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“NO INTENTIONS.”

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

—

Author of « Love’s Conflict,” « Veronique,” ete. |

—

CHAPTER X,

“Ob! why did you ever come here ?” 18 the
ax;:t. walling reproach with -which she recelves

words.

“Because I ocould not help it! Muach as I
have suffered since we parted, I wounld not,
planation I ean make
{0 you mus$ be, have ht you wilfully : bat
when the opportunity was pressed upon me I
oould not reuist it, and I amh here, and you must,
listen whilst I speak.”

“I need ne explanation !” she satd proudly.

. : 3} -
! FORGIVE MN,’ HE SAYS BARNES. LY, ‘ FOR ALL THAT I HAVE BROUGHT UPON YOU [’ "

“ Then yeu are not the woman that I took
you for. Yom are not the woman who once
vowed to be my friend and counsellor. Friends
do not condemn their friends unheard, Irene.”

“ You must not call me by that name,” she
falters. o

“Imust, and will! for as we stand together
now, I know you by no other. But do not be
afraid that I shall say one word that you need
blame me for, Itis nota man who speaks to
you! It is a fellow-soul calling on you for God's
sake to lay aside for one moment all the hard
thoughts you may have cherished of bim, and
let him say what he can say for himself!” -

“Go on,” she whispers; but she tarns her
face away, and, stooping to gather sundry flow-
ers that grow near, weaves them, with trem.
bling fingers, into a little sort of tuft.

It 18 after breakfast, and they are standing in
front of Fen Court watching Tommy play upon
the lawn. As the last words leave Irene’s lips,
Colonel Mordaunt, mounted on his favorite
hunter, comes riding towards them from the
stables.

¢ Holloa, Muimaven! I thought you were
going over to Chester Farm with me this morn.
ing to see that greyhound Htter. My man tbioks

we shall be able tospare youa couple, if you take
a fancy to the pups.”

“Yon're very good, Colonel! I should like to.

g0 by all means, but won’t you give me half an
hour's grace after breakfast? If T had a quar-
ter your constitution, I wouldn’t ask for 1t.”

The Colonel pretends to laugh at the idea, but
he seoretly enjoys it.

¢ And you a bachelor, without, a care to inter-
fere with your digestion. Walit til} you’re mar-
ried, my Lord !” .

 That's complimentary to me,” says Irene,

| who 18 plucking ap spirit with the want of no-

tice socorded to her. And then she turns round
suddenly, and goes up to her husband’s side and
fastens the little bouquet she has made into his
buttonbole.

The small attention pleases him : he feels as
though the sun had suddenly eome out from be-
hind a cloud, and with his disengaged hand he
squeezes the fingers busied with his adora-
ment,

“ Thank you, my darling!” he says fer-.
vently. .

At that Irepe does, what she so ‘seldom does.
before another,, puts up her lHps to kiss her
husband. 4

“ Don’t be away long ! ” she eays, as sherem-
braces him.

Muiravenjhears the sentenee with g sigh, and
watches the action with a frown ; he kmows so
well what they are intended toconvey -.that,
whatever this woman may still think or feel, he
must be loyal to her husband, or she will not
listen to him. .

¢ I shall be back within the hour, dear,” ve.
pHes Colonel Mordaunt. « I have only to xide
down to the Loug Close and see about: the drain.
ing there, and then perhaps you will be ready to
accompany me to Chestor Farm, Mulraven.”

« I shall be ready by that time,” replies the
guest with careless brevity, as he switches offa
bunch of lilac with his eane,

He never intended to say more to Irene than
it would be right for her to heay : there was no
need of that kiss to remind him of his duty—it
has galled him ; and as soon as Calenel Mor.
daunt’s back is turned he lets her know it.

She is watching the retreating horse and rider,
more from nervousness at the- coming explan,
ation than regret at her husband's departare,
when Muiraven’s volce sounds in her ear again,

“If youcan spare one msoment from your :

matrimonial rhapsodies, Mps, Mordaunt,, per-

haps you will fulfil the pramise you magde juat.

Bow, and listen towhbat I bave to say.”

The sarcastic tone, so unseemly {7 thein re-
lative positions, rouses her to a zemse of her
own dignity and makes her brave,

« Lord Muiraven, you took me 50 muoh by
surprise that I hardly knew wbhat to answer, 1
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cannot belleve that any explanation can alter
matters as they now stand between you and me,
nor do I see the necessity of one. Bat if youare
still desirous of speaking to me, I am ready, asl
said before, to listen to you. Shall we go in-
doors, or remain here ?

«Come into the shrubbery,” he says earnesat.
1y ; and into the shrubbery they go.

‘When they arrive there, they paoce up and
down the winding pathway more than onoe, in
utter silence.

¢« Please say what you have tosay,” she pleads
at last.

«Iwill! Irene, when your mother spoke to
me that day in the library at Brook Street, I
felt as though a thunderbolt had fallen at my
feet1”

¢ Oh, why allude tothat ? It is all passed and
done with, Who cared about it? "

« You did—and sodid I. It nearly broke my
heart, and yet I was powerless to aot in any
other manner.”

+#Then why speak about 1t? 1 wish that you
would not.”

«#]1 must speak about if, even at the risk of
tearing open my own wounds and yours. You
see how coolly I take it for granted that you
cared for me, Irene.”

¢ Your wounds ? " .

#Yes, mine ! Good God, do you suppose that
any obstacle short of insuperable would have
made me aot a8 I was forced to do? Do you be-
lieve that I didn’t love you with all my heart
and soul, Irene ?”

She does not answer him, but draws a deep,
long sigh ofgratitude. Some of the black cloud
that has darkened her existence is cleared away
aiready. Eric Kelr loved her.

#If I had but known it!’” she says at
length.

¢« Would it have made you happler?”

«J ocould have borne what followed by my-
self,” she answers simply.

Then a light breaks in upon Muiraven, and he

ses what he has done.  He understands that’

this girl has entered uponjmarriage to save her
from the apathy that sucoeeds despair,

“God forgive me!” he cries aloud. ¢« Oh,
Irene! I dared not tell you—I dared not tell it
1o myself until your mother crushed me with
her inquiries, and I had no alternative but to
preserve a houndish silence and to leave the
house that held everything that was dearest to
me in the werld. My crime—my madness was
to linger near you for so long—when I knew a
barrier was raised between us that even time
itself might never have the power to pull down.
But I did not know my danger, Irene, far less
could I guess yours : exonerate me so far, ifyou
can. I was go lonely at that period of my life
—s0 much in need of sympathy and counsel—
and the friendship you accorded to me was so
sweet, I was wicked enough never to stop to
oonsider what the consequences of the inter.
ocourse might be to both of us. Oh, lrene!I
will never agalnginsult you by asking you to be
my friend, but say that you will try to forgive
me for the wrong I did you, and 6 think less
hardly of me than you do.”

«The barrier {” she murmurs. Her voice is
tull of tears, and she dares not trust herselt to
say another word.

I will tell you all I can. I will tell you
more than I have ever told toany other human
creature on the subjest. When I was very young
—long before I met you—I got myselfinto a
dreadful serape ; so great ascrape that I did not
care—and never have dared yet—to tell my fa-
ther of it; and this scrape involved consequen.
ces that utterly precluded —and preclude atill-—
my ever thinking of marriage.”

« But — but I vhought I heard — a ramor
reached us two years ago that you were engaged
to & Miss Robertson.”

« Nothing but rumor, Irene. Yourinformant
must have meant my brother Cecil, who is to
marry Harrlet Robertson next month. But to
return to ourselves. I know my explanation is
a very unsatisfactory one, and that I am pre-
sumptuous to hope you may acceptit. But I
cannot help making it. W1ill yon trust me 8o
far as to believe that I speak the truth *”

1 do believe it!”

«Thank you, & thousand times. Oh, if you
knew the load your words have lifted off my
breast | Had I followed the diotates of prudence,
and of what the world oalls propriety, I should
have sneaked away whenever I heard your
name mentioned, and died, as I have lived, un-
der the ban of your contempt. ButI was de-
termined, as soon as ever Fate sent me the op-
portunity, to iry and clear myself in your eyes.
It is very little I cansay. Ioan onlythrow my-
self on your compassion, and ask youa to believe
me, when I swear that 1 never loved any wo-
man as Iloved you ; and that had had it m
my power to marry you, I should have
no pains to make you love me in return.”

« I do believe you," she repeats agaln.

He stops, and she stops, and he confronts her
on the shrubbery path.

«You believe — a8 surely as though I were
yourself — tkat there exists a fatal and insur-
mountable obstacle to my marrying any one?

« I do—since you assure me it is so!”

« And that, had that obstacle not existed I
would have sought you, so long as you were
single, through all the world, in order to per.
susde you to become my wife ? "

«8ince you affirm {t—yes!”

« And that when I asked for your friendship
and affection, it was with no base intention to
decelve or trifie with your love, but because my
own yearning to be associated with you was so
deep that 1 gratefully gathered up the least

ocrumb of consolation without considering what
the issne might bringtous? "

“I dot®

4 Ob, Irene, if 1 had but known all this be-
fore!”

"~ « It was impossible that youcould know it It
is an adverse Fate that has divided us. Be coun-
tent to learn it now.”

“ I am content—and deeply grateful for your
trust. But with your trust, shall I regain your
friendship *”

She hardly knows what to answer to this
question. She is glowing with the excitement
of his revelations, but sober enough to be aware
that such & friendship as they once promised
one another, can never exist between them in
their new relations.

“Lord Muiraven ! ”—she commences—

¢ Oh ! do not call me by that name. Freshly
as it brings back to me my brother'’s death, it
is hateful upon all occasions, and more than
ever from your lips.”

« I must not eall you otherwise,” she answers
quickly. ¢You have been very frank with me,
and I will be the same with you. 1 will ack-
nowledge that your conduct—your supposed in-
difference—-""

« My indifference-—oh ! Irene !”

¢ ——has been the cause, at times, of great
paln to me, and that to hear you clear yourself
is comfort ; and if I were still single, I might
8ay, let us renew the friendship which was so
rudely broken: but I am marrled, Lord Muir-
aven, and what we promised 0 be to one another
in those old days we can never be now !

Lord Muiraven receives this announcement
with & deep groan. ’

# I am sure you will see the justice of my re.
mark,” she goes on presently. ¢ The counsel
and advice and sympathy which were to form
that bond, and which, more often than not, in-
volve fidelity, might not be pleasant to my hus-
band, and—I promised to be frank with you——
I love my husband, Lord Muiraven.”

«#You do ?” he says fricredulously.

¢ ] doindeed ! Not in the way, perhaps, you
think of love, but, any way, too much to en-
gage in anything that might distress or wrong
him. And you know that a man of his age
might well be unhappy and suspicious at his
wife having a young and close friend like your-
self. Bo that anything more than good com-
panionship is utterly denied to us.”

“The devil!’ says Muiraven under his
breath.

« Hash ! don’t speak of it so lightly. You
know well what I mean. My husband married
me when most people would hardly have
thought I should have made a pleasant wife,
and ——"

#Oh! say you love me still,” he interposes
eagerly, guessing at the reason of her doubt.

She turns her calm sad eyes on him in si-
lence, and the rebuke is sufficient ; he permits
her to

¢ —~—through all iny indifference and depres-
sion, and often, I am afraid, my fll-temper (for
I have not been half gratefal to him for his
kindness), he has been %0 patient and attentive
and affectionate, that I never could forget 1t—if
I wonld, And therefore it is that I cannot give
you back my friendship, Lord Mulraven. My
sympathy will be always yours; but friendship
includes confidenoce, and I am sure that confi-
dence between me and any other man would
give my husband pain.”

“Is & married woman never to have any
friends, then ? " he says discontentedly.

“]1 am not called upon to dectde for other
women. Some, unfortunately, have no friends
in their husbands, and they must judge for
themselves; but my husband was my best
friend when—when I really seemed to be with-
out one in the world, and I feel bound to return
his goodness where I ocan.”

¢« All right, then ! I conclude everything’s over
between us. I am sorry I spoke’—in a voice of
the direst offenee.

#0Oh, Eric ! don’t break my heart ! ” she cries
involuntarily.

«Break your heart, when I would lay down
my life to save you from a moment's pain!
Irene! I am the most miserable man oa God’s
earth. By one fatal mistake I wrecked all my
hopes of happiness; and now you consider me
unworthy even of the notice you accord to the
commonest of your acquaintances.”

u I never sald that. I shall always think of
you, and treat you a8 a friend; but, under the
circumstances, don’t you agree with me that
there might be danger in & closer intimacy ?”

“ Would there be danger?” he says joyfully.

Alas for the weakness of human nature! He
has just declared he could lay down his life to
save her from a moment’s pain; and yet it
thrills him through with happiness to find that
she fears lest nearer intercourse might bring
wretohedness for both of them ; and he would
oonsent to the nearer intsrcourse, and the pros-
pect of wretchedness, with the greatest ala-
crity, and belleve firmly that he loves her
through 1t alli!

Alas for human nature ! Blind, weak, waver-
ing, and selfish. From the crown of 1ts head to
Qhe‘lole of ita foot, there is no whole part
in it!

