part of the walnscoat. I don’t suppose it works
very easlly, for it must be a long time since 1t
was used.”

“Do you know for what purpose this stair-
case was originally built?

“ No, sir; that end of the house belongs, I
believe, to Henry the Eighth’s time. Thatstair-
casge 18 built In what was once a great square
chimney—the chimney of the old banqueting-
hall, in fact ; for there was a banqueting-hall in
Cedar House in Henry the Eighth’s time, though
there’s nothing left of it now ; that end is clean
gone, except the sald chimney. I got an arehi-
tect to look over the place once for the Miss
Chadwicks, my clients, with a view to repara-
tion ; but the reparatiors mounted up so, that
when the elder Miss Chadwick got the specifi-
cation she wrote and told me she and her sister
would sooner have the place pulled down at
once, and sold for building materials, than lay
out such a lot of money; for they are rather
close, are the Miss Chadwicks. The architect
didn’t seem to think that old chimney over safe
either, on account of their having pulled down
‘the hall, and took away its supports, in a mea-
sure. ¢But it’ll 1ast our time, I daresay,’ says

where it can’t hurt anybody.’ For, as I dare-
say you are aware, there’s only a bit of waste
ground—a cat-walk, a8 you may say—on that
side of the house.”

“Rather a hazardous oondition though for a
house to be left iz,” sald Lucius, thinking that
this would give him a new incentive to find &
better home for Luecille speedily. ¢ Then you
don’t know why that staircase was built, nor
who built it 2 »

“ Well, no, sir; I can’t say I do. I've
often wondered about it. Yousee, the staircase
may not have been a secret one in the first in.
stance, but may have been oconverted to a
means of escape in the troublesome times that
came later. There is no allusion to it in any of
the deeds belonging to the house.”

“You spoke just now of my inquiry being
curious,” sald Lucius atter a pause ; « why was
that ?* .

#1 thought it rather strange that you should
make an inquiry about Cedar House, because
some six weeks ago I had another gentleman
here who made the same inquiry.’”’ i

“ About the staircase 7 ”

¢ No, he didn’t inquire about the staircase., I
told him about that afterwards, in the course of
oconversation, and he seemed struck by the fact.
‘We had agood bit of talk together, first and last,
for he was a very free and open kind of a gen.
tleman, and had just come from Australia or
America, I reaily forget which, and he insisted
on standing a bottle of champagne—a thing I
shouldn’t have cared to partake ofin the middle
of the day, if he hadn’t been so pressing.”

« What kind of a man was he ? ” asked Lu-
oius, burning with impatience.

« Well, a good-looking fellow enough, but ra-
ther peculiar-looking with it. Tall and thin,
with a sallow complexion, and the blackesteyes
and hair I ever saw in a European. The hair
grew in a little peak on his forehead, such as
I've heard some facetious folks call a widower's
peak. It was rather noticeable.”

« The man,” muttered Lucius.

« Do you know the gentleman, sir "

«Yes, I think he is a person I know. And
pray what inquiries did he make about the
house ?”

« More than I can remember,” answered the
agent ; ¢ there never was such a.gentleman for
asking questions, and so business-iike too. He
made me take & sheet of paper and sketch him
out & plan of the house in penell—how all the
rooms lay, and the passages and stairs, and 8o |
on. That’s how We came to speak of the private
stairease. He seemed quite taken aback by the
notion, It might be handy, he said, and work
into something that he wanted.”

«What motive did he state for these ine
quiries ? X
. .« They were made with a view to making an'

1

offer for the property, which I had reason to!

think my clients, the Miss Chadwicks, would
be not unwilling to part with. The gentleman
is- trying to get a patent for an invention of his,
which will make his fortune when carried out,
he says, and he wants good roomy premises
within an easy distance of the docks, A tho.
rough man of business, I can assure you, though
only just returned from abroad,” added Mr.
Agar, a8 if England were the only country in
which business was properly understood.

