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See Tenth Page of “NO INTENTIONS.”

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Author of ¢ Love's Oonflict,” “ Veronigque,” etc.

——

CHAPTER XI.

The words which have struck him to the
ground are these:

MY-DEAR
has decided me
whioch bas given me
it is very painful to
to it before you,but I ~
You have taken a great
ealled Tommy Brown, and

§ 41 woN'T BELIEVE IT,’ HRE MUTTERS AS BR STAGGERS BACKWARDE.”

discover who is his father

to let him know of the boy’s

will you say if I tell you

he is your own ehild. Do not
condemned you without proof
my possession, contain your

his mother—your photograph
your hair so that I cannot be
taken. I love the dear child as
he is my own, and it wounld break
to part with him s0 you may

it costs me to make this known
since he belongs to you I feel
right to him. In the old days I

L] * * L . L ] * [ L ] [

And here the letter, which is but & fragment
of one of the many episiles which Irene com-
menced to Lord Muiraven, and then, in her
uncertainty, tore up again, comes to an abrupt
conoclusion.

It Mes upon the desk before him, but he has
not the ocourage to lift his eyes and look at it
sgaln, nor is there need, for every word is litho-
graphed upon his brain in characters that

nothing in this life will have the power Lo
efface.

Colonel Mordaunt
blow. .

And so the wraetched man lies where he has
fallen, acroes his study table, and, regardless of
the sweet sights and sounds with which the
summer evening has environed him, suffers
bimself to be led forth by that relentless guide,
Suspioion, into the dark mysterious Past, and
loses Hope at every footstep of the way.

It is true then—he has been fighting the good
fight of faith fn her innocence and purity in
vain. Quekett is right, and he is wrong, His
wife and Lord Muiraven have not only met
before, but there 18 a secret understanding
between them relative to her adopted ohild.
And why has not he also been admitted to her

has received his death

He tries to remember all the ineidents that
took place at the time of Myra Cray’s death abd
the boy's admissien to Fem Court; and he
oannot satiafy his own mind that Ireme did not
intentionally deceive him. How astonished was
every oneé who knew her at the anusasal interest
she took in that ohild’s welfare—how distressed
she was at the idea of not being allowed t0
suocour him-—-how she has clung to and induiged
and petted him ever since he has been ia her

she now evinoe at the fate of maay other little
ones left in the snme predicament ? 8he knew
the boy belonged to Lord Muiraven all the
while; and yet she declared at the time of
;!:e ('}lotwnbury ball that she had never met

m

God! is it posaible that this creature, whom
he has almost worshipped for her ssint-ike
purity and truth, can be a mass of deceit—a
whited supulchre—fair to the view without,
but inside nothing but rottenness and dead
men’s bones ?

He writhes upon his seat as the idea ooours
to him. And yet upon its impulse his thoughts
go hurrying madly back 1nto the Past, tripping
each other up upon the way; but ooliecting, as
they go, a mass of evidence that appals him.
What !—what in Heaven’'s name was it that
her mother sald so long ago in Brussels, about
Irene having had & disappointment which com-
pelled her to bring her abroad—abont some
sooundred who deceived her, and bad broken
down her health ¢

What sooundrel ? What disappolntment ?

How much or how liitle do women mean when

they use such ambiguous terms as those ? And
then Irene herself—did she not confirm her
mother's statement, and refuse altogether to
marry him until—Ah! what was the reseon
that made her change her mind so suddenly at
the last? Is this another sprung up to
torture him ? Yet she seem happy enough
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after he brought her home, until the child came
here. Was the child always here? Was it in
Priestley when Irene came, or did it foilow
her? Poor Colonel Mordaunt's head is becoming
80 confused that he can think of nothing collect-
edly ; but all the events of his marrled life are
betng shaken up together like the pleces of
ooloured glass in a kaleldoscope, and working
in inextricable confusion in his seething brain.

But he is sure of one thing, His wife told him
Lord Muiraven was a stranger to her, and yet
she writes him private letters concerning this
child of his and Myra Cray’s. Bat did the boy
belong to Myra Cray ? Quekett has discovered
the truth in one instance: may she not have
done 80 in the other ? He raises his head slowly
and sorrowfully, and drawing a long breath,
reads through the fragmentary witness to
Irene’s deception once again.

Heavens ! how the falnt colour deserts his
cheek, and his eyes rivet themselves upon the
last line but four, where the words, « he is my
own,” stand out with fatal perspicuity and want
of meaning, except to his distempered - vision.
He has read the letter over several times
already, but his sight and understanding were
blurred the while with-an undefined dread of
what it might reveal to him; and he was
unable to do more than read it. But now it
seems as though the scales had allat once fallen
from his eyes, and he sees men, not «as trees
walking,” but in theirown naked and misshapen
humanity. He sees, or thinks he sees it, and
rises tottering from his chair with twenty years
added to his life, to hide with trembling hands
the fatal witness to his wife’s degradation in the
deepest drawer of his private escritoire. He
feels asdsured that he is not mistaken. He
believes now as completely in her gullt as he
once did in her innocence; but for the sake of
the love however feigned, she has shown him,
and the duty she has faithfally performed, no
eye, beside his own, shall henceforward rest
upon these proofs of her indiscretion. The shock
once over, memorles of Irene’s goodness and
patience and affection for himself come crowd-
ing in upon his mind, uutil, between grief and
gratitude, it 1s roduced to a state of the most
maudlin pathos.

“Poor child ! poor unhappy, misguided child,”
he thinks a: one moment, * without a friend to
gulde her aotions, and her own mother her ac-
complice 1n decelt; what else could one expect
from her than that she shanld eagerly embrace
the first opportunity that presented Itself for
escape from the daugers with which error had
surrounded her ? Bul to deceive me, who would
have lald down my life to redeem her: to ac-
cept the most valuable gift my heart was ca—
pable of offering—the pent-up affections of a
lifetime, oniy to squander and cast it on one
side! And yet—God bless her—she never did
80. 8he has been tender and considerate in all
her dealings with me, and would have warded
off this terrible discovery, even at the expense
of incurring my displeasure. Why else should
she have shown such remarkable distaste to the
idea of that man being located here ?

« Yet,” his evil genius whispers to him, ¢« her
objections may have been prompted only by
the instinot which dictates self-preservation.
This letter proves now easily it comes to her to
addreas him in terms of tamiliarity. And the
child too!”

«“Good God ! if I think of it any longer I shall
go mad, What can I do? What can I say?
8hall I go straight to her with this letter in my
hand, and accuse her of a crime—too horrible
to think of in connection with my wife—and
see her look of terror and dismay—to be follow-
ed, perhaps, by a bold dental—more sin, more
gullt upoa her poor young head —or by avowal
and separation ; and for the rest of my days—
solitude, and hers—disgrace, with his off-spring
on her bosom? Oh! no! no!l—the happiness
of my life is ended—but the deed is done. No
aceusation, no reproach can mend it—it muast
remain as it ls now—for ever; and I—heaven
pity my weakness—but I cannot live without
her. Ob, Irene! Irene!” ina rush of uncon-
querable tenderness, « my darling, my treasure
would to God that the joy of possessing you had
killed me before I had learnt that you never
were mine! But you are mine—you shall be
mine—no one shall take you from me! I—I
—' and here Philip Mordaunt’s reflections oul-
minate in a burat of bitter tears that shake his
manhood to the cure, and a resolution that how
ever mach he may suffer, Irene’s shameful se-
cret shall be locked within the recesses of his
own breast.

He will prevent her ever meeting Lord Muira-
ven again. He may in time, perhaps, effect a se-
veranoe between herand the child, but she shall
never hear from his lips that he has arrived at
a knowledge of the truth she had ainned so
deeply to conceal from him.

This is the most impolitic resolution which
Coionel Mordwnt could register. It is always
fiy olitic for frleuds who have a grudge against,
each othur to preserve sllence on the subject,
instead of frankly stating thelr grievance and
affording an opportunity for redress ; and {mpo-
licy beitwean husbind and wife, is little short of
madness, D.d Colonel Mordaunt at this
Jancture go to lrene and overwhelm her with
the reproscues which ho naturally feels, he
would receive in answer a full and free confes-
sion whica wou-i set his mind at rest for ever.
But he ba. not sufficient faith in her to do so.
He has too hu.nble an opinion of bimself and
his powers oi & traction, and i8 too re udy to be-
lieve his incapcily to win & woman's love, to
thiak 1t possibie that he could ever hold his own
agoinst such a man as Mulraven, or even be
able to claim sympathy in his disappointment.
Bo, in his pride aud misery, he resolves that he

will suffer in silence; and the unnatural con-
straint which he is thus forced to put upon him-
self eats like a canker {nto his loving, honest
soul, and kills it. The change is not all at once
apparett ; but from the hour Colonel Mordaunt
leaves his study on that fatal evening, he is
another man from what he has been. Irene,
indeed, is much astonished, when on inquiring
later, why her husband does not join her in the
drawing-room, she hears that, without a word
of warning, he has retired to rest ; still more so,
when, on seeking his bedsida to know if he is
ill, or if she can do anything for him, she re-
ceives no sort of explanation of his unusual con-
duct, and the very shortest answers to her ex-
pressions of surprise and sympathy. But after
the first brief feeling of vexation, she does not
think much more about it; for Pbilip’s temper
has not always been equable of late, and Irene
is beginning to "take into oconsideration the
fact that her husband is much older thaun her-
self, and cannot be expected to be always ready
to enter imto the spirit of her younger moods
and tancies; so, with a little sigh, she goes
downstairs-again, and, in the absorbing interest
of planning and cutling cut master Tommy’s
first suit of kniockerbockers,has soon forgotten all
about it. In a few weeks, however, the altera-
tion in her husband’s demeanor is palpable
enough, and accompanied by such a visible fall-
ing-oft in outward appearance, that Irene at first
ascribes it entirely to want ot health, She can-
not imagine that she has done anything to
off-end him ; and 80 entreats him pathetically to
see a doctor. But Colonel Moidaunt is roughly
obstinate whenever the subject is mentioned,
and curtly informs his wife that she knows nu-
thing at all abont it, and bids her hold her
tongue. Still, he has no appetite and strangely
varlable spirits. Irene sees his health is tailing,
and sometimes, from his unaccountable man-
ner towards herself, she almost fears his brain
must be affected. She becomes thoroughly
alarmed, and longs for the presence of Oliver
Ralston at Fen Court, that she may have an
opportunity of confiding her suspicions to him,
and asking nis‘advice about them. But Oliver
is working valiantly at his profession, as assis-
tant to a surgeon in a couatry village miles
away from Lelcestershire; and, thanks to his
own poverty and Mri. Quekett’s continued in-
fluence over his uncle, there 1is little chance of
his visiting the Court again for some time to
come., 8o Ireue is reduced to confide in Isabel-
la; but though Miss Mordaunt sees the change,
she dares not acknowledge it.

*“Oh dear, Mrs. Mordaunt, is it really so?
Well, perhaps—but yet I should hardly like to
say—and is it wise to notice it ?-—the toothache
is a distressing complaint, you know—no! I
never heard that Philip bad the toothache ; but
still I think it so muach better to leave these
things to mend themselvea.”

80 the spring and summer days drag them-
selves away, and Irene finds herselt thrusts
farther and farther from her husband’s confi-
dence and affection, and growing almost acous-
tomed to its being so. His loves for her at this
time is shown by strange fits and starts. Some-
times he hardly opens his lips for days together,
either at meals or when they are alone; at
others he will lavish on her passionate caresses
that burn at the moment, but seem to leave no
warmth behind them. Bat one thing she sees
always. Howaever little her husband cared for
her adopted ohild in the olden days, he never
notices him now, except it be 1o order him out
of the way in the same tone of voice that he
would use to a dog. For this reason Irene at-
tributes his altered mood in & great measure to
the effect of jealousy (which she bas heard some
men exhibit to the verge of insanity), and, with
her usual tact, keeps Tommy as much out of
his sight as possible. She institutes a day nur-
sery somewhere at the top of the house, and a
playground where the boy can neither be seen
nor heard; and lets him take his meals and
walks with Phoebe, and visits him almost by
stealth, and as if she were committing some
evil by the act. Itis a sacrifice on her part,
bat, although she falthfally adheres to it, it does
not bring the satisfaction which she hoped for;
it makes no difference in the distance which is
kept up between her husband’s heart and hers.

Siie follows Colonel Mordaunt’s form about the
rooms with wisttul, anxious eyes, that implore
him to break down the barriers between them,
and be once more what he used to be; but the
appeal is made in vain, Her health, toq, then
commences (o give way. There is no such foe
to bdbloom and beauty as a hopeless longing for
sympathy whioh is unaltended to; and Irene
grows pale and thin and miserable looking. At
iast she feels that she can bear the solitude and
the suspense no longer. June, July, and August
have passed away in, weary expectation of re-
lief. Muiraven is in India, Oliver at S8eamouth.
She looks around her, and can find no friend
to whom she can tell her distress. One night
she has gone to bed in more than usually bad
spirits, and lain awake thinking of the sad
change that has come over her marrled life, and
corying quletly as she speoulates upon the oause.
S8he hears Isabella “stealing upstairs, as though
at every step she were asking pardon of the
ground for presuming to tread upon it ; and Mra.
Qnekett (of whom the poor ohild can scarcely
think without a shudder, so truly does she in
some ocoult m t her p aua-

happiness with the housekeeper’s malignant.

infiuence) clumping ponderously, as If the world
Itself were honored by her patronage; and the
maids seeking the upper stories, and joking
about the menservants as they go; and then all
is silent and profouandty still, and the stable clock
strikes the hour of midnight, and yet her hus-
band does not Join her, Irens knows whérs h:

is; she can picture him to herself—sitting all
alone 1n his study, poring over his accounts, and
stopping every other minute to pass his hand
wearlly across his brow and heave a deep sigh
that seems to tear his very heart-strings. Why
18 it 80? Why has she let all this go on so long ?
Why should she let it last one moment longer ?
-1f she has done wrong, she will ask his forgive-
ness; if he hus heard tales against her, she
will explain them all away. There 18 nothing
stands between them except her pride, and she
will sacrifice it for his sake—for the sake of
her dear old husband, who has always been so
kind to her until this miserable, mysterious
oloud rose up between them. Irene iIs a crea-
ture of impulse, and no sooner has her good
angel thus spoken to her than she is out of bed,
and has thrown a wrapper round her figure and
slipped her naked feet into a palr of shoes. She
will not even stay to light a candle, for some-
thing tells her that, if she deliberates, the time
for explanation will have passed away—peruaps
for ever; but quickly leaves her bedroom, and
gropes her way down the staircase to the door
of her hushand’s room. A faint streak of light
is visible through the Kkeyhole, but all within
is silent as the grave; and as Irene grasps the
handle she can hear nothing but the throbbing
of her own impatient heart,
- . . . * * » .

Colonel Mordaunt is siting, as she imagined,
in his study-chair, not occupied with his ac-
counts, but leaning back, with his eyes closed,
and his hands folded before him listlessly, inani-
mately, miserable. He used to be an unusually
hale and young-looking man for his age. Irene
thought upon their first introduction, that he
was the finest specimen of an old gentleman
she had ever seen; but all that his past now.
Life and energy seem as completely to have
departed from the shrunken figure and nerve-
less hand as the appearance of youth has from
the wrinkled face. It is about the middle of
September, aund the next day is the opening of
the cubhunting season—an anniversary which
has been generally kept with many honors at
Fen Court. Colonel Mordaunt, who before his
marriage held no interest in life beyond the
vleasures of the fleld, and who has reaped lau-
rels far and wide in his capacity as master of
the Glottonbury foxhoands, has been in the
habit of throwing open his house to the publie,
both gentle and simple, on the occurrence of the
frst meet of the season; and, although the lack
of energy which he has displayed of late is a
general theme -of conversation amongst the
sportsmen of the county, the hospitable custom
will not be broken through on this occasion.
Preparations on a large scale for the festivity
have been arranged and carried out, without
the slightest reference to Irene, between him-
self and Mrs Quekett; and to-morrow morning
every room on the lower floor of the Court will
be 1aid with breakfast for the benefit of the
numerous gentlemen ‘and their tenant-farmers
who]will,congregate on_Colonel Mordaunt's lawn
to celebrate the recommencement of thelr fa-
vorite amusement. At other times how ex-
clted and interested has been the Master of the
Fox-hounds about everything conneoted with
the reception of his guests. To-night he has
permitted the housekeeper to go to bed without
making a single inquiry as to whether she is
prepared to meet the heavy demands which
will be made upon her with the morning light;
and though, as a matter of duty, he has visited
the kennel, it has been done with such an air
of languor as to call forth the remark from the
whipper-in that he “shouldn’t be in the least
surprised if the Colonel was breaking up, and
this was the lasi'season they would ever hunt
together.”

And then the poor heart-broken man crept
baok, like a wounded animal, to hide himself
in the privacy of his own room, where he now
8its, aloneand miserable, brooding over what has
been and what may be, and longing for the time
when all shall be over with him, and his sor-
rows hidden in the secret keeping grave. Helis
80 absorbed in his own thoughts that he does
not hear the sound of Irene’s light footsteps,
though she blunders against several articles 1o
the dark hall before she reaches him ; and the
firat thing which apprises him of any one's ap-
proach 18 her uncertain handiing of the door.

“ Who is there ?”" he demands sharply ; for
he suspeocts it may be Mrs, Quekett, come to
torture bim afresh with new tales and doubts
againat Irene’s character.

The only answer he receives is conveyed by
another hasty battle at the handle of the door,
and then it is thrown open, and his wife, clad in
& long white dressing-gown, with hor fair halr
streaming down her back, appears upon the
threshold.

Heshudders at the sight, and draws 8 little
backward ; but he does not speak to her,

“Philip! Philip !” she exclalms 1mpa.t.lenuy
and trembling lest all her courage shonid eva-
porate before she has had time forjexplanation,
wion’t look like that. Spesk o me. ' Tell me
w ve done wrong, and I
forg!venels for 1e.” & il ask your

© does not speak to her even then :
turns his weary, grief-laden face tow’arg‘:th‘;:
with silent reproach that cuts her to the heart,
and brings her sobbing to his feet.

“What have I sald? What have I done ? " ghe
questions through her tears, « that You should
behave so soldly to me ? Oh, Philip, 1 cannot
bear this missry any longer | Only tell me how
1 have offended you, and I will ask your pardon

on my kuees.”
“ Don’t knesl thers,” he 8ays ln & dry, husky
edge away from contact

volce, a8 he tries to
with her. «I have not blamed You. I havekept

silence, and I have done it for the best. BY
breaking it I shall but make the matter
worse.”

¢ 1 do not believe it,”” she says energetically.
“ Philip, what is this matter you are so desirous
toconceal ? If it is shameful, it can be in no wise
connected with me.”

* 8o young,” he utters dreamily, « (Were you
nineteen or t{wenty on your last birthday,
lrene?) and yet so full of deceit. Child, how .
can you look at me and say such things ? Do
you wish to crowd my heart with still more bit-
ter memories than it holds at present ?

“ You are raving, Philip,” she answers, ¢ or
I have been shamefully tradnced to you. Oh, I
was sure of it !| Why did you not speak before 7
That woman who has such & hold over you
that ——"

«Hush, hush !"” he says faintly; ¢« itis not
80. I have had better evidence than that ; buts
for God’s sake, don't let us speak of it. I have
tried to shied you, Irene. I will shield you still,
but whilst we live this matter must never more
be discussed between us, or I cannot answer for
the consequences.”

*And do you think,” she replies, drawing
hetself up proudly, « that I will live under your
protection, and eat your bread, and avail myselr
of all the privileges which in the name of your
wife accrue to me, whilst there is adead wallof
suspicion and unbelief and silence raised be-
tween us, and I am no more your wife, in the
true meaning of the word, than that table 187
You mistake me, Philip. I have been open and
true with you from the beginning, and I will
take nothing less at your hands now. I do not
ask {t—I demand as a right—to be told what i8
the secret that separates us; and If you refuse 0
tell me, I will leave your house, whatever it
may cost me, and live among strangers soonef
than with so terrible an enemy.”

He raises his eyes, and looks at her deflant
figure with tha utmost compassion.

“Poor child! you think to brave it out, 4o
you ? But where would you go? What doof
would open to receive you ? ”

“I am not so friendless as you seem 0
think,” she answers, growing angry under bi8
continued pity. « There are some who love m®
8till and believe in me, and would refuse t0
listen to accusations which they are ashamed 10
repeat.”

“Would you go to him ? ” he cries suddenlys
a8 a sharp pang pierces his heart.

As this ipsulting question strikes her €8
Irene mi:ht stand for a model of outraged WO*
manhood—so tall and stately and indignant does
she appear. . ’

¢ To whom do you presume to allude ? "’

Colonel Mordaunt shrinks before her angry
eyes. There is something In them aand in her
volce which commands him to reply, and be
rises from his seat, and goes towards the esori-
toire.

« I would have saved you from this,” he 88Y5
mournfully. « I wished to save you, but it h88
been in vain. Oh, Irene, I have borne it fof
more than three months by myseif! Pity, 88 d
forglve me that I could not bear it better, I woul
rather it had killed me than it had come t?
this,”

He takes out the torn and crumpled sheet "f
note paper that he has 8o often wept overin 8¢
cret, and lays it on the desk before her. 0

« Don’t speak,” he contlnues; « don’t try Y
exouse yourself ; it would be useless, for you 8
that I know all. Only reme.mber that [ — to
have forgiven you, Irene — and wish still
watoh over and protect you.” ad

8he takes the scribdled fragment in ber B85
and reads it, and colors painfully in the perts®
Then she says shortly.

“ Who gave you this ? ”

¢ What signifies who gave it me ? You W
and I have seen it.”

#Very true ; but what then ? Was it & ¢
to write it 7 X

Colonel Merdaunt regards his wife a8 tho
she had been demented: -noals:

“Was it orline to write 1t?” he T8PS -
“ Ft 18 not the letter — 1t is of what it #P°® P
Surely — surely you cannot be so hardeﬂed, ”
not to look upon that in the light of & orlm™e

“I know 1t to be a crime, Philip, and 8 V5 0
grievous one ; but it has nothing to do with you
—except, perhaps, that I should have told
when I found that it was his.” {you

“ When you found what was his ? Irene gi:n-
are torturing me. You told me at the Glot! an
bury ball- that you had never met this !;1
Muiraven, with whom I find you corTespoic =
terms of famillarity,. What is the secret o
twoen you ? In God’s name speak out nOW; £
tell me the worst ! Death would be preferap
to the agony of suspense that I am 9053""“;’0,,1

“ There 1s no secret between us. I nevermve
Lord Mulraven of what I now see Ishould vr
informed you - that I found out from niid.”
Cray’s papers that he s the father of her © y-"

“The child, then, 18 Myra Cray’s ? 7 he 58
with hungry eyes that starve for her repiy: nds

“ Whose do you suppose it 1 she demé”
with an angry stamp of her foot. Her mrnef
shaking with excitement ; she has struck her
oclenched hand upon her heart. Beneath
blazing looks he seems to shrink and S
into nothing. ar-

« Forgive! oh ! forgive me, Irene,” he 1 n
murs as he sinks down into his ohair agald, ‘:'h o
covers his facs from view. ¢« Bat look 8t t7C
paper—read what it says, and judge what I mus
have thought or it.” her

She seizes the letter agaln, and, running bov
‘eye rapidly up and down its charaoters, §17e°
vent to a sort of groan. But suddenly her fac
lights up with renewed energy.

—

roté:
rim®

ugh .

“Btop!” she says commandingly, a8 SB°
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Belzes one of the sandles off the table and leaves
the room. In a fow minutes—minntes which
8eem like ages to him—she is back again, with
the corrg<ponding fragment of her mautilated
etter (whieb, it may beremembered, she thrust
Qo her davenport) in her hand. She does not
delgn to offer any further explanation, but
Places them sidle by side upon the desk before
him, an stands there, silent and offen ted, un-
Ul he shall ses how grossly he has wronged her.

e reads the unfinished epistie in its entirety
ow ,

“My DPEAR LORD MUIRAVEN,

“ What you said this evening has decided me
to write to you on a subject which has given me
much aoxiety of late. It I8 very painful to me
to have to allude to it before you ; but I believe
{t to be my duty. You have taken a great in-
terest in the child called Tommy Brown, and
You say that, should I discover who is his fa-
ther, I should be bound to let him know of the
boy’s existence,

“W.oat will you say if I tell youthat 1 firmly’

believe he Is your own child ? Do not think I
have condemued you without proof. The papers
In iy possession contain your letters to Myra
Cray, his mother—your photograph, and a lock
Of your hair—so that I cannot believe that Iam
Mistaken. Ilove the dear child as my own ; in-
deed, 1o all intects and purposes he I8 my own,
and it would break my h-art now to part with
him ; so that you may think how much it costs
e to make this known to you. But, siuce it
belongs to you, I feel you have tie better right
Lo him. In the old days I told ———"

He arrives at the finish, where Irene’s mind
Camec to the couclusioa that she could write
Something better, and induced her to break off
and teuar her letter into the halves that lie, side
by side, before him now. He has read itall, and
Sees the groundlessness of the suspicion he has
entertained against her fair fame, and is ready
%o sink into the earth with shame to think he
has been base enough to suspect her at all, And
he dures uot speak to her, even to entreat her
Pardon, but lets the paper slip from beneath his
trembling fingers, and sits there, humiliated
8ven to the dust.

“When I told you that I had never met Lord
Muiraven before,” rings out through the awfal
Stillness Irene's clear, cold voice, « I sald what
I believed to be the truth. I had met Eric Keir ;
but I did not know at that time that he had in-
herited his brother's title. When I saw him at
the ball, and learnt iny mistake, I tried all 1
Could to dissuade you {ro.n asking him to Fen
Couri. I did not wish to see or meet him again.
But when he came, and I saw him and Myra’s
child tozether, and heard his opinion on the sub-
Jeet, I thoughtit would be butjust to let him know
I had diseovered that he was Tommy’s father ;
and I wrote more than one letter to him, but
destroyed them all. How that fragment came
Into your possession I do not know ; but of one
thing I am certain,” continues Irene with
disdain, ¢ that I have never deceived you wit-
tingly , and that when I kept back the know-
ledze I had gainel respecting the child's par-
entaga, it was more from a wish to spare your
feelings and my own, than not to repose confi-
dence in you. And when I took the boy under
Iny piotection, I had no idea whose child he
Was. [ learnt it from some letters which his
Mmother left behind her, and which Mrs. Cray
brought to me, weeks after he had come to the
Conre.”

She finishes her confession, as she began it,
With an air of conscious virtue mixed with pride;
aud then she walts to hear what her husband
may have to say in reply.

But all the answer she obtains is from the
Sound of one or two quick, gasping sobs. The
man is weeping.

“Oh, my poour love ! " she cries as she flies to
fold him in her arms. « How you must have
Suffered un ler this cruel doubt! Forgive me for
being even the ulterior cause of it, But how
Could you biave thouzht it of me, Pbliip—ofyour
Poor Irene, who has never been otherwise than
true to you?”

“My angel !” is all he can murmaur, as they
ming'e their tears anl kisses togethsr.,

¢ Why dil you never tell me?" continues
Irene. «Why did you keep this miserable sa-
Cret to yourseif for 80 many weary months 2"

“ How could Ite!l ¥ou, my child? What!
Com boldly and accuse your innocenes of that
Which I blush now to think I eruld assoclate
With you, even in thougnt ? Irene! can you for-
give 2 ”

¢ Not the doubt—the silence—the want of
faith,” she answers ; bt then, pere ‘iving how
Lis phor face falls agudn, quic<ly fotlows up the
Rew wound with a remedy, ¢« Oh yes, my dear-
8st, I can forgive you all, for the sake of the
love that promptel it.”

“I have lyvel yon,” hs says simply; and she
Answers thatshe knows it well, an1 that she had
o rizht to place herself In a position to raise
his inquiry. And then they bury themselves
new in oue avother’s arms, and psace Is for ever
Cemented between them.

“ Lot me tell you everything—from the very
basinning,” savs Lrene, a3 shedries her eyes and
Seats herself at her husjanl's kuees.

“ Nothing that will give yoa pain, my dar.
Hng, Iam abrate to have mistrusted you for a
m&u:’em. Henceforward you may dojust as you

“ But I owe it to myself, Philtp, and to—to—
Lord Mulraven, With respect, then, to having
Met him before : 1t i3 the truth, We knew each
Other when my mother was alive.”

* Aud you loved each other, Irene,” suggests
her husband, impatient to be contradiocted.

¢“Yes, we loved each other,” she answers
quletly. After the excitement she has just gone
through, even this avowal has not the power to
disturb her.

Colonel Mordaunt sighs deeply.