«] think I will go in now,” says Irene, with-
out taking any apparent notice of his last
remark. «I have said all that I can aay to you,
Lord Mairaven ; and further conversation on
the subject would be useless. You have made
me much happler by what you have told me
to-day, for I have had a bard battle sometimes
since we parted to reconcile your condaet with
the notion I had forme1 of you. I only wish you
had spoken as frankly t0 my poor mother as

you have done to me,”

¥y« I should, had} Mrs. 8t.] John only given me
the opportunity.”

¢ Never mind ! It is a thing of the past, and
perhaps she sees the reason of it now more
clearly than I do. Thank you for telling me as
much as you have. But we will not allude,
please, to the subject again.”

¢ Must I never speak to you of my troubles ?
Zu It is better not; and you need not fear I
shall forget you or them. I have always prayed
for you—I shall do so still.”

¢ God bless you, Irene ! ” he says beneath his
breath; and at the entrance of the shrubbery
they part, he to go towards the stables, she
towards the house.

But she has not left his side one minute
before a thought flashes across her mind—a
thought which never once presented itself
throughout the interview.

#The Child! What of the Child ! ”

L ] » - * » -

What of the child, indeed! Is she to restore
him to the man who has reinstated himself in
her good opinlon; or does not the mere fact of
his existence render much that Lord Muiraven
has said to her in the shrubbery null and void ?
Is the word of the betrayer of Myra Cray a word
to be trusted; or is it certaln that Eric Keir
was that betrayer ? Between excitement and
expectation and doubt and uncertalnty, Irene
becomes quite confused, and the first thing she
does on re-enterieg Fen Court is to take out the
packet of letters, the ivory-backed prayer-book,
and the photograph, and to examine them care-
fully agaln. Somehow they do not seem so
thoroughly convincing to her as they did before.
Lord Muiraven's proper name is certainly
« Erio Hamilton,” but the notes are only signed
#E, H.” and the name of Hamilton is very
common. The initlals may stand for Edward
Hamilton or Ernest Hamilton. It is rather poor
evidence to condemn a man upon a couple of
initials. The handwriting she could never positi-
vely swear to, because she has never seen that
of Lord Muiraven's, except in answer to invita-
tions, and these notes have evidently been
written hurriedly. They might be the letters of
anybody ; she will think no more about them.
But the photograph, faded as it is, is & more
startling witness to his identity. It is not flatter-
ing; cartes.de-visite;seldom are : it 18 too dark,
and he is frowning, and his nose and chin are
out of focus. Stil], as she twists it about in the
clear morning light, she cannot deny that it is
like him—or like what he may have been some
years ago. Yet it seems hard to accuse a man of
so serious a fault upon the evidence of a bit of
cardboard ! Irene would have twisted that pho-
tograph up and down and round about until she
had convinced herself that it was not the least
like Lord Muiraven, nor ever could have been;
but at this moment the door opens to admit
Tommy. Here comes the living witness of his
father's frality to put toshame all the inanimate
mementoes by which she is trying to delude
herself into the notion that Lord Muiraven isan
injured man. Here come the dark wavy locks,
the deep blue eyes, the pointed nose, already
showing evidenoe of the pussession of a bridge ;
the deep chest and sturdy limbs that Tommy’s
progenitor must certainly have displayed when
at the same age as himself. Irene is almost
cross with the little fellow for looking so abomi-
nably like his father.

«“Oh! he must have beenthe man! it isquite
impossible I can be mistaken,” she inwardly
ejaculates as she throws herself into a chair,
«Come here, Tommy ! What on earth does
Phoebe mean by parting your hair in the middle,
Just as if you were a girl—it makes you look
quite absurd.”

s#Gentleman has got his hair parted in the
middle !” says Tommy, alludiog to Lord Muir-
aven.

¢« That’s no reason you should have it too,”
replies Irene, quite sharply, as she divides his
ourls with her fingers, and effects a general
disturbance thereof, of which her protégé disap-
proves. «Sit still, ean’t you ? What a dreadful
fidget you are,’”

¢“You hurt!” says Tommy, at last, as the
tears well up into his eyes at her roughness,
At that sight her mood chauges,

“ Jh, my blessed boy ! my own little darling !
do you want to goaway from your poor mamma,
who loves you so?”

#I won’t go, mamma,” replies Tommy
stoutly. « I will always live with my mamma,
and take great care of her, I will.”

“ My precious! what should I do without you ?
He would never be 80 cruel as to take you
away. And yet, were he to knoew the truth,
how could he do otherwise ? How could I keep
you? Oh, what shall Ido?”

*I will not give him upina hurry,” she
ruminates presently, as Tommy, having had
enough embraces, wriggles off her lap again and
runs away to play. ¢“IfI am to part with the
child, it shall only be upon the most convinecing
Pproofs of the relationship between them "—for~
getting that only on the most convinclng proofs
would Muiraven be likely to acknowledge the
reaponsibllity. Brooding on this resolution,
bowever, Irene grows cunning, and, bent on
2300 the truth, lays little traps wherein
to catoh her guest, inwardly triumphing every
Ume they fall. She has many opportanities
of laying them, for her" apirite are lighter ang
brighter after the shrubbery tite-a-t2te, and
Muiraven suters more freely into oonversation
with her, But it puszles him considérably at
this period to discover what motive she can
have for contlnually s in parables to
him; or why she should
irrelevant to the matter in hand,
and shoulders, as she is 50 fond of d

lolng,
#What & beautiful eveaing,” hengrennrh

casually as the whole party seat themselves
after dinner on chairs on the lawn. «I con:
sider the evening by far the most enjoyable part
of the day at this  Season of the year.”

“Ifone has a clear oconscience,” says his
hostess pointedly ; *but I think, if I had wronged
any one very much in my lifetime, I should
never be able to enjoy a summer’s evening
agaln. Everything seems so pure and calm
then—one feels 80 near heaven.”

“I am afraid, if every one felt the same as
you do, Mrs. Mordaunt, we should have to shuf
ap summer at once. We have all wronged, or
been wronged, I suppose, during our lifetime.”

¢ But I mean a real wrong !—such as ruining
the happiness of apother. Don’t you think it
isthe very wickedest thing a person can do,
Lord Muiraven ? ”

“]1 am not competent to judge. I think I
have wronged myself more than anybody else
in the world; atall events, intentionally,” he
adds, with a sigh,

“ Have you had your photograph taken lately,”
she goes on in the wildest manner.

« My photograph! No! My dear old father
insisted upon my sitting for a portrait in oils
last autumn, That was bad enough, but nothing
to being photographed. Why do you ask ?”

“Irene 1s ambitlous to fill that pretentious-
looking album that lles on the drawing-room
-table as quickly as possible,” says Colonel Mor-
daunt laughing.

stIndeed I am not! I call that album my
menagerie. It contains such a set of gorillas.
8o few people take well, Do you? * addressing
Muiraven again,

« 1 can hardly tell you. It isso long since I
was immortalised by the photographic art. Not
since—let me see——"'

# Since when ? ” she interposes eagerly.

4 The year before last, I think. The LondoR
8tereoscopic Company had the honor of taking
me just before I left town, and I never even
asked for a proof of the photograph.”

#You must have had something very engross”
ing on your mindjust then, Muiraven,” remarks
the Colomel.

# 1 had indeed.”

# What made you sit to them at all 7 ”

«#1 sat because I hoped the result of mY
sitting might be acceptable to a friend whom
had at that time, and I neglected to send for the
photographs because I found they would not
be 80 ; and all interest in them departed with
the knowledge.”

# A woman, of course, Muiraven? Nothing
but a woman, or the wind, could change in 80
short a time,”

#1 did not say she changed, Colonel.”

«#Then perhaps it was yourself. He look®
flckle—doesn’t he, Irene 7"

¢« Then he looks what he is not,” rejoins Muir-
aven. #Can I fetch anything for you, Mrs.
Mordaunt 7" as she rises from her chair.

¢ No, thank you!”’

In another minute she Is back agaln with
the ivory-bound prayer-book in her hand. She
1s going to make her first grand experiment
with that.

“ What have you there, Irene?” says berl
husband.

«Ounly a prayer-book. A pretty little thing
isn’t it, Lord Muiraven?” holding it out fof
bis inspection : he examines it without the
slightest change of countenance.

“Well, if you want my candid opinion, Mrs.
Mordsunt, you must allow me to say, that I da
not agree with you. I suppose it is quite
lady’s ldea of «pretty;” but it looks Ve pA
useless to me. Is it a real prayer-book OF
hoax??” i 8

“QOpen it, and see, It is anything by
hoax.” to

«8o I perceive. I thought it might prove
be & bonbonniére, or a powder puff-box, or 8O
other little feminine secret, So it is really an
truly a prayer-book ?" Like

«Of course! Have you never seen oné
that before ?”

“Yes; but not so small, I think. Wbat 2
surprising print! I should have no eyes i
twelvemonth if I used a book like this.” ry-

¢+ And you have really never seen an 173
backed prayer-book before, or bought one !

“ Haven’t I! Ihad to fork ontfive UM%,
for a ohurch service for my sister-in-law th3 i,
to be, the other day. She took @ fancy %0 foF
and Cecil was 8o stingy, he wouldn’t’ buy it fat
her, 50 I was compelled to. It was a very ory
one, quite apopletic, in fact, and bound in "‘ pl
and silver. Sbe said she shonld consider ! %
a wedding present; but I know I shall have
give her another, all the same."

“Welll I can't understand it,” says Irens.

#My being generous for omoe in a way ? U9
Mrs. Mordaunt ! ” e

“ Give me back that little prayer-book, pleast
L am sure you must have seen plenty like
before, They're as common as possible.”

«I daresay I have, but — please forgive MY
oountry manners, Mrs. Mordaunt—I really d"“,’
seem to carg if I never see one like it again. W
& most shookingly attenuated -little book: r-
looks as though it had been reared on wnt:d_
grael, and reminds me only of a pale, shrivell o
up, sickly old maid. It jars most terribly upe
my feelings.’

“l dongf. believe you have any,” she ‘n"“l:
quickly; and her husband thinks she is in {05,
and iaughs at the aconsation, in which Muiraver
Jjolns bim, . At this morasnt Colonel Mordﬂf:u
18 called away to bold an interview with D2
balliff, and in the quickly-falling dusk, alon
with thelr guest (Isabella having crept awey
some time before), Irene feels bold enough
make another attempt at discovery of

truth,
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“1 hope you are not annoyed at the disrespect.
ful manner in which I spoke of your exceedingly
pretty little prayer-book,” says Muiraven,
breaking the ice for her.

«]It is mnot mine,” she answers briefly; «1it
belonged to Tommy's mother. I am keeping it
for him.”

‘“Indeed | that makes it interesting.
long since she died?”

« Nearly a twelvemonth. I have several of
her little possessions — a photograph amongst
the number.”

“ What, of—of—the child’s father ? ”

« I oonclude so.”

#You must take great ocare of it. It may
prove of the utmost use some day in tracing his
parentage.” :

« 8o I think. His poor mother had been so
utterly deserted that the only olue she could
give me was the name (which she had dis-
covered 1o be false) by which the man who
betrayed her ealled himself. I wonder, if I ever
meet that man or discover his identity, whether
I should be bound to give np the child to him,
What is your opinion, Lord Muiraven?”

“You set me rather a difficult task, Mrs,
Mordaunt. It so entirely depends upon whether
the father will be anxious to assume bis guardian-
ship or not. He could claim the boy, of course,
if he could prove his right to do so; but the
greater probability is, that he would deny the
relationship. Had he bad any intention of
acting the part ofa parent to his child, he
would never have abandoned the mother.”

« You think so—it is your real opinion ? ’’ she
demands eagerly.

«] think every one must think so. Poor little
Tommy is most fortunate to have fallen into
Yyour hands. You may depend upon {t, you will
never be troubled by a gratuitous application
for him.”

« How hard-hearted some men are!” she
sighs,

«They are brutes!’ replies her companion
determinately; and Irene is more puzzled than
before.

« Lord Muiraven » she ocommences
again.

«I am all attention, Mrs. Mordaunt.”

«If 1 were to arrive accldentally, at the
knowledge of who is the child’s father, and
found he was not aware of the fact of his
existence, ought I to make it known to him ? ”’

¢ Certainly 1"

« You are sure ?"”

“ Quite sure !—unless you wish to injure both
parent and child. However kind and good you
may be to him, no one can care for a boy, or
advance his interests in life, as a father can:
and life, under the most favorable circamstances
will be a serious thing for poor little Tommy.
If you are to keep him, I am sorry he is not &
girl, I am afraid you will find him trouble-
soms by-and-by.”

1 have no fear of that—only of his being
taken away from me. 8till—if you consider it
would be right———"

% Do youn know who his father is, then?”

«I think I do; but, please, don’t mention it
again : it is quite a secret.”

¢« Well, if I were in that man’s place I should
think that you were wronging me: but it isa
matter of opinion. Tommy’s father may —
and probably will—be only too glad to leave him
in your hands.”

¢+ But 1f it were you ?”

«1fit were me, I should preter to look after
my own child: I should not feel justified in
delegating the duty to another. I should con-
sider it the only reparation that lay in my
pPower t0 make bim ; and any one who deprived
me of it, would rob me of the means of exhlbit.
ing my penitence.” .

This burst of eloquence decides her. Sorely
a8 gshe will mourn his loss, she dares not keep
Tommy’s parentage a secret any longer. If he
belongs to Lord Muiraven, to Lord Muiraven he
must go. But she hardly dares to think what
Fen Court will look like when both of them are
lost to view again.