' «Has this gentleman made any attempt to
forward the transaction ? ”” asked Lucius. ¢ Have
you ever seen him since the day when he treated
you to champagne ? »

. 4 Treated is hardly the word, sir!”said Mr,
Agar with dignity. '«The gentieman stood a
bottle of Peerer Jewitt. It was as much for his
pleasure as for mine.”

«1 have no doubt of that, Mr. Agar. Bat
have you seen any more of this agreeable gen-
tleman ? ”

“ No, sir, he hasn't been in here since. I fancy
there’s some difficulty about the patent, Itisn’t
easy to hurry things where you've got to deal
with Government offices. But I expect to hear
from him before very long. He was quite the
gentleman.”

«1 doubt if you will ever see him again, Mr.
Agar, gentleman or not; if he be the man I
take him for.” .

«“Indeed, sir. Doyou know anything to the
gentleman’s disadvantage ? ”

“Only that he is a most consummate vii-
lain.”

“Good gracious me, sir.
charge.”

«“It is, Mr. Agar; and I am unable just now
to substantiate it. I can only thank you for the
information yon have kindly given me, and wish
yeu good morning.”

He left the little office, glad to be in the open
air again to haveroom to breathe, and to be a.ble
to contemplate this new aspect of affairs alone.

* He is here then, and henceforward it muat
be a hand-to-hand fight between us two.”

That's a sweeping

CHAPTER XIX.
LUCILLE’S CONFESSION.

One of Lucius Davoren's first thoughts, after-

that interview with the house-agent, was of his
sister Janet and of Geoffroy Hossack. The dia-
covery, which lifted a load from his conscience,
changed the aspectof Geoffrey’s fortunes. The
man who had married Janet still lived, and
whether the marriage were legal or not—a fact
difficult of ascertainment In a life 8o full of
double-dealing—Janet would doubtless count
herself bound to him. She had told Luolus, when
they met at Stiilmington, :that she did so con-
sider herself; and he knew that calm proud na-
t too well not to know that sha would be
firth, whatever sorrow to herself were involved
in such coustancy. :

Lueclus lost no time in writing to Geoffrey, at
the Cosmopolitan, the only safe address far that
nomadic gentleman, He knew that the people
at the Cosmopolitan were generally acquainted
with Mr. Hossack’s whereabouts, and had in-
structions to forward his letters.

Luctius wrote briefly thus:

“ Dear Geoffrey,—The last week has been full
of discoveries. I have seen Absolom Schanok,

.and learned from him that I am guiltless of

that scoundrel’s blood—a surprise which has
infinitely relieved my mind, but which has also
glven me new cause for uncasiness, To you,
poor old Geoff, I fear it will be a disappointment,
to learn that Janet’s husband is still in the land

‘of the living; but I hope that this knowledge

may have a beneficial effect, and help to oure
you of a foolish passion, which I tuld you from
the first was hopeless. Would to heaven, for
your saxe and Janet’s, that it were otherwise |
But Fate is stronger than man. And, after all,
there are plenty of charming women 1o the
world who wotld be proud to oall Geoffrey
Hossack husband,

“1 try to write Hghtly, but. I sm full of anxie-
ty. This man’s existence mesans peril for those
I love, and I know not what shape the danger
may assume. Let me hear of you soon,—Ever
yours,

} “LucIus DAVOREN.”

Ferdinand 8ivewright's existence meant peril
for his old father and for the innocent girl whe
believed herself to be his daughter. Of that fact
Lucius had no doubt, and the one question was
how to meet the danger. That the old house was
now seourely defended, he felt tolerably sure—
a8 sure as one could be about a rambling old
place which was all doors and windows, and for
aught he knew might still be approachable by
some hidden way that had escaped lis ken.
The great point now would be to prove o Lu.
cille that this man had no. claim upon her ;
that no tie bound her to him, not even the duty
of commoa gratitude for any kindness shown to
her in her childhood, since he had made her
existence an excuse for extorting money from
her father, He, Lucius, must show her that the
fancy which her girlish heart had cherished —
the fond belief in this father’s love—was more
baselesa than the dreams of fever, wilder than
the ‘fancies of madness. How would he prove
this to her? He might show her those letters.
Bat would the evidence of the letlers be stroag
enough to dispel so deep-rooted a belief, 8o lang
cherished & fancy ?