4 Oh, Philip; do oot sighlike that, or I shall
not have the courage to be frank with you.”

“ I was wrong, Irene; for let me tell you that
this portion of your story I have already heard
from your mother.”

“She told yoa all? ”

¢#8he told me that some one (whom I now
conclude to have been this man Mairaven) paid
his addresses to you ; and, on being asked what
were hisintentions, veered off in the most scoun-
drelly manner, and sald he had none,”

She has not blushed for herself, but she
blushes now rosy red for him.

¢ Poor mamma was mistaken, Philip. She
thought too much of me and my happiness. She
could make no allowances for him. Aund then it
was partly her own fauit. I always had iny own
way with her, and she left us 8o muech to-
gether.” '

“You want to excuse his conduct ?*

¢ Inso far that I am sure he had no intention
‘of injuring me, What he sald at the time was
true., It was out of his power to marry me—or
any one. Had he been able to adduce his reasons,
it would have saved both my mother and my-
self much pain; but he eould not. He was
thoughtless—so were we. I exonerate him from
any greater crime.”

« He has made you believe this since coming
here, Irene.”

“Don’t say ¢ made’ me believe himy; Philip,
He only told me the truth; a.d it was an ex-
planation he owed both to me and himself, Had
[ thought my listening to it would 1. upugn your
honor, I would not have done 80.” .

He squeezes the haud he holds, and she goes
on :

*I had no idea that Tommy was his child un-
til I read some papers that Myra Cray had left
behind her, and which contained, amongst other
things, his photograph, The discovery shocked
me greatly,and I had no wish to meet him
afterwards, You may remember how earnestly
I begged you not to invite him to stay at the
Court.”

Colonel Mordaunt nods his head, then stoops
and kisses her.

When Lord Muiraven came, he seemed to
take a great interest in Tommy, and expressed
himself so strongly on the subject of my not
keeping the boy's birth a secret from his father,
should I ever meet him, that it induced me to
write the letter you have before you. I love the
child dearcly ; but I felt that, after what had
happened, 1t was a kind of fraud to keep you in
Ignorance of his parentage, and therefore I had
every intention of making him over to his
rightful owner—and should have done 8o before
now, only that Lorv Muiraven is in India.”

¢ I wish you had told me from the first, Irene,
I can trust you to tell me the truth.® Do you
love this man stili?”

She grows crimson, but she does not flinch.

¢ Yes,” she says in a low voice. Colonel Mor.
daunt groauns, aed turns his face away.

¢ Oh, my dear husband, why did you ask me
such a question ? T love Muiraven—yes! It was
the first romance of my life—and mlue ts not a
nature to forget easily. But I love you also.
Have I not been a dutiful and affactionate wife
to you? Have I ever disregarded your wishes,
or shown aversion to your company ? You have
been good and loving to me, and I have been
faithful to you ln thought, word, and deed.
Philip, Phillp—~answer me. You married me,
knowing that the old wound was unhealed : you
have made me as happy, as it was prssible for
me to be. Isay that [ have not been ungrate-
ful—that I have not left utterly unrequited your
patience and long suffering.”

He opens his arms, and takes her into his
embrace, and soothes her as one wouid soothe a
weeping child.

# No!—no, my darling! You have been all
that is dearest and truest and best to me. You
are right. I knew thatthe treasure of your heart
was not mine. I said that I would aceept the
smallest crumbs of love yvou had tospare for me
with gratitule; anl yet I have been bass enoujh
to consider mvself wronge I, becuse I fin.lthat
L do not possess the whole. I-1s I who should
as<k your pardon, Irene—us I do, my darling—
with my whole heart [ siay, Forgive me for all
the pain I have causel you, and let us thank
Gol together that we have falen into each
other’s hands. It might have been worse, 1y
dearest, might it nog ?”

« It might indeed, dear Phllip; an1henczror-
ward, I trust, it may be much better than it has
been. You know everyiLhing now, and fron
this evening we will register a vow never to
keep u secret from one another agilo.  If you
suspect me of anythlng, you must cowme at once
and tell me, and I will do the same to you.
And, to show you [ am iu earaest, [ will glve up
—for your sake, Philip—[ will give up”—with a
short sob—« Tommy !”

He does not refuse to accept this sacrifice on
her part, although he longs to do so. Man-like,
he decides on nothing 1u & hurrry,

“ I do not know what tosay to your proposal,
Irene. It is besu lefi for future conslderation.
Meanwhbile, I am determined on one point—Mrs,
Quekett leaves my service as soon as ever I can
get rid of her.”

“Oh! [ amsoglal; everything will go right
now. It {s she, then, who brougit you this let-
ter?”

+ As she has brought me endless tales and in-
sinuations against yourself, which, whilst my
reason 4.d faith rejected, my memory could not

help retaining. That woman is mixed up with

all tne misery of my youth, and she would have
poisoned the happiness of my later years. She
grudges me even to die in peace.”

*she can rever harm us again,” says Irene
soothingly.

“She hag tried to harm you, poor dariing,
more than you have any idea of. Her hints and
repetitions, and shameful innuendoes worked so
upon my evil nature that they corruptet all my
sense of jusiice, and turned my blood to gall,
Do you remember my going up to town for a
couple of days in the beginning of August,
Irene 7”7

“ Yes, Philip.”

“ Do you know what I left home for ?

1 have not the least idea., Business, was it
not 7"

«“The devil’s business, dear. I went to consult
my lawyer about drawing up a new will, and
leaving everything I possess, away from you, to
Oliver Ralston.” .

« Did you ?” she says, a little startled.

« I thought to myself,” continues Colonel Mor-
daunt, ¢ that, as soon as ever I was dead, you
would go and marry Mulraven on my money,
aud jastal bim here.”

«Oh, Philipt”

“ Don’t interrupt me, darling, and don’t curse
me; remember I was mad with jealousy and
love of you ; so I did it. Yes, Irene; had [ died
before this explanation took place between us,
you would have been left (but for your own lit-
tle portion) penniless. My will, as it now stands,
leaves you nothing but a dishonored name.
Thank God, who bas given me the opportunity
to undo this great wrong ! "

¢ I should not have cursed you, dearest,” she
says softly.

¢ But He would. Yet not now—not now. There
are two things for me to do to.morrow. One is
to dismiss Quekett, and the other to go up to
town and ses Selwyn again.”

“ Youcan’t go to-morrow, Philip; it is cub-
huating day.”

¢ Bother the cub-hunting! I must go! I shall
not rest untll this matter 13 puat right.”

« But what willevery one say ? It will look so
strange. The first meet of the season, and th»
Master absent! Indeed, dear Pullip, you must
put off your visit to town; one day cannot
make much difference.”

« It may make all the difference in the world,
Irene.”

¢« Nonsense ! ” she says playfully, for she
knows it will be an immense concession on bis
part to go. ¢ Now, take my advice ; wait till
the day after to-morrow to accomplish both
these changes., When the house i3 full of com.
pany {8 not the time to choose for dismissing
servants or altering wills, Lot us spend to-mor-
row as we intended. You will be hunting all
day, you know, and the day after you shall
have your own way.”

¢ My swectest ! That I should have done you
such an tnjury. How can I ever forgive my-
self ? What can I do toshow my penitence an'l
make ameands ? I, too, have a story t) tell you,
Irene—a confession to make, that, but for my
cowardi.ce should have been yours from the
very first ; bul I feared so greatly to lose your
esteem. The past life of a man of my age
cannot bs exp2cted to prove an unwritten page.
Yet I believe that eveu your purity will be able
1o make some excuse for me.”

¢ Do not tetl it e to.nignt, Philip; you are
looking overtired as it is. Come to bed, anl
leave all these vexing questions alone for the
present. Why, it s past one, and the breakfast
is Lo be lild at seven. Come, dear Philip, you
will be fit for nothing without a good night's
rest.”

Siill he lingurs and is doubtful.

« ] ought to be as frank to you as you have
been to me.” -

«“ You shall, at a more filting moment, dear-
est. Yon shall tell me everything, anl [ will
pardon you before I hear it. Bat this is not the
time ; think how much you have to go through
to-morrow.”

¢ frene ! I ought to go to town to-morrow ;
something tells me s0.”

“ Anl synething tolls ma that tha whole
conaty will ba tatking about it if you do. Way,
my dearest Phillp, just think of the general dis.
may when the m=mbers of the hunt arrive to
find you going or gone.  What on earth shoutd
L say t» themn ? Tasy woull doeclire you were
out of your mind, Iadeed, you musn't think of
i.”

« Well, I suppose I mustn't; but the first
thing on Frilay morning I am of. 01! my
chitd, how different the worll looks to m3 Lo
whit it dil an hnae azo. Whit alowd you have
lifted off my bearct! Aul you love ma a little
still, don’t you ?”

«Ilove you a very great deal, Philip; nor
would I changs yoar love now for that of any
man living. Oh, how wroag it was of you to
saspect me, dearest ! How thin aul hagzard it
has mads you! I belleve even you are weaker
thwn you were.”

¢« Tarned me into quite an oll fozey ; hasn’t
it, ny onild 2 Who would tiink, looking on us
now for the first time, that we were man and
wife ? Taoign my rise i4 not 89 blooming as
she usel to be either; anl it has baen all iny
fault. Never mind ; we are happy agsin once
more, and it shail be my enlsavor to preserve
our peace undiswurbeld. [ suall lorg on'y five-
an l-twanty by the end of next month, Irene.”

¢« [ like you bast as you are,’”” she whispers
snitly, and, encircied by each others’ arms,
they wind up the staircase to their bad-cham.
ber, though Colonel Mordaunt cuwanot resist
leaving hold of his wife for one instant to shake

-his fist at Mrs. Q ekett's door.
« You go out of this as soon as ever I have

the time to kick you,” he says defl wntly; ¢ anl
never more shall yon darken threshold of mine.
She has an aonuity under iny father's will,” he
continues to .rene, ¢ anl she may make the
most of it.  We shall have one mouth the less
to feed, and one room the more to llve in on
her departure, my dear,”

“ And an incaleulably less amount of mi«
chief, Philip. I don't mind telling you now,
dear, that she has been the bane of iy married
life, aud I wisi to Heaven I had never seen
her.”

“ Amen ! Bnt she has done her worst, my .
darling, and she shall never harm you wors,
God forgive me for having et her do so at all.”

80 they pass into their own room, and He
down and sleep the restful sleep that comes
when souls are satisfled, and hearts are open
and content, :

- L L . L] [ ] L] ®

The next morning Fen Courtis a sc2ne of un-

usual bustle and confusion. By the timos Irene
is dressed, the rattling of knives aud forks and
the popping of corks i3 over, the heavy break.
fast has come to a close, and the lawn is cover-
ed with horsemen and dogs, and the erisp Sp.
tember atr is filled with the sound of volces,
the yelping of hounds, and the restless stamping
of horses, impatient. to be off.
She does not leave her room untll they have
all riddéa away ; but she watches ths gay ca-
valcale through the open window. Whiist she
i3 contemplating it, in rushes her busband,
arrayed io pink, looking very excited, very
happy, and full of spirits.

« We're off, my own darling,” he siys; ¢ one
kiss before I go,” and then he holds her from
him aud regards her steadfastly. ¢ G)d bless
you, my Irene! God reward you for all your
goolness to me ! I shall be back by seven.”

She embraces him eagerly in return,

# And I shall count the hours till you come
home, Phillg. What is that noise, dear?” as a
considerable disturbance is heard upon the
gravel ouslde.

Colonel Mordaunt looks through the window-
blind.

¢ Only that brute of a horse of mine ; he hasn't
enough exercise lately. What a mess he's
made of the drive. I'll take it out of tha beast.”

« Be careful, Philip.,”

“ What ! are you going to coldle me in my
old age ?" he says, delighted at her caution.
o Yes; I'll be careful, darling. Gol bless you
once more !” and with a filoal kiss, he tears
himself away anl runs downstairs. Inanother
minute he has mounted his rebzllious animal,
and, in company with some of the principal
members of the hunt, taken his way down the
drive, followed by the remalnder of the horsis-
men and the dozs. Iiene's eyes follow him as
long as he s in sight, aud she sighs to observe
how loosely his coat hangs about him, and how
much more he stoops on horseback than he
used t» do.

« But, please God, we will remedy all that,”
she thinks, as the last man turns out of the
gates, and she quils her post of observation.
“ Ay sonn as we have seitled what iy to be
done abouat Quekett and Tommy, I w1l per-
sua-le Philip to taks a litlle change to the sea.
side with me, or, perhaps, to run over tu Paris
for a month,”

At the thought of her adopted child, and the
fear that she may have to part with him, the
tears well up into her eyes, but sbe brushes
them away.

« I will not cry about it until I am =sure.
Somehow [ fancy, now Pallip knows how at-
tached I am to the boy, he willi hit on some
pian by which I may keep bim ; anl, if not—
well, [ must do my daty, chat's atl.”

She wiil not let ner thoua:zhts dwell on the
subj=ct, but orlers the carriaze anl takes
Tommy and Phcehe on a shpping exp:dition
to Glottonbary., Sha i3 anxions to Kkeep away
from the Couart as much as pssible until Paoillp
comes bick again, for fear she should ew.
counter Mrs, Qiekett, anl not be able to res-
teain herself from saying what she thinks em.
cerning her, 8o, on her return, she locks her.
self up in her bed.room with a brok, anl fa'ls
fast asleep, uniil her mid rouses her with an
fitimation that it 18 past ber usual timo for
dressing,

« Taa secoud gong has gone, ma’'am, anl the
dinner's all rex ly, anlouly waiting for the Co-
lonel, to b sent up.”

« Way didn’t yo:it wike ma before, Phehe 7"

« I knnkad at the dooe saveral timas, m vam,
bt it was no use, yoa were thai fast.  Walch
dress will you plese to wear Lo.nigiat 2

0 Qh, anything that wiill g» on quickest. The
ol1 black one, that will do.”

The clock on the maiteipiecs chlines the
half-hoir as she entzars tie drawing.romm.

« Poilip 1s very tate to.night,” s thinks,
o [V’s quite dark. Taey cu’t b» hunting now,
H» ma-t have gone hom) with some of his
friends.”

At the same time it strikes har a3 strange
thiut, after thetr conversation of the night ba.
fors, anl his anwil ingn 83 to leave her this
morning, he should permit anything to prevant
hi« returning to her sl le,

Tne we.ather has becom> dump and chilly,
anl they have connencatfle-sinthzevenings,
She sits down before hers now, anl shivers
slightly.

o[ wish I hadn't put on a low dress, {tlis
relly growing cold, an't thishose is drauzhiy,
[ wondar where [sabella i3, I haveu't seen her
all day.”

Then she rings the bell,

« Where Is Miss Mordaunt ?”

¢ In her room, I belleve, ma'um.”
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« 1 wish you'd send word to her to come
down. Say dinner is ready.”

« Is dinner to be served, ma’sm ? ”

« No, of course not,” rather sharply. and with
ano her shiver. ¢ Walit for the Colonel. Only
tell Miss Mordaunt I am feeling lonely, and wish
that she would join me.”

The servant withdraws to do her bidding, and
she still crouches by the fire, in her black dress,
shivering.

The door opens., Miss Mordaunt appears.

« It is very late, Isabella. What can have
oome to Philip ?”

« I'm sure I can’'t say, Miss Mordaunt—that
is, of course, Philip is his own master—but still,
what do you think ? "

« How ocan I tell 2" rather facetiously ; ¢ it
is what I asked you.”

Miss Mordaunt, rebuked, retires in silence to
the farther end of the drawing-room, whilst
Irene sits by ihe fire and fears—she knows not
not what.

Eight o'clock strikes — balf.past eight—a
quarter to nine—and they are still alone.”

# What can have happened?” exclaims
Irene suddenly, as she springs up from her posi-
tion, and turns a burning face towarls her com-
panion.

«(Oh, my dear Mrs, Mordaunt, what can
have ? but you gquite alarm me. Hadn’t we
better—but, doubtless, you know best.”

« Hush ! says Irene in a voice of authority,
as she stands upright to listen.

For there i3 a noise a8 of many volces, each
trying to hush dowua the other, in the hall.

(T'o be continued.)

THE KISS.

Ah! sweetly sang the meadow lark,
And brightly rose the morning sun,

For the heart of the cow-1boy feeding his cows
And the heart of the milkmald beat as one.

Merrily into the empty pail
Toe tiny streamlets beat and rung,
And gladly beat their hearts as well,
For they loved each other, and they were
young,

Slowly, steadily, all the while,

The bucket filled to the #hining brim,
And slowly, steadily, just the samae,

Her heart was filling with love for him.

And as above the shining brim
The wmilky foam rose wlite as snow,
Bo love rose up in the cow-boy’s heart,
And came at last to an overflow,

And as she left her milking stool,

He took the bucket, and gave—a kiss!
Ah ! sweetly, merrily sang the lark,

Bat theirs were happier hearts than his.

AUNT FUBITH.

BY C. C.

CHAPTER L

Within the house all was silent. Excepting
an occasional short and angry growl from
the bull-terrler wuich lay upon the terrace,
when the files tormented him more than usual,
there was no sound to break the drowsy still-
ness of the July noontide. Even the birds
seemed too languid to sing, though in the
grounds of Mellicote House their numbers
were legion., These grounds stretched far
and wide to the west of the bhouse, an avenue

of horse-chestnut trees making a noble road |

to the euntrance of the mansion, If the vi. |
sitor followed the footpath branching away
fromn the avenue on the left, he came upon a
pleasant miniu'ure glade carpeted with cool
moss, overhung with a lattice-work of branches;
and in the cenire of this glade lay a deep pool
that reflected the shadows of the trees bending
above It. On its margin grew long-stalked flow-
ergand ¢ool grasses. An old tree-etump, gnsrled
and gray, formed a convenlent seat. A pleasant
spot was this wherein to dream away a summer
morning ; for here on the hottest of noons it
was cool and quiet—qulet nlways, savo for the
melodies of the birds, or the buzzing of & stray
bee, or the sudden splash of a tiny fish in the

pool.

In the drawing-room sat Miss Judith Trede-
gar, mistress and owner of Maeliicote. Her
white fingers were busily sorting Berlin wools of
divers colors, which she was laying in neat piles
upon a table at her side.

Aby one looking at the deep-set but brilliant
eyes, at the waxen whiteness at her skin, at |
the low white brow, from which rippled away |
abundant waves of silvery hair, could gue-s how .
beautiful this woman must have been in her
youth, After the first glance of admiration, the
gazer would feel an undefined disappolntment
in the mouth ; cruel, resolute, stern, and
haughty it was, lending a certain power to the
face, which it robbed of half its beauty.

Opposite Miss Tredegar & young man was
seated—a pl nt-faced, pl nt-voiced per-
sonage, whose clerical black dress and snowy
tie bespoke his calling. Now and then be would
cast a furtive glance at the open French win-
dow, or at the door of the apartment. These
glances did not escape the keen eyes of the
lady.

« This comes of having pretty girig about one’s
house,” she thought noting the five-and-twent-
feth glance. ¢« At one time Ausiin Kinglake |

thought one visit a month sufficlent for me ;
now two a week are not enough.”

But, though Miss Tredegar was aware of the
reason of this remarkable difference, she pre-
served a rigid silence as to the whereabouts of
the girls.

At the present moment they were in the
glade, Juliet plllowing her amber.crowned head
on a hoary limb of a failen tree, Lenore, a pretty
girl of eighteen, reading aloud from the Bride
of Lammermoor; and standing with her back
agalnst a larch tree, through the boughs of
which little sunbeams fell upon her curly head,
was Audrey, who was two years older than
Lenore, and three younger than Juliet.

Years ago, Miss Tredegar’s niece, EMle Trede-
gar, had led & happy life at Mellicote until she
iocurred that lady’s displeasure by her marriage.
Miss Judith never forgave — her mouth gave
warniog of that—and, through all the troubles
that followed poor Effle Woodvilie in her mar-
ried life, Miss Tredegar utterly ignored her ex.
istence.

In time Effie’s husband died, and one year ago
EfHe herself died also, leaving these three girls
penniless and alone. Then Miss Tredegar went
to the rescue. She brought the three girls away
from their wretched Londoa lodging to her own
beautiful home. To the giris this was like awak.
ening from ahorrible dream to a blissful reali.
ty.

« Now you are mine,” Miss Judith had said—
« my daughters from this day ; and all I have
18 yours too, for I want you to be happy. But,
understand me once for all, whenever you mar-
ry I have done with you. Mind, I do not forbid
you to marry — I shall not shut my doors to
mankind on your account. On the contrary, 1
wish you to please yourselves. Ifany of you
choose to marry, I will provide the wedding-
breakfast and the wedding-dress in the orthodox
style—for you shall have no excuse for eloping.
I don’t approve of that style of thing. But, re-
member, from that day my connection with the
one who marries entirely ceases. It may be
that you will never need my ald or friendship.
So much the better., It will absolve me from
the painful necessity of refusing it ; for I never
break my word—your mother knew that.”

The sisters listened in wonder, The dry, de-
cisive tone, the set of the inexorable lips, si.
lenced all but Audrey, who, in her quaint, fear-
less way, asked Miss Judith whether she had
any reason for telling them that. The faintest
flush rose in Miss Tredegar’s waxen cheeks.

« Yes,” she replied, after a momentary hesit-
ation, ¢ 1 bave a reason. Come with me, and I
will telt it you.”

She led tho sisters to a closed door at the end
of an upper gallery. Taking a buaca of keys
from her pocket, she fitted one into the lock,
and opened the door, The girl.looked on in
wonder, little guessing how bitter a task she
was performing—a task that required all her
iron will to accomplish. They entered the
chamber, in which reigned a sombre twilight.
The three young hearts beat faster as their eyes
fell upon what the room contained. Upon the
old-fashloned bed lay spread out, as if for imme-
diate use, a bridal dress of salin that had once
been white, but now was yellow, a veil of rich
lace, satin shoes, gloves, and something that
might have been a bouquet, but was now a few
dried stalks tied up with ribbon.

The room smelt musty, with the odor ofa dead
and gone-by day. It seemed as if only the ghost
of a bride was wanting to complete the welird
fascination of the room. Involuntarily the girls
drew nearer to each other.

“Do you understand ?” asked Miss Judith,
poloting towards the things. Her voice was
bard, her lips more cruel than ever. “ This was
my bridal dress. It was laid outso on a morn-
ing more than forty years ago, but my lover
played me false on my wedding-day. I had
loved him very deeply, but from that hour I
have hated all men.”

They understood now. It was the one weak-
ness in the strong, seif-reliant character.

«#1If I bave pained you by my question, I am
sorry, aunt,” said Audrey.

« It is better you should know, ¢hild, that there
may be no mistakes.”

-¢ That there may be no mistakes,” whisp-
ered Juliet Woodville to herself that night, as,

looking at the moonlit landscape from her !

chamber window, her thonghts reverted
to & day, filve years ago, when, on a
chilly December morning, on brard of an
outward-bound ship, she had taken leave of a
young lover who was going over Lhe seas in
search of a fortune, with his brave heart futl of
bope, though he had but a five-pound note in
his pocket, and willing to doordare aught in the
world if perchance in the days to come he could
make a home for his darling.

Very long Juliet knelt by the window, think.
ing of that day ; and, as Miss Judith’s words re-
curred to her, there came a stern expression
into the beautiful face ;— an expression some-

what like Miss Tredegar’s—that after that night’

never quite vanisbed from it. And the letter,
that Juliet Woodville had written that very
morning to go out by the next Californian mail,
containing a fall and §lowing description of her
new home, with mavy fond expression of un-
changed affection for her far-away lover, was
never posted.

One year had passedsince that night, and now,
in the sultry stiliness of the July noon, the girls
were in the glade. .

¢ Audrey,” exclaimed Juliet, * are you really
crying over a bero in fiction ?I thought that réle
wus generally reserve.d for Lenore.”

« ] was not thinking of the story,” answered
Audrey, gravely.

« Of what, then?”

« 1 was thinking,” replied the gir], reluctant.
1y, « of mamma, and of those old summers be-
fore papa died. Oh, Juliet, don't you remem-
ber??”

The little hot hands were clasping and un-
clasping nervously, the gray eyes were full of
unshed tears.

« Remember ?” echoed Juliet, in a sharp
pained tone. « As if I could forzet! Why do you
bring up those bitter memories, Audrey ? »

Audrey went on, heedless of Juliet’s remon-
strance, the shadows gathering in her deep
eyes.

« Do you remember how white our father’s
halr turned after he lost his voice, and that flush
on his dear, lired face, and our mother’s patient
endurance—and—"

« And the debt and poverty and want ! ” cried
Juliet, bitterly. ¢ Oh, Audrey, I cannot think
of those days yet!”

« But, Jaliet,” said Lenore, ¢ if it happened
that you had to choose between this life and one
like mamma’'s, with some one you loved, as she
loved our father, how would you decide "

The answer come in quick decisive tones.

« [ would choose this one. I would crush the
love out of my very heart if the acceptance of
it must bring me such intense suffering. I will
never voluntarily face poverty again.”

She spoke flercely. Lenore’s voice sounded
strangely gentle by contrast.

« But don't you think that a sirong, lasting
love, even with poverty, is sweeter than alove-
less life of wealth 7

4 No ; the love might be a very good thing in
its way—as I suppose it wonld be—but it could
not compensate for the pain and bitter suffer-
ing of a life such as ours was,” sald Juliet,
earnestly.

«1 think it would,” opposed Audrey. «If I
loved a poor man, I would marry him, and face
worse things than poverty for his sake.”

Afterwards both her words and the scene re-
turned to the recollection of the other two. The
sisters talked on, little dreaming how soon this
peaceful life was to be stirred into & vigorous
vitality.

CHAPTER II

It had been a fair voyage—in duration some-
thing less thaua a fortnight since the sbip sailed
from New York—and now the white cliffs of
England were gleaming against the horizon.

« We shall ran into dock to-morrow at sun-
rise, if all goes well,” sald an old sailor toone of
the passengers, a tall, fair man, with a long,
light moustache, a sun-browned skin, and a
siight stoop in his shoulders. His heart gave a
great throb under bis pilot coat, and his lips
trembled as the words fell on his ear.

¢« The sunshineson my home-coming—Iis that
a good omen?” he mused, leaning over the
bulwarks., ¢ It is so long since she sent me a
message—twelve weary months—and without
her love neiPher life nor anything else is worth
aught to me. My queen, my sweet love! I
wonder whether any kind spirit whispers to her
that I am 80 near-—that the weariness and the
waliting are over.,”

The man's grave lips softened ; his blue eyes
were looking beyond the cliffs.

« [ wonder what happy fate brought that pa-
per in my way ; but for that I should not be
here now. I should still be leading that hard,
hopeless life, with nothing but the memory of
her face to keep me from despair — with only
the far-off, faint hope of one day calling her
mine to make life tolerable.’’

The green wavas curled about the bows, the
fresh salt breeze whistled in the rigging, and the
ship sped on steadily homewards.

. - L] *® L )

«“There is some one waliting to see you,
ma’am,” said a maid, entering Miss Wood-
ville’s dressing.room. Juliet was dressed to
dine out. Her white train lay crisp and spot-
less on the crimson carpet. Bands of black vel.
vet encircled her full white throat and rounded
arms, and & black velvet snood confined the
amber braids on her small head.

% Who 1s it ? *’ she inquired, sharply. ¢ I can-
not see any one now.”

. It is a gentleman, ma’am,’” was the answer,
with a little hesitation. He would not give his
name.”

Audrey entered as the mald spoke., Rhe was
not going out, and she wore a simple high dress
of black gauze. Jullet turned to her.

« Will you go down for me, Audrey?” said
Juliet, explaining. ¢ And, Ellen, go and see
, whether my aunt and Miss Lenore are ready,”

With quiet footsteps Audrey entered the long
! cool drawing-room. Some eue stood in the bay
. window, Audrey had a glimpse of a broad
[ back clad in a pea-jucket, a fair head, the out-
| line of a thin, clenr-cut cheek, and a blue cloth
i cap, such as paval officers wear, lying upon a

chalr.

“ A stranger,” was the quick thought, and fol-
. lowing it came a sudden sense of familiarity.
‘ The slight bend of the tawny head, the whole
{ attitude of the stranger struck some chord of
; her memory. He turned at the sound of a step.
; Audrey never forgot the light that came into
. the bronzed face, the outstretched hands, and
i then the doubt that made him pause when his

eyes fell upon her. .
| The two confronted each other for a minate,

and then a sparkle of amusement stole into Au-
| drey’s eyes.

«Miss Woodville ? ” he began .
ner but hesitating tones. - WA IR eager man
| «“Iam Audrey,” co .
“+cand you are-..y.'" corrected the young girl;
" s Philip Bayard.”

. -

« Well, whois it 7" asked Juliet, carelessly
looking up from her glove-fastening and meeting
Audrey’s glad, astonished eyes.