« How you have been erying ! ” remarks her
husband the next day, as she issues from her
l:lomiug-room, and unexpectedly confronts

m.

¢ It is no matter,” she answers evasively as
she tries to pass him to go upstairs. She is
Vexed he has commented on her appearance,
for the housekeeper is standing in the hall at
the same time.

« Bat it does signify,” he continues pertina-
‘:ll:msly. « What is the reason of it? Are you

? ”»

“ Not in the least; but I have been turning
Over old letters and papers this morning — and
it is never a pleasant task to undertake. I
shall be all right again by luncheon time.” And
8he escapes to the shelter of her bedroom.

“Lor, Colonel ! how inconsiderate you are,
Questioning Madam about the whys and where-
Iores of everything 1” ejaculates Mrs, Quekett.

. “Asif a lady oould turn over her stock of
treasures—her little tokens and bits of hair
&nq old love-letters, without bringing the tears

her eyes. You've no knowledge at all of
Women, Colonel, and it seems to me you've
Quite forgotten you ever were young yourself-”

“ But to see her eyes 8o red a8 that!” ex.
claims Colonel Mordaunt.

‘“Bless you! do you think when you marry
& woman, you walk atonoce into all her troubles
8ud gecrets, past, and present, and to come?

lonel, you’ve the least disorimination of any
Man I ever knew. She might just as well ex-
Pect you to turn out the bundle of your past

‘e—and there’d be a pretty kettle of fish if
you did—that I kuow !”

“You have the most extraordinary habit,

Is it

Quekett, of talking of one’s private affairsin
public places. I wish yow'd remember where
you are.”

« Very well, Colonel; that's a hint for me to
go. But I couldn’t help putting in a word for
Mrs., Mordaunt. You mustn’'t expect too much
of ber. She's yours— be content with that.
Wiser men than you have found it best, before
now, to keep their eyes half shut.”” And with
that, Mrs. Quekett, picking up a thread here
and a scrap of paper there, disappears quite
naturally into the mornlng-room. Irene, mean-
while, is bathing her eyes in cold water. She
has really been only occupied in turning over
old papers—the papers that concern Tommy—
and trying to write a letter to Lord Muiraven
on the subject, which shall tell all she wishes
him to know, in language not to plain. But
she has found the task more difficult tha she
anticipated; ugly things look so much more
ugly when they are written down in black and
white. Bhe has made flve or six attempts, and
they are all in the waste-paper basket. As she
comes downstairs to luncheon, looking quite
herself again, and passes through the morning-
room, her eyes oatch sight of these same frag-
mentary records lying lightly one upon the
other, and she thinks how foolish it was of her
to leave them for any one to read who passed
that way, The gong is sounding in the hall, and
the gentlemen’s voices are heard from the
dining-room; so she gathers the torn sheets of
paper hastily together, and thrusting them into
a drawer of her davenport, turns the key upon
them until she shall have an opportunity of
destroylng them more thoroughly. But she
cannot imagine what makes her husband so
silent and constrained, during lunch that day—
and concludes something must be going wrong
with the farm, and trusts Philip i8 not going to
break through his general rule of keeping out-
door worrles for out-door consideration; or that
Philip is not golng to develop a new talent for
induiging in the sulks — which appears to be
the likeliest solution of the change at present.
» L] » L] o« * - » - .

The next day is the one fixed for Lord Muir.
aven's departure, and the Colonel no longer
presses him to stay.

As breakfastis concluded and the carriage is
crdered round to convey him and his portman.
teau to the station, Irene remembers her at-
tempted letter of the day before, and feels sorry
that it proved a failure. She foresees a greater
difficulty in writing to him through the post,
and does not even know where to address him.
Colonel Mordaunt has fidgeted off to the stables
to worry the grooms into harnessing the horses
at least ten minutes before the time that they
were ordered to be ready ; and (except for Tom.
my, who interrupts the conversation at every
second word) she is left alone with their guest.

« Do you know,"” she commences timidly, #1
wanted to speak to you, Lord Muiraven, before
you went—that is to say, I have something ra.
ther particular to tell you.”

« Have you? Ob, tell it now ! " he exclaims
eagerly, his bopes rising at the idea that she
has plucked up courage to allude to the past.

«I could not—it would take too much time;
besides, it 18 & subject on which I would much
rather write to you.”

« Will you write to me ?”

+ I did write yesterday — only I tore up the
letter.”

“ What a shame ! Whatever it was, why did
you not let me have it?

«1 could not satisfy myself : it was too hard
atask. Only—should I be able to do so-—-where
may I address to you?”

«#Tothe St. James's Club, or Berwick Qustle.
My letters will always be forwarded from either
pmn

«“Forwarded! Are you not going to London,
then 7"

¢“Only for & day or two. Ileave England
next week for India.”

¢ India ! Whsat should take you there?”

¢ Hopelessneas, Irene{”

¢« Hush!”

«“Mamma, why did gentleman call you Reny 1
interposes Tommy from the folds of her dress.
¢ Forgive me,” he murmurs, «I am very
careless, What takes me to India, Mrs. Mor-
daunt, is idleness and love of change. Last au-
tum Ispent in the United States; this I hope
to do pig-stioking in Bengal ; and the next will
probably ind me in Tasmania. What wonld
you have me do? I am independent, restless and
in need of excitement ; and there is nothing to
keep me at home.”

s Your father, Lord Mulraven! ”

s My father knows that I am never so little
discontented as when I am travslling, and so he
consents to it. And he has my brother. AndlI
have-—no one.”

¢« But India ! such an unhealthy climate, I
thought nobody went there for cholce.”

“« On the contrary, to go there for choloe is the
only way to enjoy the country. I can return
whenever I like, you know. And as to the clim-
ate, it cannot be worse than that of New York,
where the hot weather sweeps off its sixty head
a day.”

st And you will return—when?”

#In about six months, I hope, that {s when
the hot season recommences. I do not goalone.
A cousin of my own, and a very jolly fellow of
the name of Stratford, go with me. I shall come
back so brown, you won't know me. What
shall I bring you home from India, Tommy. A
big elephant ?”

#Yes, yes! bring a lum-a-lam. Mamma,
gentleman golng to bring Tommy a big large
lum-a.lam "

“ And you will really be away slx months,”

~.

~

she says dreamily. She is thinking that here
is & respite from divulging the secret of her
adopted child’s parentage, for if Lord Mulraven’s
arrangements for leaving the country are all
completed, he would hardly - thank her for
thrusting so onerous a change upon him as the
guardianship of a little child on the very qve of
his departure. But he misinterprets the sub-
dued and dreamy tone; he readsin 1L, or thinks
he reads, a tender regret for his contemplated
absence, and is ready to relinquish every plan
which he has made upon the spot.

« T thought of being so, Mrs. Mordaunt,” he
replies quickly, « butifthere were any chance—
any hope—if I believed that any one here—oh!
you know what I mean 80 much better than I
can express it ; it you wish me not to go, Irens,
say the word, and I will remain in England for
ever.”

« Gentleman say Reny again,” remarks Tom.
my as he pulls his adopted mother’s skirts and
looks up in her face for an explanation of the
novelty.

« Bother that child !” exclaims Muiraven
angrily,

¢ Be quiet, Tommy ! Go and play,” replies
Irene. ¢ Lord Muiraven, you quite mistake my
meaning. I think itis & very good thing for
you to go about and travel ; and am glad that
you should be able to enjoy yourself. I wasonly
thinking of—my letter.”

« 8end it me. Pray send it to my club, I
shall be there to-morrow ! ”

¢« I do not think I sghall, It was ouly about—
this child,” in a lower voice. * Doyouremem.
ber what you sald once about being a friend to
him if he lost me ?”

¢« Perfectly ; and I am ready to redeem my
word ! ”

« Should anything happen whilst you are ab.
sent, Lord Muiraven, will you take care of him
on your return ? The letter I spoke of — and
which will contain everything I know about his
parentage—I will leave behind me, sealed and
addressed to you. Will you promise me to ask
for {t, and to follow up any clue it may give you
as faithfully as may be in your power ?”

«1 promise. But why speak of your death,
unless you wish to torture me?”

« 18 1t 80 great a misfortune, then, to pass be-
yond all the trouble of this world, and be safely
landed on the other shore 1 ”

« For you—no !—but for myself—I am too sel.
fish to be able even to coutemplate such a con-
tingency with composure. If I thought it pro-
bable, or even possible, nothing should take me
from England ! You are not {11?”

« Not in theleast! I only spoke of death com-
ing to me as it might come to you, or any one.
I do not desire it. I am content to live, or —
or. ” :

Her volce breaks.

¢ Or—what ? For Heaven’s sake, speak!”

« ] was 80 before we met again!”

“Good God !’ he utters; « why did I not put
a bullet through my brains before I was mad
enough to come here?”

He walks up to the mantelpiece as though he
oould not bear to meet her gaze, and she
catches up the child and sets him on the em-
brasured window-still before her, and looks into
his eyes with her own brimming over with
tears.

Each has spoken to the other : the pent-up
cry of their burdened heart has broken forth at
length ; and they stand silent and ashamed and
overwhelmed in the presence of Nature. Tommy
i{s the first to recall them to a sense of their
equivocal position.

“ Mamma is crying,” he observes polntedly.
« Naughty gentleman,”

His shrill Hitle voloe attracts the attention of
Mrs, Quekett, who i8 loitering in the hall (a
favorite occupation of hers during that season of
the year when the sitting-room doors stand
open), and she immediately commences, noise.
lessly, to rearrange the pleces of old china that
ornament the shelves of a carved oak buffet out.
side the dinipg-room.

At the sound of the child’s words, Muiraven
quits his place, and advancing to Irene, takes
her hand.

« Forgive me,” he says earnestly, ¢ for all
tbat I have brought upon you. Say that ycu
forgive me !’

Mis, Quekett pricks up her ear iike a hunter
when the dogs glve tongue.

«You wrong me by the request,” Irene an.
swers. ] cannot think how I forgot myself so
far as to say what I did; but 1 trust you never
‘to take advantage of my words.”

« Except in letting their memory lighten my
existence, I never will. And I thank you so
much for permitting me to feel we have a mu-
tual interest in this child. I see that he is very
dear to you.”

+« He 18 indeed! I don't think any mother
could love a child more than 1 do him.”

« And you will let me love him too. He shall
be the link between us; the common ground
on which we may meet — the memory left, to
whichever goes first, of the affectlon of the
other, Henceforward Tommy shall have a fa-
ther as well as a mother.”

« I will be sure and leave the letter that I
spoke of,”

« And you will not write to me—not one line
to cheer me in any way.”

«1 must not ; and it would be impossible if I
could. When you return—perhaps——

«If you say that I shall return to-morrow.”

At this moment the oarriage-wheels are heard
grating on the gravel drive.

+ Here 18 the Colonel, Mrs, Mordaunt ! "

Irene startéi—fushes—and withdraws her
hand quickly from that of Lord Muiraven,

Mrs. Quekett, duster in hand, ia looking in at
the open door.

«The Colonel!” cries Muiraven, looking at
his watch to cover their confusion; ¢ how
time fiies ! it isnearly eleven. Well, good-bye,
Mrs. Mordaunt. I shall have shot a real Ben.
gal tiger before we meet again.”

«Tiger will eat you,” interpolates Tommy
sententiously.

¢, Oh, take care of yourself,” says Irene, with
quick alarm.

« I will—belleve me ! slnce you ask it ! How
big 1s the lum-a-lum to be, Tommy ? Tep feet
high?" .

« As tall as the house,” replies Tommy.

« Are your traps brought downstairs yet, Muir-
aven ?” demands Colonel Mordaunt, as he enters
the room. ¢ We haven’t much time to spare, it
youw’re to catch the one o’clock train. That fel-
low William is shirking his work again, Irene ;
I found the grey filly with her roller off. Ide.
clare there’s no getting one’s servants to do
anything unless one is constantly at their
heels.”

«“Look what gentleman given me !” says
Tommy, who has been occupied with Lord Muir-
aven at the window.

« Your watch and chain!” exclalms Irene.
«Qh, no, Lord Muiraven, indeed you must not.
Think how young the child is. You are too
generous,”

«Generous !” says the Colouel; # it's d—d
foolish, Muiraven, if you'll excuse my saying so.
The boy will never be in a position to use it,
and it will be smashed in an hour,”

« No! that itehall not be, Philip. I will take
care Lord Muiraven’s kindness is not abused —
only a toy would have been so much better.”

«Pray let him keep it, Mrs. Mordaunt. It
will be rather a relief to get rid of it. [ 80 much
prefer to wear dear old Bob’s, that was sent
home to me last autumn.”

«You certainly must have more watches than
you know what to do with,” grumbles the Co.
lonel. ¢ Put Lord Muiraven’s portmanteaus in
the carriage, James :(—wait & minate. Let me
speak to the coachman.”

Irene has taken the watch from the ohiid’s
hand, and is holding it in her own,

« It is 80 kind of you,” she murmurs.

«Not at all ; 1t 1s & pleasure to me. Keep it as
a pledge of what I have promised in respect of
him. And if I thought you sometimes wore it,
Irene, in remembrance of our friendship, it
would make me 80 happy.”

« I will,”

«Thanks — God bless you!” and with one
lcng look and pressure, he is gone.

* e . . . . . . . .