No, Lucius told himself. The letters, which
told tueir story plainly enough for him, might
fail to convince Luecllle.

* I must have some stronger proof than the
letters,” he thought,

How to obtain that proof, how to begin the
search c&p«. was to end in the discovery of Lu-

cille’s parentage, was the question which now
absorbed all his thoughts. He had made up his
mind to seek no assistance in this difficalt task.
Whatever blunders he might make, however
awkwardly he might transact a business 80
foreign to the bent of his life, he would do this
work for himself, and succeed or fail unaided.

«If there is a stain upon her birth, no one but
I shall discover it,” he sald to himaself,

Homer Bivewright had read those letters as
relating to a secret marriage, yet their wording
might be taken to indicate a less honourable re-
lation between the gentleman who signed him-
self H. G. and the lady who called herself Ma-
dame Dumarques.

Throughout the letters there was but one po.
sitive clue to the Identification of the whiters,
That lay in the address given by the lady, at
Rouen. S8he was staying in that city with friends
—relations perhaps. It was Just possible that
Lucius might be so fortunate as to find some of
these people still resident in the same city, The
date of the letters was only fourteen years ago
and in some slow tranquil lives fourteen years
make but little difference. The hair grows a
shade grayer; the favourite old dog or the fa-
miliar household cat .dies, and is replaced by
a younger and less cherished animal; the an-
clent asthmatie canary is foupd dead i his
cage ; the old Sunday sk gown, which has
been worn with honour for a decade, is con-
verted into a petticoat; the old husband takes
to stronger spectacles, and shortens his consti-
tutional walk by the length of a ocouple of
streets; the old wife dies perhaps, and is buried
and feebly mourned for a little while; and with
such faint ripples of change the alow dull river
glides on to the eternal ocean.

Lucius was hopeful that, in a quiet by-street
in the city of Rouen, he might tind things very
much as they had been fourtcen years ago. He
made up his mind to start for that city on the
following night. A train leaving London Bridge
at dusk would take him to Newhaven ; he would
reach Dieppe by six o'clock next morning, and
Rouen by breakfast time. Once there he knew
not how long his researches might detain him ;
but he could so arrange his affairs, with the help
of & good-natured brother-medico in the Shad-
rack district, as to absent himself for a few days
without inconvenience to his numerous pa-
tients,

That one dear patlent whose safety was so
Dear to his heart was now out of danger, The
fever was past, and the only symptom which
now gave him cause for anxiety was adeep me-
lancholy, as of a mind overburdened with care,
or troubled by the oppression of some painful
event, :

“Could I but dare to speak openly I might
dispel some of those apprehcnsions which now
disturb her,” thought Lucius; «“but I cannot
Veature L0 do that until she iy better able to
bear the shock of a great surprise, and until 1
am able to confirm my statements.”

Lucille was now well enoughi to come down to
the otd wainscoted parlour, where her lover had
first seen her on that dark winter'snight whi ch,
when looked back upon, seemed like the be-
ginning of a new life. Mr. Sivewright still kept
his room, but had improved conglderably, and
had relented toward Mrs, Milderson, whom he
graciously allowed to minister to hig wanls, and
would even permit to discourse to him ooca.
sionally of the domestic annals of thoge lady
patlents into whose family circles she was from
time to time admitted. He would m no
farther protest than an lmpatient sniff when the
worthy nurse stood for a quarter of an hoar,
cup-and saucer in hand, relating, with aggravat-
log precision of date and amplitude of detall,
the little ditferences beiween Mr, Binks the
chandler and bis good lady on the subject of
washing-days, or the « stand-further " betweean
Mrs. Binks and « the gir],” )