« Juliet, it is Philip.”

The color faded from Jullet’s face,
apon an ottomaan.

« Philip !’ she gasped.

« Yes. Oh, Juliet, go down to him-—he is walt~
ing.”

Just then Miss Tredegar’s voice was heard 0B
the landing. Juliet rose quickly from Ler seat
and made her exit, leaving Audrey to explain to
her aunt, who entered the room & moment later
in a rich dress of gray silk, and with a costly
lace shawl about her shoulders. She was ac-
companied by Lenore, who was going with Mis$
Tredegar and Jullet in Audrey’s place, that
young lady having a decided dislike to dinner-
parties.

On the staircase Jullet pansed for a minute t0
deliberate. When at length she passed on, ther®
was a settled purpose {n her mind. Philip Bay-
ard went forward to meet the white-robed figure®
that came all too slowly towards him. The sun’s
last beams fell upon her face. Never afterwards
did Philip Bayard feel such a thrill of agony a$
the sight of that face gave him. He had thought
of it, and longed for it as a tbirsty Arab longs forf
cool water, and now the sight of it stabbed hind
to the heart, )

It was Jullet who stood before him, one of hef
gloved hands lying in both of his. He was very
sure of that. He had not been 8o sure of AU~
drey’s identity, whom he remembered as ®
little school-girl, bis playmate in many a romps
But Jullet was unchaunged, save that she was
lovelier than ever -~ and yet she was not quité
the same Juliet he had held in his arms on thab
winter morning five years ago ; indeed, b8
wondered whether he ever could have Kis
that pale, proud face. He did noy kiss it now—
he felt he could not dare. He was il at easé
too, in the presence of the state'y woman in her
lace and velvet. He was roughly clad @
roughly shod, and brown ; and the cold gloved
hand lying 8o passively in his own was vastly
unlike the warm clasp of the bands that clung
about his neck when he first won the heart of
the poor curate’s danghter, whose richest dress
was of coarse merino, and who never wore 1ac®
Iike this, or satin shoes. All this flashed throug®
Philip Bayard’s mind in less than an instant
Abnd in that moment something died in bi®
heart, leaving a sort of hopeless dreariness in
the place of the deep and warm passionate love
that for so long had nestled there.

Jullet’s eyes had fallen before his. - An unde=~
fined sense of shame preven.ed her meeting tb®
houest gaze or Puilip’s eyes. Thatsame feeling
made her draw ber hand away. She had al-
ready noted the rough dress—such a contrast t0
her own !—and, noting it, the one hope she had
cherished—that Philip had beeu successful very
successful, 80 that she might 2ive him what~
ever he asked, and that in spite of twenty aund
Judiths—died then and there.

« You are come home again, Philip,” she said,
trylng hard tokeep her lips from quivering, 88
she falt how cold and despicable and aimless the®
words were, but saying them for all that, be-
cause she felt that she must say something, 80
was fearful of saying too much.

« Yes, I have come back,” he returned slow- )
1y, with & dim consclousness that & barrier Wa4
between them that he was powerless to thro
dowo.

Then there was silence.

4 «She 18 proud and cold; I will not bend ¥
her,” he thought, bitterly. »

« He 13 poor. I will crush the love I bear bl
out of my heart and out of my life,” shd de-
cided.

So the barrier grew yet higher. rod

It was a reltef when Miss Tredegar enterecs
Juliet introduced Pnilip Bayard te her 3‘";‘_
and that lady begged that Mr. Bayard would <
main at Mellicote House for that ni:hb € oo
plaining that, although unfortunately she Xﬂ-
engaged with Juliet and Lenore todine out, 6-
drey would be at bome. To which Philip
plied, gravely, that he had secured a room at
inn where he had left his valise. Phi-

Miss Tredegar was very hospitable. This er
lip Bayard .ad travelled some miles to see o
nieces, whom he had known in past days- The’en
had beeu, she knew, some sort of a tie bemur
bim and Juliet, 50 she felt in some measti'
bound to honor this guest. She pressed mmo\'-
partake of some refreshwment, and afr:er w—mhl’
row sbhe must insist upon his taking thr n
quarters at Mellicote for the remalinder O an
stay. Then she shook hands with bim, jing
Lenore, in vaporous blue gauze and sm ber
shyly, did the same; lastly, J ul“e'— gave him
cold band again, and he was alone. ,

~Thls Is tno ond of 1¢17 e tbought ‘;’"ﬁlr’e,’
but he was prevented from falling into bl "ea“e,
flection by Audrey’s entrance, and soon Pni-
came the sumamons to dinner ; Whe’e“‘”nw be
1ip, looking doubtfally at his attire, begged 0 5
excused, but Audrey laughialy took his arm, the
in a pretty, imperious manner led him toe”_
dining-room. Finally she Jdismissed the 8 \og
ant and presided at table herself, b"W“dernd-
Phillp with her charming frankness, and WO o
ering to herself meanwhile at the chang:w.
Philip’s face since she saw it half an hour

« Jullet has heen cruel tohim,” she thoux‘::;
with womanly pity ; and Audrey who was e\;l’
ready to do battle for the injured, was doubX
kind.

Afterwards they went into the garden.
twilight was gathering, and the alr was
with delicious odors frowm the flower-beds.

w1t 13 so long since I was in an English g8r-
den,” said Philip, sighing.

She sank

The
faint
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“How long is it since you returned to Eng-
land 2 ” she asked.

“ Only yesterday.”

« 'hen of course you have not been to see your
relatious in Cumberland ? ”

« ] have none now,” he answered, with a look
on his face that would have puzzled Audrey had
she geen it. ¢ They are dead—all dead ; I have
neither kith nor kin in the world.”

This he sald somewhat bitterly ; so Audrey,
with delicate tact, changed the subject. Bhe was
& dangerously pleasant companion for this man
Whose sore heart was craving for human sym-
Pathy. Thelr old acquaintance warranted free-
dom of speech, just such freedom as exists be-
tween brother and sister. 8o it came to pass
that walking by Audrey’s side in the twilight,
Philip poured out the history of the last five
Jears,

« Y have not been successful abroad —far from
1t,” he said, with a dark cloud on his face; «in-
deed few are, as far as my experience goes.”” At
these words Audrey’s heart sank for his sake.
4 Good-bye,” he said at length, holding her
hands in his.

# Good night, not gcod-bye,” laughed Audrey,
giving him a spray of stephanotis—¢ we shall
Sse you to-morrow, you know.”’

¢« What a dear little thing she hasgrown 1 ” he
thought, as he tramped moodily to the inn.
Then his thoughts turned to Juliet. ¢ Oh, Jullet,
i1 had kuown what was in store for me, I
would never have seen your face again !”

—

CHAPTER IIIL

« You are changed, Jullet.”

A week had elapsed since Philip’s arrival at
Mellicote, and this evening he found himself,
Tor the first time during his visit, alone with
Jullet. Miss Tredegar bad given Philip a cordial
{nvitation to remain until he had settied the bu-
slness arrangements which he had told her
brought him to England.

« If there is anything to settle between him
and Juliet, they shall have the opportunity to
do it,” she sald to herself. I will not have it
®aid that I stood in the way of their happi-
fess,” .

But all the week Juliet had avoided Philip,
and he—quick tofeel the slight—read the mean-
Ing of her cold avoldanoe of his society all too
Plainly. Audrey read it too. To-night, how-
®ver, by some accident, Juliet and Philip were
lert alone in the drawing-room, and the latter

spoken.

# You are changed, Juliet.”

“The years change us all.” she returned,
imly, ¢ We see things differently — more
elearly, I think—the older we get.”

He looked at the still face that ones had
blusked beneath his gaze, at the level eyelashes
that once had drooped each time he spoke her
Pamce, and he understood her words,

« 1y it seems,” be remarked, sorely ; “but I

.doubt w:~ther we are the better for our clearer

ision.”

She made no reply.

« Jullet, have you forgotten what you said five
Years ago ? -~ he asked.

« I have forgotten nothing,” was the quiet
answer.

« Then you mean me to understand that you
think differently now 77

The girl’s face grew ashy-white,

« Yes, I mean that,” ahe replied, looking full
at him.

“ In plain words, you rejoct me ?” he said,
Proudly.

# Yes,"” returned Jullet.

Philip turned, and walked slowly away.

« 1 have done it,” thcught the girl, drearily.
“1am glad it is over.”

That evenlng Mr. Bayard signified to Mlss
Ttedegar his intention of leaving Nslliccte on

o following day. That lady sat beforn her es.
€ritoire which was covered with papers; she
looked keenly at the half-averted face, Aundrey,
Who sat at the plano, ceased playing.

“ Dy you return o London ?” asked Miss

egar.

“ Yes, business there for the present; afler-
Wards I shall go to Cumberland.”

# 1 wish you would manage a little affair of
®Wine while you are in London. It would save
Me a journey to town,” sald Miss Judith
thoughtfully.

Philip signified his willingness to oblige his

0stess, and Miss Tredegar entered into a brief
®Xplanation.

“ And wben you have concluded the affair,
Will you write me the result ?”

“I will bring my report in person ; my time

% now my own,” said Philip, with & swift
Slance at Audrey’s profile, which had suddenly
¢ome scarlet.

L] L . -
Th; Sund;y evening service was over, and
Udrey and Lenore, walking home through the
8lds, were overtaken by the young curate,
Austin Kinglake.
“ He is come to talk to Lenore,” thought
drey—for of late there had come a new
armth into the unselfish little heart that made
r quick Lo see Lenore’s blush and the glow in
Ustin Kinglake's fine eyes; whereupon Au.
Tey was seized with a desire to overtake some
¥ friends just ahead, and sped off accordingly,
Bardless ot the heat, leaving the two alone.
1 The grasshoppers sang In the grass, the night-
Ngale warbled in the hazel copse, the scent of
~rogse and honey-suckle came in sweet gusts
*om the hedge. Lenore’s shy eyes dared not
€et the impassioned gaze bent upon her,
“I oalled upon your aunt, yesterday,” said
b ® young curate. ‘I nad something to tell
®r, Lenore.” He turned and faced her, placing

bhimself in the path before her. «I told her
that I loved you, Lenore, and I asked her to
give you to me.” .

Austin Kinglake paused for an answer., None
came. He went on speaking triumphantly ;
he was the king, the conqueror; she was the
tremb'ing captive.

« Miss Judith sald neither ¢ Yes’ nor ¢ No.
She said it was for you to d-cide. Lenore, look
at me—speak to me—I am walting.”

- L] . * * *

In the stiliness of the night Audrey lay
awake. The moon cast her pale beams across
the chamber floor. There was no sign of weari.
ness in the wide.open gray eyes; but ln these
quiet night-watches, or when she was alone,
they were apt to darken with some unspoken
pain, though of late none bad been more gay
than Aundrey in the sight and hearing of others.

« I must certainly ask aunt Judith to pres.
cribe a sleeping potion for me,” she mused. « I
would- count & hundred, or say the alphabet
backwards, but I have proved such spelis to be
of no avail. I wonder,” thought Audrey, golog
off at a tangent, ¢ how long it takee to get as
old as aunt Judith. I don’t mean how many
years, but—-="

Audrey’s musing came to an abrupt termina-
tion. A hushed sob from the adjoining apart-
ment foll upon her ear. In a moment Audrey
had risen and hurried on her dressing-gown. It
was light enough to see without a candle. Audrey
opened her door noiselessly and entered Lenore’s
sleeping-room.

s« Are you awake, dear ?

«Yes; it is so hot I cannot sleep,” faltered
Lenora.

« Another wakeful heart,” thought Audrey.
She closed the door, and coming to the bedside,
bent over the fair head on the pillow.

« Why are you crying, dear 2" she ques.
tioned, tenderly.

« I would rather not talk,” sald the younger
glrl, in & choked voice.

¢ Lenore, are you unhappy about some.
thing ?” asked Audrey, gravely.

¢ Yes, but it will not be for long—not very
long, Audrey ; and I can bear it quite well—I
can indeed,” sobbed Lenore.

« But why should you have anything to bear
atall?”

« Stoop down, and I will whisper it to you,”
said Lenore,

Audrey obeyed, her eyes darkening as she
caught the low-spoken confession.

s« And you are willing to have it so—quite
willing ?” Audrey asked, in a singularly quiet
tone.

« Oh, yes,” sald Lenore, drearlly, ¢ Jullet
says it 18 better to suffer a little now—because all
women have these things to bear—than to have
a lifetime of sorrow and privation aflerwards
—like~like poor mamma, you know, Audrey;
and I think 8o, too—at least I shall after a time
—only just now 1t s bard to forget him.”

The brave voice was drowned in tears.

« Try to sleep, my darling ; we will talk of
this in the morning,” and with a tender kiss
Audrey left the room.

Not to rest, but to lie meditating till the
morning, when, inding that Lenore was suffer.
ing from & racking headache, Audrey bade her
not gel up, awl then repaired to Julliet, She
found that young lady in the oconservatory,
scissors in hand, busy snipping the dead leaves
off her geraniumas.

« What have you sald to Austin Kinglake
about Lenore ? ” she asked.

« Why do you wish to know ?” inquired Miss
‘Woodville, pausing in her work.

« Because-——— Oh, Juliet, for Heaven’s sake
pause before you wreck that child’s happtness !
Remember you now stand {n our mother's
place.”

“ You are very eloquent, Audrey,” was the
calm reply ; “ but, if youa eall it wrecking Le-
nore's happlness to prevent her marrying a
man who has nothing but a hundred and fitty
pounds a year, I call it doing her and him too
the groatest possible kindness. They are both
madly in love just now, but a little later they
will see that the arrangement was for the best.
It would be dowaright folly for Lenore to ex-
cnhange & home like this for such a one as—as
ours, for instance. Have you forgotten mam.-
ma’s embittered life ? '’ :

«# My poor Lenore,” sald Aubrey, sadly, her
eyes filling with tears.

Jullet's face grew hard and stern.

¢ She is but a child—she will soon get over
it ; and, after all, Lenore is bearing only what
thousands of women have to bear.”

She turned again to her work, and tiae other
did not see her tightly-compressed lips as she
bent above the plants.

“ Only what thousands of women have to
bear,” thcught Audrey. « My poor little sister,
must you too be numbered with tkat sorrowful
army ? Who 18 to judge what is right? Would
it be cruel kindness to give you to that poor fel-
low who loves you? Or are we applylog the
surgeon’s knife for your benefit and his ? And
oh, my little Lenore, wiil you thank us for this
in the days to come, or are we not spoliling your
life ?” The dark eyes grew darker, weariness
gathered on the falr young brow. On all about
Audrey agloom seemed to have fallen, darken-
ing the full glory of the summer morning.

CHAPTER 1IV.

At the end of & month Philip Bayard, baving
finished Miss Tredegar’s business commission,
returned to Mellicote, and accepted that lady's
invitation to stay there for a couple of weeks,
His own plans for the future seemed very Inde-
finite. I am obliged to walt for a short time

before I can enter upon any settled plan of
action,” he observed.

During his late absence he had effected seve.-
ral remarkable changes in his appearance. The
thickly clustering curls were goae, and Philip’s
shapely head was trimmed according to the
modern fashion. The rough garb glven place
to clivillsed garments. Phillp wore neither
rings nor studs; but the sunbrowned hands
were white ennugh now.

Audrey grew sby of Philip. On the frst
evening of his return she had been quite at
home with him. He was the Philip who had
known them all in former years—with whom
she had romped and laughed ; as such she had
held out sisterly hands in welcome. Bat,
strange to record, the more she saw of this
Philip, the more the Philip of former days
vanished from bher reoollection. Audrey thought
perhaps the change was in herself.

« Philip, am I much changed since you went
abroad 7" asked Audrey, contemplative'y, one
day.

Mr. Bayard put down his newspaper, and,
leaning back in his easy-chalr, looked quizzi-
cally at his questioner,

# Do you wish me to answer with a compli-
ment ?” he inquired.

¢ No ; I should have thought that from want
of practice you had forgotten how to pay a com-
pliment, 1 want you to answer hoaestly.”

¢« I thought you were changed bayond recog-
nition when { first saw you, but oa further
acquaintance I flnd you exactly reSemble the
Audrey of old times.”

As thls was the reverse of her own experience
conceroing Philip, Audrey was forced to the
conclusion that the change must be in him.
Looking up thoughtfally from her embroidery
to ascertain whether the change was in his oat.
ward seif, she encountered Pailip's blus eyes
fixel upon her face with an expression that
startled her. The color rushed to her face, Her
eyes fell.

¢« I am afraid the problem is too deep for you
to solve just yet, my little Audrey,” he said
half gayly, half pathetically, as Aulrey gather.
ed up her work and left the:room preciplattely.

Phi!ip took ap his paper again, bat somehow
the reading did not progrees.

\® L ] - - * *

Philip’s visit drew Lo a close. Juliet, as she
sat reading in the bay-winduw, heard him an.
nounocs to Miss Tredegar that he must leave
Mellioote the next day. Audrey, who was hold-
ing a skein of wool for Mi«s Judith to wind,
flushed red and then tyrned white under the
full gaze of Philip’s eyea.

“I am glad he is going, for then I may be
at peace,” thought Juliet.

In the full-light her face looked old and hag-
gard. Her pride was strong—her will, too, was
strong ; but the love she sought to ¢ crush out
of her heart ” was stronger. She knew it now
—ah, too welll-knew how vain waa the bnast
—Kknew now that it was too late, that Philip’s
love was the one thing precious that the world
ocontained for her,

¢ He 1s going to-morrow,” mused brown.-
hairel Audrey us she leaned against her favorite
larch in the glade, her hands clasped at the
back of her head—* going for good. He will
not oome here any more—our paths are sepa-
rate from this time—we are on:y old friends.
what is his gojng to me, any more than to aunt
Julith, or Juliet, or Lenore? Nothing, of
course, Oh, Phlilip, yes, it 1s—though you will
never know it—never, never !"

Bat that this was spoken mutely, Mr. Bayard
might have heard, for he was very near. Tae
next moment he had entered the giade from
the opposite side, catching a momentary
glimpse of the grageful, indolent fizure, the
rounded arms from which the loose sleeves had
fallen back, and the upturned face. At the first
sign of his presence Awdrey's arms were
dropped, her hands were decorously clasped be-
fore her, her head poised in a diguifed attituds,
and beneath this faultless exterior her heart
began to throb wildly.

“ I am come tosay good-bye. I had a fancy
to take leave of you after my own fashion,”
explained Phillp.

¢ Yes,"” sald Audrey, with down.dropt eyes.

¢ This i3 & pleasant spot,” remarked Philip,
irrelevantly.

« Yes,” assented Audrey, meekly.

Philip folded bis arms and leaned agalnst the
tree she had vacated. Audrey, ia desperation,
cast about for something to say that might
divert Mr. Bayard's attention from her counte-
nanoe, but finding nothing suitable, she raised
her eyes slowly and met Phllip's steaily gaze.

“ Yes, I love you,” he said, quietly, as if In
answer to her look,

Audrey fell back a pace.

« Two months ago, I shiould have coneeived
it impcssible that such a thing conld have
taken place,” he weunt on, calmly, « Thelovel
bore Jullet she herself killed. As you have
seen, I have been throwa over because I am
poor.” Phllip’s tone was bitter now. ¢ You
kaow what I am, Audrey-~in years, tea or
twelve beyond you ; in the bitter, worldly expe-
rience that ages a man I am Heaven only
knows how far beyond you. I told you I had
been unsuccessful abroad. I bave not a relative
in the world, and saving youarself, hardly a
friend. 1 am scarcely worth any wom in's ac-
ceptance, am I, Audrey ? And itis notdoing you
much honot to lay a battered heart at your
feet. Bat, Audrey, it 18 yours—just as honestly
and faithfully yours as if it wers as young an:l
as fresh as your own; and, if you will accept
me, Audrey, I will love you just as ferventty uas
I love you now, till I die.”

Audrey stool silent, one hand shielding her

face on the side nearest to him. A feeling of
delirious joy had robbed her of the power to
speak.

« You are not angry, dear Auirey ? ” he whis-
pered, eagerly, and bending forwar:d to take her
other hand in his. « You will forgive me if [
have been presumptuous, thinking of the old
times when we were frienis—ilways friends,
Andrey, even till this moment—friends still, it
nothing nearer ?”

The throb of pain In his passionate tones °
roused her. She lifted her facs, her lips were
parted to speak, when footsteps sounded near,
and Lenore’s white dress showed through the
trees,

She came forward with her slow, langaid
step, a look of weary indifference on her face.
Miss Judith had sent her for Audrey. The three
quitted the glade together., Audrey left the
others behind as they crossed the lawn. Miss
Tredegar was in the library, Lenore said. Pre-
sently, when Audrey returnéd to the drawing.
room, Philip repaired to Miss Judith, and soon
after Audrey received a second summons to the
librgry. Sbe thought Miss Judith wanted her,
a8 before, onsome trivial matter, Sne started
to find Pnilip Bayard in close coanference with
her aunt.

« Do you want me, aunt Judith 7 shs asked
nervously.

# No—Mr. Bayard wants 1o marry you,” gaid
Miss Judith, grimiy. « I have sent for you to
answer him. I have explained to Mr. Bayard
that you are at liberty to please yourself, and
he is also aware that whatever claim upon or
connection with me you now have will cease
entirely with your marriage. In short, you
have to choose between him and me,”

Audrey was sllent. She was deeply agltated;
her lips trembled nervously, Miss Tredegar
surveye:d her face a moment, and then turned
to Philip.

# [ presume yott have explained you position
and prospecis clearly o my niece ?” she asked
abruptly. .

¢ Audrey Is aware that I have been unsue.
cansful abroad ; but, if I could not maintain my
wife, I should never have asked Audrey to
marry me,” he replied, haughtily ; and then he
fixed his eyes, full of eagernses, upon the girl.

The interval seemed an age. At last, with a
shy but exquisite grace, Audrey went forward,
and placed her handa in Phllip's,

The action was sufficient. Pollip stooped and
kissed her with tremualous lips, Perhaps Miss
Judith had expected this. She rose from her
shair, and begun to gather her papers together,
Aundrey sprang towards her, bursting into tears,
aond claaping her hands with passionate gesturs,-

« Oh, aunt Judith,” ghe cried, you have been
so good to us all, and I am very, very grateful
indeed ; but I do love Philip so muach, Ald-=
doun’t be angry—but I would rather be poor
with Pnilip than rich without him.”

Tie words and tone went to Miss Judlth’s
heart. It was not her way 1o be tender, or she
might have yielded to the lmpulse that
stirred her, anl taken the agitated girl in her
arms, a3 & mother. As it was, she said in a
tone that was, if possible, a trifle more cold
than usual—

“Very well, my dear—just as you please ;
and, taking up her pupers, she left the lovers
together. Bat outside the door tho stern woman
paused, one jeweled hand covering her eyss, as
her thoughts went back to a chapterin her own
iife which forty years ago had been ¢nacted ja
this very room.

Aod Audrey — frightened, blushing, bappy
Andrey—was wrapped in the strong and tender
arms of her lover ; and, leaning ou his breast
while he pressed warm kisses on her lips, she
knew the meaning of the rapturous silence,
broken only by Philip’s loug and tremulous
sigh.

CHAPTER V., AND LAST,

One month later the ddn dhone on Audrey's
wedding.day, Miss Judith had fulfiled he#
promise of giving the wed ling-breakfast and a
wedidln ~.dress, which latter—by Anirey’s espe-
cial wish—was of the plaiuast and simplest
kind. ¢ It would only hurt Pbilip's feelings to
see m2 in satin and lace, knowing that he will
not.be ab'e to give me such ovstly things,” she
thowzht ; for of her future life she Knew literal-
ly nothing, save that {t was to be speut with
Phillp, which was all Audrey cared to Know,

During the past four weeks Phillp hal been
absent on business of his own, and on bis return
—on the eve on his marriage—hws was struck
by the chinge in Lenore—the lily-white face,
the lanzu.d voles, the listless step, above all the
transparent skin, pained Philip inexpressibly.
He spoke 1o Audrey about this changs, and
Aulrey forthwith féll upon his breast, weaping
passionately ; bat Philip failed to draw a syl-
lable from his betrothed relative to thes change
in her nister. Perhaps had Plhilip Bivarl seen
the look that Lenure exchangel with Austin
Kinglake on the following moruniayg, while the
latter read the marriage servio:, anl notel the
quivering Hp of the oue anl the expression of
almost bitter resignation on the face of tho
other, ha might lLave read the secret of poor
Lenora’s altered looks,

Upon their retura from chureb, Pdlip Bayard
took his wife to the libcary, and seatei her on
the sofa.

¢« Stay here for a few minuates, Aulrey,” he
sald, RKissing her gravely ; and thea he lafi the
room, retucning ja a shorg tim: with Miss Tre-
degar, fallowed by Jaitet und Loanore.

Never had Phitip Biyard loox=d so haodsome
as at thix moment, [Lis blue eyas wore bl with
happiness, his thin arlstocratic face wn%sllgmly
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fl1shed, his attitule at once easy and command. |
ing. Miss Judith, regaiding him beneath her
bent brows, thought 8o ; Juliet, whose yeliow-
erowned head was held a trifie bi_her, thought
€0 ton, with a sore bitterness nt her heart.

Phiiip took up his position beside his wife,

¢ 1 want to beg your attention for a few mi-
nutes,” lie sald, easily, % for I have n little matter
to explain before leaving you. Miss Tredegar, I
have been acting under false enlors 3 Ihave led
youto believe that { am a friendless and penni-
less wanderer, That I:un friendless, as fur as ties
of kinired are concerned, Isreally true ;5 tnatI
am penniless is not. But, though I am wealthy,
1t 13 not due to my success abroad. I owe my
wealth to the death of my father’s elder brother,
8ir Geotlrey Bayard. As iy uucle has outlived
his children, as my own father is dead, I find
myself heir to the title and estates. I learned
my good fortune quite by accident. Happening
to take up a newspaper fn a eating.house in
New York, I found gn advertisement headed by
my own name, in which the advertiser re.
quested my immediate return to England on
matters of business: Finding the name of the
famlily lawyer appended to the advertisement,
I returned, and am happy to say that I found
the inquiry was genuine. 1 owe this explana-
1ion to you, Miss Tredegar, and I apologise for
keeping you in wilful ignorance, but "—there
was a long pause, and tuen Philip continued, in
lower tones, ¢ I wished to win my wife for my-
self alone. Audrey, my darling "—he bent over
the white veiled tigure as he spoke—# it is to no
lowiy home—to no bitter struggle for daily
bread—that I am takiog you, though, thank
Heaven, if it had been §0, you were willing to
share it with me. Audrey, my sweetest wife,
look up. Let me be the first to call you by the
name you are to bear from this glad and happy
day—Lady Bayard.”

L] . L4 * L] - . L L d L]

“ Audrey,” said Philip, his eyes dancing with
irrepressible mirth as he leaned back in a first
class carringe opposite his wife on their way to
the beautiful Cumberland home that was his
and bhers now—« Audrey, how little I once
thought I should ever play the ¢ Lord of Buar-
leigh,’ and Audrey, whatever would my feelings
be if you tock. it into your head to enact the
¢ Lady of Burleigh’ ?”

»1 never should,” was the demure reply,
“ because, Philip, if I ever found the burden of
my honor too heavy, I should shift it on to
your shoulders.

L] . * L L4 L L * L] .

On the library couch lay Lenore., Miss Judith
bad found her there after the guests were goue,
in a fainting fit. She was better now, but her
dress was scarcely whiter than her face.

* She must have a change,” said the doctor to
Miss Judith. « Take her to the Isle of Wight,
She is suftering from debllity, and needs toue.”

When h? was gone Miss Tredegar weut to
Jullet’s room and repeated his words to her
niece. Juliet heard in silence, and then, lifting
her eyes looked full 1n her aunt’s fuce—

¢ Annt Judith,” she said, steadily—and some.
thiug ia the sad white r.ce riveted Miss Judith's
attention— that witl not cure my sister. You
and I know what has robbed her young life of
its sunshine and ade her what she is to-night,
Itis I who am to blame, for I urged her—ga
weak, coufiding child—to be false to her own
heart. But ob, I have done very wrong all
throuxh ; yet, if it were only myself who had
to suffer, 1 wouid not complain,”

She covered her eyes, and a convulsive sob
shook her frame,

s+ 1 can see now,” ghe went on, sadly, ¢ how
wrong I have been, L:t Lenore marry ihe man
she loves, and, If the years briug trouble for
them, let 1them beur it together ; 1t wiil belight
enouzh with love (o bear them up, There wis
trouble enough in our lmme—xlckness, poverty,
debt ; yet fn the darkest diys I never saw a
look on my mother's face like that which Le-
nory’s has worn lately,  And”—ihe gir’s voice
was full of unutterable woe—¢ amid alf [ had to
suffer In those days, my beart never knew a
pPaln 80 bitter as that wbich filled jt when 1
slood by 1o-d1y and saw the man I love, and
who unce loved me, mariied to another.”