Irene takes an opportunity during the suc-
ceeding day to examine her behavior and its
motives very searchingly, but she thinks that,
on the whole, she has acted right. What could
Muiraven have done with a young child just as
he was starting for a place like India ? He could
not have taken Tommy with bhim ; he would
have been compelled to leave him in England
under the oare of strangers ; who, in the event
of his father dying abroad, would have had him
reared and educated without any reference to
herself. Yes! she belleves she has done what
is best for all parties. When Muiraven returns
she will tell him the truth, and let him doas he
thinks fit ; but until that event occurs, she shall
keep the child to herself, And as the blankness
of the knowledge of his departure returns upon
her every now and theun during that afternoon,
she catches up Tommy in her arms and smoth.
ors him with kisses, as she reflects with secret
joy that she has somaething of Muiraven le(t her
atill. How surprised she would be to compare
her present feelings with those with which she
first learned the news of the boy’s paternity.

The sin and shame of that past folly are not
less shocklag to her than they were; but the
sting has been withdrawn from them. Eric
loves her. He was not base and oruel and de-
celtful ; It was Fate that kept them separate ;
and on the strength of his own word, he is for-
given for everything — past, present, and to
come ! What is there Woman will not forgive to
the man she loves ?

Irene almost believes this afternoon, that 1f
she is but permitted to bring up Tommy to be
worthy of his father, so that when he is a man,
and Eric is still lonely and unmarried, she may
present them to each other and say, « Here is
& son to bless and comfort your old age,” she
will desire nothing more to make life happy.
Anud feeling more light-hearted and content than
she has done for many a day — although Mulr.
aven has put miles between them-—goes singing
about the garden in the evening, like a blithe-
some bird. Her caroling rather disturbs Colonel
Mordaunt, who (with his stady window open) is
busy with his farm accounts; and making
small way as It i8, with Mrs. Quekett standing
at his right hand, and putting in her oar at
every second figure.

« Not oats, Colonel; it was barley Clayton
brought in 1ast week ; and if an eye's anything
to go by, ten sacks short, as I'm a living wo-
man,”

« How can you tell, Quekett ?" replies the
Colonel fretfully; ¢« did you see them counted 1"

« Counted ! Is it my business to watloh your
stable-men do their work ?,’

« Of course not ; but I suppose Barnes was
there; he is generally sharp enough upon Clay-
wml’

«Well there 1t 18in the granary—easy enough
to look at 1t. It seems short enough measure
to me. Perhaps some has been taken sinoe it
was unloadad.”

« It's very unpleasant to have those doubts. I

hate suspeoting any one, especislly my own
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servants, Why should they rob me ? They have
everythirg they want.”

« Bless you, Colonel ! as if that made any dif-
ference. Of course they have everything they
want ; and it’s generally those who are closest
to us who play us the dirtiest tricks. A man
would get through life easy enough if it weren’t
for his friends. That's a handsome watch his
Lordship gave to that bratof Cray's (I hope your
lady i1sn’t within earshot), isn’t now ?

+ It must have cost fifty pounds if it cost five.
I ean’t imagine any one being so simple as to
rart with his property in that lavish manner,
Quekett ! ”

“Nor I — ifhe don’t know to whom he’s
parting with it. But Lord Mauiraven knows, as
sure as my name’s Rebecca."He's not such a fool
as he looks.”

“ You are 8o mysterious, Quekett, with your
hints and innuendoes,” replies her master
peevishly. « Why can’t you speak out, if you
bave anything tosay ?”

% Would you be any the better pleased if I
were to speak out?”

“ Muiraven’s private affairs cannot affect me
much, either one way or the other.”

1 don’t know that, Colonel. You wouldn’t
care to keep the child hanging about if you
thought it was his, I reckon.”

* Of course not; but what proofs have you
that it belongs to him ?

“ Well, he’s stamped his signature pretty
plainly on the boy's face. All the world oan see
that ; and whether the child is his own or not,
he’s safe.”

“ A very uncertain proof, Quekett. I should
bhave thought you had had too much experience
to accept it. Now look at the matter sensibly.
Is 1t likely Lord Muiraven could have been to
Priestley and courted Myra Cray without our
hearing of it ? "

¢ Myra Cray has not always lived at Priest-
ley, Colonel. But putting that aside, how can we
be sure the child did belong to Cray?”

s But — I have always understood 80," ex-
claims Colonel Mordaunt as he pushes his chair
away from the table and confronts the house-
keeper,

“ Ay, perhaps you have ; but that’s no proof
elther. Mrs. Cray always said the boy was a
nurse-child of hers ; and v was not until Myra's
death that Mrs. Mordaunt told you she was his
mother.”

¢ Mrs. Mordaunt repeated what the dying wo-
man confided to ber.”

“ Perhaps 80,” remarks Mrs, Quekett drily,
¢ but the fact remains, Colonel. And your lady

took so kindly to the child from the very first,
that I always suspected she knew more of his
history than we did.”

¢ Do you mean to insinuate that my wife took
this boy under her protection, knowing him to
be a sou of Lord Muiraven ?

“I den't wish to insinuate—I mean to say I
believe it ; and if yow'll take the trouble to pat
two and two together, Colonel, you'll believe it
m." .

#Good God ! it is impossible, I tell you Mrs.
Mordaunt never saw Lord Mulraven till she met
bhim at the Glottonbury ball”

1 think there must be a mistake some-
where, Colonel; forthey've been seen together
at Lady Baldwin’s parties more than once j I had
it from her own lips.”

“ I can’t understand it. I am sare Irene told
me she did not know him.”

“ 8ome things are best kept to ourselves, Co-
lonel. Perhaps your lady did it to save you.
But if they’d never met before, they got very
intimate with one another whilst he was
here.”

«“ How do you mean?”

* In arranging plans for the child’s future, and
#o forth, I heard Mrs, Mrs. Mordaunt tell his
Lordship this very morning, just as he was go-
ing away, that she should write to bim con-
cerning it. And his giving the child that watch
looks s0 very much, to my mind, as though he
took a special interest in him.»

Colonel Mordaunt frowns and turns away
from her.

“I cannot belleve 1t ;. and If ii's true I wish
to God you had never told me, Quekett, Go on
with the accounts]—Where’s the baker’s mo.
morandum for flour ? Didu't I order to it to be
sent in every week ?”

“There it is, Colonel, right on the top of the
others. One would think you had lost your
head.

* 1,08t my head : and isn’t it enough to make
& man lose his head to hear all the scandal you
Tetalltome? Do you want to make me be-
Heve that there is a secret understanding be-
tween my wife and Muiraven concerning that
ohilid?”

# I don’t want you to belleve any further than
Yyou can see for yourself. 1f you like to be blind,
be blind ! It’s no matter of mine.”

+1s it likely,” continues the Colonel, shooting
beyond the mark in bis anxiety toascertaln the
truth, ¢ that had she been pre-acquainted with
that man, and preferred his company to mine,
she would have been so distant in her manner
towards him and so low-spirited during his visit
here ?”

¢ I am sure I can't say, Colonel ; women are
riddles to me, as to most. Perhaps your lady
didn’t care to have his Lordship located here for
fear of something coming out. Any way, she
sesms light.bearted enough now he's gone,”
a8 the sound of Irene’s voice comes gaily
through the open casement.

« I don't believe & word of it. Quekett,” says
ibe Colonel loyally, though he wipes the perspi-
ratlon off his brow as he speaks; ¢ you are
hatching up lies for some infernal purpose of

listen to no more of it. Go back to your owa
room, and leave me to settle my accounts by
myself,” '

“ Thaok you, Colonel! Those are rather hard
words to use to an old friend who has served you
and yours faithfully for the last thirty years;
and you can hardly suppose I shall stand them
quietly. I may have means of revenging myself,
and I may not, but no one offended met yet
without repenting of it, and you should know
that as well as most. 1 wish you a very good
night, Colonel.”

‘“Stop, Quekett. If I have been hasty, you
must forgive me. Think how wretched the
doubt you have instilled In my breast will make
me. I love my wife better than myself. I wouald
lay down my life to preserve her Integrity. And
the idea that she may have deceived me is
utter misery. I shall brood over it until it eats
my heart way. I would rather know the worst
at once.”

While he 1s #peaking, the house-keeper has
drawn a torn sheet of paper from the leather
bag she carries on her arm, and is smoothing it
carefully between her palms.

“Well, Colonel, you had better know the
worst,” she replies 8 she lays the payer on the
desk before him : *“youn will believe your own
eyes, perhaps, if you won't believe me; and you
may live to be sorry for the words you've
spoken. But you shall be deceived no longer, if
I can help {1,”

“ Quekett! what is this ? »

“Read it, and judge for yourselt! It came
downrtalrs in your lady’s waste-paper basket,
which she ain’t half so careful of as she needs
to be. And when you have read it, you'll under-
stand, perhaps, why I've taken upon myself to
speak as I have done.”

He glances at the first few characters and
turns as white as a sheet.

‘“Leave me, Quekett,” he utters in a faint
voice.

“Keep up, Colonel,” she fays encouragingly
as she retreats. «There's as good fish in the &ea,
remember, 88 ever came out of it.”

But his only answer is to thrust her quietly
from the door and turn the key upon her exit.

The air is full of all the sweet scents and sounds
ofearly summer. A humble bee, attracted by the
honeysuckle that clusters round the window-
frame, 18 singing a drowsy song amongst its
blossoms : the cows in the meadow beyond the
lawn, restored to their calves after the evening
milking, are lowing with maternal satisfac-
tion : the nestlings, making, beneath thelr
mother’s guidance, the first trial of their half-
grown wings, are chirping plaintively amongst
the lilac bushes; and above all is heard Irene’s
cheerful volce as she chases Tommy round and
round the garden flower-beds.

Everything seems happy and at peace, as he
sits down to scan the words which are destined
to blot all peace and happtness from his life for
evermore. He giances rapidly at the familiar
writing, reads it once—twice—three times, and
then falls forward on the study table with a
groan.,

(To be continued.)

OH ! THINK OF ME,

Oh, think of me ! when fair Aurora gleams
Her lovely heralding of coming day H
When you, perchance, awake from pleasant
dreams,

And longing, watch for Phosbus’ Joyous ray.

Oh, think of me ! at noon of summer's day,
A8 you recline, in contemplative Givou,

On fragrant bank, bedecked with fow’rets gay
Or steeped 1in solitude of quiet wood. !

Ob, think of me ! when evening's shadows fall,
And silvery stars gleam from their azure
home ;
When loving birds have ceased their woolng
call,

As dies the day, you by the brooklet roam.

Oh, think of me ! at witehing hour of night,
‘When others sleep, beloved, think of me ;
When the scene’s hallowed by the moon’s
chaste light, N
And you induiged in blissful reverle,

THE WHITE CAT.

—

(Conolusion.)

V.

The courtyard opened upon the high road, the
bigh road led to the village, where everybody
was up, and awake and excited. For hours
past the church bells had been Jangling, and a
gun had been goiog off at intervals. It woke up
Hugl. Gourtay atthe same minute as M. le
Maire, and old Mademoiselle de Latouche in her
warm bed. In the Presbytery the children were
Jumplng about in great excitement. It was
pretiy to see the little cluster In the ocourtyard
—the babies in front, the litile elder giris, in
their broad hats, peeping at M. le Curé and Lis
assistant, as they passed and re-passed through
the gateway. H., who never can resist the
children’s volces, was also there, with a lace
veil over her head. Madame Valentin was
discoursing to the tobacconist out of her bed.
room window as usual. He had stepped into

your own. This i8 no business of yours, and I'll

the court in wouden shoes to borrow an um-

brella. ¢« Ah! yon wiil all want um brellas,’
says Madame Valentin sagely. s My son
started an hour ago. He is not in the pro.
cession; he goes torecelve the Archbishop with
the other gentlemen.”

All this time a procession had been form.
ing, rain and mud notwithstanding—talkative,
excited. Frenc i people certainly have a special
art for holding umbrellas, tidily defying the
elements; their starch keeps stiff, their gar-
ments are dry, thelr spirits undam ped,
at times when an English temper would be
drenched. Perhaps in the long run the English
temper might best withstand the onslaught of
adverse ciroumstances ; but certaluly for brief
adversities we have little paticnce. The pro.
cession started at last, to the peal of bells, to the
barking of dogs — windows opened, the church
porch was crowded, people Joining in from every
doorway, late recruits following as fast as they
could go. The women wore clean white shirts
and starched white caps with satin ribbons; the
men were dressed in their usual Sunday best —
flagbearers had the additional glory of a green
rosette. Monsieur le Curé and Monsieur leo
Vicaire were both there, encouraging and mar-
shalling their troops. They had their breviaries
under their arms, they wore their beautiful
mauslin stoles, their octogonal caps. The choris-
ters were also in full dress, and the church
beadle, in his long flapping gown, came away
from the bell which he had been ringing un.
:nwrruptedly since four o'clock in the morn.

ng.

A few cap-strings joined still hot from the
Ironing-board where Madame Wachtel had
been standing uninterruptediy labouring for
twenty-four hours. Poor woman, she now sank
down exhausted. She had counted upon golng
berself; there was her own jupe all ready, but
s8he was too tired to move — tired ! she was
broken, there was o other word. Abh! there
goes Mademoiselle de Latouche; is it possible
that she walkson foot when she might drive in
her aunt’s carriage ?