Under the gentle sway of Mrs. Milderson, who
was really an honest and sober Aspeolmen of her
race, demanding only a moderate supply of
those creature-comforts which the Gamb tribe
are apt to require, life had gone very smoothly
at Coeduar House, Mrs, Magsby took charge of
the lower part of the premises and her own
baby (which seemed to absorb the greater part
of her attention), and was altogether a mild and
barmless person, Mr, Magsby, as guardian of
the house, did nothiug partioutar buy walk about
with a somewhat drowsy alr, and smoke his
Pipe In open duorways, looking up st the sky,
aud enunciating speculative prophecies about
the weather, which, #8 he never went out of
doors, could have been of very little consequence
to him,

Thus adminisiered, what citadel could seem
more seocure than Cedar House ? Luclus, after
thinking of the subject fromn every possible
point of view, declded that he could run no ha.
zard in absenting himself for a few days. He
went ai the usual hour that afternnon, when
his day’s work was done. Lucille seemed a little
brighter and happler than she had been of late,
aud the chunge cheered him.

“My Qarling,” he said fondly, a8 he looked
down at the pale face, which had lost somqi
thing of its eareworn expresslon, “ yau have al.
most your old tranquil look—that ecalm sweet
face which came upon me \ige a surprise one
dark November night, nearly a year ago, When
youder dooy opene i, and you came in, carry-
inga littie tray.”

“ How well you remember things, Lucius!
Yes, I have been happler to-day, I have been
sitting with grandpapa, and he really seems
much better. You do think him improved, dan’y
you, Lucius ?”

“ I thiok him on the high,road to recovery.
We may have him hale and vigorous yet, t;?x,-
cille—sitting by the hearth in our new home.,”
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¢ Our new home—yes,” said the girl, looking
round her with a perceptible shudder, ¢ I shall
be glad to leave this dull old house some day.
It is full of horrible thoughts. But now thatIam
well again, I can take care of grandpapa.”

“Not quite well yet, Lucille; you want care
yourself.”

¢ I should think she do, indeed,” said Mrs.
Milderson, who came in with the tea-tray,
having discreetly allowed the lovers time for
greeting; ¢and care she shall have, and her
beef-tearegular, and no liberties took, which in-
validses” mistake 18 :always to think they’re
well ever 8o long before they are. There was
Mrs, Binks, only the other day, down in the
shop serving the Saturday-night customers,
which i8 no better than Injun American sava-
ges in the impatience of their ways, before that
blessed baby was three weeks old.”

“1 think I can rely upon you to take care of
both my patients, nurse, while I am away for
a few days.”

“You are going away, Lucius?” said Lucille
anxiously.

“Yes, dear; but for two or three days only.
I think I may venture to leave you in Mrs.
Milderson's care for that time,”

1 should hope you could, sir,” exclaimed
that matron, ¢after having had two years’ ex-
perience of me in all capacities—and even the
old gentleman upstairs, which was inclined to
be grampy and stand-offish at first, having took
to me as he has.”

“ I shall be quite safe, Lucius, but I shall miss
you very much.”

«It shall be only for a few days, dearest.
Nothing but important business would tempt
me away from you even for that time.”

“ Important business, Lucius ! What can that
be? Isit another visit to that tiresome friend
of yours, Mr, Hoesack ?"

“ No, dear, it is something which concerns
our own future—something which I hope may
bring you a new happiness. IfIsucceed in what
I am going to atternpt, you shall know all about
it, and quickly. If I fail—"

“ What then, Lucius?” ghe asked, as he
hesitated.

¢ Better that you should never know any-
thing, darling, for then you can feel no disap-
pointment.”

¢ O!” said Lucille, with a little sigh of resig-
nation. ¢ I suppose it is something connected
with your professional career, some ambitious
project which is to make me very proud of
you if you succeed in it. Are your going very
“" ? "

¢ To Rouen.”

“ Rouen ! ” cried Lucille ; ¢ Rouen in France ?”
with as much astonishment as if he had said the
centre of Africa.