Sbe kpoke truly—the pr.de was crushed aut
last,  She rtood, a sorrowful, guffering womnan,
but nobler in this hour than she had ever been
before.

Miss Tredegar knew 1it. Jullet’s words in
their bare, pathetic truth, touched a chord in
the stern heart that for so long had been petri-
fied. SBomething of this she had felt when
Audrey had suid, « I would rather ba poor with
Pullip than rich without him.” The floo.igates
of her tears were unlocked. After loug years
once more the stern woman wept, :

« Child, ebild, you are right ! Heaven for-
glve me if I have spoilt your life too ! ”

1 alone am to blame, aunt Judith, I valued
riche+ and position more than truth and hones.
ty,” said Juliet, with a sad amile, « But, thank
lleaveu, it I8 not 100 late to save Lenore from
such a fate. It was I who came between her
and Au-tin Kinglake ; it shall be my task to
repair the wrong.”

She kept her word. It was Jullet’s delicate
tact that brought the young curate back to Le.
nore’s side ; it was Juliet’s tender care and de-
votion that helped tlo restore the glowing color
o the cbiidish face, and the light of happiness
to the young eyes.

Tnere came a day at last when Lenore, res.
tored now to perfect bealth, went out from Miss
Tredegar's house a happy bride ; and not even
Jullet or Audrey—who had come from Cumber

land with Pbilip to be present at the wedding-—

kissed the sweet face of the girl-bride more
lovingly than did aunt Judith,

L L] L] L L . . L4

At Mellieote Hoase now Miss Judith lives
with her niece, Juliet Woadville; but very
often—especially in the summer—the old corri-
dors and glades echo to the voices of happy
children—Audrey’s children and Lenore’s.

Both of the married slsters live in Cumber.
land, for Sir Philip Bayard has presented Austin
Kinglake with a luerative living, which he
owns near his own estate; but every year the
children of both houses pay a long summer
visil to aunt Judith, whom they dearly love,
while they perfectly adore their younger aunt,
Juliet, whose praises they never weary of sing-
ing.
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THE OPHICLEIDE PLAYER.

—

CHAPTER I.

—

Pacing the little jetty of the Suffolk fishing
village of Seaborne were two persons deepty
engaged in conversation.

The evening was ca!m and cool, the sea still
as a pond, with scarcely a ripple on its surface.

The men, who were walking on the pier
were brotbers. The elder, Recuben Twyford,
was a tall, thin man of ahout thirty, dressed in
a suit of black which had about it something of
a clerlcal appearance. Benjamin Twyford, the
younger, was about the midudle heigut, broadly
built, with a large, open, bronzed countenance
that beamed with good humor., He w.s attired
in the usual style of the beiter class of fisher-
men; and as lLe strode along, his hands thrust
iuto his pockets, the roll in his walk told he
was more used to the sea than the land.

“Itell you, Ben,” said the elder, “you are
wrong to remain a fisherman. Think what our
father would have said to it ? Although your
education 1is not so good as I could wish, it is
far above that of the men with whom you
mix.”

¢« Look here, Reub,” replied Ben; #there is a
great difference between you and me. I was
not made for books; I don’t like them. You
might send me te college, but you’d never make
me learn. You can—you take after father.”

* Yes,” sald Reub, somewhat bitterly; «I do
take after father; he was a gentleman.”

For a moment, Ben stood still, and gazed into
Reuben’s face as if overcome with astonish-
ment; then placing his hand gently on his
brother’s arm, he said, in a kindly, but re-
proachful, voice, ¢ Yes, Reub. You take after
father; I afier our mother. Don't forget that,
Reub,”

“No, no;of course not,” sald Reuben hurri-
edly. + Bat, st 1l, you know that our father was
a gentleman, and—-"

“Our mother was the daughter of a fisher-
man : that's what you mean, Re:ubj; sosay itout,
like a man, IVs true, our grandfather had se-
veral smuacks; sti.l, he was only a fisherman,
I know you ure more clever than I am. You've
not only taken after father, but have got his
place as schoolmaster, I say, Reub, it must be
# grand thing to have all tke boys touch their
hats as you pass, ¢h 2"

“Isee you will not speak in earnest,” said
Reub, ¢ und, thercfore, I will not press the mat-
ter now. Anti so, good night; unless you are
comingup town,”

s Not yet,” replied Ben; «I must g0 down to
the boal first; and after that, I shall have to
play with the bund by the parsonage,

“Tha jdea of wasting your time and breath
blowing on that wretched ophicleide ! urged
Reub, with contempt, Come with me; I'm
golng Lo uncle’s to give Jeuny her lessons, and
you had bet er join us.” .

“Noj; I must keep my word with the lads,
for they can’t get on without me, Much as you
may Jeer at my ophicleide, the ladies and gen-
Uemen from London, who were staying at the
parson’s last summer, said I was the best
player they bad ever tieard.”

¢ No doubt you are. But what pleasure can
the harmony of empty sounds give when cone-
trasted vith the beauly of language, wherein
sound and sense are combined ? In literature,
man’s busy life, his manifold actions, his good
an i evil passions, are iliustrated, and, therefore,
grand lessons are thought by it; but what good
does music do? ”

‘Perhaps you are right,” sighed Ben, as he
leaned over the side of Ltha pler, aud gazed into
the water., «I don't understand these things;
siiil, when I take up my dear old ophicleide, I
8eem a different man, A hundred little voices
whisper to ne what the music is describing. My
brother, sometimes, whean I have been playing
a melaucholy piece, the composer’s meaning
8eem to huve been borne in upon me so strong-
Iy, that I bave crled like a child.”

Reuben Twyford gazed in astonishment at
his brother, but remained silent.

¢ You see, Reub,” continued Ben, after a pause,
“1 am nought but a fool, with strange fancies ;
you are a genius; and when your great book
comes out in London, you will most likely make
your fortune, and wiil leave Seaborne ; while I
shall remain here,'a poor fisherman, truly, but
a conteuted, happy man.”

“If ever I succeed as an author, and a few
days must show, trust me, Ben, I will never
forget you.” .

¢« 1 do trust you, Reub, and would do anything
to please you; even learn If I could, but I
can’t,”

‘“You must try.
Jenny 2?7

“No; I may call
for the present.”

The brothers shook hands, and Reub walked
in the direction of the vi.lage, Ben gazing after

Have you any mecssage for

there later on; 50 good-bye

him.
“There goes one of the cleverest lads alive,”
he said. + His book s a wonder; but he's patd

a prelty penny to get it published, and says it
will make his fortune, so that’s all right. Yet
I wish he didn’t seem 85 fond of Jenny. It would
break my heart to see that girl marry any one
but myself. Perhaps he only fancies her as a
cousin should.” .

Consoling himself with these thoughts Ben-
Jamin Twyford bent his steps towards the vil-
lage, where, with some of his companijons, he
intended practising his music.

CHAPTER II.

Reuben Twyford soon arrived at his uncle’s
cottage, and finding Jenny alone, asked her to
commence her lessons for, like a true school-
master, he loved to be teaching,

Jenny Shelton, a plump, merry girl of about
eighteen, was one of those strange mixtures of
wisdom and frivolity seldom found except in
only daughters, who at an early age have had
the charge of the house in consequence of their
mother’s death. In alldomestic matters Jenny
was a8 sage as any matron; but she was as
ready for an innocent flirtation or quiet plece
of mischief as any girl in the village.

Demurely she got her books, and sat herself
down by her cousin, listening to his explanation
with seeming, if not real, attention. Now and
then her pretty little hand would wander up to
her rosy lips to hide a yawn; which, when no-
ticed by Reuben, caused him to close his book
Pettishly, saying, «I see you are tired, Jenny,
so I will not proceed. I can’t tell how one can
wish to be ignorant.”

“I am sure I try
Jenny, timidly.

“You could if you liked; but you let your
mind wander too much. Only tue other day
when I was showing you how to conjugate a
verb, you confessed to thinking about the bread
in the oven.”

“ Well, the verb conld not 8poil, but the bread
could,” answered the pupli, archly.

“1 fear you will never be the scholar I wish.”

“No!” replied Jenny, with a faint sigh, Then
added, with a malicious smile, “ Why don't you
teach Ben? "

‘“He won't learn,
ophicleide to play.”

“Ah, but how beautiful he manages it!”
cried Jenny, clapping her hands,

“Yes, and what good s it when all is done?”

“I don’t know yet; I hate lessons,” sald
Jenny, petulantly.,

“I must speak to you seriously. 1 feel that
it is my dury to read you a lecture.”

* Bother lectures, and books, too—I detest
them! I have tried to learn your stupid, dry,
old stuff, but find a good love-s.ory worth all
your useful knowledge put together! I hate
pecple who are a'l head and no heart | »

As she concluded, Jenny rose abruptly from
ber seat, and openiog the front door, stepped
into the little garden, where leaning against
the wall, she gazed at the rising moon, in pretty
sulkiness.

Reuben looked after his cousin in a half-start.
led manuer, ior he had never seen her 8o cross
before. lle slowly placed the books together,
then walked out and stood by her side.

“Jenny,” he said in a grave voice, “I am
sorry to see this tem per.”

“1t s enough to make any one cross to be
talked toas Iam!” avswered Jenny pouting.

“But it is the only way you can be taught.”

“1 don't want to be taught! Iam no longer
a child, to be treated in this manner!”

, l;‘! "our conduct to-night is excessively child-
S,

*If you do not like it, you can g0 1" replied
Jenny, who was really getling cross.

Reuben remalned silent for a moment, aod
in the stil'ness of the bight the band could be
heard distinetly.

« I suppose you are listening to the music ?”
he said, contemptuously,

“Yes, I am ; and wish 1 were close to iL.”

“I will take you there, ir you like.”

“And lecture me the who.e way. No I would
sooner be alone !

“It strikcs me you do not know what you
want !” said Reub, angrily ; « soI will leave you
until are in a better tem per.”

Reuhen Twyford bowed coldly to his cousin,
and then strode rapidly away in the contrary
direction to that from which tbe strains came,

Jenny watched him as he passel down the
street, and her heart smote her for having been
unkind. She kuew, with all his faults, he wag
thoroughly Bood-hearted, and would do any-
thing for her; soshe stood Sorrowfully gazing
a: bim until a tarn of the rosd hid him from her
view,

While she was looking after Reuben, her
cousin Ben appro.ched unpercelived jn the oppo.
si]te l¢‘lllre¢(.|ou, la.nd touchiog her lightly on the
shoulder, exclaimed “
thoughts, Jenny 1 » ! A pemny for your
anThe {)Ol:n: glirl started, and turned round fn

ger; but his merry fac
spite of hersely. ¥ face made her smile, in

“They’re not worth the mon ”»
huslheg. :1' l!)ecause they were abof,’l'yf,: " She

“Indeed l—and what
such consideration ? » at have Idone _t.o merlt

“1 was thinking how sill
your ime blowing that

to learn, Reuben,” said

as he has that wretched

Y you are to waste
foolish old ophicleide.”

# Come, come, Jenny,” interrupted Ben; «1
see you and R-ub have been talking about me.
Bat you don’'t dislike my playing, do you?"

¢No, Ben; T think all innocent amusements
#ood and right; and you don’t bother people
with you s”

*1 uppose you mean that rab for Reub?”
laughed Ben. ¢ He's been giving you a lesson,
eb ?”

“Yes. Have you come to do the same
thing?” .

*Not to-night, Jenny,” replied Ben, gaily.
Then, suddenly changing his manner to one of
eager earnestness, he addded, ¢ And yet there
is one thiog I should like to teach you, or learn
myself,

“Gracious me! What a puzzle, Ben! You
must have learned that from Reuben; it can's
be your own!”

«I learned it from my heart, Jenny,” replied
Ben. «Ishould like to teach Yyou to love me
more, or learn to love you less. If you knew
how a smile from you has made me happy for
days—how I have dreamed of you whilst at seg,
and prayed for you both night and day, 1do
tuink you would have pity on me.”

“Why, Ben, you have become quite a poet!”
laughed Jenny. ¢« You will be writing a book,
like Reub, soon.”

“Not much chance of that, Jenny. But I
would not care what I did, so that you were
by me. I'lldo anythingif you will ouly love
me.,”

Jenny gazed into her cousin’s face, and saW
poor Ben was in terrible earnest.

“Why, Bep, what is the cause of this sudden
chance ?” ghe asked,

“You see, Jenny, I—I'm going away,” sald
Ben, in A low voice. « It isn't for long ; but the
shortest hour seems a month to me when I'm
not by you. So how I shall pass a week or LWO
at a distance, 1 don’t know.”

*Why, where are you going?” she asked,
showing more anxiely than she intended:
“Surely you have not been foolish enough 10
take old Robertson’s offer to command bhis col
ler?”

“ Do you think I would do that when you told
me not to?” was the reproachiful reply. «NOy
Jenny; I bave only to £9 as far as London., You
8ee, we want some new instruments for ouf
band, and the parson and one or two moré
gentlefolk have subseribed for them. Some one
must go to buy them, and the choice has falleD
on me, They say I play better, and know more
of musie, than any of them. I'm to starb by
the first train from Lowestoft to-morrow.
must away to-nizht, to get over there {n timej -
but I wouldn't leave without saying good-bye
to you and endeavoring to learn my fate.”

“Learn your fate?” she mused, turning the
sand with her foot, and looking down. ¢ don’t
understand vou."” .

¢ Not understand me, Jenny? Imean Ican't
go until I know if you love me. I know 1'm
only =& rough fellow, without fine words ; but
love you with all my heartand soul; and if
yowll give me your hand, I will make you 8
fuithful, fond, tender husband.”

As he spoke, he held out his large brown hand
to Jenny, who still, with looks eist down and
flushed face, stool silently betore him.

For a moment, the strong man trembled, 88
he stood, with outstretched palm, waiting fOF
her decision ; but the next minute, she rlipped
her pretty fingers into -his hand. He gras
them, and drew her to his breast.

Who can describe the first hour of {ransport
that all feel waoen they love, and know tuey 8ré
beloved ?

89, when Ben recovered from his excess ofioyg
and was about to part from Jenny, he found !
was 50 late he would only have iime to pic
up a few things, and start at once. e there
fore asked his cousin 10 inform lus broiher O
the commission he bad to ex-cute jn LondoB
and was rather pleased than otherwise ub ha3v"
ing an excuse for not seeiug him, since he ‘V“;
preity certalo to inveigh ugainst a journey tuk®
for such an object. he

Having completed these arrangements, ed
Kissed Jenny, and, with a light Leart, hasted
towards his own cottage.

CHAPTER 111,

A month passed away, and stjl] Ben rem’“’:'
ed in London, He wrote oue or two short ‘eas
ters to Jenny and Reub, telling them he ¥ g
engaged to play at several coucerls, aud hintit J
at some wondrous good fortune which had bhap
pened to bim,

At length, Jenny received n very short n
informing her of Beu's immediate return,
his intention of calling on her directly. t1le

With beating heart, she awaited ju the 1i
garden the coming of her lover. of

But so absorbed was Jenny in the beauty
the scene, over which the moon cast its cal~r1?e'
sllvery light, and her own thoughts, that 5
Was not aware of Ben’s approach until he st
before her, x-

¢* Lor’, Ben, how you did frighten me, she €
clatmed, with a siart. bt

* Frighten you! Am1I so ugly, then I thoug
you would have been waiting to me.” -

*“And whom else do you think I was walting
to meet?” demanded Jenny, with a sly smile

‘ Bless you, darling!” Ben sunatched & k‘ss,;
aod then sall quickly, « How is my brother
He never wrote to me.” ,

A slight shadw of sorrow passed over Jenny'd
face as she replied. b

¢ I don't know how to answer you, Ben ! Rell
seems changed since you left. A few days 8¢°
he came as usua! in the evening, and sat dOW’;
by my side, but never spoke. I asked him if B

ote,
and
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was unwell; or if I had offended bim ; he only
answered ¢ No;’ but still remained gloomy and
sullen. Thinking to distract his attention and
please him, I took down my books, and brought
them to him for a lesson. With a scornful laugh,
he darted across the room, and hastily left the
cottage.”

« He must be il1!” said Ben. anxiously, I
will go to him at once!”

«You will come in and see my father first,”
said Jenny; « besides, you have not told us the
good news you hinted at in your letters!”

«Not told you!” exclaimed Ben. « Well, I
never could write a letter properly; but I did
not think I was as bad as all that! Never mind,
it won’t take long to tell; and while I am doing
ity I can let uncle know that we are engaged,
and that we must be married soon. One kiss
before we go in, though, Jenny—just to give me
courage.”’ ’

After this, the lovers, hand-in-hand, entered
the cottage, where they found the parent enjoy-
ing his evening pipe and a glass of grog.

« Why, Ben, lad! come back at last, have
you ? ! was the greeting of old Shelton, shaking
hands warmly with his nephew, ¢I'm glad to
see youagain; but what kept you solong in that
dirty, smoky place, London, eh, lad ?”

« London’s not so dirty as you think, uncle,
It’s a fine place, and a noisy one; but folk soon
get used to it ; and then there are such sights to
be seen, such building, such horses and carriages;
and oh ! such beautiful ladies !’

«Ben!” sald Jenny, archly, and her lover
paused.

« But what have you been doing there, lad ?”
inquired Shelton. ¢ I know it’s a fine place to
spend money in, but I did not think you were
the lad to waste your cash, and get your head
turned with such like vanities?”

« Youw're right there, uncle ! ”” replied Ben. ¢ I
stopped in London to make money, not to
spend it!1” .

«You must have been a sharp lad indeed if
you did that,” rejoined old Shelton.

« All I can say is, I have made money, and a
good sum too!” .

« Well, light your pipe, fill your glass, and tell
us all about it !” said old Shelton.

Ben, obeying bis uocle’s command, entered
into the minutest particulars about his stay in
the metropolis, stating, that when he got there,
he went to the shop in Regent Street where he
was to purcbase the musical instruments, and
soon made his outlay In the goods he required.
But Jjust as he was about to leave the shop, he
happened to see an ophicleide which was in the
window. It was such a beauty, he could not
resist the temptation of trying it. He preferred
his request for permission, which was readily
granted by the shopman. Never before had he
touched such an instrument; he could do any-
thing with it, and played away without think-
ing, when, suddenly a side-door opened, and a
little gentleman—his face lathered ready for
shaving—popped his head in the shop, and
asked who was playing. The query surprised
him, and recalled him to his senses, Ben was
about to apologize, when he was asked politely
to follow the speaker upstairs, and take the
ingtrument with him.

He was ushered into a handsomely farnished
sitting-room, out of which led a bed-room, in
which the little gentleman—who was a foreigner
—finished his tollet, asking Ben his name, busi-
ness, and a hundred other questions. He then
made him sit down to breakfast, and during the
meal talked of nothing but music, Ben, of
course, felt quite at home.

‘When they had finished the repast, Ben was
desired to play over several pleces of music se-
lected by his entertainer. Though he had never
seen them before, he was able to please the
listener 8o very much, that be told him he was
the great Lafond, the composer and leader, and
asked him to play at a concert that day week,
for which he promised him five pounds.

The offer was refused, on the ground that he
was anxious to return to Seabourne. .

The little man was not so easily put off, He
pointed out to Ben it was unwise to decline, as
his forte was music, and fortune was within his
reach.

The astonisbed fisherman laughed incredul-
ously ; but an offer of six guineas a-week, for
two years, to play when and where required,
with travelling expenses, made him hesitate;
not at the smaliness of the salary, butwith utter
amazement at. the liberality of the professor.
Assured, however, of its genulness, Ben gleefally
accepted, and an engagement, in acoordance
with these stipulations, was drawn up and duly
signed. '

« His duties commenced immediately, and he
played almost nightly, with increasing success,
at concerts given for the most part by Mr.
Lafond, to the great satisfaction of that gentle-
man, his own pecuniary profit.

“The first two * off-nights,” as they call them,
he hurried down to Seabourne, to tell the news,
and to ask consent to marry Jenny directly.

When Bea concluded his startling narrative,
the old man shook him warmly by the hand.

« Hoity, toity 1" said he; ‘this is a nmoe finish
to your story, indeed! 8o I’'m to be left alone,
while you run off with my little Jenny? Who
do you think will look after the old man when
she 18 gone 7"

« But you will go with us, sir,” Ben broke in.
« Of course, she wouid not leave you.”

« I suppose I must consent,” said old 8helton,
rising. ¢ But we must uot be in & harry. You
have to return to London in a day or two; we
will follow you in a fortnight, and then matters
can be arranged. Somehow, I don't like leaving
Reub, though.””

« You can bring bim with you,’’ proposed Ben.

«I know he wishes to be in London ; besides,
his book must be out by this time, and said he
should go to town then.”

« 1 know nothing about his bnok,” said
Shelton, gravely. ¢ All I can say is, he seems
much altered lately. He won’t speak to a soul
unless he’s obliged to, but keeps himself shut
up in the lone school-house, with not a person
near him. Do you know, Ben, I think 'he’s not
right in his head. There's a strange hollowness
in his voice, and he has a wild glance that I
don’t like. He’s changed wonderfully of late.”

«I sincerely trust you are mistaken,” Ben
exclaimed, with some uneasiness. «1 have
noticed that on many points my brother seemed
carried away to an extent that appeared almost
ridiculous, Indeed, I fear he studies too much.”

s« Perhaps you're right, Ben; but he’s a very
different man to what he was.”

Ben was greatly depressed by this intelli-
gence, and soon after he took his leave, and
hastened to see his brother.

When he arrived at the school-house he
rapped at the door, but not receiving an answer,
raised the latch, and entered the room with a
quick step, but paused at the sight he beheld,

Seated at one end of the table, on which the
upper part of his body rested, was Reuben
Twyford, his arms outstretched, and his hands
clenched. Before him was a black bottle and a
glass ; several newspapers were ttered about,
and at his feet were two books, thelr leaves
orumpled and torn.

The pale light of the oil lamp fell over this
scene, giving it a weird, desolate look. At first,
Ben thought his brother was asleep, and
approached him gently ; but Reuben sprang to
his feet, making Ben recoil at the sight of his
ghastly face.

«What is the matter, Reuben ?” he asked,
with an evident distrust at the answer he
expected.

«80,” cried Reub, with a hollow laugh, “ you
have come at last to crow over me—to tell me
of your success, and laugh at my downfall 1 ”

«]1 do not understand you, Reub. I came to
tell you some good news,” was the quiet reply.

«Good news? Oh, I know all about it! Ha,
ha, ha! They pay s man to blow a wretched
trumpet, whilst genius i8 left to starve. The
papers go into raptures over his performances,
whilst they laugh at a work which is the result
of years of study and thought.”

Groaning as if in pain, he threw himself back
in his chair, and leant on the table in the same
altitude as that in whieh his brother had discov-
ered him,

« What has happened, Reub?” demanded
Ben, kindly, as he drew a chair up to the table.
«I've only now come back from London, and
therefore have not heard anything of your
aTRirs.”

«London!” repeated Reub; with a sneering
laugh-—s¢ a good, just ‘place that is, where they
lead & man into bankruptcy, and then hound
him on to madness! Curse it!” he muttered,
seizing one of the newspapers. ¢ Look here—
that. One will do, for they sing the same song—
¢ trash, presumption, ignorance.’ One fellow
asks, ¢ How can a country schoolmaster know
good society ?’ Ha, ha! These critics are very
clever !

«Ben read the part of the paper pointed out to
him, and found a critique wherein his brother’s
book swas severely handled, being held up to
ridicule as a piece of absurdity. While he was
thus engaged, Reub, with feverish- anxiety,
poured out glass after glass of brandy from the
bottle, which he drank rapidly.

¢- Dear Reub, I am very sorry for this—indeed,
I am,” observed Ben, sorrowfully, as he laid
down the paper. ¢ But you must not despair.
You say you have heard of my good luck. Share
it with me; I have sufficlent for all. We wiil
go to London, and there you will have a greater
fleld open for your talents. You must suceeed. I
feel certain you will,”

A quick flush, as if of hope, passed over
Reuben’s face, but it was gone in an instant;
and, Ssking his brother’s proffered hand, he
said, mournfully, ¢ No, lad, no! I have no am-
bition now, and but one hope left—to live and
die in peace and unknown! They have broken
my pride—my heart,—Ben. «Ob, if you had
known how I loved that book! But it’s all over
now-—all over!” said Reub, and he emptied his
glass and refilled it.

« Nonsense. Reub; while there’s life there’s
hope!” replied Ben, gently, preveniing his
brother drinking again.

«Yesn; I, too, hrve one hope. I have told you
that I have given up ambition. Never again
will I court the public favor. 1 am determined
to remain down here, to attend to nothing but
my schooi!”

“But you cannot remain alone,” urged Ben.

«No, Ben; I have no intention of being
alone,” replied Reub. ¢ You will, of course, go
to London, where, I see by these papers, a for-
tune awalts you. I shall remain here, and take
Cousin Jenny as my wife. I had longed to offer
her riches and fame: that can never be. But
Jenny is a good girl, and loves me, so I will be
coxtent.” : .

‘Ben gazed at his brother. What could hesay?
What oould he do? At length Reub, struck with
his silence, looked up; and beheld his changed
face.

 Why, Ben, what 18 the matter? are you not
well ? " he asked. '

#Oh, Reub, Reub, my poor Reub, how can I
tell you?” replied Ben. ‘I must speak, and yet
Idarenot!”

¢ What is the meaning of this?” exclaimed
Reub, springing to his feet, trembling. ¢« Speak !
Do not keep me in suspense ! Does what you
have to say concern Jenny ?*’ hd

« It does,’” was the sad response.

« She is well, 18 she not ?”

« Listen, Reub—hear what I have to say, and
bear it like a man. Jenny cannot be your wife ;
she is engaged to me!”

As it struack by a thunderbolt, Reub feil
back into his chair. For gome time he remain-
ed with his face buried in his hands, sobbing
like a child; but when Ben approached him,
he sprang to his feet, and turning upon his bro-
ther, exclaimed. ¢So you, my brother, have
been in the conspiracy against me; and Jenny,
too! She whom I loved with all my soul; she
for whom I was ambitious! Oh, how I have
longed to tell her my troubles; whichshe alone
could comfort! And now I find her false with
the rest! I have noone now to trust and confide
in! My love, my brother, my hopes,all turn from
me! I am alone in the world ! ”

« Do not speak in that way,” sald Ben ; ¢ no
one has tried to betray you. Trast me—-"

« Trust you!” ejaculated Reuben—+ you who
have deceived me more than all! My dreams
of happiness are wrecked by you. I see your
wish. You would lock me up in a madhouse, 8o
that your baseness should not be discovered.
But all shall know it! I will fling myself at
Jenny's feet ! S8he will—she shall save me !”

Springing past his brother, he rashed to the
door, but before he could reach it, sank senseless
to the ground.

Ben lost no time in fetching some neighbours,
and then hurried off for the doctor, with whom he
returned in a few mlautes, but, alas! too late;
Renben Twyford was dead !

«1 suppose, doctor, my poor brother's fit was
brought on by worry ?” asked Ben.

«Hem ; yes, and other causes.” Here the
doctor looked hard at the brandy-bottle. ¢ Your
brother was a very excitable man. The least
thing put him out of temper. Drink would have
8 dreadful effect on his brain; worry and
disappointment would aid it. The death was
caused by apoplexy. I will forward you a cer-
tificate to that effect. What caused the death
we must state ; what caused the disease no one
need know.”

In the cemetery of the quaint old fishery of
Seabourne repose ail that is earthly of Reuben
Twyford; his untimely end deeply deplored by
the tollers of the sea. Ben, and Jenny, and
Uncle Twyford pursue the even tenor of their
way : the ophicleide player and his family being
in the full enjoyment of the easy aflluence
which well directed energy places in the path
of talent properly applied.

SILWOOD GRANGE.

In a private room of the ¢ Swan Inn,” Ham.
ersham, two gentlemen were engaged in no
pleasant copversation.

«1am sorry re uarked one, addressing the
other, considerably his junior, who was pacing
the apartment; ¢ but as necessity has no law,
I must have the twenty pounds to-morrow,
Of e’

« Or what ? "demangled the second, turning
quickly towards him.

« 1 ghall be compeiled to place in John Ox.
ley's hand the cheque I hold, forgel by his
adopted son.”

The fair countenance of the listener became
dark with rage; his hand clenched; but evi-
dently aware of how useless was such ebuilition
of feeling, he restrained himself, and slowly
sald, « If you do that, Tom Chester, you will
spoil your own game, and ruin me.”