Hugn, who had dressed and come out to see
what was going on, now appeared in the market.-
place. He had seen Blanche pass his window,
which was just about four feet from the ground,
and on a level with people’s heads, Mathilde,
of the night before, was following with a water.
proof, and expostulating as she went. ¢« You
will eatch cold,” he heard her say; ¢« your
aunt—the carriage ,” anl then Blanche’s
sweet shrill Do you suppose that in the con-
vent?” ® s & andso they passed on.

The whole thing seemed to Hugh like some
sort of fantastic continuation of his dreams,
Still more 8o when he found himself, an hour
later, steadily plodding in the wake of the
retreating procession that was rapidly dis-
appeariog beyond the horizon of the sloping
field. He had remained a little behind, talk-
ing to H.,, with whom he had stily claimed
acquaintance as she stood in the gateway, on
the strength of the night before ; and, as usually
happened in such cases, in return for his stiff
excuse, she had charmed him by her kind
manner and sweetness of greeting. That pale
and tremulous H. has a gentle genius quite her
own. It is not only sympathy, not only kind.
heartedness, it is a peculiar instinct (springing
in truth from a kind heart and a quick and
delicate intellect), whieh teaches her to under-
stand the silent language of the people she
meets, as well as their spoken words. Some
persons can play the piano; others, with a look,
can tune a far nobler instrument, I often envy
H. hergift, dearly as she pays for it. We can
most of us sympathise, but to understand is a
subtler quality. Unselfish sympathy, that for-
gets itself and does not obtrude, §s the sweetest
and rarest of all. Bometiniés as ahie ¢dnies in,
in her black dress and mourning garb, 1 look
into H.'s pale face, with its sweet, pensive lines ;
old and worn as it 18, it seems to me fairer than
many & young and brilliant beauty; its sudden
smile 18 more tender and radlant. Some bright
tempers are a little oblivious, carried away by
their own excitement; H. g not 80; she is
hopeful and quietly pleased, because her heart
is humble and full of love, and by her example
she teaches us to practice this happluess of
gentleness and faith, and to believe ln it, even
though it may not always be for us.

Hugh promised to come and 8ee us again, and
then walked off across the Held jn pursuit of the
procession, that was now rapidly disappearing
beyond the horizon. In order to save time he
had tried another of his short cuts, and
wandered into the boggy oentre of g taraip-
field, and was glad to scramble out of it 1nto the
pathway again, The land Was monotonous
enough, plains on every side, here and there a
village crowding, white agalast the sky over-
head mountains and valleys were tossing, and
a storm was still impending, although the sun

little village, and the g ire of the

of milos aomn P! castle a couple
Sometimes some tune comes nau

one knows not why,

Hungarian dance

nting one,
aud to-day

| seemed best expressed by this tune that was
bhaunting him, and which he associated ever
after with that morning’s chase. He caugbt
the procession up at last, and as he did so the
tune died away. One or two stragglers had
already fallen out ot the ranks. There was
Madeleine Mathieu, the bakel’s daughter, care-
fully holding her while petticoats out of the
mud, and naturally too much engrossed by this
occupation to think of much else. Hugh soon
discovered Mademoiselle de Latouche struggling
with the flapping tongue of the village flag, to
which a piece of ribbon had been tied, and
which it was her duty to bold. She was
dressed in white, as were the others; she wore
& little white bonnet, tied under her chin.

“I fear you are tired, my chiid,” ssid M. le
Cuaré, coming up. He was walking along the
ranks and encouraging his starched flock, «Ma-
deleiune, if you come here, Mademoiselle will be
able to rest.”

They had come out from the fields by this
time into the high way, whbich was growing
more and more crowded every minute, Ma-
demoiselle de Latouche recognised Hugh as she
passed him, and nodded kindly ; but she seem-
ed tired, and there was no spirit in her greeting.
Tke sight itself was amusing enough—a quaind
scene of genuine country life. Here was &
group of peasant-women, proudly striding alocg
side of the soutane, the glory of the family.
The brother, the Prlest, walked with his thick
shoes and flapping skirts, the proud old mother
by his side in her old-fashioned Normandy cap
and kerchief: the modernised sisters in chesd
white satin quillings. Then some little children
and some nuns went hurrying by to one of the
convents In the town; a little farther some
recruits, who had been very tipsy the day be-
fore, were still parading in their ribbons ; and
with it all came an eager cheerful hum and chat~
ter of voices, to which every moment brought
additional notes ; through every gate of the litti®
town to which the procession was bouund, the

ple were pouring.

peToue choir of Joyeux rang shrill and loud,
the rain had ceased, the hedgegrows and willow+
trees were fresh in the narrow fleld ways, the
feet of the many pilgrims had worn a stream-
ing track as they passed, plodding peacefully
tbrough tue nineteenth century to worship ab
the shrine of three hundred years before. There
goes Feinme Roulet, the farmer’s wife, in her
great-grandmother’s earings; there goes & prlei‘
from the seminary, who was born twenty
years ago, perhaps, but who is living with 8%
Benedict and others, the life of their day. Tbe
way is long, the path is wet and slippery. PooF
little Blanche had stumbled many a time be~
fore she finished her long three miles ; she was
unused 1o such fatigue. and could scarcely drag
her tired feet along; the crowd bewndere:
her; she clung to her ribbon, and tried to this
of the hymn that the country girls were singinf
as they marched along. This was what lht
had hoped, to find herself one of a goodly com
pany pressing’ onward to the true bll“‘“’:
shrine of religion ; but she was tired ; her spir!
flagged ; her attention wandered from the W .
of the psalm ; she found herself mechanieally
counting the jerks of the flagstaff as it ¢ :
and recrossed the priest’s little black velV:O
cap. Suddenly, as she clung in her dismay
the green ribon of the flag, the great prop ‘“:e
malnmast itself seemed to give away—the b
was & shriek, Something had struck De
shoulder. . . . the

Barriers had been put up round about »
chapel, but just outside the barriers ﬂ';f .
thought things looked a little uncomforts oio
It was all good-naturad gnough, and the Pe‘l”
wera 6niy pushing in fan; but with 80 ml
girls and ohildren in the crowd, it was cerla‘h“
dangzrous fun. There was a sudden cl”;l e
the bishop’s carrlage was at hand, & 8 why:
heave, and somehow, before any one knew omen
a wave passed through the ¢rowd, some W o al
screamed, a little pale and fainting figur® =
most fell into Hugh's arms. Madeleiné the
banner-bearer, slipped and feil: Louise
washerwoman sprawled over her. There who
have been a serious accldent if M. le curé;c'"e
was a strong man, and Hugh, who was thef
and ready, had not sprung forward to$¢ in§
and made & 8ort of rampart against the sur&
crowd, Hugh would not have been BTS%i.,
concerned for Madeleine, who was well abl it
bear any amountof pushing, or for Loaise, aa
was loudly bewalling herself—but he stillheld’
the almost senseless little iady of the castie o
had beeu his fate to rescue her ; and be Wi
lleved when the preasuresubsided, and be f0! s
himself in & quiet corner of the great piace o9
side the barrier. per

Blanche revived in a minute, smoothed
hair out of her eyes, and sat on a step tremblg’ﬁ
a little and silent, and bittug her lips. She
not even say “Thank you;” that wiki 86
heads and striuggling arms was still about h’;‘

Then she heard Hugh asklog ifshe felt bett@?s
and found that she was safe and once more able
to breathe; and in one moment she wus her-
self agaln, shaking out her crumpled lace and
smoothiag her dress.

“You will have to go home now,” said Hugh,
in a tone of some satisfaction. “What induced
you to come to sach a place, mademoiselle ¥

It is all very well for those peasant women,
bat for you .” -The innocent eyes looked
up.

¢ For me? Why should I not do as they do?”"
suld Blanohe, turning pale again at the very
thought. «Oh, how wet Iam! Isit notdis--
agreeable to be wetted? Is that a carriage?
Perhaps.—Ah ! here 18 Monasleur le Cura.”

Moasieur le Curé emerged with xwau!n%
who was all over mud, and anxious to re *
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to a clothes-brush. Hugh hal hopad to be al-
lowed to escort his hostess back to tha Castle;
bat this was not according to Franch etiquette,

« T shall not thank you,” sald Bliuche, as she
took leave of Hugh. ¢ You saved my life, but
it was scircely worth the trouble, Remember
that my aant dines at six.”

A little carriage happened to be passing (it
haq been setting down soms farmers from
Vitry, a couple of muiles off), anl into the car-
rlage Mademotselle de Latouche and Maleleine
Wwere assisted, and they drove off together, mu-
tually ooanloling, two white women under the
green avenuc. M. le Curé hurried after his
flook ; Hugh (who had had no break(ast), made
his way into the town; all sorts of refresh-
ments were being prepared for the use of the
pligrims. Such plous excursions should give gool
.p}?u%gll?'!elt somewhat remiss as he walked
home to dinner that evening. He feared that
he had neglected his datles as a guest; but in
trath he hal beer so well amused, that he hai
forgotten all about the unseen lady, who might
probably be expecting him.

A sort ot Scriptaral gleam was upon the sea,
in the alir, upon the li‘tle village lyinz on the
8oa-shore; a sort of Bathleham-like star was
peering from the ed lying heights; two women
were standing by a well not far from the ¢istle
garden talking together as thhy pulled the iron
handie of the crank. They were still in their
white dresses and white frilted caps. It has
baen the day of Heaven,” said one to the other.
¢ Wa crossel the fisld sinzing in choir. Mademot-
selle Bianche led the hymn. What a pity that
she was so frightened in the crowl! It was
nothing coming back. M. le Curé founl the
dryest, nicest way. Look, I am not weary,
and yet I have been on my feet since three
o'clock this morning. Ah! our Caré is a grod
man. [ would not exchange for him of St.
Rambert, though he drove in the Bishop's car-
riage.”

# Well, make haste,” said the other in a low,
satisflel voice. ¢ Here is the storm again.”
An 1, as she spoke once more, the clonls seem-
ed to gather swiftly from every quarter, fron
the sea, from the plains, heapins dark cloads,
The summerstorm burst over t'ie villaze, where
there was a great frying and clatter; all the
bathers were enfoylng their evaning meal at
open doers and windows; with kitchens in fail
play, with great talking anl discusston. Siyme
had brought their tables out into the street it-
welf, for the heat wasexcassive, and the lodgings
for the most part close and overcrow.ded. There
was a ganeral shriek and flight : children scam-
pered ; careful ménagéres remauined to clear the
Yoard; agreat peal of thunder shook the alr,
and a swift whirlwind cams eddying up with
@eros dust and furious onsliught,

The storm did not last very long, and when it
was over the sky cleared as saddenly as it had
overclouled; the cloud-banks sank away, and
the sunset, which had been tranquilly gning oa
through all the clatter and excitement, cams
once more blazing gorgalously through ths
broken clouds and flooling the evening worl I,
The drops ofrain on the clemutis that overhung
the garden dooc reflected this spleadid Izh;
every stone was radiant. The very clapper
sounded sweet and moit musical in the clear
and fragrant oalm that followed the crash of
angry clouds and storm. If the very wall was
baautiful, the garden too was transfisured a3
Hugh walked in, admitted by Denise with her
apron over her head.

4 Hore you are! Whai a storm !” says she ;
% were you caught in it ? Mademoiselte has told
us how you saved her. We have been frighten-
ed. Mademolselle our mistress has had a nerv-
ous attack. That poor Casimir had to go out
in all the rain for the doctor. Ah, we poor
gervants! we are the same as our masters.
‘Thunder ¢disagrees with mejust as much as with
our mistrags, Roo how L tromble, And as for
little Marle, the kithchenmald, she 1s in the back
cup board. She won’t come out.”

Hugh might have shown more sympathy ir
he could have spoken more French ; with some
satisfaction he gathered, however, that he had
not been missed. He nodded, aand Danise took
it for granted he agreed in all she said. Tae
Pprince in the falry tale is conducted from cham-
Der to chamber through jewelled and incandes-
oent halls; my prince was only led under the
wine trellis. Bat what jewelled galleries could
‘be more beautitul than these green and gar-
landed leggias, through which the burning even-
ing garden was shinlog in clear, invigorating
iife? As he oame from under the viues, he saw
& common mouthly rose-tree, from every thorn
of which a rainbow seemed 10 break and flash
a8 Denise swept by with her heavy cloth skirt.
There was one rose of which the colors seemed
%o glow beyoad light, deeper and dearer, and
more splendid than any words. The flower
burnt on, and Hugh stopped in admiration;
Denlse, however, pointed to the stable clock.

“ Make haste,” she sald, “dinuner will ba
Teady ; ”’ and the young man understood that he

‘' Wwas to lose no time. Denlse hurried on quickly
to her kitchen, pastrose perfumse and sweet
verbena aod geranlum leaves. Mudemoiselle,
however, did not come down to dinner, ,and
Blanche again did the hoaors,

VI

Mademolselle de Liatouche was reported still
dndisposed next day. Only Mathilde and
Blanche were thers when Hugh, who had risen
early, walked ianto the breakfast-room from the
&arden. He had been down o tho village, bath-
4, reconnoltred the place.