¢ To Rouen, in France,” he answered gaily,
with assumed gaiety ; for it pained him even to
leave her for so brief a span.”

¢ What can take you to France?”

¢ 8imply that ambitious project you spoke of
just pow., My dearest girl, you look as dis-
tressed as if I were going to Australia, when m ¥
Journey is only a question of three or four days.
I shall leave London to-morrew evening, and be
in Rouen before noon next day. A day, or at
most two days, will, I trust, accomplish my
business there. I shall travel at night both
ways, 80 a8 to save time ; and on the fourth day
1 hope to be back in this dear old parlour drink-
ing tea with you and nurse.”

“ Of course ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Milderson, as if
she had known all about it from the very
beginning. + Do you suppose Dr. Davoren would
go wasting of his precious time in France or
anywheres else, with all his patients fretting
and worriting about him—and left to the meroy
of a strange doctor, which don't know the ins
and outs of their cases, and the little pecunli-
arities of their constitushuns, no more than a
baby ? » /

After tea Mes. Milderson retired with the tray,
and was absent for some time in attendance on
Mr. 8ivewright, who took his light repast of dry
toast and tea also at this hour. Thus Lucius
and Lucille were alone together for a little
while. They stood side by side at the open
window, which commanded no wider prospect
than the bare courtyard or garden, where a fow
weakly chrysanthemums languished in a neg-
lected bed, and two or three feeble sycamores
invited the dust, while one ancient poplar,
whose branches had grown thin and ragged with
age, straggled up towards the culm eveuaing sky.
A high wall bounded this barren domain and
s8hut out the world beyond it,

“ We must go up to grandpapa presently,”
said Luecille ; ¢ he likes us to sit with him for
an hour or two in the evening now that he is so
much beliter.”

* Yes, dear, we will go; but before we go I
want to ask you abvut somathing that has often
set me wondering, yet which in all our talk we
have spoken of very little.”

“ What is that, Lucius ?”

¢ About your earliest meomories of childhood,
Lucille. The time before you lived in Bond-
street with your grandfather.”

To his surprise and distress she turned from
him suddonly, and burst into toars.

“ My durling, I did not meau to grieve you!®
he exolaimed.

¢ Then never speak to me agin of my child.
hood, Lucius,” she said with surrowful earnest.
ness. «Ii is & subjuct I ean never speak of,
without grie., Never again, if You wish me to
be happy, mention the name of father.”

“ Waat ? ” said Lucius ; ¢ then that dream ls
over ? "

¢ It 18, answered Lucille, in a heartbroken
vulce, “and the awakeming has been most
bicter.”,

¢ Thank Heaven that awakening has come,
Lucille—even at the cost of pain to your true
and tender heart,” replied her lover earnestly.
¢ My dearest, I am not going to torture you with
questions. The mystery of these last few weeks
has been slowly growing clear to me. There has
been a great peril hanging over us; but I
belleve and hope that it is past. Of your inno-
cent share in bringing that danger beneath this
roof, I will say not a word.”

“ What, you know, Lucius ? ” she said with a
perplexed look,

“ 1 know, or can guess, all, Lucille. How
your too faithful affection has been traded upon
by a villain.”

O, do not speak of him !” ghe cried. ‘¢ Re-
member, howeverdark his gulit may be, I once
loved him—once, and O, so long, believed in
him ; hoped that he was only unfortunate, and
not wicked ; elung to the thought that he was
the victim of circumstances. Lucius, have some
pity upon me. Since that night when you first
spoke of your deadful fear—first suggested that
some one was trying to poison my poor old
grandfather—I have lived in a horrible dream.
Nothing has seemed clear to me. Life bas
been all terror and confusion. Tell me onee for
all, is it true that some one tried to poison him
—is it true ?”