« You dring the ruin on your own head, my
deur fellow. Oertalnly you are cro!l. You first
pay me a just debt with a forged cheque, which
I—fortunately for you—discover before pre-
senting 1t to be rejected. I overlook that, and
now you want me to forego twenty pounds
more. Why don’t you ask John Oxley * You
told me once he could refuse you nothing.”

«Onece 1" repeated the other, sullenly. ¢ That
time has long passed.”

« I suppose,” laughed Chester, ¢ you were {00
generous in asking ?

« Far more 80 than he In giving,” replied Gil-
bert Bart. « I teil you my adopted father is as
great a miser as ever trol in shoe-leather, He
loves to hoard his money, to look at, and count
it. I am to inherit all at his death ; until whieh,
I must not exceed my allowanoce.”

« Board, lodging, and two hundred a year
pocket.money. Not bad to one who has no other
claim on him but that of being the son of the
woman he loved. I fancy the nephew he dis-
inherited for your sake, Burt, would be glad of
your place.”

« And I'll tell you what,” ejaculated the other,
resolutely ; ¢« say no more. He'lkget it. How, I
cannot imagine, but some of i doings must
have reached John Oxley’s ears. He often con-
verses upon vhe subject, and expresses oplnlons
I teel are levelled at me. And besides, his man-
ner is different.” .

« More reason, my dear fellow, for you at
once to pay this twenty. I'm not rich ; I can't
afford to lose it, and John Oxley might alter his
will.” .

Gilbert Burt's face changed at the suggestion.
He walked thoughtfully to the window.

John Oxley, the owner of Silwood Grange, was
sixty-five, and a bachelor. In his youth he had

loved devotedly ; but the object of his affection,

having bestowed her heart elsewhere, he mad
a vow of perpetual celibacy-—a resolution by no
means opposed by his relations.

Ten years later, however, the woman who
had won his heart dled within a few days of her
husband, leaving her only child Gilbert, an or.
phan. On the intelligence reaching John Ox-
ley, he adopted the boy, and brought him up as
his own son.

When, however, the lad grew to manhood he
was idle and dissolute to an extent which ill.
accorded with his foster-father’s notions, and
greatly estranged him from one who, for his
mother's sake, he would fain have shaped to his
own purpose.

But Oxley was forced to the conglusion that
Gilbert Burt took more after his father than his
mother. The disappointment grieved him more
than he cared tosay. Nevertheless, hoping for
amendiment when the wildness of youth was
passed, he retained him in favor, keeping a se-
cret watch on his proceedings, which brought
anything but a satisfactory result.

Thus & difference had risen between them,
and Gilbert Burt was assured if ever John Ox-
ley knew of the forged cheque, his ruin was cer-
tain.

“"He thought of this as he stood by th» window,
and conned over Tom Chester’s words, He shud-
dered at the idea. Never had it 8o forcibly pre-
sented itself to him, or seemed so probable. He
leaned his hot forehead agalnst the glass, and
pondered.

« Come, Burt, I want your answer,” broke in
his friend, who started at the haggard count-
enance abruptly turned upon him.

« Meet me here at twelve to-morrow, and you
shall have the money " said Gilbert ; and with-
out another word, he left the room.

Oa quitting the inn, he struck into the qulet
lanes of Hamersham. Maddened, driven to
desperation by his position he wandered about
till after dusk, when he returned to Silwood
Grange.

Euteriug the hall by a side door, he looked
around, then approaching the library door, list-
ened. Not a sound was to be heard, and turning
the handle, he entered.

The lamp was lighted ready for John Oxley’s
ocoming. The shutters were closed, the curtains
drawn,

Swiftly crossing the room, Gilbert Bart un-
fastened the former, and also undid the win-
dow, after which, he re-arranged the draperies,
as if guilt were already on hissoul. He hastened
from the apartment to his own, after ona
glance at the old bureau, in which reposed John
Oxley’s will, and well-filled cash box.

The hour was past one when the young man,
cautiously descending into the grounds from his
bedroom window by a trellis, went round to the
library. .

He kept in the shade; but once, when he had
to pass & patch of light, it might be seen he
wore & coat bultoned to the chin, and had a
gauze over his face.

He listened. There was profound silence.
Noiselessly he opened the library window, and
pushed theshutter back. All was dark within.
John Oxley had gone to his room. Assured of
this, he entered more confidently. There was
no one there. The fire gave forth light, and
flashed as with directing finger on the old bu.
rean. With beating heart the intruder advanced
to it, inserted an iron bar he brought in the
lock, and, with an effort, forced it open.

Already was his arm extended towards the
cash-box, when a hand, suddenly laid on his,
arrested him. )

« Thief—burglar ! ” cried a volce.

Gllbert Burt, turning, beheld John Oxley.

Affrighted, e strove to cast off the hold upon
him, Impossible ! ’

¢« No,” eJaculated the other; «I am old, but
strong. Yom shall not escape me.”

What was the detected thief to.do? Stay to
be identified and ruined ? No. Wait! There was
noneed. He read recogaition already in John
Oxley’s face before his startled lips pronouncad
his name—« Gilbert!"

«He still he!d the iron bar in his hand, which
he uplifted.

Suddenly, the firelight gleamed on the up-
raised weapon, It fell; and, with a heavy thud,
John Oxley sank to the floor.

Horrifled, the. would-be assassin stooped over
him, when approaching footstepa sounded in the
ante-room, and alarmed, he fled.

The next moment, the door was flung wide
open, and John Oxley’s old, confidential servant
rushed in.

On peroeiving the scene before him, he began
to call loudly for help, when, slightly raising
himself, John Oxley exclaimed, ¢ Hush—hush,
James! The thief—the slayer! But the villain
must not he taken, It is asnake I have warmed
in my bosom that has thus felled me. It isGil.
bert Bart, my adopted son. Hush! not a word.
My moments may be numbered ; I have none
to lose. Though, for hls mother's memory, he
shall go free of this crime, yet I have a duty to
perform to one I have wronged. Help me.”

With difficulty, he approached the bureau,
took out the will, and fiuug it in the fire.

« Now,” he exclaimed, as. he fell back in his
gervant's arms, «1f I die, I dle intestate. My
nephew, and not my would-be assassin, will in-
herit 8ilwood.”

. . . . .
" Gilbert Burt was never again seen In Hamer-
sham; and, to the surprise ofall but Tom Ches-

ter, John Oxley’s nephew i8 now regarded as his
uncle’s heir, and the future inheritor of 8iilwood

Grange,
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MATERNAL PATIENCE.

A mother’s patience always execites admira.
tlon, and sometimes fills one with utter aston-
ishraent. Perhaps all mothers are not alike
distinguished for this maternal excellence. But
when we think how many millions of human
beings have been born, nursed, cradled, washed,
clothed and fed through the helpless perliod of
infancy, and through the wayward years of
childhood, and remember how large a share of
the toil, care, and responsibility involved in all
this nursery work, has fallen to the lot of mo.
thers, and been performed by them with so fow
rebellious murmurs at the dispensations of ®ro.
vidence, and with 8o much apparent cheerful-
ness and good-will, we are persuaded that ma.
ternal patience is an inherent quality in mater-
nal history.

A man can comprehend something of a mother’s
love. He i8 not surprised at the deep joy which
thrills her bosom at the birth of her first-born.
He does not wonder that, when she first clasps
to her heart the babe she calls her own, she feels
all & mother’s pride. Her emotions of deep ten-
derness towards the little helpless belng jast
committed to her watchful care, &:y arise in
part from bebolding 4 new crea of Provi.
dence, and in part from the novelty of the fond
relationshlp which is just began. But it is more
difficult to account for the after-growth of pa-
tience which she manifests week after week,
month after month, and year after year, and
which seems not only to be daily renewed
from all weariness, but to be utterly inexhaus-
tible. .

While her babe is in early infancy, the mo-
ther incessantly attends to its wants. There is
not one to whose care she ventures to eatrust it

loug. Hour after hour &he does something to
promote4ts comforts. She holds it. She feeds it.

She talks to it. She changes 1(s apparel. She
folds its to her bosom. 8he sings the same un.
wearled lullaby, and continues the same mono-
tonous rocking of the cradle sometimes for a fall
hour, watching the balf-open eyes, and dreamy
smile of the little one whom she vainly seeks to
lull to healthful and calm repose. And when at
length her patience triumphs, and the happy
moment comes, and sleep descends on the dewy
lids of the child, she hastens to employ hpr
empty arms in the other numeroas and varied
duties of her h hold. Yet seldom for a mo.
ment does she venture to avert her eye or ear
from the cradle, where the babe of her bosom
drinks in its balmy slumber.

When unaccountable illness has made her
babe more than usually sensitive and fretfal, you

!
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have seen her, again and again, after unwearied
effort in rocking and slnging, lay her babe down
to rest in the cradle, and again and again run to
its little bed, drawn by its sudden and piercing
cry, and take itup and fold it to her bosom, and
sit down in her nursery chair to swing to and
fro to the music of her maternal lallaby, till
gentle sleep comes once more to her relief. And
yet her patience is not exhausted ; Indeed, it
seems sometimes that it gains fresh accessions
of strength every day. But the nature of that
fortitade which enables her to endure with pa-
tience, not merely the monotony of woman’s
lot, but the cares, the anxleties, and the trials of
maternity, must be to & man a most impene-
trable mystery.

Oh. the patience of a mother is a wonderful
endowment ! Its value is not yet fully appre.
clated, its history is yet unwritten. The more
1t is contemplated the more wondertul 1t ap-
pears. It is a quality resulting from that forti-
tude which seems peculiar to her sex—a quality
80 lovely and 8o amiable as to be equalled by
nothing eise.

-Gl
THE STUDIES OF NATURE.

¢ Stand out of my sunshine!” gsaid Diogenes
to Alexander, when the Greek monarch asked
what service he could render him. . Haughty
as the philosopher’s reply may sound, it merely
expresses the honest independence which every
highly-cultivated and well-balanced mind may
feel towards those who possess nothing better
than the accidental distinctions of rank or for.
tune. He indeed deserves our pity who needs
the condescending smile of the proud, or the
heartless flattery of the vain, either to rouse
him to exertionor warm him into happiness

The power of self-excitement is the most de-

sirable of all attaluments, and it is the most
rare, To love knowledge merely for its use-
fulness—to form and strengthen virtuous dis-
positions, with the hope of no other reward
than the deep tranquillity they bring—is a task
achieved by few ; yet 1t is the only simple and
dlirect road to lasting happiness. He who can
find intellectual excitement in the fall of an
apple, or the hues of a wild flower, may well
say to the officious world, «Stand out of my
sunshine ! ” To him Nature is an open volume,
where truths of the loftiest import are plainly
written ; and the temptations and anxieties of
this life have no power to cast a shadow on its
broad and beautiful pages. We do -not mean
that solitude is bliss, even where enjoyment is
of the purest kind. An eminence, that places
us above the hopes and fears, the joy and sor-
rows of social life, must indeed be an unenvia-
ble one; but that which pats us beyond the
reach of the ever-varying tide of circumstance
and opinion i8 surely desirable; and nothing on
which the mind can be employed tends so much
to produce this state of internal sunshine as the
study of Nature in her various forms,
Politics, love of gain, ambition of renown,
everything, in short, which can be acted uapon
by the passions of mankind, have a corroding
inflaence on the human soul. But Nature, ever
majestic and serene, moves on with the same
stately steps and beaming smile, whether a
mert¢hantman is wrecked or an empire over-
thrown. The evils of man’s heart pollute all
with which they can be incorporated ; but they
cannot defile her holy temple, The doors are
indeed closed agalnst the restless and the bad ;
but the radiant goddess is ever at the altar, will-
lng to smile upon all who are pure enough to
love her quiet beauty. Ambition may play a
mighty game; it may task the sinews of na-
tions, and make the servile multitude automa-
ton-dancers to its own stormy musio; but sun,
and moon, and stars, go forth on their sablime
missian independent of its power; and its ut-
most efforts cannot change the laws which pro-
duce the translent glory of the rainbow. Ava-
rice may freeze the genial ourrent of affection,
and dry up all the springs of sympathy within
the human soul; but it cannot diminish the
pomp of summer, or restrain the proligality
of autumu. Fame may lead us on in pursale
of glittering phantoms, until the diseased mind
loses all relish for substantial good; but it can-
not share the eternity of light, or the immor-
tality of the minutest atom. He who has
steered his bark ever so skilfully through the
sea of polities, rarely, ifever, finds a quiet haven.
His vexations and his triamphs have all been
of an exciting character; they have depended
on outward circumstances, over which he has
very limited power; and when the turbulent
scene has passed away, he finds, too late, that
he has lived on the breath of others, »nd that
happiness has no home within his heart. And
what is Lthe experience of him who has existed
only for wealth? who has safely moored his
riohly-freighted vessel in the spaciozs harbor
of successful commerce? Does he find that
happlness can, like modern love, be bought with
gold? You may see him hurrylog about to
purchase it in small quantities, wherever ths
exhibitions of taste and talent offer it for sale;
but the article 18 too ethereal to be baled for fa-
ture use, and it soon evaporates amid the emp-
tiness of his (ntellectual warehouse.

He that lives only for fameé will find that
happluess and renown are soarcely speaking
aoquaintance. Even If he could eatch the rain-
bow he has 80 eagerly pursued, he would find
its light fuctuating with each chauging sun-
beam, and tuding at the touch of every passing
cloud. Nor Is he who has wasted the energies
of his youth In disentangling the knotty skein
of controversy more likely to find the evening

of his days sarene and tranquil. The demon of
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dogmatism or of doubt may have grappled
him closely, and converted his early glow of
feeling, and elasticity of thought, into rancor-
ous prejudice or shattered faith. But the deep
streams of quiet thought and pure philosophy
gush forth abundantly from all the hiding-
places of Nature ; there 18 no drop of bitterness
at the fountain; the clear waters reflect none
of the Proteus forms of human pride ; and ever,
as they flow, their peaceful murmurs speak of
heaven. The enjoyment that depends on
powerful excitement saps the strength of man-
hood, and leaves nothing for old age but dis-
content and desolation. Yet we need amuse-
ments in the decline of life,®even more than in
its infancy; and where shall we find any so
safe, satisfactory and dignified, as battery and
barometer, telescope and prism ?

Electrie power may be increased with less
danger than man’s ambitton ; it is far safer to
weigh the air than a nelghbor’s motives ; it is
more disquieting to watch tempests lowering
in the political horizon, than it is to gaze at
voleanoes in the moon ; and it is much easier to
Separate and unite the colors in a ray of light,
than it is to blend the many-coloured hues of
truth, turned out of their course by the sharp
corners of angry controversy. Finally, he who
drinks deeply at the fountain of natural sclence,
will reflect the cheerfulne<s of his own spirit
on all things around. If the Sympathy of heart
and mind be within his reach, he will enjoy it
more keenly than other men; and if solitude
be his portion, he can, in the sincerity of a full
and pious mind, say to all the temptations of
fame and pleasure, « Stand ye out of my san-
shine!”

OUT-DOOR RECREATION.

About the manner of employing leisure, there
are different opinions, Some think that a young
man cannot better employ his evenings than in
Joining & mutual improvement or mechanics’
institute class, there to study drawing, mathe-
maties, chemistry, grammar, and the sciences.
Others say he ought to be at home improving
his mind by reading good books, and perhaps
attending a weekly prayer-meeting. Every one
will have his own idea of the proper employ-
ment of lelsure ; but all will be agreed that the
very worst use of leisure is to spend it in drink-
ing-places. -

What we wish to enforce here, 1s, that how-
ever profitable it may be for young men to cul-
tivate their minds during a portion of their lel-
sure time, it 18 of quite as great lm portance that
they should employ a still larger share of it in
the cultivation of their Physical health. We gus-
pect the necessity for this is often overlooked in
this country, We are very hard workers. In
towns espedigdly, we undergoa tremendous wear
and tear of braln. We thus too often exhaust the
springs of life at their very source; we become
prematurely old, wrinkled and gray; we cease to
enjoy life, because we have lost that healthy vi-
gor of the physlcal system which 18 necessary
for the fall enjoyment and use of life ; and then
we discover that health is a most, precious thing,
after we have lost it ! Our youth has gone,—our
vital energy has evaporated. We have fagzed at,
the desk, and pored over ledgers and day-
books, until we have, perhaps, become fall in
purie but diseased in lilver. We can b1y rich
viands enough, but have no longer teeth with
which to eat them. We can purchase musie, but
are not able now to dance to it, We can travel
“ first-class express ” into the most delictous
Scenery ; but alas! there is a twinge of the
great toe, or a « stitch ” 1n the liver, or a miser-
able dyspeptic green-sickness of mind and heart
which makes the lovellest scenes in
pid, meaningless, and uaweloome
maturely-debiiitated man, who has sacrificed hig
health and strength at the shrine of wealth,

It1s all very well to got rich. Whoever con-
fesses an aversion to belong to the class of rich
people, iIs a hypoorlie : at heart, he would be
rioh like other persons. Are not riches a source
of power, of honor, of ease, of enjoyment-—sach
a3 theyare ? And do not all men—ay, and wo-
men too—love these ? What we do say, how-
ever, s, that these must not be bought at too
great & price ; and to buy them at the cost of
our life—of our health, which is our llfe, and the
sourve of {ts enjoyment — i certatnly to buy
wealth and 1its rewards at far o high a price.

We would therefore recommend the young
men who havéof late years obtained greater
leisure, to apply¥ a considerable portion of the
time now disengaged from business to healthy
exercises and pleasant relaxations, For g clerk
who has been sittiog at a desk, or starding be.
hind a counter all day, to stew himself up in a
room with handreds of other breaths is anything
but wholesome — is Indeed most hurtful, not
only to body, butto mind. It is his physical sys-
tem that wants play and relaxation. His lunga
need expansion of fresh air. He requires ex-
ercise.
gentleman, recently a traveller
written thus:—« know of no.

habits of foreign nations which
struck me at first as so entirely new, as a love

for out-door sports. In Englahd, I did not
pass

through a village withoat f d'

gh b nding the green

;s and be |t remembered, not
D—men often of

" crowded with gentlemen, shooting, riding’or pe-
destrianizing through the mountains, and with
the zest and eagerness of boys let out of school.
On the Continent, with the exception of Hung-
ary, there is not such a passion for exciting
fleld-sports ; but the same love for the open air.
In Paris, a pleasant day will ill the Champs
Elysées with cheerful parties, sipping their cof-

; fee under the shade, or watching the thousand

- exhibitions going on in open assemblies. And

i In the provinces, every man who can have a

8pot six feet by ten in the fresh air, uses it tosip

his wine or take his ¢ potage’ therein. InGer-
many, the country houses seem to be made
without reference to in-door living, and people
everywhere take their meals or receive their
friends in balconies or arbors. Every city has its
gardens and promenades, which are constantly
full. There are open-air games, too, where old
and young take part ; and, in summer, the
studying-classes, or all who can get leisure, are
off on pedestrian tours, through the Harz,. or

Switzerland, or nearer home. There is through-

out Europe a rich animal love of open-air move-

ment, of plays and athletic sports, of which we

Americans, as a people, know iittle.”

—

NEWS NOTES.

Marshal Serrano was received with great en~
thustasm on his arrival at Madrid.

General Concha has been appointed General-
in-Chief of the Northern Army in Spain.

Railway companies between Chicago and
New York have advanced their rates 5e. par 100
1bs.

Measures are already being taken to secure
the election of President Grant for the third
term.

Minister Washburne is said to have peremp-
torily declined the Secretaryship of the Trea-
sury.

The question of the reorganization of the
Government is the all-absorbing topic at Ma-
drid,

The Spanish Government, after the capture
of Bilbao again applied to Germany to recognize
the Republic.

The betrothals of Grand Duke Vladimir of
Russia and Dachess Marie of Mecklenburgh have
been arranged.

A Madrid despatch says the Carlists under
Don Alfonso have been defeated with heavy loss
by the Republicans. '

It 18 rumored as probably that Queen Victoria
accompanied by the Duke and Dushess of Edin-
burg, will visit Ireland this fall.

The Carlists are returning in strong force to
the north bank of the river Nervion. It 18 said
Gen. Domlinguez will be appointed *Minister of
War.

New Yor'x steamship agents estimate a de-
crease in the numbers of the travelling pub-
blic for this season of from 30 to 50 per cent. on
accdunt of the recent ocean disasters,

A number of Chinese at Shanghal attacked the
residents of the French settlements there, and
set fire to an and sacked their houses, The police
were compelled to fire on the mob to restore
order.

In reference to the Geneva Award, it was
stated ln the United States Senate that the
money would be distributed among sufferers
from rebel cruisers, and not among ipnsurance
companies,

Marshal Serrano says the Carlist movement
is only shaken, not entirely destroyed. Don Car-
108 has issued a proclamation to his followers,
expressing his confidencs in the ultimate tri-
umph of his eause.

The representatives at Washington of the
contesting parties for the Governorship of the
State of Arkansas have, after a lengthy sitting
forwarded a despatch to Little Rock, advising
that the Arkansas Legislature shall be called to-
gether to decide the question as to who received
the greatest number of votes at the November
election in 1872; that the troeps on each side
be dismissed, excepting a boiy-guard not ex-
ceeding one com pauy, and that, pending the de-
cislon of the Assembly, the contestants shall in
ho way interfere with each other. A Little
Rock despatch states that Baxter says that a
quorum of the Legislature has assembled under
his call, and he refuses to accede to the proposi-
tion of the Washington representatives.

CONVERSATION 18 & sort of grand review of
our intellectual powers, and we cannot be 100
careful how we muster and marghal them.
Some men’s army seemas entirely made up of
‘musicians : their talk is one burst of fancy snd
Thapsody ; others’ all artillery : they * speak in
words hard as cannon-balls,” however trivisl
may be the subject of discourse. He is judicious
Who sets out his army in such a way that the
forces—heavy horse or light foot—eome up a8
they are wanted, and retire gracefully when
they are no longer required. With the ficst ory
of pain, the pleasant lttle band of pipers that

Humor has always 1n control, should be
set to work, and the wounded should be borne
from the fleld without the slightest word of ex-
ultation from the y In the beginning of
the-contest, we sh fbllow thée xainple of the
French soldiers at Foutinbras, who, with a beau-
tifal politeness, called upon their enemies to iré

first.
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OUu, WOULD WE TOO HAD NEVER MET,

Oh, would we two had never met,
Or, meeting had nnt dared to love,

For nearts like ours can ne'er forget
This sweet delusive dream of love.

Methought ye loved me as a friend,
Or only as a «ister dear;

This trusting faith dil nought but tend
To make thee doubly, trebly dear.

When first nie pressed your lips to minoe,
In that impassioned ling’ring Kkiss,
Oh, then I felt this heart was tnine,
Or why that thrilling sense of bliss ?

Sincere csteem I felt for thee,
Of love I did not even dream;
«Ye may not love,” is fate’s decree,
Bat Love will aye be lord supreme.

Inlorlly hall, in low'y ent,
He wields o’er all a power divine ;
To feePEhat power is woman’s lot,
Oh, can it be that lot is mine?

Oh, had we metin bygone years,
When both from other ties were free ;
Noreason then for sizhs anl tears,
Nosin in love 'twixt ye and me.

r[was not to be. ’'Tis wrong, I know,
Forus to even own Love’s spell ;

To fate’s stern mandatle we must bow,
May Heaven bless thee !—fare ye well.

BELLE.

It was indeed a day of excitement,

The court was densely packed, for far and
near young Herbert Howard was known.

He was a kind of people’s favorite—an Adonis
in his physical beauty, an adept in all the
popular games, and a horseman of wonderful
skill.

An orphan, as was supposed, brought up under
the care of one whom he called Aunt Becky, he
had grown to manhood the most promising of
all tae young men of those parts.

And tbis young man stoud in the prisoner’s
dock, that day, charged with the crime of horse-
stenling.

Numerous thefts of fine horses had occurred,
but so shrewd were the thieves, that, despite
ail the vigilance of the people and the efforts of
thief takers, not a horse had been recovered nor
a rogue captured.

But now the veil was drawn aside, and there
stoed the gay-hearted, laughing-eyed Herbert
Howard, arraigned on such evidence that none
could doubt that, in that hitherto favorite the
public beheld the chief of the gang, whose
robberies had caused «o much excitement and
loss in the coautry round ahout.

The trial opened, and Herbert pleaded ¢ Not
Guilty !’ in a vuice clear and ringing, and mien
unabashed,

The indictment syecitfically eharged the theft
of the horse of John Bullit, on the night of
Sunday, May 1u, 1519, s.id horse being tracked
to a hiding-place on the property of the accused,
wiiich bore evidence of having been the general
rendezvous of the gang of thicves, whose depre-
dations had so long baffled the best efforts to
arrest,

Ugon this indictment the trial proceeded,

Among the wilnesses was Bullit's beautiful
daugzhter Belle—a dashing, spirited girl of seven-
teen years, whose favorite horse it was that
Howard w s charged with stealing.

She sat in the court, quite as much the centre
of notire as the prisoner himself,

1ier flashing eye and self-confident demeanor
bespoke the wotnan of decision,

At herside sat a young lawyer, named Henry
Buford, o protégé ot John Batlit, and therefore a
constant attendant upon the b:autiful Belle,

e was regarded as the acceptel suitor for
her hand, having the confidenee of her father,
and promising well in bis profession, :

His small black eyes, overarcued by a heavy
and straigit-drawn brow, gave to his face n
half-tierce, half-susplcious expression, as if he
bebheld in each person around him an enemy,

Bullit himself, and several of his nelghbors,
who bad tracked the horse to the hiding-place,
were among the summoned, presenting a pow-
eiful array of respeclable witnesses agalast the
young prisoner.

Oue by one they gave their evidence,

It scemed but a formula to be gone tkrough
with as a proper step to a conviction,

All the circumstaunces and testimony adduced
added only to the weight of suspicion against
Howard. :

The horse was secreted on his premises,

His own bridle and saddl? were found near
at hand, and by them a leather glove marked
with his name.

He was seen prowling round Bullit's build-
ings, by the young lawyer, on the night of the
theft,

He bad no ostensible means of income, yet
was always well supplied with money.

He was much away from home, making long
6tays up among the hills, aud baving as com-
Panions several young men of rough exterior
and suspicious habits.

Against this array of evidence Herbert had
not a word to offer.

By the practice of the court, he could not
testify in his own behalf.

Not a solitary soul stood forward to oppose
the tide against him.

Almost every person present felt sympathy
for the young man blending with their indigna-
tion at his crime.

But the chain of evidence against him was
too strong, and when the judge declared in open
court that there was not a shadow of a doubt of
the young man’s guilt, all present inwardly
acquiesced.

The jury pronounced him guilty without
leaving their box, and Iferbert was returned to
prison to come forth on the morrow to receive
genteunce.

That evening as Bullit sat in his library,
reviewing the events of the day, the folding
window opening out upon the porch suddenly
flew open, und a woman burst into the room.

Wita travel-stained dress, and cloak and hair
dishevelled, she confronted the astonished man
like a fury.

“Who are you, and what do you want?” he
demanded, in severe tones.

“Whoam I? 1 am your enemy, as you are
mine. You have condemned the innocent; I
come here to condemn the guilty ! Oh, the
wrong I have suffered at your hands cries to
Heaven for vengeance. Vengeanee, good Lord !
give me vengeance on this man who persecutes
his own blood, and brings a noble life to dis-
honor! Vengeaunce!"” she shrieked, raising her
tall form to its fullest height and upstretching
ber arms in her almost insane fury.

The man cowered before the wild woman as
if a thuniderbolt had smitten him,

Her words rang in his ears like the cry of a
wounded tiger, and the awful imprecation in-
voked sent a thrill of horror through him.

«“ Who—who are you?” he cried, staggering
to bis feet.

1 am the wife of your brother, Noble, whom
you allured from me—cursed be the day! I
loved him and he loved me, but your pride
stepped in to make him scorn an alllance with
one 50 cominon born as 1, the daughter of Peter
Hines. Oh, the day—the day he left me with
loving words on his lips, but he never came
Lack. You sent him away; where is he? I
demand my husband at your hands, now that
you have robbed me of my boy.”

«Your boy! What have I to do with your
boy ?” he asked, in his amazement.

« What have you done? You have tbrust
him into prison; you have charged him with a
base crime; you have »

« Woman, is Herbert Howard your son ? ”

He turned deathly pale as he put the ques-
tion, and the intensity of his gaze showed how
great was the apprehension now gaining the
mastery. .

« My son — Noble's son, and your own
nephew,” was the answer, in tone that were at
once full ot pathos and reproach,

« My God! Can this be?’ gasped the now
stricken man. « Why is his name Howard—
why —_

But he could speak no more, and sank, help-
less for the moment, into his chair.