Early as it was, all the bathers were already

out on the sands; and a strange and m»tley
ocrowd assembled. Roman fizures standing
drapel, enjoying the horizon,realing the paper,
and contemplating the sea bafore oasiing their
long white tozas aside anl venturing into the
water. Ladies in sandailled feet, closely girbad
la woollea stuffy, banded and filleted like any
Tallias and Cornellas out of a gallory of sta-
tues; little noisy boys and girls playing on the
shore or capering dowa from the bathinyg boxes,
our own children plliag their castle. It is ali
present a: I write, the heave of the crisp hori-
zon, the filash of brine, the faint sparkle of dis-
tant promontories. People talk of being misno-
derstood; suraiy they are momants when every
graln of sanl, every gleam of light, seem+ o
re<poad to the uttermost need of one's baing,
and to complete anl t sitisfy,

Tne chearfalasss and clatter of it all strnck
our friend Hugh; anl, for the first time, he un-
derstool that pe<iles one's life aud one s habits
there is sach a thing as the state of mind in
which people anl their neizhbors habitaally
liva, It is qnito independaat of circum itanoves,
anl represents the measure from which they
start. Whether one state of minl is m,re da-
girable than another was not the question he
asked himsif,  (Ls hal bsen usel to losk with
soma3athing like scrrn upra anything that was
goo l-hwmoure i and temporary : a stern reatiza-
tion of the Lerrors of Iife, and a heavy plod alo ig
its pitfalls, had always seomed 10 him the
most reasnnable wspect to crntemplate. It hd
been his miihar's anl his fither's, it was his
brothers’.

Uader all these cheerful influencas he came
back to ths chateau whistling, with his hanls
in bis pocaty, and preparel 1o eat, drink 0iFse,
and transicy bisiness; he pussed old Pierre
with clean straw in his sabots, crackiog a cheor-
ful morning whip.

Tho b-eukfast was set out on tho oil-skin
table-cover, a dish of pile1-up fruit in the ceuntre,
bowls of coff:e, aud a loaf three feut lony, from
which Muhilde wis c¢itting libaral huaaches.
Biancha was breakfasting in the sunshine; she
was sitting Just whoars the light fetl upon the oak
parquet, she was still dressad in white, demure-
ly stpping her brwi of milk, Sae lodk:da little
pale, even yoangar thaa the night before,

“ Hre 13 the Kigitsh gentlem vn!” said Ma-
thilds, looking up, anlshe opened the winiow
to let their visltor . A4 she did so, all the
morniny aursole, birds’ songs, light frash and
renavating, rush -d in.  Mathilde shivered, but
enjoye l; and, belugcold, went off to gat a shawl
for Blanche, while the young lady answered
H 1gh’s inquiries,

¢ Here i+ yoir aunt’s little fur tippet for you,
my ciild,” said the kind creature, coming back
with some swan-.dowa,

“Thank yoi, Matilde,” said Blanche; « Mr,
Ghurlay will not balieve that [am no longer
frightened ; b1t glve us something more to eat
quickly, for tus is a fast-day, anl [ amn hungry.
I sho kil like som  nare ¢reamn.”

Malemoiselle Mathilde hirrie 1 off enchanted.
Fast-day or feast-day, she never ate anytaing
herself, bit her peasure was to provids for
others; anl this little Blinche was very near
her heart. W) crald nslp loving her? a soft,
little wilfni creatnre, with suld:u spirits Aam-
ing up, silent deep suppressions, all following
ona anotiher so rapidly that it was hard to say
wihich of all these sunshines and tempests was
Bianche herself.

Tuaen tha little grey woman took some crambs
frem the table and scattered them over the gar-
den path that crossed the window. A sparcos
immeditely appearel ready to grapple with an
enormous block of breal.

¢« Are you foad of birds ? " gal ] Blanche; «I
am,” watcalng Hagh a3 ha went on with his
broakfast. ¢ There are thrushes in the garden
of the convent where [ w43 broaght up at, and
anightingsle slags in Jung, T wateh him ua-
der the tree. It {389 preity; one night we tried
10 sigal out to lslen to I, bat the good mother
puunished us all next day.”

“ How glad you must be to bs at homel”
said Hugh, who hal finished his coffes, « Now
you wlil be able to listen to nightingales as long
as you like.”

Bianche did not answer: she crimsoned ap
and then bacams very pile; even her pretty
red lips ssemad (o turn white for a moment.
“Din't yo1 know," she began, than faltered.
8he was a'ways gentle, and gonerally daliberate
In her movements, but oa this ocoaslon some
sudden impulse made her start from her chalr,
spring swiftly to the wiudow and out into the
garden ; the birds in front'of the wiadow flew
away frightened.

Mathilds started; Blanche had vauished.
Hugh Goarlay was a little pazzlel; he lonked
at his companion, wondering what he had said
amiss, Tae diligent little woman was stiil
clearing away tne brealkfast, and brushing ¢ e
oramb+ o the oliskin cover of the table. She
seemsz1 to avold his glanc: When Hugh got
up and walked Luto the garden, hesaw Blanche,
1n het awan«d »wu tippet, sltting in the sunsuine
as quielly as if nothing had happened.

Baucies altzruated with oranga trees along
the terrace, anl Bianche had chosen the
sunalest. Sha sat quite still with her hands
Jinked into her sleevas, in the way she had
learat from the nuns, 8ae was looking inteatly
at tue swaying boancan of a tree, fro.n which
so:ne lllac droppiug westerias were hanging.
Hoar shadow never stirred upon the gravel walk.
Bsyond the terrace, in the great meadow, the
cows ware standing in their sombre coats;
beyond the cows, the ol'l iron gates were closed
agalnst the world —¢ Jaunting by the highway.”
It all looked secure aud peacefal enougi, As
Hugh came up, the young Chatelalno moved

! ever 80 livtle and mada a place for him on the
! bench beside her,

“Toll me,” she sald, sudlealy, ¢“why did you
come here ?” .

[ came on business,” sall Hugh.

“ Waat business ? ” said Blanche, suill looking
at the westeria branch, where a little 8parrow
was swinzing and swaying to a tune ia his own
brain.

“[ have (o fin1 a particular sort of mashine,”
sald Hugzh, «for wuioh yoar father has left a
model, [ understani, aul [ have to finl a prolle
for my fither. He thinks that Is most impor-
tant of all, but I am very aanxious to get the
machine.”

“ A mchine! A poodle!” sald Blauche, look-
ing at him with hor wise yet innoceat myes.
“ Have yoa coma all this way for a pooldle? I
thlak [ caa help you; there is a pror woman in
the villaze wha hasione to dispose of. His name
is Bismark. H» i4a very big dog: I will have
him brought hare for you. I cannot think how
anyone can like dogs. We cannot endurs dogs
in this house, There are none at the Convent ;
that i3 something giine 1,”

Taen he began telling her one doz story after
another; he spike of colleys and terriers and
sheep dogs, warming to his subject a3 he went
on; he brouzit a wihole new worid luto his talk
—a world of mors and of libarty, ofaldventure,
a world of nature.

Never in ths coarse of har short existence had
little Blanchs hear1 any one spsak la such a
vaic3 as this or heard such hymn to natural
things, Shi hsard of miracles, of ecstacies, of
praserves and embroidery; she hal heard of
pictures, of incanss, of self-infliction and devo-
tio1; bat of winls ant tite anl libarty and
labor, free, enliring —she hal never heard
any one Spatk in this way before. Saa tried to
re.dlise Huzh’sstorlesas vhoy fullowed ; listeaing
with averied eyes. Once she ralsel them with
a look that mads him almost cease to speak, it
Was 8o eonstrainin . ia its veiled appsal. « Don't
tell m2 any more,” it seemad to say,

I shall never Lear such things azain.” she
sald at last, in her slow Eazish. « I shall soon
bo gone from here, I think, bat I shall remem.
bar it all.” Taea she sighe! aud moved uneasily,
anl then foldad her haunds one> more, but he
cu.ald see her ilttle ten far Anzers tremoling,

“Are you going to a pretty part of the
country 7” asked youug Gourlay, in his moat
m itter of fact tones.

Hagh scouted emotion and avoided it as
Blanche avoided poolles, an1 his tons at oace
{roze her coniidaace,

“ It i3 pratty enough,” she said, dryly, « but
that will make little diffsrencs to me. The place
I am goingtos......" —3he stoppad--< would not
laterest you,” she said.

“One can uever tell,” said Hugh, « what will
1nterest another person, any mors thaa one can
tell what may bo about to happea to oneself,”

“I know very wall what is bafore me,” sall
Mademoiselle de Latouche; and Hugh vaguely
smiled an lsurmised,

L coald tell yoa every day of all my life to
come a3 loas as [ live if [ chose,” continued the
girl, with a sad quiverin har siow voice; “ when
you go bk to your moors, to your dogs, to your
free life, I shall be in my convent, at paace and
sate from the world and its temptati »ns.” She
raised her wistful, magnetic eyes, as she spoke,
with some wild yet mystical look in them that
Hugh never forgot again,

“ What do you mean?” he asked,jin & diffo-
rent toae,

“I am golng to enter the Convent of the
Sisters of tue Holy Pilgrims,” 8ald little Blaache,
in a low voice. Then she sald no more, but sat
smoothing the fluff upon her tippst, mecha-
nioally stroking it dowa with her little fingers,

The bewilderel Englishman remalned oa the
banch beslde her—watchlog her in sarprise an 1
painful interest. He be%w presently to question,
Coatrary to het wont, sié Auswerad all his ques-
tlons with the greatest readinessan { simplicity.
Yeus, it was of her own free.will she was going
in. Her auat wished it, anl 8o dil M. le Cuaré,
and her father wished it, 80 they sald; and what
else could she do? Ouace she had thought of
marrying a young maa her father had approved,
but he died: shs had only seen him twice, but
she always woro his portrait, and ghe poiated to
the locket on her arm., He was somethling like
—3ke stopped again and went on to speak of
the convenl, Bhe loved the sisters; they were
kinder than anyboly else exeept po e Mathil te.

s And it is a beautiful life,” said the little
thing seriously, « to pray, to sing in the chapel,
to be good and loved by all the saints, and to
spend one’s life for the good of otbers, praying
for them. .Perhaps,” she said, claspiug her
ban Is thoughttully, ¢ soms other glrl will profit
by iny prayers and And bappiness—my happl-
ness.”

Hugh was too mach snocksd and frightened
to know what to say at the moment, and before
he could make up his miad Mathilde came
flylng out. upon the terrace. Mademoiselle deslred
to see him, she said; wouald he please come at
once ?—she did not llke walting. The Curé de
St. Rambert was expected, and she was alrealy
vexed by his delay.

M. le Curé de St, Rambert took a speocial
interest In the fate of little Bianche, The little
thiong would probably inherit her aunt’s fortune
as well as her father's possessions: let them
beware of scheming fortune-huuters, ready to
devor the puo: lnnogent; let them accent with
& good heart the safs protection that the Caurch
extends to those holy women who are filled with
noble aspirations, and turn t» her for safoty and
rofuge, Blanche hal bien sent Lo the cuaveat,
by his advice, for her education. She seemedl to
have a vocatlon! let them beware how they

discrarage it !-Tuis was tha C1ré of St. Rim-
bert’s alvica.

The Curé de St. Joyeux hal nearly besen
denied the house in disgrase for having shown
S0 little sympithy whan his atvico was asked
concerning B'anche's fature, « M wery  her,
Mdame,” he hai bsea churlish ennuzh to say;
“find some gnol young fellow to make a home
for her. Hers does not seem to mo a character
maturel for a cloister life. 3he hs movemsnts,
sublime movemants of plety and fervor ; but that
I3 a moare pissing phase la her young soul, Some
people are thus eoastitutel, an1Idrnotsay that
they are by any neans the worst. N »w, there is
M- le Vicatre, If you ask ma; he seemsemlneatly
out out for religloas lifa. H3 i3 now arcangiag
the detailsof another procassion next Taarsday :
it will be most striking.”

M dembiselle d3 Lto 1chs m 13t hava baan in
& capricloas mor 1 that day. Mathilia led H 1gh
into a sort of ante-room, whera shs bagzeld him
to wait waile she wont in aad annvuased him,
The time seamed a Ilittle loaz, anl tha young
min walkel to the win low and loykel out. I
was a winlow which ojenal ou one of the
twisted baleoaies, anl from waense he coruld
see the garden, and tha terrace, anl thy orange
trees all maippel oat bifore him; ani as ho
lonted he saw that M.le Curé de 8t. Rimbart
hal com>s up anl sat dowa o1 the bania wharce
he hid besn sitting. Little Bianche was still
there, listening with avertsl facs t) the Caré,
who was speaking with unction and m wh
actio: of ths hanls, T ien she su lleaty stacted
away, aad set off ranuning along thj orange
trees, anl ths Caré crosseld towards tha houase.
Mithilde als» ¢am: out of an a J2ining room,
looking somewhat confusel.

“ Well1” said Hagh,

Mathilds shook her heal. Mylemolisolle had
changel her minl; sha could ndt recalve him
that moraiog,.

It afverwards occarrel t> Hagh that this had
been a little ruse of the hoasvkespar's to gat
him oat of the way bafore ths priesv's arrival,
Mathilde harrle 1 him diywa by a diffarent stair-
case to that by which she had brouzit him.

VIIL

Uatil he had heard her story, Blanchs had
seemed to Huzh just a young laly like any
other; now, when he lookad oat into thls
flower-garden all a-bloom, and watcaed the
little thinz's play anl bright antics aad heard
her sweet volce, 80:moe other chord was struok,
and there seemed a strange m2aiiag to it all.
Aftor that first explanation, litile Blangue
seemed to trouble herself no more abrat her
fate ; bat what cuarious things meoanings are!
This fature was like a shalow orueping over a
summer day, so Hugh thouzbt; like the me-
iaucholy reverberation of a volce calling gaily
across anempty court. Tae more often Bianche's
laugh soun ded, ths mors sa ity this ech) seemed
10 sounl.....