Words failed her.
sobs,

 Lucille, do not speak of these things,” said
Luclus, drawing the too fragile form to his
breast, smoothing the loose hair on the pale
forehead. « Is it not enough to know that the
danger is past ? The fatal blindness—the fatal
delusion which made you cling to the memory
of a bad man—has been dispelled. You will
never admit Ferdinand Sivewright to this house
again,”

He looked at the pale face resting on his
shoulder as he made this straight assertion.
There was no indignant denial, not even sur-
prise in the look of those plaintive eyes which
were slowly lifted to meet his own—a beseech-
ing look as of one whe asked forgiveness for a
great wrong.

“ 1 have been more than foolish,” she said,
with a shudder, as if at some terrible memory.
“] have been very wicked. If my grandfather
had died, I should have been an unconscious
accomplice in his murder., But he s my father;
and when he came to me, after all these years
of separation, shelterless, hopeless, only plead-
ing for a refuge, and the opportunity to win his
father’s pardon—O Lucius, I can never tell you
how he pleaded, by the memory of his old love
for me-—"

“ His love for you! I trust youm may soon
know, dearest, what that love was worth.”

¢« Heaven grant 1 may never see his face or
hear his name again, Lucius. The memory of
him is all horror.” !

“ You shall not be troubled by him any miore
if I can help it,” answered her lover tenderly.
* But you will never again keep & secret from
me, will you, dearest ?

“Never, Lucius. I have suffered too much
from this one sin against your love. But If you
knew how he pleaded, you would forgive me.
You would not even wonder that I was so weak.
Think, Lucius; a repentant son pleading for
admission to his father’s house, without a roof
to cover him, and longing for a reconciliation
with the father he had offended.”

¢ My poor confiding child, you were made the
dupe of a villain, Tell me no more than you
like to tell; but if it is any relief to you,
speak-—-"

‘It 18, Lucius. Yes, it is a rellef to trust you.
I thought I never could have told you. The

She stopped, stified by

‘burden of this dreadful secret has weighed down

my heart. I dared not tell you. I thought you
would bitterly reproach me for having kept
such a seoret from you, and then it is such pain
to speak of him—now-—now that I know he was
never worthy of my love. But you are so kind,
and it will relieve my mind to tell you all.”

“8peak freely them, darling, and fear 1o re-
proaches from me,”

¢ It was while you were away at Stillmington,
Lucius, that this secret first began. I was in
the garden alone, at dusk ohe evening.”

Lucius remembered what Mrs. Winoher had
told him about Luclille coming in from the
garden with a pale horror-stricken face, and
saying that she had seen a ghost,

“ 1 was low-spirited because of your absence,
and a little nervous. The place seemed 8o dull
and lonely. All the common sounds of the day
were over, and there was something oppressive
in the silence, and the hot smoky atmosphere,
and the dim gray sky. I was standing in the
old summer-house, looking at the creek, and
thinking of you, and trying to have happy
thoughts about brighter days to ocome—only the
happy thoughts would not stay with me-—when
I saw & man come from the wharf on the other
side of the water, and step lightly from barge to
barge. 1 was frightened, for the man had a
sirange look somehow, and was oddly dressed,
buttoned to the neck in a shabby greatcoat, and
with his face overshadowed by a felt hat that
was slouched over his forehead. He came so
quickly that I had hardily time to think before
he had got upon the low garden wall, and
dropped down close to the summer-house., I
think I gave a little scream just then, for he
came in, aod put his haud aeross my lips. Not
roughly, but so as to prevent my calling out.
¢ Lucille,’ he said, ¢ don't you know me ? Am
1 80 changed that my dear little daughter, who
loved me 80 once, doesn’t know me ?°’ The
voice was like the memory of a dream, I had
not an instaot’s doubt. All fear vanished in
that great joy. The sad sweet thought of the
past came back to me. The firelit paglour were

I had sat at his feet—that strange wild mausic
~—his voice—his face—he had taken off his hat
now, and was looking down at me with those
dark bright eyes. I remembered him as well
as if he had been only parted a few days.”