«] came here years agh, to be, first, where I
could educate my boy, and second, in the faint
hope that Noble, my husband, would return, I
have huaunted your premises like a shadow., 1
have watched for bis coming daily, nightly, for
years, )

«Qh, solong, so long, keeping my sorrow to
myseif, not even letting my dear boy know that
he was my son and your nepliew, for, had he
learned all, he cert.inly would bhave slain you
for your crime in stealing away his father.

«T heard tnat Noble was in M——, and tkither
I went, four months ago, and in my absence you
have seized my boy, and now he awaits the
sentence that consigns him to infamy and me
to the grave, for I cannot bear this last stroke
from your hands.”

The wretched mother dropped her chin upon
herbrea t, and a s)b burst from her lips that
wits most pailnful to hear,

Bultit sprang to her side.

In tones broken and tremulous with emotion,
he exclaimed —

“As G is my witness, I never knevw the
blow I struck when I drove Noble froin you. 1
thought your alliance with him would readily
be forgntten; but, oh, how deeply mistaken I
have been I now know.

« [ erave your forgiveness here on my bended
knees; and, so lhelp me Heaven, I will save
Herbert yet.”

“3ave my boy ? Say it again, and 1 will even
now Kiss the hand that has been so cruel to
me.”

She seized his hand, but he drew it away.

«“Noj; not yet, not yet. It you will let me
kiss your poor pale cheek, some time, and let
me bear you say I am forgiven, I will bea hap-
pier man.”

Aund selzing her hands in his own, the two
gazed into each other’'s faces.

The compact was sealed by the forgiveness
now gleaming in that haggard, but still noble .
womanly face. |
a A strange scene was enacted in the court next

ay. I

Baliit, to the surprise of the great crowd as-
sembled, demanded a stay of proceedings on the |
ground of new evidence calculated to favor the !
prisoner.

But before the hum of this surprise had sub-
slded, there stalked into the court the well-
known form of Davies, ““one of the most clever
detectives who ever brought a thief to justice.”

At his side walked the beautiful Belle Bullit, !

clad in a riding habit that was sadly soiled and
torn from recent service.

Proceeding to the front, while a profound
silence reigned in the vast assembly, he sald—

«May it please the court, this lady here,”
pointing to the flashing-eyed girl at his side,
“three weeks ago placed me on the trail of the
man who stole John Bullit’s horse, and I have
followed that trail without a break. It did not
end in your gaol, where lay an innocent man,
awaiting the sentence that should blast an
honorable name; but it ends bere, and there Is
your man,”

His tall form towered to its fullest height, and
his volce rang out like a bugle, as his out-
stretched finger pointed towards the young
lawyer, Henry Buford.

« I charge him with being the thief, or worse
than a thiet—a cowardly assassin, for he has
endeavored to murder the falr name of the
only man who lay in his track in his designs
upon the hand and fortune of this young lady.”

A gleam of swift intelligence shot from eye
to eye, and face to face, across that now inten-

‘| sely excited assemblage, as Herbert and Belle

flashed glances upon one another; but the next
instant carme the sharp crack of a pistol, follow-
ed almost instantaneously by another report,
and young Buford fell forward, shot in the heart.
All was 8 still as death.

The appalling tragedy appeared to have frozen
every human being.

Then the silence was broken by Bullit, who,
standing up beside the prisoner’s dock, ex-
claimed—

[ shot him to save Davies.”

And so it was that the detective just escaped
death at the hands of the baffled villain.

Seeingz that he was in toils that no hand could
break, Buford suddenly drew a pistol from his
breast coat pocket, and aiming it at Davies,
pulled the trigger, but not quick enough for his
murderous purpose, for Bullit anticipated the
act by his own timely shot, and the assassin’s
bullet flew high in the air.

The crowd, so silent and rigid before, now
broke forth in one wild huzza.

In a moment more the multitule was a seeth-
ing mass, yet all moving, as with one impulse,
towards the door,

Herbert Howard was in the van of that crowd
and, once outside, was lifted on the shoulders of
two brawny men, and borne in triomph to
Bullivs residence,

Belle was there before the crowd arrived.

Beside her, on the step, stood Aunt Becky, no
longer the wild, haggard-looking woman of the
previous day, but the happy-faced mother,
eager to clasp ber boy to her breast.

Leaping from the shoulders of the men, Her-
bert bounded up into the outstrewched arms.

¢ Dear aunt !’
# My son—oh, my son '”

This was their greeting, and many were the
moist eyes that witnessed it.

A moment they were clasped ; then Herbert,
with glowing face, extended both hands to
Belle.

She took them not, but throwing her arms
around him, kissed his lips lovingly.

«Saved, darling—saved by you!” he said,
gazing down into her radiaot face.

¢ Oh, no, not by me, but by Davies, who
hunted the real thief down, and from him
wrested the secret I have long suspected—that
Harry Buford had plotted the theft of the horse
to destroy you. Our stolen meetings must have
become known to Lhim; and I tuink he found
one of your notes to me, which I lost., I learned
enough by watching and inquiry to put Davies
on the righ' track. That i3 all.”

Davies in a few words had made known what
he had learned.

He had found the rogue, who, for a small
sum of money, paid by Buford, bhad stolen the
horse, as well as Herbert’s own bridle, saddle,
and glove, had secreted them in one of the
haunts of the horse-thief gang, and then had
absconded to escape suspiclon,

All this was attested, and the jury, without
leaving their seats, had pronounced Herbert
Howard not guilty, and the order forimmediate
reiease was given.

When Bullit returned home, some singular
revelations were received and made.

Herbert was astonished to kearn that his good
aunt was his own dear mother—that his real
name was Herbert Howard Bullit—that Belle
was his own cousin!

Bullit was astonished to learn that Belle and
Herbert had long loved one another, and only
awaited her mafjority to wed—that Belle h.d
acted the part of detective, and had ridden half
the night previous to have Davies in court at
the proper moment.

Belle was astonished at the mixed condition
of matters generally; and, at an early hour,
withdrew to her own chamber to gather her
scattered senses, and think over tbe day’s sad
and happy episodes.

Three months lather witnessed a delightfal
reunion,

Noble Bullit having returned, was a happy
man.

He not only reclaimed his deeply-wronged
wife, but became once more a lover, aud, under
the influence of love's magic touch, she seemed
again to renew her youth,

On the culminating scene of this drama, we
are permitted to gaze, in the crowning event—
the marriage of Herbert and Belle.

MY MAID FENELLA.

One night I went with Carlos, whose engage-
ment ring I had worn just one week, down to
the little bridge that runs over the stream, to
look at the reflection of the moon in the water.

We said it was for that; and as an artist Car-
los wae always supposed to be on the look out
for moonlight eZects, and sunset beauties, and
all that sort of thing; but when one has only
been engaged a week, the midst ot a circle of
nierry tourisis i{s not always the pleasantest
place to stay in. We longed to be atone for a
moment or two, that is the truth of the matter,
But when we reached the bridge we found we
were not alone. There, leaning over the hand-
rail, a pretty picture in her peasant dress, with
her long black bralds hanging down her back,
was my maid Fenella. Beside her stood a man
—a gentleman, I could see even in that dim
light. He held Fenella’s hand, as we passed
by I heard a soft whisper of endearmient. They
were lovers evidently, and the next day when
we were alone I spoke to Fenella about it.

She only dropped me a little courtesy, and
blushed shyly, and said nothing ; and—I—1I was
not old enough to preach to her, and I was quite
romantie enough to believe that any gentieman
might fall in love with beautiful Fenella, and
be glad to make her his wife. Would I have
loved Carlos less had his birth been humbie ? or
would he have thought me less his mate had I
been a peasant girl? We belhieved not. 8ol
took counsel of my lover, and we decided that
it was all very sweet and beautiful, and that
all lovers were as true as we were; and we said
nothing to the older folks about Fenella's lover.

I think that somehow Fenzlla and her lover
guessed how we felt, They never seemed to
heed us when we met in lonely spots. It was
always evening, and I never quite saw his face,
but he had a fine figure, bore himselif exquisitely,
and beneath the cloak he wore we saw the
flash of jewels. He was some cne of wealth if
not of consequence, that was evident.

We tarried in that old villa only a few brief
weeks, Those who had the direction of the
party whisked us away to ¢« do” other places
before we two were tired of it; but ere I parted
with my maid Fenella, hired only for the time
of our sojourn, I had grown to like her very
much, and somehow I could not help saying to
her, as she braided my bair for the last time:

« Fenella, before next summer come I shall
be married. You guess who is to me my hus-
band, of course. Would you like to come and
be my maid when I am married ?”

She blushed, and gave me that little courtesy
of hers.

«Iam glad Miss Pansy is to be so happy. I
should 1 ke to be her maid if I were anyone's;
but Miss Pansy will tell nobody ? I am married.”
She put her hand into her bosom and drew
forth a ring. « My wedding ring,” she sald.
¢ He is very well born, aod we must keep 1t se-
cretawhile; but he loves me very much, and I,
ah! how well I love him!”

80 we excaanged contidences, I and my maid,
and the next day we parted.

I returned home, but it was long before 1
quite forgot her pretty face and pleasant ways.
Indeed, I cannot say truly that I ever quite
forgot them, but I heard no more of her.

I was married before the next spring came,
and I lived a happy life with my husband for
five pleasant years. Every spring we spoke of
Italy, and planned to visit again thetown where
we nad met and learned to love each other;
but it was not until the sixth that we really
carried out our plans, and after a week of travel
by land and by sea, found ourselves in the
quaint old place where Fenella had been my
maid, and where I had dreamed my love-dream
and knew she had dreamt hers.

The old villa in which we had dwelt stood
empty that summer, and, to make our visit
still more full of sweet meinories, we hired
it for the scaron. With it we also hired the
same old inan and woman who had rainistered
to the wants of the larie party of tourists who
had crowded the villaduring that vanished sum-
mer,

We two only had returned to it, and we lived
in two or three of the many rooms in a sort of
Bohemian fashion which we found very plea-
sant.

The very first day I had questioned the old
woman about Fenella, and siie had shaken her
head.

« Fenella 18 dead,” she sald.
months ag-."”

« And her husband ?” I asked.

« Noboly knows where heis,” the old woman
said. ¢ While madam was here with ber party,
so long ago, Fenella had a sweetheart; b he
vanished, noone knew how or where. Then
Fenella was very unhappy, but she told no one
arything. She lived here in this house with an
English lady, who took her as her maid, unti}
the lady herself died. She used to sit by the
window of that littie room and weep. I have
seen her; but she never told any one why.
Never!”

Then my old servaut shook her head again,
and departed kitchenward, leaving me to think
over poor Fenella’s story. Somebow grief had
come to my little waiting-maid. That. atleast,
was evident,

The litt'e room that had been Fenelia's open-
ed out of mine. It was a small apartment,
with a little folding bedstead placed agalnst
the wall, astatuette on a bracket, a chair, atable,
and in the window a great box, in which grew
some plants, and a great creeping vine which
clung to the latticed panes and mada an exqui-
site curtain.

“She dled three
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Whenever I entered this room I felt a chill !
creep though me, and grew sad. I had noticed
that from the first and suppozed it to be be-
cause the story the old woman had told me had
had a strong effect upou me.

The image of Fenella weeping at the window
seemed to have impressed itself upon my mind,
so that I could almost see her sitting there.

As I lay in my bed, with the communicating
door open, and watched the moonlight falling
in chequered patches through the vine leaves
down upon the floor, I often fancie! that §fI
did but lift my volce and call ¢ Fenella,” I should
see the trim form, in its pretty peasant bodice,
trip across the sill. Often I even linagined the
outline of a figure sitting beside the great box,
bent forward toward it. It was only a shalow;
only a flutter of the leaves; only something in
my own eyes, or my own brain: but it proved
how much I thought of Fenella. '

Here she hadl lived, here sorrowed ; and there |
are some who believe that the lives of those
who have dwelt in any house leave an impress
upon it ever after, affecting the after-dwellers
very mysteriously. And we all know that there
are rooms in which we cannot be comfortable,
and others where a certain sense of peace pos-
sesses us, witbout any such tangible reasons as
good or bad ventilation, pleasant outlook, or
gloomy surroundings.

Once across the still of Fenella’s room, I felt
instantly oppressed with sauiness, even to the
point of teara.

At last I awakened one night with « strange
ohill upou me. It was not the chill that pre-
cedes an illness—we all know it very well. A
thought given to those mysteries, which all sen-
sible people profess to doubt, wiil send it creep-
fug tbrough the blood of almost any one exist-
ing. I had been thinking of nothing, dreaming
of nothing; but 1 awakened with this chill
upon me, and looking through the door of the
Yittle room I have spoken of, which I naturally
did whenever I opened my eyes, I saw Fenella.

Yes, my maid Fenella, Just as she had looked
when she lived with me, Her black petticoat,
her red bodlce, the white sleeves of her chemi-
sette were as plain as though they had been
tapgible garments, Her black braids fell to her
knees. Around her neck hung the black velvet
ribbon on which I knew she wore her wedding-
ring. She was weeping bitterly, and bending
as she wept over the box in which grew the
vines and flowers which flung their shadow on
the moonlit floor, sc that she seemed to water
them with her tears.

My firet thought was that the old woman was
misiaken—that Fenella lived and had returned
to the villa in the night without thinking that
it was inhabited,

« Fenella,”” I called—*Fenella, it 18 Miss
Pansy ; don’t be afraid.”

But, as 1 spoke, she was gone—gone without
moving from the spot—gone as a bubble bursts
and vauishes. I uttered a scream that aroused
my husband from his slumbers.

I was advised {0 belleve the whole scene a
dream, and tried my best to think it so; but be-
fore threedays had passed, I saw Fenella again.

This time I was not sleeping. 1 was in the
garden, and looked through the window; and
what [ saw this time was Fenella, kneeling be-
aide the flower-grown box, making the sign of
the croes above it. Her face was like the face
of deatir ; her hands waxen white, like those of
& corpse.

The sight was so terrible that I lost my seun-
ses, and was found by Carlos lying in & death-
like swoon upon the grass, ten minutes after,

Thi«time it could not be a dream ; but still
pothing could make my Busband believe that
1 had seen a spirit, nor that I was a believer in
ghosts. ¢« Optieal illusion ’’ is & good suggestion
—we used it Carlos explained why it should
bave taken the form of Fenella, and threaten~
ed the doctor. -

‘Weeks had passed. I bhad accepted my hus-
band's version of my vision. I looked upon my-
solf a8 the victim of optical lillusion. I saw
Fenella no more. I laughed at myself for hav-
ing seen her, or for having fancied it. And the
iime had almost come for our return home,
when, one night, we entertalned one or two
Kaglish friends in our little villa; and between
the pauses of song and chatter, some ourlosity
that we had picked up in our travels was spoken
of, and I ram into my room (o get it.

It was a dark night. No moon flung its ra-
diance thro'gh the windows. Only a little
swinging lamp illuminated my apartment; but
that inner room, once my maid Fenella's, was
bright with a strange silvery light that seemed
to grow a8 I looked upon it. And, as I stood

motionless, gazing towards it, I saw my viaion
once again.

Fenella, paler than ever—but this iime
strangely occupied. SBhe was digging in ihe earth
about the roots of the vines, and heaping the
mould into the form of a tew-made grave,

« Fenella,” I eald. She did not vanish.
« Fenella,” I screamed. She turned toward me,
I saw that a new-born babe lay upon her breast.
She made the sign of the oross above it and
"fcﬁ',;:' back to my guests without having
screamed or fainted. I bal determined not to
be scoffed at as & ghost-ccer. I even kept my
secret from my husband; but thal night a
strange thing happened. A tempest swept
across the country and took our villa in its way.

It demolished a chimney and the deep win-
dow of Fenella'sroom ; with it the flower-grown
box and the great lnxuriant vines.

We sent for workmen to clear awsy the rub-
bish, and this is what they found among it,
deep down in the mould from which the vines

. this name engraved within it :

had grown: A little box, in which lay the tini-

est skeleton human eyes ever rested upon, and
about its neck a little golden chain, to which
hung a heavy, plain gold wedding-ring, with
FENELLA,

REMEMBRANCES.

I think of thee
‘When the soft voices of the nightingales,
In sweet and plaintive warblings to the night,
Ring through the vales.
‘When thinkest thon of me ?
I think of thee
By the cool waters of the shaded fountains;
While, in the shimmering rays of twilight glow,
Glisten the mountalins,
‘Where thinkest thou of me ?

I think of thee
‘With many tender hopes and anxious fears,
Passionate longings for the one I love,
And burning tears.
How thinkest thou of me ?

O, tnink of me
Until we m et agnin snme happler day,
Till then, however distantly my feet may
roam,
8hall I think and pray
Only of thee—of thee !

THE HAUNTED STUDENT.

In anupper room in one of those = 23t houses
which in large Germancities are let in iiats and
rooms to many occupaats, rat about raiduoight
of & warm spring day four young German stu.

| dents, who had drunk quite as much as was

good for them, and were loudly and absurdly
boastful in covsequence thereof.

They were afraid of nothing.

They grew loud and angry at last, and might
have fought with one another to prove their
boasts true, but fc- a sudden turn that was
given to their co versation by the eldest,
quletest, and most sc ‘ous of their number.

«# My friends,” he d, risiug, and leaning
across the table, ¢ wea - all brave enough where
living men are concernxd, but there are things
— beings, that we all dread. We feel them
about us in the dark. We are conscious of them
in momenis of solitude. We deny their exist.
ence, but we dread their power, The man
who would face an armed band Is a8 liable to
these terrors as the meanest coward. Let no
man boast that he has no fear until he has defied
them.”

He paused, and looked slowly around him,

Two of the students sat sllent for & moment,
the other bnrst into a leud, derisive laugh.”

“You talk ltke an old woman,” he sald.
«Defy what? Tell me, and I'll do it, I'm neither
afraid of ghost nor fiend.”

¢ It 18 midnight,” cried the first speaker,
bholding to the table for support ; for grave as he
was, the wine had affected him more than any
of the rest. ¢« Yonder in the moonlight, I can
see from the window the white crosses of
the graveyard. I dare either of you, medical
students though you are, to go to that grave-
yard, open & grave, unscrew the coffin therein,
and bring thence something belongiog to the
dead man, a fragment of his dress, a lock of
hair—what I care not—ecrying as you do so, ¢In
Satan’s name, I bid you come and clalm your
own again.’”’

Once more the younger student burst into a
wild laugh.

# Dare it—why not ? Save for the city au-
thorities, what would there be in such an act to
frighten me, who have no dread of the dissect-
ing-room and do not belive in Satan. Why should
I not dare that, Gotlieb?”

# Try it and see, Herman, my friend,” said
Gotlieb.

« [ will,” shouted Herman. ¢ I know a little
grave, new dug 1n & quiet place yonder. I know
of a place in the wall one may easily scramble
over. 1go, and I will prove that I have done
as I sald I would. Adien, for a while. Stay ;
I want & spade, & screw-driver, and a knife.
Unfasten the closet door, Gustave. Give them
to me. Now wait until I come rgain.”

He reeled towards the door as he spoke.

« Go If you dare!” sald Gotlieb, in a low
tone,

“ Go1” yelled Gustave.

« Stay ! ” shouted Jean, the fourth of the
party. “I tell you Gotlleb is right. You will not
dare!”

+ Not dare ?” crled Herman.
ha!”

He dashed out of the room.

The others rushed to the window and peered
over the balustrade of the baloony.

It was a house of four stories.

Under every row of windows ran a guaint
carved balcony.

The moonlight sparkled in the narrow street
below.

Through 1it, looking up at them with another
wild laugh, they saw Herman run, wrapped in
bis cloak, which hid the implements he carried
with him.

He turned in the direction of the graveyard.

The companions returned to the room and sat
down around the table.

+« He will do it,"” sald Gustave.

«+ He dare not,” sald Gotlieb.

Jean drew his wateh from his pocket, and latid
it before him,

80 they sat for an hour.

Gotlieb finally fell asleep, his arms folded
upon the table, hie long hair falling over them.

The moon had set.

#Ha! ha!

The narrow street was enveloped in darkness,
save where a few yellow ligits glimmered from
the windows,

All wag silent as the grave when the clockin
the church-tower dropped one solemn stroke into
the night, and as it died away, swift feet sound-
ed on the pavement, then upon the stairs, and
paused at the door, which was flung open to re-
veal the form of Herman Hummel,

He was wrapped in his cloak, as he had been
when he left them,

But then his face had been scarlet flushed,
and his eyes bright ; now he was pale as death,
and his eyes dim, cold expressionless, were
sunk in his head.

He cast the spade on the poor, flung back his
cloak, which dropped to the ground, and, ad-
vaacing, 1ald upon the table something which
the black cloak had enveloped.

It was a woman's hand, exquisite as Greek
sculpture, and white with the waxen hue ot
death.

It had been severed at the wrist.

« I did as 1 promised,” he said. ¢ Look, here
is the proof. And I bade her come for her own
in Satan’s name. I'm n)t afrald of Satan.
I'm not afraid of her. Though she said—¢ I
will

Then he dropped forward into Gustave’s arms
insensible.

He came to himself in a few moments,
laughed, drank deeper, idled with the dead
haond, and finally embalmed it in spirits and
placed it on a shelf in a wide Jar.

But his manner was unnataral, and as his
friends bade him good-night, they felt it to be
80,

When all were gone, he abandoned the efforts
at cheerfulness, and cast himself upon the
lounge which formed his sleeping-place, with a
sort of groan.

Wrapping the counterpane about his head, he
strove to sleep, but in vain.

Hour after hour passed on, and the grey dawn
came, and he had not closed his eyes.

Lifting his head, he looked towards the win.
dow.

Something stood outside of it — a woman's
figure, slender and small, clal in a long white
robe. It seemed to be gazing upon him.

Cald with terror he stared at it.

It iifted its arms slowly and strangely over
1ts head.

Horrorof horrors! on the left wrist there was
no band!

¢ She has come to clalm herown!” cried the
young student.

Aud, with a soersam

The next day Gotlieh Ndn was tnformied that
his friend, Herman Hummel, lay ill with a
fover, and was quite delirtous.

His student friends narsed him well,

The fever vanished in due time, and he should
have recovered entirely.

But, oontrary to all probabilities, he still re-
mained weak and nerveless.

He took no interest in anything.

He had no hope for anytbing.

He could not be roused.

Once or twic2, haviag bien lett alone, he was
found trembling with excitement and horror,
hiding his face in the pillows, but he always re-
fused to give any explanation of the cause of his
emotion.

Indeed, after a few days of apparent conval-
esceuce, he took to his bed agiin, anl hour by
hour, day by day, seemed tuv grow weaker and
weaker.

The thres friends took turns in watching with
him at night, and of all his nurses Gotlieb Nuan
was tue most constant.

He blamed bimself for the graveyard episode,
which he believed hald brought this iliness
;xpou Herman, and ocould not do enough to atone

or it.

¢ Herman, my friend,”” he sald one night, « I
belleve that something I know nnthing of dis-
turbs your peace. Will yon.confile in me? I
would help you if I could, balieve me.”

Herman turned bis hollow eyes upon him.

¢ No man can help me,” he said; «I com-
mitted sacrilege. I disturbed an1 mutilated the
dead and I did it in Satan’s name. Gotlieb, re.
tribution fell swiftly upon me. She came to me
that night; she stood at the window, she lifted
her arms, and I saw the wrist from which I
severed that beautiful hand. I cried out, and she
vanished.”

« It was the fever,” said Gotlleb; # It was a
dream.”

« I bave no fever now,” sald Herman ; ¢ and
she caime to me again last night. She uas come
many times before, always on moonlight even-
ings. I wasawake, I awear. She s.00d there
at the window in her shroud, and looked in.**

#You have dwelt upon the thought until
your mind i8 disordered,” sail Gottleb. ¢ Nay,
why do you keep the token of that night befure
your eyes 7

¢« I will destroy it—or, belter, tell me how to
find the grave whence you took it, and 1t shall
be reiniered ; that, I know, wiil iay the ghost,
Herman, for my wuake, cast off the unhappy
fanoy. It is I who caused you to go to the grave-
yard that night. We had all been drinking too
much ; we were fuols—you no worse than the
rest.”

But he spoke in vain,

Herman only shook his head.

Gotlieb sat quieily beside him until he slum-
bered.

Then, lowering the light, so0 as to leave the
room in obscurity, he proceeded to put into ex-
ecution the plan he had already formed,

He took the jar containing the hand from the
shelf where it had stood, and, making his way

thé figura vanlshed.

down into the little garden behind the house,
dug a hole, and buried it.

Then, with a hopeful heart, he ascended the
stairs again.

To his horror, as he ascended the stairs, he
heurd his friend’s voice uttering wild moans
and cries for help.

Dashing the 1oor open, he rushed in,

Herman was sitting up in bed, staring to.
wards a corner of the room, and pointing at
something which stood there with one thin
fluger.

+ For Heaven's sake ! 7 Gotlieb began, but
he said no more.

His blood curdled in his veins,

He felt powerless to n:ove another step for.
ward.

In the faint light that fell throngh the opea
window, he saw a figure standing just within the
room,

The figure of a fair young wo.nan, dressed im
white, who stretched her arms before her as one
who groped her way.

Oue of these arms ended in a beautifui little
hand, from the other the hand was gone.

« Can such things be ? ” gaid Gotlieb to him-
self.

«# Nay, I will not stand staring here. I will
know what that i8. It is no shadow—it is sub.
stance, What the eyes can see the hands ean
surely feel.”

He forced-himself to move,

He rushed forward,

The object stood perfectly still,

He stretched out his hand and caught folds of
muslin in his fingers.

+ Herman,” he cried, ¢ this i3 no ghost, it isa
living woman. Can you turn the light & little
higher 2"

In & moment more the yellow lamp-light
filled the room, and the two young men looked
upon a strange sight,

A young and beautiful girl in 8 somnambul.
isticslumber ; her eyes were open, but saw no-
thiiiz; her dress was only anigat-robe, her feed
were bare. H .

She had certalnly !'ost. a hand, but she was no
ghost.

¢ Who is she ?—wbat is she ?—where does
she come from ?” cried Gotlieb.

Butat that instant a voice was heard on the
baloony, and an old weman, wrapped hast! i
& e6loak, hurried in.

«[ am frightened to death,” she cried. .

thought she had leapt the baloony. Pardon
puor chiid, gentlemen—she walks in her ais -
It 18 & habit she has always had since the ace -
dent in which she lost her hahd, Some.
times I sleep, and she escapes me, I am the
Widow Henrioch. I live lu the next room. If
she awakes here she will die of shame. Let me
lead her away. [ never awaken her.”

Gotlieb politely bowed and stood aside.

The old woman led the young sleep-walker
away, aud he closed the window behind them,

From that moment Herman Hummel re-
covered rapidly, and soon thare was no need of
watching with him.

Circumstanoces soon parted him from Got-
lieb Nun, anl they.did not meet for twel ve long
months.

At the enl of that time they once more en-
countered each other.

+ Herman,” sald Gotiieb, when the first inter-
change ol ¢rurtesies was aver, « have you ever
seen that pretty sleep-walker again?”

4 Yes,” sald Herman, «[ have maet har very
often. I sought her out anl made her case my
speciul care; and I bhave cured her of sleep-
walking., She 18 the sweetest girl in Germany ;
and, save for the loss of that dear little hand
which makes one tenlerer of her, you know,
the prettiest also.”

« I see,” sald Gotlieb, shrugging his shoualders.
# You are in love with her ?”

« Yes,” sald Herman. * I marry her to.mor-
row.”

GERMAINE WILDE.

« It s positively shameful!” ejaculated Lyle
Curtis.

¢ What ? " asked Miss Germaine Wilde, look-
ing up from her embroidery.

« As if you did not know, Germaine ! ”

«1 know ? How should [ *»

“ Surely, how should you? What have we
been talking about for the last haif-hour ? *

« Of the weather, the latest style of visiting-
cards, Miss Payson’s charity-school, and Kate
Kershaw,” -

« Xate Kershaw. There you bave it ! She 18
beautiful and fascinating, and ftirts with charme-
ing sciencs ; and [ say iU's a shame.”

“ A shame that she flirts ? Cousin Lyle, one
woul | think you had been wounded.

“ Not I. I am all right, But [ have known
; Henry Rildgeway feoin boyhood, and he is the
! most glorious old fellaw in the wortd—wortly of
aqueen., And it mnkes me growl to think he
should waste bimself on Kate Kershaw.”

Miss Wikl» arched her handsome eyebrows.

¢ D, you think her unworthy 7

« I do, She has no soul. And Henry is all soul.”

“ Ah ! fortunate fellow ! How much he must
save in tailor’s bills.

“ Pshaw ! Germaine, you are in a sarcastio
monl, and I do not like you then. What is the
matter 2 Was Lawreuce 1nattentive lash
cnight ??”