How quie<ly penple get ussi to ths things
that they like! Habits of tranquil iotim oy
are, perhaps, the most insidioas of all. Taey
seem 89 euasy, 80 harmlessly abiorbing, why
should thay not oiaiinae for ever ? Great
events, won lerful successes, deserving trinmphs,
those may bs for othars, bat for ourszives we
ask bat little: the p3iceful satisfaction, the
person you expect, the hour you lova bess
returning azaln aul agaln. Oas i3 told of the
vanity of human wishes, but people do not
surely apply s0 grand a namna to anythiog so
untmportant as tne opening of a door, the quliet
dally eatrance of one person or another,,.,.,

Thess two yonz p:ople were thrown into a
straage companionship. Madsmo.selle de L, toa-
che for ouce W.s really iil, and t02 much
absorbed In her symmptoms to trouble herself
about what was golng ou in the house. From
what H. hat sald, she hal takea it for grauted
that Mr. Gouarlay was an o'd manatacturer.
Mathilde innocently answered all M-wemol-
selle’s questions, He was q'1.et, gave no trouble,
was out moat of the day; this was all the
account she gave. iHe was anxious to go as
300 8¢ he had boen allowed to see the ma.
chine.

Bat Mademolselle was Arm. N, not untii she
had seen bim and male her bargain would ghe
oonsent to let Huagh go or carry off the model.,
Mathilie had the key; let her Reep It fur the
present,

The days went by 80 peacefully that there was
nothing todwell upoa. Thaey used to spenllong
hours oa the terrace, nothing bBappealag exoept
that the cows eame erosuing the fleld, or the
shadow of the sun-dial traveliel acrois tue dise,
Oue night Blanche parsuadsl Mathilde to come
down to the baach. They walke { dowa the great
avenus, of waich the trees looked 80 tall in the
moonlight. As they reached the g:ite that led
to the roal, the two priests were passing along
on their way from the church; their byckles
gleamed in the moonlight. It was a lovely, vast
olg.at; that strange harmony which is oot souad,
which is not silence, was viberating eve ywl:re.
Taoe moon was slowly winning a .silver
viotory, anl c¢onquering realm after reaim
of sand, anl dowu, and sea; now the ¢huaroh
spire itsell 1s won, the marble step anl the
open door, through waish you see the dim
lamp burning at the altar-rail. Tnere withln ail
is sulll, mysterivus, and voicsless ; but witout,
how the sky flshes—what dimined giory of
slarlight seems waiting for a sigual to barst
ino lfe! H. was sitting among shadows; the
husbaud and wife were walking slowly along
the trellls wall; sometimas a star rove above
its leafy line, sometlines a veil seemsad to fall
geutly upon all this mystery. I saw the trio

from the dastle from my window as they passed
on their way to the beach, :
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The sea lay quite still in the moonlight, and
only streaked by some long back lines that
came rolling in strangely, with a iull monotony
of calm and sound. Hugh had once heard an
oratorio given in the town-hall at York, and
the night brought it back to his mind. He had
forgotten the music, but he could remember
the impression that it made, the sense of dis-
tance, the harmonious concords breaking
through the modulation of vaguer notes. Here
was the oratorio again. ¢« Itfrightens me,” said
Blanche; ¢“but how beautiful it is!” High
overhead rode the pale moon, a pervading
melody falling upon the waves, the cliffs darkly
enclosing all, the stars shining against their
crests,

' Mathilde stood gazing at the black lines in
the sea. ¢ There will be a storm to-night,” she
sald.

Blanche turned, with a low, suftsigh. ¢Come,
there is & boat putting off. How I should like
to row out into the moonlight!”

When one i8 young, impressions come like
beautiful tunes, easy to remember, with melody
caressing and entrancing. Each yearadds mean-
ing upon meaning to every feeling, accompani-
ment to every loving tune, and presently it is
no longer one exquisite air, but a great con-
certed movement that carries us away ; each
note seems complicated and enchorded into
others. Hugh and Blanche were young, uncom-
plicated as yet ; they had not six weeks’ expe-
rience between them, for Blanche in ber con-
vent had scarcely seen less of the world than
Hugh among his throbbing engines. The music
that was sounding in their ears, on this mys-
terious night, was a very sweet one.

«] think 1 could remain looking at the waves
for years,” said Blanche. “Ah! what a pity
that the convent windows do not look upon the
seal”

“The oconvent windows will not show you
much worth looking at, I should think,” said
Hugh, turning cr.ssly away.

“That is the reason of it,” sald Blanche stop-
ping short. «The convent is a friend who
comes to detach us from the things of this world,
its vanities, its pleasures, and heartlessness.”
She spoke with a cold yet passionate earnest-
ness, and waited for him to answer.

¢ Do you think there are no troublesin life ?
said Hua:h, with his hands in his pockets, mut-
tering between his teeth. ¢« Real troubles with
some heart in them, instead ot ilimsy metaph-
ors and fancy penances inflicted by old women.”
Blanche flushed furiously. .

¢ I must never speak to you again, if you speak
to me like that,” she said. They had walked up
to the boats.

At this time a boat was putting out to sea,
and the two fishermen to whom it belonged
were struggling with ropes and cords and fish-
baskets ; & boy was leaping in and out, hauling
and pushing. The weird moonlight fell upon
their faces ; a woman with a child in her arms
stood silently near, watching their progress.

“We are ready,” said the elder man, coming
up to where the woman was standing; ¢ good-
night, my girl; go home; there is nothing to
fear.”” He gave her a loud kiss, and leapt into
the boat; it shoved off with a dull splash, and
went rapidly tossing across the back waves.
The woman suddenly burst out crying, and kiss-
ed her baby again and again.

They found some one expecting them when
they reached h Blanche’s poodle was sit-
ting on the door-step. It was a present, she
said, laughing. Hugh must accept it; a big
white poodle dog, nicely curled and frilled, with
a string tied to its muzzle. It had plnk eyes,
and an innocent black nose like & button. Its
wide-spread paws were ornamented with ele-
gant little tuffs; its tail ended In a tassel. The
oid peasant woman who had brought it was
gazing wistfully at the foolish blinking eyes
that returned her glances with so much truthful
affection,

The poodle slept in a corner of Hugh’s bed-
room all that night; about two o’clock in the
morning, to the consternation of the household,
he roused the whole place with his howls, Hugh
quieted him as best he could, but the conse-
quences were serious. Mademoiselle had been
awakened; her indignation was not to be de-
scribed.

‘When Hugh came down to breakfast he found
Mathilde pale, with red eyes, as red as Bis-
marock’s own, Blanche nervous, uneasy, start-
ing at every sound. No one could describe the
socene that Mademolselle had given them. M.
le Curé had been sent for. They had been up
all night,

«Oh!sir!"” said Mathilde, giving him his coffee
‘with a trembling hand; “how am I to teil
you?” : .

«I will tell him,” said little Blanche, coming
up. *“My aunt 18 cruel : she says that you must
not stay, that you must take Bismarck, and that
I am never to see you again,” said the girl in a
00ld, dull volce,

« Nonsence,” sald Hugh. «Of course I must
go if your aunt wishes it. I shallgo home with
Bismarck : for many reasons it is the best thing
I can do. But if you will let me come back,” he
said, looking at hel," steadlly. . . « I will come

week. .

mglggihe'a eyes were cast down: she flushed
up, said something unintelligible, and rau out
of the room, as the priest entered with blandest
politeness. Mademoiselle de Latouche’s indis-
position was 80 grave, that she regretted belng
obliged to inform her friend that she should not
be able to transact the business upon which he
had come. ¢ The coach leaves at three, I be-
lleve,” said the Curé.

Hugh got up and bowed very stifly.

] had already made up my mind to leave

the chatean,” sald he. ¢ Perhaps, as you pass
the village, you would kindly secure my place.”
¢ With the greatest pleasure,” said the Abbé.

While Hugh was travelling back to his home,
little Blanche was flitting away under the trees
towards the meadow ; she was pacing restlessly
on and on, no longer lingering in the autumnal
sunshine, scarcely taking pains to hold up her
long white dress as it lowed upon the ground.
But the place was so trim and crisply kept that
there was but little to soil her skirt, She was
not herself somehow, less to-day than she had
ever been; its radlance and peaceful complete-
ness seemed a long way from her; some sudden
revulsion of feeling had filled hergrey eyes with
tears ; she seemed to belong to the place as fhe
had never belonged to it before, to feel that
she had never been conscious enough of all
the beautiful things, the memories, the childish
hopes which had come to her there. Yes,
there in that hollow she had once come with
her father, holding his hand, and she could re-
member him standing in the gateway and call-
ing to her. It was his wish that she was follow-
ing now. M. le Curé de St. Rambert has told
her so. How could she judge ? A poor girl who
has known nothing of life, who had seen no
one, been nowhere; “and yet they might have
walted,” said little Blanche bitterly to herself,
“My aunt is unhappy at parting from me; she
is too good to care for mere personal feeling; but
it will be terrible for Mathilde when I am gone.”
Then she began to think about the coavent;
she could eee it all quite plain, and hear the
nung’ volces through the rustling of the trees,
and the novices’' parlor with its two or three
books, the altar to the Virgin, the cupboards,
the straw chairs, and the window in the pas-

0.

“Good-bye !” sister Marte Alba had said,
ths morning she came away, in her melancho-
ly volce; ¢ have you seen the good mother and
taken leave ?

Then three novices had come in and sister
Angelique, with a long fiylng velil, all saying
farewell. « We shall see you again, my beloved,
and then you will stay with us,” the too nuns
had said.

Sister Francoise had been putting linen in the
cupboard, great heawy sheets with biue lines,
the doors were open with the crosses on the
corner panels. Frangoise had turned her pale
nose (* Will mine look like that?’” wondered
Blanche): « Before you go, dear angel your eyes
are soclear, look at my silver ring, tell me whet-
her it is bent. I showed it 1o Sister Catherine,
but she cannot see anythiug amiss, and yet, by
holding it to the light, does it not appear some-
what flattened, Just by the silver heart ? ”

Blanche had taken the ring and the chain
with its mythical symbols of hearts and flames
into her hand. « What does it sigaify whether
It is bent or not, Sister Frangoise ? ” she asked.

«It matters—it matters a great deal; why the
good mother herself—{ shall agsk M. le Curé next
time he comes. Dear child, you are not going
away in the convent dress ? ”

“8he has leave to wear it,” sald the sister
Angelique, + It is a special grace, for her own
clothes are no, come from the dress-maker’s.”

8o it all came back to her, Blanche thought,
with a sting of self-reproach : how familiar and
kind whose faces were! Perhaps that was why
Mathilde, with her worn looks, seemed more
like home to her than her aunt, herself comfor-
table and handsome in that well-appointed
room ; and then Blanche thought of a life devot-
ed, ot highest impulse on earth leading to glori-
ous reward in heaven, so they told her, 80 the
Curé had told her just now ; but would there not
still be time in another year ? she wanted to
walt for the féte next month ; she wanted leave
to keep adog in the convent; she wanted-—what
did she want? S8he thought of the fisherman’s
wife the night before, of the sea, of the moon-
light : everything seemed to hurt, to tear herin
every direction; she need not determine yet,
not yet—not yet.

The Curé was still on the terrace, but she
brushed past him without speaking.

This much Blanche felt that she must do,
she must see him again, to say good-bye 10 her
friend, and give him the thing that he wished
for: this much was her right. She had not
talked to Hugh all those long hours without be-
ing somehow carried away from her old bound-
arles, never to return to them, never again,

Had Bilanche ehosen? S8he knew not what
she had chosen. She was in a miserable state
of doubt and indecision. She feit herself watch-
ed ; Denise was for ever in her way; the Curé
of 8t. Rambert was always there.

One day Bismarck’s former owner, who had
been hovering about the terrace for some time,
came up to Blanche as she passed on her way
from mass. Denise sharply told her to make
way, but Madame Roullot perstated, The gentle-
man who had bought the dog was come back,
and had he brought good news of poor Bibi ?

Blanche had sent & message to our children to
ocome up and walk in the garden of the chateau
whenever they liked ; they were English—that
was enough to make them her friends. One day
the whole com pany straggled up along the dusty
road, Albinta flitting a-head with her Binnie
clinging to her skirts. The Major carried the
little one, and Marjery and Anne proudly bore
their provisions in their little baskets 3 the
homellest fare, short bread and rolls, and milk
in & stone jug. They found a tea-table, an old
leaf-besprinkled bench among erisp autumnal
avenues ; they made a oentre-piece of dalsies in
a saucer. A few brown leaves dropped into
thelr cups, but they rendered them ali the more
intoxicating. Children love open air, they love
play, and they love thelir elders to look on at
their gambols. As we all sate round, resting

after our hot toil, we sat a figure advancing along
the avenue; it came out of an old shed which
had been bullt against the wall not far from
where we were sitting,

“Who is it 2" sald H.
sant woman ?”

1t was some one dressed in a coiffe and a long
white floating veil over a grey serge dress; this
person, whoever it was, advanced a little way,
then went back, then came forward again....