“ And was there nothing in his presence—in
the tone of his voice, the expression of his face
—from which yoir better instinet recoiled ?
Had nature no warning for you ? Did you not
feel that there was something of the serpent’s
charm in the influence which this man had
exercised over you ? ”

Lucille was silent for a fow moments, looking
thoughtfully downwards, as if questioning her
own memory,

“I can scarcely tell you what I felt in that
moment,” she said. “ Joy was uppermostin my
mind. How could I feel otherwise than happy
in the return of the father I had mourned as
dead ? Then came pity for him. His worn
haggard face—his thread-bare clothes—spoke of
struggle and hardship. He told me very briefly
the story of a life that had been one long failare,
and how he found himself at this hour newly
returned from America, and cast penniless and
shelterless upon the stones of the London streets.
¢If you can't give me & hole to lie in some-
where in that big house, I must go out and try
to get lodged in the workhouse, or steal a loaf
and get rather better fare in a gaol.” That was
what he said, Lucius. He told me what diffi-
culties he had encountered in his search after
me. ¢My heart yearned for you, Lucille,” he
sald; ¢«it was the thought of you and of the
poor old father that brought me back from
America.’” .

“ And no instinct warned you that this man
was lying 2

“0-no, no; I had no such thought as that,”
answered Lucille quickly. ¢« Yet I confess,” she
went on more deliberately, ¢ there was a vague
feeling of disappointment in my mind. This
long-lost father, so unexpectedly restored to me,
did not seem quite all that I had dreamed him ;
there was something wanting to make my joy
perfect—there was a doubt or a fear in my mind
which took no definite shape. I only felt that
my father’s return did not make me so happy
as it ought to have done.”

“Did he see this, do you think ?”

“Idon’t know. But when I hesitated about
admitting him to the house—unknown to my
grandfather—he reproached me for my want of
natural affection. ¢ The world is alike all over,’
he gaid ; ‘and even a daughter has no welcome
for a pauper ; though he comes three thousand
miles to look at the girl who used to sit on hig
knee and put her soft little arms round his neck,
and vow ghe loved him better than any one else
in the world.’ I told him bow cruel this accu.
sation was, and how I had remembered him
and loved him all through these long years, and
how the dearest wish of my heart had been for
such a meeting as this. But I said that I did
not like to keep his return a secret from his
father, and I begged him to let me take him
straight to my grandfather, and to trust to a
father’s natural affection for forgiveness of all
that had severed them in the past, My father
greeted this suggestion with scornfui laughter.
¢ Natural affection !’ he exclaimed, ¢Did he
show much natural affection when he turned
me out of doors ? Did he show natural affection
to my mother when his cruelty drove her out of
his house ? Has he ever spoken of me with
natural affection during the last ten years?
Answer me that, Lucille I' What answer could
I give him, Lucius ? You know how my grand-
father has always spoken of his only son.,”

“ Yes, dear ; and I know what your grand-
father's affection ooncealed from yYou—the
shameful cause of that severance between
father and son.”

¢ I could give him no hopeful answer, ¢I 8ee,’
he said, ¢ there has been no relenting. Homer
Sivewright is made of iron, Come, child, all I
want is a shelter. Am I to have it here or in
the workhouse, or, in fault of that, the gaol ? If
I sleep in the street another night I shall be in
for a rheumatic fever. I've had all manner of
aches and pains in my bones for some days
past.’ ¢ You shall not sleep in the streets,” I
sald, ¢ while I have power to give you shelter.’
I thought of all those empty rooms on the top
floor. I had the key of the staircase always in
my own charge, and thought it would be easy
enough to keep any one up there for weeks,
and months even, without my grandfather or
the Winchers ever knowing anything about it,
Or if the worst come to the worst, I thought I
might venture to trust the Winchers with the
secret, ¢ Have you made up yoeur mind?’
asked my fatber impatiently. ¢ Yes, papa,’ 1
sald—and the old name came back so naturally
—¢I have made up my mind.’ I told him he
must wait a little, till Mr, and Mrs. Wincher
were safely out of the way, and then I would
take him into the house, unless he would make
up his mind to trust the Winchers with his
secret. ‘I will trust not a living creature but
yourself,’ he said; *and if you tell any one &
word about me, I shall have done with you for
ever. Icome back to my father's house as an
outcast and a reprobate. Fathers don't Kkill
their fatted calves nowadays for prodigal sons,
I want no one’s help, 1 want no one's pity but
yours, Lucille, for I bulieve Yyou are the only
creature in this world who loves me.’ This
touched me to the heart. What could I refuse
him after that ? I told him to wait in the sum-
mer-house till all was safe, aud that 1 would
come for him as soon as I could venture to do
so. I went in and went straight up-stairs to the
attics, where I draggsd thal old bedstead into
the most comfortable room, and carried up
blankets from downstairs. I lighted a fire, for
the room felt damp, and made all as decent as