« Lawrence ? Really, I do not remember.”

# Do not remember! Aunl yet engaged to

"marry George Lawrence! Ouly hear the wo-

( man ! Wouldn’t George feel flattered ? "
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“ T daresay. You might ask him, if you feel
&ny curlosity on the subject.”

¢ Germalne, seriously, I am afraid you do not
love this man you are promised to! Tell me,
cousin, I could not bear to see my little Ger-
maine unhappy.”

She flushed slightly, and put away the hand
Lyle Curtis ext nded to clasp hers. She was not
& woman to accept sympathy tamely.

¢ Lyle, let us not talk upon this matter. I
presume I shall marry Mr. Lawrence. I llke
him as well as I do any ot the others. I have
lived twenty-seven years in the world, and I
regard love as a myth.”

Lyle held up his hands in much horror.

« Twenty-seven, and unmarried ! Good gra-
clous, Germaine ! I don't wonder you are des-
perate. Let me see the gray hairs. I'll keep
the secret for you.”

She laughed.

My dear Lyle, they will come in time, like
all other disagreeable things, And now let us
talk of Henry Ridgeway. Is there a romance
to tell ?2”

“ Hardly. It is a very simple story. They
met in the country. Two young people thrown
constantly together in a great lonesome house,
summer afieruoons in the woods, moonlight
walks, rides at sunset, and then the inevitable
consequence. She softened her pride, and lent
a willing ear to words he was only too ready to
speak. And he believes her noble and generous
and loyal.”

« Perhaps she is.”

¢ I tell you she is not. I know her thorough-
ly. She i1 a gay, heartless woman of the world.
He is heir to a hundred thousand, and her in-
come is barely sufficient to keep her in pearls
and point lace. Dou’t you see ?”

“ Yes, I see. How hot the sun is { Hand me
that fan, Lyle, please.”

/Liyle Curtis looked at his cousin throngh his
half-closed eyes. She was an enigma to him ;
she had always been. He saw a dark face
flushed in the lips and cheeks to crimson,
lighted by great luminous brown eyes, and
framed in wavy bandsof black hair. The who'e
face was full of passion; he almost trembled
with thinkinr how that woman might love, and
yet, by her own confession, she had never felt
a singie throb f sweet emotion.

A sudden idea swept over him.
new that it showed jtself in his tace.

“ Well, Lyle, whal is 14 ?” she asked, smiling
at his earnestness,

¢ Oh, Germaine! if it could only be! But
confound it ! there are always obstacles in the
way.”

¢ In the way of what ¢

« I was thinking of you and Henry Ridgeway
-—and together.”

¢« Lyle ”—she rose haughtily—« I forgive you
because you are my cousin ; and, were it not
too much trouble, I would teach this Henry
Ridgeway a lesson.”

It was so

¢ And you would teach yourself at the same !

time,” returned Lyle, warmly.
coronet,”

* We shall see,” she said, and left him to
himself.

The next morning Henry Ridgeway came
to Cedar Bluff, came as the escort of Miss Ker-
shaw,

Old Mark Hartley, the widowed proprietor of
the finest place for miles round, sought to supply
his lack « f kindred by surrounding himself with
the children of his friends ; and every year in
summer time the old halls rang with merry
voices and festive songs.

Germaine met Ridgeway on the back piazza,
8he was tying up a stray branch ofa rose-bush,
and the thorns caught her sleeve.

Ridgeway was smoking just behind her on
the steps, and she did not percelve him until he
spoke in a qulet, authoritative way.

“ You are a captive. Permit me to release
you.”

“1'll wager a

He cut off the offending branch_ with hls‘

knife, and detached it from her sleeve. Then
their eyes met. She looked up at him, he down
at her. Her forehead reached just to his lips.
He thought of it even then.

‘What a revelation a single glance will some-
times niake ! In that very first moment one
soul spoke to the other, and the language was
understood. Ridgeway grew pale asdeath, and
Germaine flushed to the roots of her hair.

She turned from him rudely, and swept into
the hall, From there she went up to her
chamber. She was supremely angry with him
and with herself. He had exercised over her a

" power she had never felt before—this magg who
was to her an utter stranger, and whose heart
Wwas in the keeping of another woman !

She made a wicked resolve. The idle words
8he had spoken to Lyle Curtis about the lesson
8he wuuld teach Ridgeway, should not be idle
words. She looked in the glass. Her face might
help her to any conguest. She shut her small
hands slowly ; the action spoke volumes,

At dinner Mr, Kidgeway was formally pre- !

sented. Germaine acknowledged the intro-
duction with her usual haughty grace.

Ridgeway sat Deside Kate Kershaw ; Kate,
golden of hair, with eyes amber brown, and a
complexion like cream flushed with meadow
S8trawberry.: Her voice was soft and sweet as
the ocean wind, and her smile a glory that
made her false, fiir face like the fuces we think
the angels wear.

Ridgeway, cool aud calm, talke 1 to Miss Ker-
shaw, and occasionally looked at Germaine. I
think he understood at once how it was to be
between them.

A weok of ine weather and pleasure-seeking
followed. There were fishing and bathing, and
botanical excursions, and declightful mornings

in the conl parlors, and mellow sunset rambles
by the lake-side, before the grass grew too wet
with summer dew.

Germalne and Ridgeway were polite to each
other, coldly so, and Kate Kershaw, with the
keen instinct of a practised flirt, understood
them better than they understood themselves,
But she could afford to be quiet, for there was
“better game in the moors,” if it could be
snared.

One day the party went to Forest Bluff, a
great rock rising gradually from the plain,
covered mostly with scrubby trees, and hanging
far out over the sea.

Germaine strayed away from the others, and
went out on the extreme verge of the rock, The
dizzy height fascinated her. She thought she
would like to stoop over and look down. She
did 80 ; but the Insecure footing deceived her,
and in another second she would have been
dashed upon the rocks below, if Henry Ridge-
way had not caught her back.

One moment he held her tightly to his breast,
his heart beatlng so that it almost stopped his
breath, and then she tore herself from him
with rude haste. Her eyes blazed, her whole
face fiashed the scorn and anger she felt.

“ I could almost wish I had let you perish,’”
he muttered, between his closed teeth.

In bis hoarse voice she had a tritmph. She
had the power to move him, even as he could
move her., She felt a sort of flerce delighy in
the thought, and she the betrothed of a man
who trusted her. She scorned herself the next
moment. wondering to what base depths she
was sinking,

From Lawrence she shrank with a sort of
nervous dread. The touch of his hand angered
her. 8he vaguely wished she had been in her
grave that winter’s night, six months before,
when, in the soft flush or chandeliers, the sub.
dued atmosphere of orange flowers and hot.
! house plants, she had promised to be his wife,

A little later she met Lyle Curtis alone.
- Somehow she could not bear to look her cousin
. 1n the eyes now, so she turned her head away
" towards the sunset,
i He took her chin and lifted the face into the
{ light.
i “Germaine,” he said, gravely, ¢ you are play.
i Ing A dangerous game, and I am not afraid to

. wager whatever you please that you will lose.” '

Her cheeks grow hot.

i ¢ Lyle, you are impertinent.”
; % Iask your pardon, but, in teaching Henry

Rldgeway a lesson, be careful you do uot learn
. 1t betore him.”

The girl’s anger was something terrible.

I Lyle felt himself withering under it. He tried

to apologize.
|« My dearest cousin,” he said, « my little
Germaine "

But she struck down the arm he would have
put around her and flew up to her chamber.
| Once there, she fought the battle all over
again, and came forth victor for the time. Aend
: during the next fortnight nosmile came readier
than hers, no laugh was more frequent. Butsat
the end of the fortnight a change was coming,
1t brought the first of September, and on the
fourth day of that month Germaine and Law-
rence were Lo be wedded. It had all been ar-
ranged previously, and the party at Cedar Bluff
was to be a wedding party at the last.

The night before the wedding Germalne re.

Bomething made her wish to be alone. But
after a while the sile:ice and the terrible chance
for thought made her half frantic. 8he threw
on a shawl and stole out on the lower piazza.
Glancing in at the window, she saw Miss Ker.
shaw, cool, calm, and 8miling, sitting on the
sufa beside Henry Ridgeway. Lawrence,
gloomy and abstracted, leaned against the man-
telshelf.

Germalne seated herself on the trunk of a
tree and gathered up a handful of the dead
leaves at her feet.,

A footstep stirred the dry grass. She rose ;
. but a strong bhand forced her back, and she
i heard close beside her the heavy breathing of
{Henry Ridgeway, and felt his eyes burning

down into her own,
* Germaine,” he said, hoarsely,
 be married to.morrow ?
She did not speak. Something choked her.
He repeated the question.
“ You are to be married to-morrow ?
She bowed.
“ And you do not love George Lawrenee—
because your whole soul belongs to another 1
} She sprang to her feet, her cheeks flushed,
her eyes blazing. In that moment of bitter
| shame she could almost have killed Henry Rid-
! geway,
; upon her.

He wrapped his arms around her, and held
her to his breast so clogely she could not strug-
gle.

“ My darling ! my darling! forglve me! I
love youso.! I am half mad ! Where 18 the use
| of fighting against it any longer ? You are mine
jand I am yours; and nothing save death shall
i divide us.”

¢ you are to

In that moment what did he care if Kate
. Kershaw wore the willow, and George Lawrence '

stood at the altar brideless ?
¢ And suddenly a rustle amid the the leaves
. 8mote the silence ; and, I« oking up, Germaine
and Henry stood face to face with Kate and
" George Lawrence.

Lawrence was the first to recover his self.pos-
session.
! He extended his hand to Ridgeway.
A fair exchange is no robbery, is it ? ” he
asked meaningly,
Germaine and Ridgeway com prehended

matters in a flash, ard both hearts thanked
Heaven devoutly.

Kate spoke in her cool, silvery tone :

‘¢ Mr. Lawrence is better suited to my taste,
Mr. Ridgeway; and I do not think, from
appearances, that Miss Wilde will break her
heart.”

The next day lhere was a double wedding at
Cedar Bluff, and four people were made happy.
Henry and Germaine married for love, Kate for
wealth, and Lawrence for beauty.

ABSENT.

My thoughts are far away to night,
And I, in fancy, see

A party gay ; each eye shines bright,
Their laugh rings merrily,

As through the mazy dance they go,
With footsteps light as air ;

8o gaily flitting to and fro,
I wish 1 were there.

One form I see amid the throng—
A form to me most dear ;
And with that form I linger long,
Though but in fancy near. )
Who leads her through the dance to-night,
My own 8o bright and fair ?
Her dark eyes beaming with delight,
I wish that I were there.

No jealous feelings fill my breast
Because I am not there;

To be with her, to join the rest,
And in each pleasure share ;

No! though from her I'm far away,
What cause have I to fear ?

I know at least one heart will say—
“I wish that he were here!”

ONLY A GIRL.

fured to come down to the dmwing.room.]

because of the humiliation he had put [

i« How pretty your cousin is!” Paul Rosslyn
' said lazily to Miss Bertha May, as they stood in
a cosy corner of a crowded saloon, watching the
dancing,

“ Yes,” Bertha replied, her eyes following a
little tigure in blue, dancing with the keen en-
_Joyment and zest that comes only to the very
young.

¢She will be pretty when her manners are
more formed, and she gets over her hoyden
tricks.”

I like a tom-boy girl,” was the reply.

* Mind, I don’t mean a fast woman. That is
8lmply detestable ; but a girl who is natural,
and has the fresh vivacity of youth.”

“You will find plenty of fresh vivacity in
Bella,” Bertha replied, dryly.

# She is rather overpowering to my taste,
though I love her dearly.” .

Then .a moustached, perfumed exquisite
clalmed Miss May for a gallop, and Paul Ross-
1yn was left alone in his corner,

A tall, broad-shouldered man, with a facs of
faultless regularity of feature; large grey eyes
whose color changed with every motion ; and
| & languid manner that suited well the slight,
' very slight drawl in his volce.

The little figure he was watching was most
. unlike the stately blonde with whom he had
i been ennversing, the daughter of his hostess.
Isabelle Huntley was neither blonde nor bru.
nette, having a fresh, clear complexion, large
l brown eye:, and a profusion of short, nut-brown

rest of the time. Why, do you know, she gave
this party just to please me; I do so love dano-
lng."

¢ W1Il you waltz now ?” sald Panl.

And ina moment he had takena place among
the dancers, and was waltzing with the easy
grace of motion that is positive luxury to one
who loves dancing for its own sake. .

After the waltz was over he led bis partner to
a8 vine-covered balcony, where they paced up
and down in the summer starlight, and ohatted
of many things.

Something in the frank bright vivaecity of
Bella Huntley had a great charm for the world-
weary man, who had travelled through the best
soclety, and had his heart still bis own, though
it had been badly brutsed and punctured ia his
thirty years of life’s warfare.

They talked of plctures, and Paul Invited
Bella to view the oollection he had brought from
abroad ; of books, and he promised her some
not procurable in this country ; of musi¢, and
he had an « Erarl *’ that nobody opened.

Looking back, after her haad pressed the pli.
low, Bella woudered if there was ever such a
delightful party, and the walk on the batcony,
the soft eyes of Paul Rosslyn, were certainly
most prominent in the delights of the evening,

And he, smoking a cigar in his lonely library,
yawned and voted all parties a ¢ bore,” country
seat gatherings worst of all.

«In the city one can escape on plea of another
engagement,” he thought.

And then his musings took another form,
and he concluded that he must marry and set.
tle down.

Tbe home of Mrs. May being separated from
that of Mr. Rosslyn by onlya light iron fence,
it was but natural the young man should find
himself often in his neighbor's grounds, strol-
ling under the trees in the morning, playing cro-
quet in the afternoon, or sentimentalizing by
moonlight.

And the sound of his low, musical volce, the
sight of his handsome face, grew to be danger-
ously pleasant to Belia.

He had read deeply, had travelled much, and
the girl, a8 the happy days flew along, became
80 much more sedate, that Bertha noticed with
& keen pang the dawning womanhood, whose
sourcs sL.e guessed ouly too well,

She saw the careless dress becoming the sub-
Ject of dainty finish, thy brown locks carefully
curled, instealofbelng combed hastily to tangle
as they would, knots of ribbon tied under
snowy ruffies, where hastlly-pinned collars were
before.

Loving her little cousin, she trembled, know.
ing what a sensitive brain and heart she car-
rled under her brusque manners.

And the man of the worlid studied the frank
expressive face, and smiled to see how he could
make it flush and brighten by his praise, or
droop under his disapproval of a sentiment, or
even a ribbon,

He liked to watch the changing color upon
the round cheek, the flash or mistiness of the
large eyes, and the qulvers of the sensitive
mouth,

And being of a thoroughly selfish nature, he
never thought of the exquisite dellcacy of the in-
strument that answered so quickly to his light.
est words,

For, in a stately fashion,
tha May for his bride.

She was handsome, would be wealthy, and
would preslde gracefully over his house.

Soone mooniight night, when they sat alone
on the wide balcony, he asked her to be his
wife, neither of them seeing a little white.
robed figure behind the lace curtains of the

he was wooing Ber-

curls that nestled closely round her shapely : drawing-room window,

little head.
She was small and thin, and her movemeuts
| were far too abrupt for-grace.

; Yet she was pretty, too, as she lifted her .

great eyes to her partner's face, and revealed a
| row of milk white teeth in some laughing re-
- mark,

( ‘When she sat down near her aunt, Paul saunt.-
, ered across the room, and commenced a con-
| Versation with Mrs. May, which led, as he hoped
: it would to an introduction to « my niece, Miss

Huntley.”

“This I8 our nearest neighbor, Bella,” the
i lady said, ¢80 you will meet him often this

sum mer.”’

And Bella, too entirely unconscious of her
| self-hood to be bashful, held out her gloved
i hand, and gave Mr. Rossiyn a &choolgirl’s grip
: of welcome.

i Mrs. May left them together, and Bella opened
" @ conversation by informing the gentleman that
. 8he knew all about him.

No reply following this startling plece of in-
| formation, she added :

« Bertha drove me past your place yesterday
| 88 we came from the station, and she told me
;' you had just come from America because your

father died—oh ! I did not mean to say that;

please pardon me if I hurt your feelings.”
 You did not,” he sald slowly, watching with
; lazy admiration the quick changes of the ex.
pressive face.

«I thought how joily it must be to own that
lovely house and grouads, and do Just as you
" please. When I leave school, I've got toremain

in the city ; so all the country I ever see is what

I find in vacation, when Bertha has me down

here. Bertha is very good to me! ” ghe added,

. gratefully.

«Is she ?” questioned Paul, amused at her
frankness.

“Yes!” with a great sigh. « I've got no fa-
ther nor mother, only Uncle Frank, and he's in
China — and Aunt May. But Bertha tries to
make up in vacation for the lonesomeness of the

1

Bellu’s heart seemed to stop as she heard the
proposal.

1In a second the child was a woman—a woman
scorned.

Clear as a bell came Bertha’s volce.

“You mistake, Mr. Rosslyn ; I am not
Bella.”

§i“Bella!” with a light laugh. « Why, surely
you do not imagine I wish to marry that
child ?

“She is sixteen ; many girls marry at that
age.”

‘A bread-and-butter schoolgirl ! Ten Yyears
from now she will be a glorious woman ; but
she is a mere girl,”

“ Yet you have wooed her as a woman,”

“ You mistake ; I never wooed her. Surely a
manof my age may talk to a child of hers
without misconstruction. But, you Bertha -
you surely have read my heart more truly ¢ »

¢« I read no love for me there,” was the quiet
reply ; “and if there were any, no echo lives in
my heart. We could never be happy together,
Mr. Rosslyn. The memory of my little cousin’s
wrones would prevent that.”

He tried to move her by well-acted pathos ;
but she was tirm, and he left her at last.

While his step still rarg upon the walk, a
little figure glided through the open window,
and crept into Bertha'’s arms, sobbing but tear.
less, a fierce, hot anger burning the whole na-
ture.

“ Bertha, he did tell me that I was the only
one he ever met who thoroughly filled his idea
of perfect, tender womanhood — he did! He
said—he said ”—tears came now—« oh, what
has he not sald to make me tove him ? And he
loved you all the time.”

‘“ He loves no one but him self,”
all her gentle nature roused to
*“ He's not worth one tear, Bella .”

“I know ; but let me cry, Bertha, let me
cry.”

Tenderly Bertha held the little figure in a close
embrace, now and then pressing soft kisses upon

sald Bertha,
indigoation.
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the tear-stained face, until the passlon of grief
had exhausted itself, and the child, whois a
chbild no more after to-day, rests passive and
exhausted in her arms,

The autumn comes, the holidays are over,
and a pale, quiet girl goss back to boarding-
school, where Uncle Frank pays all the or-
phan'’s expenses,

Two years glide along, three, and once more
Bella Huntley is her Aunt May’s guest.

In all these three years, she has never been
to the old house ; but Bertha is married, and in
another part of the world, and her aunt is
lonely.

So Bella comes for a long visit; In fact, this
will be her home until wedding belis ring for
her, too ; for her uncle his dead, and Bella is
heiress to the large fortune the bachelor uncle
has made in twenty years of trade in China.

The years of absence had changed the impul-

. 8lve child into a woman of rare beauty, of a

quiet dignity, that suited well the tall well.de-
veloped tigure, and statuesque regularity of
feature.

The clustering nut-brown curl had lost none
of their waving luxuriance, though the tresses
that, unbound, fell far below Bella’s waist, were
gathered away from the low, broad brow, and
made rich masses of carls at the back of the
pretty head.

Wheun Paul Rosslyn accepted Mrs, May’s in-
vitation to a social gatherinz to welcome her
niece, he was wholly unprepared for the change
in the girl he had totally forgotten until the note
recalled her name,

He wasnot a man given to demonstration of
feeling, but be could not repress the admiration
in his eyes when he bowed in acknowledgment
of Bella's greeting.

Memory brought him a flesting vision of a
thin, gawky girl, with great brown eyes and a
frank, bright face, clad in the simplest of mus.
1in dresses.

Reality brought him a tall, beautiful woman,
with snowy round arms and shoulders, upon
which sparkled costly jewels — a tall, graceful
figure clad in a shimmering lace-covered siik,
with masses of curls caught by a dlamond-
starred comb, and tiny hands with glittering
rings.

The frank face, tho clear, ringing voice were
gone tco, and yet the low, exquisitely-modula-
ted tones could leave no regret for any memory
of a different one,

Before he realised the fascination that held
him, Paul Rosslyn was conversing as he rarely
converged to man or woman.

The quiet immobility of the lovely faco roused
him to efforts to stir it to animation that quite
destroyed all its habitual languor, and he drop-
ped the faint drawl to try to interest his listener
in himself and his subjects.

When she smiled a strange thrill of pleasure
«tirred his heart, and when she seemed ab.
stracted, he experienced a throb of disappoint-
meant that was a new sensation in his potted
life.

¢ For, with the one exception of Bertha’s re.
fusal, Paul had met no rebaffs in his many flir.
tations at home or abroad.

With the facility that can only attend tho ut-
terly seli-nbsorbed man, he had woa silly hearts
and thrown them aside, till he believed his
handsome face and tender eyes irresistible.

He was not surprised when, after the first
quiet greeting, Bella gave token of pleasure at
his approach, entered readily into conversation

~with him, and chose him often in crowded as-

gemblages for her escort.

It was a gay season, and the heiress was in-
vited to all the meetings for young people, in.
doors or out, and Paul met her constantly.

He would question himself as to which of her
moods or toileltes he most admired.

In her brilliant vivacity in eveniug parties,
when ber voice rose in waves of melodious
song, or her tiny felt moved in graceful dancing
her dress and jewels heightening the effect of
her glorious beauty, sheseemed to him the fair-
est woman he had ever seen.

Yet, in the morning hours, when dressed in
simple waite, with a broad-brimmed hat shad-
ing the lovely faco, she strolled through the
thady lanes, chatting pleasantly, he wondered
at himself that he could ¢ver admire her more
in her richest apparel.

He bad held his heart bound by its own sel-
fishness so long, that be did not realise how ft
was slipplug away from him till it was gone
past recall,

With a shock he wakened to the fact that he
loved Bella Huntley with all the force of boyish
impulse, all the fervor of mature years ; loved
her utterly, without thought of her wealth or
position, but for the radiant beauty of her face,
the rare intellect and winning sweetness of her
perfect womanhood.

Aund wilh the love there came little fear.

He was weaithy, master of one of the finest
estates, han lsome, and of good birth,

More than all in those past summer days, he
had won Bella’s love.

He was sure of that now, though it had
troubled him little at the tiine,

Vaoity whispered that she had come to win
him now.

S he was not a despairing lover who, on the
same balcony where he ha'l crushed ner young
heart three yeuars before, pleadel for its love.

Pleadey, {00, as & man pleads for lite.

Not in the measured words wi'h which he
"had asked Beriha to be his wife, but in barning,
flery eloquence taught by the sincere love of his
neart.

Aud Bella listened, turning upon her finger a
circlet of diamonds that flashed fire in the cold
m oonlight.

When he ceased {0 speak, words as cold as
drops of hail on glass answered him :

“ Three years ago, the love you ask for was
all your own, won by your false words, your ly-
ing eyes.

¢ The child whose heart was your toy for a
summer day’s sport, never questioned your sin-
cerity, and put the treasure of her love into
your careless keeping, never thinking of trea-
chery.

+ It was the first experience of pain when she
tore that love away and held it oft with her
poor childish might till it drooped, faded, and
died.

¢ There was contempt and scorn to wither it,
andonly a few tears to keep it green, so it died
utterly. Itcan never revive rgain. I came to
test that. I came to see if a new love in my
heurt would pale, if brought within the indu.
ence of old associatlons, and I have proved it
strouger, truer, happier by contrasting it with
what you offer.”

¢ Then you have played with me ?'" he crled,
fiercely,

“1 amused myself.
amused yourself,”

With an oath, Paul Rosslyn strode away in
the moonlight, and a hot tear dropped upon
Bella’s diamonds.

«Itis a poor revenge after all,” she said,
softly. ¢ Leon, I will forget him now in your
love, your love given before I was an heiress,
your love that has conquered and obliterated all
the heart pangs I suffered on this balcony when
I was ouly a girl.”

Three years ago you

AN OLD TRAPPER’'S STORY.

John, our guide, reftiled his pipe, lit it, and
began to smoke ; then poked the fire vigorous-
ly.

Reader, I will tell you of a leap that I once
made oa a 8teep mountain-side in the Adiron-
dack Highlands, more than thirty years ago.
I was but a youth then, not quite two-and-
twenty; and that autumn was trapping with
my brothers on Boreas Lake and the Au Sable,

It was early in the season, about the middle
of October, in fact that one day we decided to
go over the mountain on to the western branch,
in hopes of inding more game, for the mink
were growing scarce where we then were. We
started at about ten o’clock, with our guns aund
traps, hoping to reach the river by sundown;
but the days were short, our baggage heavy,
and, in truth, Tahawas, as it was then called,
is not very easy to climb, so that night came
on when we were only half-way down the
western side. It was of no use to grumble, en-
camp we must until morning. Bill, my eldest
brother, soon had a fire; I set the coffee over it;
Cbarlie opened the pack-basket, and produced
cups and jerked venison, and in a few moments
supper was ready, and we began eating.

Thirty years ago the woods were thicker than
they are now. No summer excursionists pick-
ed up broken branches for fue!, no choppers laid
the mighty hemlock low for its bark, and forest-
fires were almost unknown ; for it needs man to
kindle such thing+, and men were few and far
between in this region then,

Supper over we lit our pipes, and smoked for
an hour or two before turning in. .I remember
the night distinctly. It was nearly the full of
the moon, and all was stillin the forest around
—unusually still—so that we could even hear
the roar of the distant Au Sable Falls, more
than twelve miles away. Bill remarked upon
the stlence of everything as he arose to get his
blanket; but we thought little of it. Animals
seem to have their times of quiet thinking as
well as men, and this was one of them,

We were all asleep by half-past nine, for the
day’s jaunt had been a long one. At about mid-
night 1 awoke—from what reason I cannot
say; and try as I would, I could not rest again,
We were encamped near the ledge of a rock
which ran along tite mountaln side for more
than a mile—a sort of preciplee it was, more
than fifty feet in height. Rising, I walked to
the edge of this cliff, and gazed off upon the
beautiful scene spread out betow e, Tie moon
was almost down, and her slanting rays made
light and shadow flicker over the woadland.
There was hardly a breath of wind, but the air
was filled with sounds. The mourntul cry ofa
panther broke almost continuously upon the
ear from the imouuntain-crest above me; hill.
foxes barked sharply; hoot-owls utterel their
dismal note, and ever and anon the call of the
solitary loon fell clear from the night-sky
over nead. The siient period had passed, and
nature w.s8 noisy enough now, Saldenly a
whiil of smoke came to my nostriis. and then
another.

I turned quickly, and glanced at the camp fre.
It did notcome from there, for only a few dusky
embers remalued, and the odour was of freahly
burning timber. I could see no light in any
direction ; but every moment, as I walted, the
smell became stranger. Could the woods be on
fire?

Horrifled at the thought, I ran along the ledge
away from camp, seeking, if possible, to dis-
cover where the danger lay. As I alvanced
through the brush and thicket, the smoke be-
came more and more apparent, an:d grew thicker
everv moment; but I still pressed on, until,
rounding a shaip turn where a spur came down
and left but a narrow path of ledge, I could see
dense clouds sweeping over the brow of the
mountain before me. At the same moment,
the roar of the advancing fire struck upon my
ear, harsh and crackling; the heavens lit up
luridly with a wild glare, and animals of al}
, kinds began to push through the undergrowth

about, anldash madly away into the daikness
behind me. It was useless to go further; the
forest was on fire, and we must hasten to es-
cape it,

As Iturned toretrace my steps, I became
conscious that the devouring element was fast
racing after me, and that notime was to be lost
if I would warn my brothers. The cinders
were falling on every side. Bears, panthers,
foxes, wolves, and rabbits, together with all
the smaller denizens of the wmountain for~st,
were hastening by me, while birdsof every kind
flew heavily overhead, uttering shrill and
mournful cries. The horrible roar of the fire
was defeaning in my ears, while its glare illu-
minated everything around with a ghastly dis
tinctness.

I reached the narrow turn, crept around it,
and pressed on. How much further was it to the
camp? I must have gone a greater distance
than I thought in my search. Suddenly I no-
ticed that the animals, which a few moments
before were running ahead, werenow returning,
and the clouds of smoke were meeting instead
of following me. What could it mean? Was
there a conflagration on the other side of the
mountain? I increased my spz2ed to a run and
was Just within sight of our camp. To my un-
utterable horror, it was deserted ! At thesame
instaut also a long tongue of lame shot up
away to the south, and intuitively [ realized
my fearful danger. The fire had crept around
the summlit, and was approaching from both
directions, while the ledge cut my retreat off
upon the only side where safety lay. I was
lost !

For a few seconds I stood motionless, my
very brain stunned with horror. But courage
and hope came again. I might yet reach the
path which led down the precipice. With a
prayer for help, I pushed rapidly forward, now
threatened from behind and menaced trom be-
fore by the fastapproaching doom. It was a
race for life!

On, on, stumbling blindly, brulsing myself at
every step, choking with smoke, b .rned with
the falling cinders, and deafened by the horrible
roar; jostling with fleeting animals, and yeton!
It was my last, my only chance!

Twenty rods more, and [ should be safe. How
Istrugzled! The path was before me, the ledge
grew less precipitous; another moment and I
should be descending it out of re ich of the fire,
when a crash sounded in my ears; along bright
meteor shot downward before me, and, starting
back, I gazed with wild, despairing eyes upon
the fallen trees, that, blazing fiercely, shut off
all further progress. The deinon had me in his
power-—hope was gone !

And now it only remained to die bravely. 1
drew back from the advancing fire—drew back
to join the herd of frightened animals that
crouched tre:mabling in the terror a of fearful
doom —drew back to pray once more before death
came—when an angry snar! startled me, and
coming down the mouatain side, I saw a mon-
strous bear, his long red toungue lolling out, his
eyes bursting with fear, his fur singed and
crisping in the heat. Right towards me he

.caime, breasting his way through the throng of

lesser victims that intervened, still moving at
a lumbering gallop, Nearer and nearer until,
standlng as I did at the very edge of the preci-
pice, I drew aside to give him room, lest he
should hurl me over with him when he Jjump-
ed—for he seemed to have chosen that death in
preference to burning—when a sudden gleawm of
hope flashed across my bratn, a thought of
safety thrilled me; and, as the frightened beast
paused & moment to gather strength for the
desperate plunge, I threw my arms about his
neck with a weird, moaning cry, and was car-
ried over on his shoulders, down, crashing down
tarough the sharp tree-tops, anl the clinging
branches, antil we strack the earth below with
a heavy thud, and consciousness left ma! Yot
at least I was safe from the fire.

When I awoke, it was morning; the moun-
tain's crest was still smoking, and my brothers
were with me They had lefl, the camp befora
the fire came, hoping thap I was in safety,
Reaching the level below, they wore searching
for me, when they heard my wild cry, and
shortly afier found me uaconsciouy at the foat
of Lhe'cllﬂ", my arms wrapped about'a dead bear’s
neck !

The fall, although it did not materially injure
me, had Kkilled the animal, and his carcass
furnished us with provisions for a number ot
days.

e ———— O @——

THE PRETERNATURAL,.

In the eld capital of Hangary, the clty of
Pressburg, there stands an ancient town hall,
In the largest room, in the centre of the builgd-
Ing, the magistrates assembled (o hold court,
A case, relating to the ownership of a plece of
meadow, in possession of a poor widow, anq
coveted and clalmed by g wealthy old miser
was up before the judges, The mi-er was an,
upon his oath; ang, it being administerel with
all the solemnities of bygone ages, hn swore
that the piece of ground was rightly his, ang
Implored Divine vVeéngeance, and that he injght
instantly bs doomed to eternal penliuong if
every word he said was not true, P.esen'u_y
a crash, deafening, like terrific thunder, re-
sounded through the hall, the whole mn;slve
bullding shook ang trembled as if heaved to
and fro by a mighty earth-quake, the smell of
brimstone filled the whole room. When the
judges recovered their presence of miund, the
cld miser and perjurer was nowhere to be s’een°
but his image, painted in his own :

bl
deeply impressed in the stone caa onts o

ements -
tween the windows on the outside of the w:lel

The magistrates, twelve in number, ordered a
ful and eorrect statement to be entered in the
records of tneir court, and signed it each with
his own hand as a lasting anl convincing me-
morial of the fact; and for three hundred Yyears
the red form on the stone wall withstoo | all
efforts at defacement, and tha written record i3
still exhibited.

Another case the writer onzht to mentioa,
Two friends, one a stoat, pious Catholie, the
other a coniirmed Atheist, who be'ieved in no
hereafter, in no future eristencs, an.l declared
the doctrine of the immortality of the soul to
be a nursery-tale fit only to frighten ignorant
children, made a solemn promise, ane to the
other, that whichever of them was to die first,
should, if there was a continued existence after
death, return.and give an account to the other
of what he had foand. For years the two lived
and prospered in distant towns, some three
hundred miles apart. Oue night, as the clock
strucx the midnight hour, the Catholic was
suddenly awakened, and before his bed, fully
visible in the bright light of the moon, stood
bis friend, the Atheist, clothed in a burial-
shroud, and said, in a vol-e distinetly recognis-
ed as that of his friend, that he died that morn-
ing ; that he halcome back to fulfil his pro-
mise; that he found there was ind-ed a world
beyond the grave, but that he was not at -
berty to say more. With this, the apparition
vanished. After a full week, the regular course
of the mail broaght information tothe survivor,
that on the morning of the very day that the
spirit apparition appeared to him at midnight,
his friend sud.denly expired, without any pre-
vious admonition of disease,

The writer, while yet quite young was a per-
sonal witness to a similar case of supernatural
prevision, if it may be so called. It was at a
gentlemen’s country-seat, where he spent the
vacation. He was sitting in the verandah, read-
ing to the lady of the house, while her little
daughter, Clara, was busy with her dolls, Sud-
denly she started ani exclaimed, ¢«Mammna,
brother Willie is come here to tell m: that he
was just drowned in ths pond while tishing.”

The mother smiled, and told the child (hat
she was a little dreamer, but still anxious about
her boy. She senta man to the furthiest end
of the grounds, were the fishing-poad was situa-
ted, and in half an hour thiereafier, the lifeless
corpse of Willie was brought into the hall.
His little boat was upset, and he passe:l to the
world to come the very minute, as was ascer-
tained by comparison of watches, that little
Clara declared ste suw Willie aud he told her of
his death in the pond.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

A LEAK in a watering-spot, or similar vessel,
may, according to the Revue Horticole, be effec-
tively mended by simply covering it, when the
surrounding surface is perfectly dry, with a bit
of linen dipped In copal varaish.

THE number of suicides in Paris in 1872 was
4,177, Their classilication is curious ;—Want,
3383 ; family quarrels, 532 ; disappointed love,
701 ; pbysical suifering, 930 ; brain affection,
1,377 ; fear of punishment, 22; abuse of ab-
sinthe, 232,

TUERE are at present 9,101 Jesuits in the
world. The largest numbeor—2303—are i0
France ; the missionary service vccupies 1,538
1,527 are in Italy ; 1,030 are in Great Britainl
and her Colonies, and the rest distributed in
various countries.

WiIAT ever induced a recent writer to recom-
mend the Lombarldy Poplar as a shade tree for
streets, is past finding oul. A row of telegraph-
poles in the same position woull be arout a8
attractive, and cast almost as fat a shadow.
Furthermore it is of short daration, and it i3
bound to sucker somewhere, sooter or later.

To CLEANSE A CoMFORT.—Tie i1t up lovsely
and plunge It in scalding water for an hour of
two, then spread it on the grass, and leg therain
fall on it till it is thorouguy rinsed, an.l dry in
the sun, turning it two or threo times @ days
Blankets are far more wholesome than comfrts,
and can be cleansed much more rea lily. Inihe
comiug civillzaiion of our race « comforts " will
be unknown,

MR. ALLEN, analyst for Sheffield, writing in
the Chemictl News on adulterated coffee, telis us
that caee-dealers and cotfee-houss Keepers use
burat susar o color and flavor coffee, and tib
it is sold to them unler the namn of + black
Jiek.” He also says that the oxids of iron in the
ash of citfes never exceeds L per cent; tneres
fore, if the ash contalns much more than this,
it is due to Venitian red, red ochre, or other
ferruginous matter,

TuE following arc a few of the arithmetical
questions given to the youong Luly pupils at an
ed.acational e~tablishment, and may have
something to with tho present strong-minded-
ness of women :

6}

What is the value of —?

8

How many yards of §cht.h 4.5the of a yard
wide are equivalent to 12 yards } of a yard
wide ?

Change 4.7ths to an equivalent fraction hav-
ing 01 for its denominator.,

Tuae differenca bstween G-7ths and § of &
number is 10 ; what is that nuinbar ?

What is the sum of §, 1 7.12ths, 10, 5.6tus,
and 5?7
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MISCELLANEOUS I[TEMS.

FANTEE & ASHANTEE.—The word « Fantee’’
is said to have originally signified ¢ eater of
cabbage” or greea vegetables, which is ¢« Fan-
didi” in the Otyi language; whereas the eater
of grain was called « 8han-didi,” or Ashantee,
in the same common speech of their proge-
nitors.

ADAM’S APPLE.—¢ Adam’s appte” is the
name given to the protuberanee in the fore part
of the throat, occasioned by the thyroid cartilage
of the larynx. This name originated from a
superstitions tradition that a piece of the for-
bidden fruit which Adam ate stuck in his
throat, and occasioned the swelling.

BIBLE IN A QUEER PLACE.—It is said that a
copy of the Bible, bound in ecalf, acecording to
the Edinburgh Scotsman, was lately found in the
stomach of a codfish, and bore the name of
William Sim, and the date 1830. It has been
learned that Sim was a sailor of Dundee, who
went to sea in 1834, and has not been heard
from since. The supposition is that everything
appertaining to him was devored by this fish,
which has been tormented for forty years with
an indigestible Bible in its stomach. If thisis true
it is certainly encouraging to typographic artists,

CHISWICK MANOR HoUsE.—Lovers of books
and of old bits of London will be gorry to hear
that the large old house on Chiswick Mall,
sometime called the Manor House, and known
as the original seat of the Chiswick Press, so
famous {n ty pographical history, has been pulled
down and its materials sold. This building was
formerly an appanage.to Wesminster School,
was used, we beileve, as a sanitarium, as it was
sometimes called a ¢ pest house.” It is, or was,
the property of Westminster School. Some
architectural remains and carving, said to be of
Norman character, have been excavated on the
site, parts of an ancient structure.

LoNDON IMPROVEMENTS,—The view of the
beautiful tower and spire of one of Wren’s most
fortunate designs, St. Martin’s, Ludgate, has
been seriously injured, and the whole structure
dwarfed, by the erection of a rather preten-
tious block of warehouses or offices on the east
side, and immediately adjoining the church.
The effect of this addition to Ludgate-hill is,
especlally when it 1is looked at from the east,
extremely depressing, and when viewed from
the west the new structure forms a graceless
combination with St. Martin’s Church and St.
Paul’s, whereas Wren designed a graceful com-
position of the latter two, and did not dream of
the first.

EDUCATED FLEAS.—A performance of Educat-
ed fléas is at the present time attracting much
attention at Berlin. At a recent exhibition, one
of the most accomplished of the insects, obeying
a sudden impulse of its nature, sprang from tbe
table and took refuge on the person of an illus-
trious lady. The exhibitor was in despair, as the
truant was his best performer, and said he
would be ruined unless 1t could be recovered.
The lady good naturedly retired to an adjoining
room, and, after a few minutes absence, return-
ed with the flea between her thumb and fore-
finger. Tne exhibitor took it eagerly, gave one
look at it, and then, with visible embarrass-

raent, said, « Your Highness will pardon me,

but this is not the right flea.”

TRUTH GIVES NOo TROUBLE.—Truth is always
consistent with itself, and needs nothing to
help it out. It is always near at hand, and sits
upon our lips, and It is ready to drop out before
we are aware; whereas, a lie is troublesome,
and sets a man’s invention on the rack; and
one trick needs a great many more to make it
good. It is like building upon a false ﬂaundatlon,
which continually stand in need of props to shore
it up,and proves at last more chargeable than to
have raised a substantial building at first upon
a true and solid foundation ; for sincerity isfirm
and substantial, and there is nothing hollow or
unsound in it, because it is plain and open, and
fears no discovery, of which the crafty man is
always in danger. .

SAVED His WHIPPING.— A little urchin,
seven or eight years old, in a school where a
Miss Blodgett was teacher, composed the follow-
ing, and wrote it on his slate at prayer time, to
the great amusemens.of the boys—

“ A little mouse ran up the stairs '
To hear Miss Blodgett say her prayers.”

The teacher discovered the rhyme, and called
out the culprit. For punishment she gave him
his choice—to mgke another rhym n five
minutes or be whipped. So, after th ng and
scratching his head till his time was nearly out
and the teacher was lifting the cane in a threat-
ening manner, at the last moment he ex-
claimed—

‘“Here I stand before Miss Blodgett ;
She’s going to strike, and I’m going to dodge it.”

Curiovus ITEMS.—If a tallow candle be placed
in & gun and shot at a door, it will go through
without sustaining injury; and if a musket-ball
be fired into the water, 1t will not only rebound,
but be flattened; if fired tbrough & pane of
glass, it will make the hole the size of the ball,
without cracking the glass; if suspended by a
thread it will make no difference, and the
thread will not even vibrate. Cork, if sunk 200
feet in the ocean, will not rise on account of the
pressure of water. In the Arctic regions, when
the thermomether is below zero, persons can
converse more than a mlle distant. Dr. Jamleson
asserts that he heard every word of a sermon at
the distance of two miles. We have written
upon paper manufaetured trom iron, and seen a
book with leaves and binding of the same
material.

HUMOROUS SCRAPS.

¢ WHAT’S the matter there, Alice? Don’t
your shoes fit ?” « No, papa, they don’t it me
at all,” replied the little one ; “ why they don’t
even squeak when I go out to walk,”

«“ TAK’ notice,” shouted the Inverary bell.
man at the pitch of his voice, « that the boat
for Glasgo will sail on Monday morning, God
willing and weather permitting, or on Tuesday
whether or no.”

¢ To WHAT BASE USES,” &c.—Evansville, In-
diana, repudiates the idea that it has no first
class poets. Walter Scott works in a sash, door,
and blind factory ; Oliver Goldsmith works on
& farm ; Thomas Moore 18 a finisher ; and Ro.
bert Burns is in the city gaol.

PRISONER (to learned magistrate).—« Has
anyone a right to commit a nuisance ?” Magis-
trate.—¢ No, sir, not even the mayor—no, sir,
not even the prince.” Prisoner.—« Then you
can’t commit me ; for I was arrested as a nui-
sance, and you have decided that I am one.”

A YoUNG lady of Lyons, Iowa, recently sald
—* Some men are always talking about patro-
nising their own town-—always harping on that
duty—and yet they go abroad to get married,
while here we all stand waiting! I do hope
that some of these men who marry Eastern
women will get cheated!”

AN INVISIBLE ANTAGONIST.—A Gascon offi-
cer who was present at a skirmish, fired a pistol
at one of the enemy, and afterwards boasted
that he had killed him. ¢« That can’t be,” said
another, « for not a man was left on the fleld.”
¢« Pooh !’ said the Gascon ; ¢ don’t you see ?—
I must have blown bim to atoms.”

THE following 18 the translation of an adver.
tisement in the Paris Journal : ¢« M. A, Lafeuve,
48 bis Rue Basse du Rempart, begs the lady in
black who does not like draughts in omnibuses
kindly to send him his purse, which she found
in his pocket on the 1st of February, and to
keep the money it contained as a reward for
her cleverness.”

A SPORTSMAN has been the victim of his own
credulity. He has a gun that scattered shot
badly, 80 that it is not of much account. He
saw an advertisement in a paper, offering to
send information whereby such scattering ”
of shot could be effectually prevented. He sent
the money, and in due time was informed that
to prevent his gun from ¢ scattering  he should
put in only one shot.

A PARISIAN who was known as a free
thinker met a Parisian friend the other day,
and, takiog him by the hand, said, * I have
become a Curistian.” « I am glad to hear it,”
he replied : « Suppose we now have a settle.
ment of that little account between us. Pay me
what thou owest.,” ¢« No,” sald the new-.born
child, turning on his heel ; “ religton is religion,
and business i8 business.”

A GAY young Aberdeen widow said recently
to her jolly little daughter of seventeen, who
was brought up on porridge and exercise in the
Highlands {n strong easterly winds, and was, as
a consequence, unco’ sharp, ¢ It’s o’er young for
you, Annle lassie, to talk thus o’ the trousered
sex. When you are of my age you will be dream-
ing of a husband.” ¢ Yes, mamma,” replied the
Highland bussy, ¢ for the second time.”

THE following purports to be a model medical
puff:

¢ DEAR DocCTOR,—I shall be one hundred and
seventy-five years old next October. For over
elghty-four years I have been an invalid, un-
able to step except when moved with a lever.
But a year ago I heard of your sirap. I bought
a bottle, smelt the cork, and found myself a
man. I can now run twelve and a half miles
an hour, and throw thirteen summer-saalts
without stopping.”

A STORY told by Dr. M’Cosh, of Princeton
College, is seasonable. A negro in a religious
gathering prayed earnestly that he and his co-
lored brethren might be preserved from what
he called thelr ¢ upsettin’ sins.”

* Brudder,” said one of his friends, at the
close of the meeting, ¢ you aln’t got the hang of
dat ar word. I’s « besettin’,’ not ¢ upsettin’.’ »

 Brudder,” replied the other, if dat's so, it's
80. But I was prayin’ the Lord to save us from
de sin of intoxication, an’ if that ain’t an upset-
tin' sin, I dunno what am.”

ONE definition of an editor : An editor iz a
masle being whose bizness 1z to navigate a nuze
paper. He writes editorials, grinds out poetry,
inserths deths and weddings, scrts out mane-
skrips, keeps a waste basket, blows the ¢ devil,”
steals malter, fites other people’s battles, sells
his paper for a dollar and fifty cents a Year,
takes white beans and apple sass for pay, when
ke can get it, raizes a large family, works 19
hours out uv every 24, knows no Sunday, gets
dammed by everybody, and once in a while
whipt by sumeboddy, lives poor, dies middle-
aged and often broken-hearted, leaves no money,
1z rewarded for a life uv toil with a short but
free obituary puff in the nuze papers. ‘Exchange
please copy.

IN his recently . published diary Moscheles
records an amusing instance of the perplexities
which figurative expressions cause to foreign
learners of English. ¢ To.day,” he writes, ¢« 1
was asked at dessert which fruit of those on
the table I would prefer. ¢Some sneers,’ I re-
plied ingenuously. The company, first of all,
were surprised, and then burst Into laughter
when they guessed the process by which I had
arrived at the expression. 1, who at that time
had to construct my English laboriously out of
dialogue-books and dictionaries, had found out
that < not to care a fig’ meant * to sneer at a
person ;’ 8o when I wanted to ask for figs, ¢ figs’
and ¢ sieer ’ 1 thought were synonymous.”

CAISSA'S CASKET.

SATURDAY, May 30, 1874,
*.* All communications relating to Chess must
be addressed ¢ CHECKMATE,"” London, Ont,

CORRESPONDENCE.
J. H. @raman.—As you have removed to Ontario,
hope we may hear from you more frequently.

J. A. Ropigr.—Last solutions are correct.

DIER . Sorry
you cannot join in the tourney.

CONUNDRUMS.
No. 63.
By J. A. RoDIER, Montreal.
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White to play and mate in three moves.
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No. 64, .
By Dr. HeraL.
BLACK.

————————

%4 %7 %;@.%7’/%
‘e

N

N
N

.‘

g

,/1 //4
@% 73|

' mn

a
White to play and mate in three moves.

WHITE.

CONUNDRUMS CRIBBLED.

No. 85.
ByY.F. W. MARTINDALE.
White. Black.
1. Kt to Q 4th 1. Any.
2. Mate ace.
No. 56.
By }ACOB ELSoN.
White. Black.
1. Rto R 4th 1. K takes R

Ifl. K to B 7, then2. R to R 3rd, &o.
2. K takes R. P. 2. Pon
3. B mates.

Solved by J. A. Rodier.

CAISSAN CHIPS.

Our readers can make this department very inte-
resting by sending us ““bits ”’ of news or pleasing
selections as they may come across them.

B. M. NgiLL, a very fine player, has won the first
prize in the tourney of the Boston Chess Olub.

A CERTAIN player in Conneoticut is engaged in
playing 86 games of chess by postal-card. He lives in
the post-office—or he should.

On dit, that Paul Morphy is recuperating his
ancient chess strength, in order to successfully
compete with the magnates who will enter the lists at
Philadelphia in 1876. He should take out a life
insurance policy, for he will never survive the
“recuperation.”

Tne Utioa Herald, speaking of a game by eorres-
pondence, says that if closely contested it will take
three weeks.

Mr. I. E. Orchard, of Columbia, S. C., has started
a chess column in the Temperance Advooate. Mr. 0.,
who is a fine player, brings to the task ability, enthu-
siasm, and a determination to furnish a live column,
and djudgmz by the first number, he is bound to suc-
ceed.

The great contest by telegx;aph between London
and Viennais terminated. Vicnna resigned the first
game, and offered to call the second a draw, an offer
which London accepted, though it was perfectly clear
that were the second game played out it must have
resulted in favor of the Engﬁ.h players. The match
was for a stake of £100.

A CAISSAN CONTEST.

The following lines, which are taken from an old
number of the American Chess Monthly, and which are
the composition of an eminent living poet, are extre-
mely pretty, and may not be uninteresting to some of
our readers :—

“We played at Chess, Bianca and myself,

One afternoon, but neither won the game.

Both absent-minded, thinking of our hearts,

oving the ivory pawns from black to white,

Shifted to little purpose round the board ;

Bometimes we quite forgot them in a sigh,

And then remembered it, and moved again:

Looking the while along the slopes beyond,

Barred by blue peaks, the fountain, and the grove,

Where lovers sat in shadow, back again,

With sideway flnnees in each other’s eyes.

Unknowingly I made a lucky move

hereby I checked my mate, and ga{ned a queen ;

My couch drew nearer hers, I took her hand—

A soft white hund that gave itself away—

Told o’er the simple story of my love,

1n simplest phrases, which are always best,

And prayed her if slxg loved me in return—

A fabled doubt—to give her heart to me H

And then and there, above that game of Chess,

Not finished yet, in maiden trustfulness—

I'm coming, Sweet! she gave her heart to mel”

The figure in the thirteenth line is exceedingly
pretty ; it is a pity that it is not warranted by the laws
of the game.

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

To CooK BEETS.—The true way to cook a
beet is to bake, not boll it, Tbus treated, and
sliced either in vinegar or butter, it is exceed-
ly palatable and nutritious. Boiling extracts the
most valuable part of this vegetable.

CEMENT FOR BROKEN CHINA. — A good
cement for mending broken crockery-ware may
be made by mixing together equal quantities of
melted giue, white of egg, and white lead, and
boiling them together. .

SOUR MILK.—A simple and eftective remedy
for the prevention of milk turning sour in sum-
mer time consists in adding to each quart fifteen
grains of bicarbonate of soda. This does not
affect the taste of the mllk, while it facilitates
its digestion,

TAINTED MEAT.—It may not he generally
known that when good meat is a little tainted by
warm weather or overkeeping, washing 1t with
limewater will restore its sweetness. Dredging
powdered charcoal over it will produce the same
effect.

PAIN IN THE EAR.—AS8 soon as any sore-
ness is felt in the ear, let three or four drops of
the tincture of arnica be poured in, and the
orifice be filled with a littla cotton to exclude the
air, and in a short, time the uneasiness is
forgotten. If the arnlea be not resorted to until
there is actual pain, then the cure may not be
as speedy, but it is just as certain, although it
may be necessary to repeat the operation. It
is a sure preventive against gathering in the
ear, which is the usual cause of ear-ache.

MEAT PICKLE.—One pound of moist sugar,
two pounds of common salt, a quarter of a
pound of saltpetre, one ounce of fresh ground
allspice, four quarts of water; dissolve. This
will pickle meat, and impart a fine red color,
and a superior flavor,

Champagne 18 t0o often

i A trickster malign,

That flows from the apple
And not from the vine!

OYSTER FRITTERS.—Allow to each cgg a8
heaped table-spoonful of flour, and a jill or small
tea-cupful of milk. Beat the eggs till very light
and thick; then stir them, gradually, into the

-pan of milk, in turn with the flour, a little at a

time. Beat the whole very hard. Have ready
the oysters, that you may proceed immediately
to baking the fritters. The oysters should be
fresh, and of the largest size. Having drained
them from their liquor, and dried them separ-
ately in a cloth, and dredged them with flour,
set over the fire a frying-pan nearly fall of lard.
When it bolls fast, put in a large spoonful of the
batter. Then lay an oyster upon it, and cover
the oyster with another spoontul of iLutter, Fry
the fritters of a nice yellow. As they are done,
take them up, drain off the lard from the oysters,
and keep them hot till they go to table.

$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPE.

Will distinguish the time by a churcholock five miles,
8 FLAGBTAFY and WINDOW Bag8 10 MILES ; landscape
twenty miles distant, and will define the SATELLITES
or JUPITER and the PHASES oF VENUS, &o., &o. This
extraordinary CHEAP AND POWERFUL glass is of the
best make and possesses ACHROMATIO LENSES and is
equal to a telescope costing $20.00. No STuDkNT OR
Tourisr should be without one. Sent Post free to all
ggr& in the Dominion of Canada on receipt of prioce,

H.SANDERS,
Optician, &c.

163 8t. James Street, Montreal*

Lllustrated Catalogue 16 pages sent free for on¢
stamp.

AVOID QUACKS.

A viotim of early indiscretion, causing nervous
debility, premature desay, &o., having tried in vain
every advertised remedy, has discovered a simple
means of self-cure, which he will send free to his
fellow-sufferers. A(idress, J. H.REEVES, 78 Nassau
8t., New York. 2-13-1 an

Printed and published by the DEsBaraTS LitHO-
GRAPHIC AND PUBLISHING COMPANY, 1, Place d’Armes
Hitl, and 319, 8t. Antoine 8t., Montreal.
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“SMALL BY DEGREES.” “TIME BY THE FORELOCK!”
Saffolk Parmer. * Two SEILL'N'S A WEEK MorE!! NEvEe! THAT'LL NNVER DO!—oUT o' TRE QUESTION!"

Dodger. ** HoLLo, HoW ARE YoU ! CAN'T STOP, THOUGH, o2 I sBAN'T Miss

Sufolk Ploughman. ‘* You'sR RIGHT THERE, MAs’R WUzzLEs, BARTN sURK! IT 'oX’T DEW. OUR SAL samy THEme'iL 3x EiomT MY TRAIN |

SBILL'N' AND THREEPENCK POR BREaDp, THERE-AND-SITPENCE ¥or RENT AND Col, AND HALF-A-CRAOWN POR Crus, Cuornzs, Borms, Codger, * CATCR IT, YOU MEAN.”

;}: sx:,m ',‘;5 THE OWD 'CMAN, F1vE Kips, AND ME. NO, THAT 'ON'T DEW—THAT, THAT 'ON'T, B'UM BY. BUT IT'LL BE ENow O Dodger. “ No, I pon'r. | ALWAYS USED TO Miss MY RIGHT TRAIN, 80 NOW
IN WITH !

1 ALwAvs MIss THE ONE BEFORE IT, AND GET HOME IN TIME FOR DINNER'®
Ta, Tat”

—5
U I
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ANOTHER SAD CASE,

iLLI ROBUR, ET A£S TRIPLEX....!

““ Way, Coox, | DSCLARS/ HERR COMES THE 1ONG-LosT ToRTomsy UNoLk PRILIP GAVE Us LANT YEAR!

AND OUT OF THR CO4L-
C2LLaR, OF ALL PLAomS Ix THE WoORLD !” . ) “ﬁadnzt‘;'::‘t:rw REALLY WEASY YOURSELP 80 NUCH AT THE OPsRmA,
“ Low', Miss GRacE, 158 rHar TuE Toxromwn! WERY, I'VE BEREX A-UmIN' OF 'IN ALL THEOUGH THE WINTER TO BREAK THE
-Coaws wrrm 1™

Lady B. Bor, 1v I po wor Coms, wiar oX EAxTN AM [ Yo DO arrEA
B Doruxr rizu 17 18 TINE Po @0 soOMEWaERS ! .
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METAMORPHOSES, BY A MANILIAO.

b 7 seri 3 ‘senvivie 8 o “' 4 g : THE PASSION FOR OLD CHINA.
is Zllusiration, whith i intended for the amusemen? of svious and scmsid becriders, o o Young Men who Husbind. * 1 ratex xow,
&M M":‘-‘TM mg“‘“‘"’“’ coming to look for him at the end of the game, fook M for o g‘v tu:‘:{dhd j Mazcxay ¢ Yo!v’n 15“711?52%'&“:.’?&};?9%&‘% v