Icould. By the time I had done this, the Win-
chers had gone to bed ; and I unbolted the door
of the brewery as quietly as I could—but it is &
long way from the room where they used to
sleep, as you know, so there was very lttle fear
of their hearing me—and went to the summer-
house to fetch my father. We crept slowly past
the Winchers’ room and up the stairs, for I was
afraid of grandpapa's quick ear,even at that hour.
When I showed my father the room I had
chosen for him, he objected to it, and asked to
See the other rooms on this fluor, which I had
told him were entirely unocoupied. He selected
the room at the north end of the house.”

“ Of course,” thought Lucius; ¢« he had been
informed about the secret staircase !”

1 told him that this room was exactly over
my grandfather’s, and that he couldn’t make %
worse choice if he didn't want to be heard.
‘I'll take care,” hesaid; ¢Ican walk as softly
asacat when Ilike. The other rooms are all
damp.’ He carried the bedstead, an old table and
chair into this room, lit a fire, taking great care
to make no noise, and made himself tolerably
comfortable, while I went down-stairs to get
what provisions I eould out of our scantily furn-
ished larder. After this he came and went a8
he liked; sometimes he would sleep away
whole days, sometimes he would be absent
three or four days at a time. I had to let him
out at night or let him 1in, just as he pleased;
sometimes I sat up all night waiting for bim.
When he was away I had to keep a candle burn-
ing in one of the back windows on the top floor,
to show that all was safe if he wanted to return.
I cannot tell you the anxiety I suffered all
through this time. The power of sleep seemed
to leave me altogether. Even when I did not
expect my fa'her’sreturn, I was alwhays listening
for his signal — a handful of gravel thrown up
against the window of my room. I knew thatl
was doing wrong, and yet could not feel soOrry
that I had granted his request. 1t seemed such
a small thing to give my father an empty gar-
retin this great desolate house, 8o things went
on till the day when you and I were in the loft
together; and when you saw the door of my {8~
ther’s room opened and shut. You can guess
what I suffered then, Lucius,”

“Poor child, poor child !” he murmured ten-
derly.

“Ani then came the day when you — No, [
can’t speak of it any more, Lucius. Al that
followed that time is too dreadful. I woke UP
to the knowledge that my father had tried to—
murder—” The words came slowly, stiffied with
sobs, and once more Lucille broke down alto-
gether,

“Notanother word, darling,” cried her lover
“You have no reason to reproach your:
When you admitted Ferdinand Sivewright ¥
this house, you only obeyed the natural impuls®
of a woman’s tender heart, Had the most f8
result followed that maun's baneful presence 10
blame could have attached to you; and Dows
dearest, listen to me. Brief as my absence will
be, I don’t mean to leave you here while 1 am
away. You have had enough of this house fof
the present. This faithful heart has been t00
much tried—this active brain too severely
tasked. As your medical adviser, I orler chang®
of air and scene. As your future husband, I in-
sist upon being obeyed.”

¢ Leave poor grandpapa! lmpossible, L
cius.”

“IPoor grandpapa shall be reconciled to youf
departure He is goin