The pupils in the convents of the sisters of
the Holy Pilgrims wear a very singular and un-
becoming dress; it is made of grey merinos,
plainly cut, with loose long sleeves falling upon
their hands. The young faces are enclosed in
white caps with narrow frills, to which are at-
tached black foating veils, which give them
somewhat the appearance of nuns themselves,
This dress is not becoming, but there are those
for whom the quaint sobriety only serves as a
foll. Blanche de Latouche was certainly one
of these. Nelther caps, nor vells, nor prim grey
robes could shade her sudden beauty ; the soft
eyes plerced through quills of any depth, and
veils far thicker than the gauze that was float-
ing along the garden pathway. The veiled
apparition was not a nun—it was Blanche, in
her convent 8chool-girl dress. Some feeling had
made her put it on to-day. She knew that
Hugh would be coming. This was the day he
had promised to come. All day long she had
been expecting him ; all day long she had been
making up her mind quietly, with gentle per-
versity, that she would help him to get what he
wanted ; that her farewell gift to him should be
this model, upon which he had set his heart.
It was hers—her father had left it to her; this
much she knew, she had a right to own as
yet. It was for that she had taken the key from
the shelf where it lay in Mathilde’s cup-
|"boards neatly docketed with the others, She
had come duown to assure herself that all was
right—that the lock would turn. She feared she
knew not what. She half expected the Arch-
bishop, armed with all the thunders of the
Church, to appear, and carry it off under his
arm. Suddenly she saw the little conclave look-
ing on with wide, open eyes. She had never
spoken to us before, but as she came forward
gently towards us, skirting the path as a child
might have done—

Alblnia went to meet her. «I am glad to
welcome you,” Blanche sald prettily in English,
“I hope Mr. Gourlay gave you our message.
Any time my aunt will be glad to see you at
the chateau. Have you enough milk ? Can we
send you anything from the house? Will not
the children like to play upon the terrace ?—
there is a fine prospect.”

8he said it all so kindly, and with such cor-
dial grace, that we could not reruse; and so it
happened that when Hugh Gourlay came walk-
ing up from the ion to the chateau after his
week’s absence, he found us all comfortably
installed in the meadow in front of the house.
The children were playing a game—Marjory,
Anne, Dodo, and Binnie—at their four corners
of the world. Blanche stood in the centre, glee-
ful, clapping her hands as she darted from one
side to another. The children laughed, and dew
with all their hearts in the game, holding hands,
capering here and there.

They were all in the midst of their play when
Hugh came up. I saw him look very slrange,
and hurry suddenly across the grass; the chil-
dren began to shout and to ory out that he must
Join them.

¢ Blanche is puss! Blanche is puss! Take
care!” cried little Dodo, tumbiing across his
path. Some spirit seemed to set them all flying
and capering across the meadow, and Blanche
suddenly darted ahead, iin and out, and round
from tree to tree, from bush to bush, The light
figure flew ; the children followed in the hottest
happjpst excitement. ,

Mathilde appeared upon the terrace. ‘1 saw
Mademolselle herself, with one of her Piests,
was looking out of her tower windows.

As Blanche started off ghe passed close to
Hugh. «I want you,” she said; then Hugh,
with a child on his shoulder, set off running too’
and the whole party vanished under the nut,,
trees, We could hear thelr voices ringing on
long after they had dlsappeared.

Blanche led the way by the covered path to—
wards the shed; there she suddenly stopped
short, and all the children surrounded her, call-
ing out that she caught.

She turned to Hugh, panting, and blushing,
and breatbless; «I knew you would come.
Here,” she said, * take this key—it 18 the key
of this shed, where the model is kept; I want
you to have it. It 1s farewell gift from a friend
—a8 true, true friend. You can bring two men to.
night and carry the machine away. It is mine;
I may still give 1t to you.”

“8Suiligive 1t1” sald Hugh, ver. le, «
does this mean ? Whutulg this vyelllm? Bla:(;'lil:}'
+ « + + he could scarcely speak the words,

“It is my old scuool dress,” said Blanche,
smiling, and sull breathless. I am not yet.',
nun. I have asked for delay. The Cure of Joy-
eux posted my lettters. My aunt's director will
be ;ngry, bat tll]mt I cannot help.”

DCe more she would have started of
“Ab! Iam caught!” ghe cried. A .&:2.’}’,,’,;
thorny rose hung over the roof of the shed; her
loug fiying vell was twisted In the braneh, ' Sy
Was a prisoner, for her vell was securely fasten.
ed to her cap and her thick cofls of hatr,

Hugh tried in vain to disentangle it. All
fingers were trembli; ; his
had come t00 late. ng still; he bad feared he

“ If Mathiide were her:
string” said Blanche, ' "0° ©0uld untle the

¢ Is it a nun or a pea-

‘“Make haste! make haste 1” «Here 1s the

Curé running after us,” cried the children ex-
citedly.

“Cut it!” cried Blanche, impatiently; «cut
the string; it fastens the cap and the veil t00.”

Hugh pulled out his big knife, and in an in-
stant had snipped the cap-string, and with the
string the veil gave way, and Blanche, spring-
ing free once ymore, shook all her beautiful
sunshine of hair in a glistening mist over her
shoulders ; then she turned, laughing and blush-
ing, to thank him. The cap lay on the ground
in the sunshine.

“ Mademoiselle Bla-an-an-che ;” sang Ma-
thild”e in the distance, calling, ¢ your aunt wants
you.

‘40, she is a fairy princess,” sang Binnie,
dancing about madly, and clapping his hands.

The two looked at each other. They had for-
gotten the children’s presence., ¢ O, think well
of it 1” he was saying. « Leave all this behind.
Come with me—come home to your home in
England. I will take care of you.” He spoke in
a volce that seemed to carry Blanche away by
its reality—by 1ts natural might of tender pro-
tection. “ Do you hear me? You frightened
me dreadfally,” said Hugh., « Speak, Blanche.
Give me your hand.”

As If in a dream, she put her hand in his. The
children had begun a new song and set off danc-
ing along the avenue; the two, still hand-in-
hand, walked on, following unconsciously, Little
Majory dropped all the daisies out of her nose-
gay in their path as she ran; little Dodo picked
up & pretty golden leaf and threw it at Blan-
che’s white skirt. They all turned down a side
alley. The ouré de St. Rambert, coming up to
the place where they had been standing, only
found the cap lying in the sunshine, and the
long vell still fleating from a branch,

In those days marriages between Catholics
and Protestants were not so striotly for-
bidden as how. Hugh had a battle to fight, bat
we all know what happened when the Prince
drew hissword,

My hero won his bride. Blanche married him
as soon as she came of age. Old Mr. Gourlay
was enchanted, Ben and Bathurst both mar-
ried also, soon after Hugh.

Blanche is very happy at Gilwick. She is faF
the sweetest of the three brides. She is a grest
favorite with her father-in-law, and since her
coming Blsmarck has ceased to regret Nor-
mandy.

AH, LITTLE MAIDEN !

.

Ahb, little malden, frank and fair,
With rosy lips apart,
With sunbeams zglinting in your hair,
And sunshine at your heart !
Glad sounds about your senses rise,
That have no voice for me ;
Blithe visions dance before your eyes,
That mine may never see.
And are the flowers so rare, love ?
And is the day so bright ?
For me the boughs are bare, love,
And chill descends the night.

Ah, me ! I mind me of a time,
Deep in the buried past,
‘When I, too, dwelt in that sweet clime,
‘Whereln your lot is cast ;
When fragrance floated on the breeze,
‘When heaven bent blue above,
And every wild bird in the trees.
Sang still of hope and love.
Dead are those flowers so rare, 10vé,
And dimmed that day so bright.
For me the boughs are bare, love,
And chill descends the night.

Grim clouds came up, and overspread
The heaven with sullen grey ;
The roses drooped, the fragrance fled,
The breezes died away.
And now, of all the happy throng,
One bird is left alone,
To sing a broken-hearted song
Of joys for ever flown.
Dead are those flowers so rare, lover
And dimmed that day so bright-
For me the boughs are bare, love,
And chill descends the night.

SAVED BY LOVE.

CHAPTER 1.

« I tell you, Squire, I can't pay. When first
I took the little farm from you, I laid out mY
money in improvements on the land—mo#
by your suggestion, and with an understanding
that I should have a long lease ; but at the @
of my term, Farmer Crowther offers a larger
rent for. the farm, and you turn me and' my
wife and child out on the world, penniless.”

The speaker was a tall, dark man, with thick,
bushy whiskers, and & bronzed face, and Was,
in appearance, evory inch an English yeo-
man,

Seated opposite to him, in a comfortable easy
chair, was Squire Wolfhurst—a short, spare man
of about sixty, dressed in a sult of black, He
was very bald, which give his sloping forehead
a look of height that it really did not .
As he listened to Grayling’s pleading, he lean
back in his chatr, nodding his head in time tO
the rising and falling of the man’s voice.

« My dear Mr, Grayling, what bas all this t0

do with me ? " he asked, in silvery tones. “It
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is a waste of your time to remind me of what I
already know. I should indeed have been a
fool to refuse a larger rent than you could af-
fOt‘d.”

“ Yes ; when I had pald for all the improve.
ments, Was that just ?”

« Just ! Well, Idon’t know; I’'m certain it
was legal. You forget, I am a lawyer.”

¢« Forget ! You take care that none of your
dependants should ever do that.”

Squire Wolfhurst shrugged his shoulders, and
8miled.

“ You may smile, Squire;
what I say is true.”

« Pardon me ; I do not. When Mr. Raeburn
dled, I was obliged to take his estates in pay-
ent of large sums of money 1 had advauced to
bim. T was his legal adviser, you know."

«Yes; and heavily he paid for the advice,”
muttered Grayling.

« Well, at his death, his son Ernest was left
penniless. It was no fault of mine, and I could
not have been blamed if I had left him to his
fate. Now what did I do ? I took the boy, had
him educated, and have given him a lucrative
post under this roof, which must be a comfort
to him considering the place was once his
father’s.” . .

« A great comfort, I should think, to be a ser-
vant were you were once young master,’”’ sald
Grayling, bitterly.

« Better than starvation, my friend. Why
don’t you ask Farmer Crowther to take you into
his service ? Because you're t0o proud. Well,
pride, like other things, costs a price; in this
case it is absolute want ; and, if you like to pur-
chase such expensive luxuries, don’t ask me to
pay for them !”’

« I have asked, and been refused !”

« That is a pity. You see, all are not as kind-
hearted as I am. Ernest is fortunate.”

« Very,” sald Grayling, his face flushing with
passion at these taunts ; ¢ but, if report speaks
correctly, Mr. Ernest may, one day, claim his
rights, your title here would not be too good, if
certaln papers, which are missing, could be
found.”

« That is enough, my friend,” put in Mr,
Wolfhurst, in bland tones. « To-morrow, unless
You pay the money, I put you into prison—turn
Your wife and child outinto the streets to starve
or live as best they can. You hear my deter-
mination ? Now go!"

« Have you no mercy ? "

« None ; for the words you have spoken do
not deserve it 1" .

At that moment a loud knocking was heard
at the door.

o Just in time,” muttered Mr, Wolfhurst.
“ Come in,” he cried; and the next moment a
8ervant entered the room, and announced the
arrival of a Mr. Chalkey. * Chalkey !” said Mr.
Wolfhurst; # what can he want ? Tell him to
wait. Yet, stay; on consideration, you may
show him in, and take this man away.”

Grayling suffered himself to be led from the
Toom, merely glancing at Mr. Chalkey, a thin-
Taced, ferret.looking man, who seemed to have
:’lollowed the servant right up to the Squire's

oor.

+ I suppose the Squire has been hard on ye
Master Grayling ? Don't look 80 downeast upon
it, man; the Squire's hard upon all of us. He
treats Master Ernest very badly, only the
Young fellow loves his niece, and 80 puts up
Wwith 1t. Then there’s the njece, Miss Isabel,
always being told that she was taken out of the
gutter by him. Ay, and that her mother died
there, too. It's a lively place, the Hall’s be-
come, under him. But—-="

The man paused to listen to the violent ring-
ing of a bell.

« That’s the Squire’s bell, Wait here ; I won’t
be a minute.”

He disappeared, leaving Grayling standing
Close by the kitchen ; but returned in a short
time, with an amazed look on his face. .

« I'm blest if I ever saw the like of that!”
8aid the man. ¢ There's that fellow Chalkey
8eated in the Squire’s chair, and there’s master
trembling and shaking, a-leaning up agin the
mantel-piece. * Brandy !’ says the Squire. ‘Ay!
brandy 1 calls Chalkey, as cool as a cucamber.
Well, I get the brandy, and Chalkey fills his
Rlass, winks at Squire, and drinks it off. The
Squire, be fills half a tumbler and drinks that
Off, and then, seeing me, shouts ¢ Begone !’ for
all the world like the fellow in the show at the
fair, Come and have a glass of ale ; it'll do
You good, Master Grayling.” .

“ No, thank you, my good fellow,” replied th.
farmer., ¢ I cannot drink in this house; the
ale would choke me. If yuu would do me a
8ervice let me out by the side door, leading
8cross the park. 1 do not care for the servants
to see me in this state.”

The good-natured fellow looked at Grayling's
troubled countenance, and led the way to the
8ide door, where he wished the broken-hearted
farmer a friendly good night.

'but you know

CHAPTER II.

Taking a short cut across the lawn, Grayling
lade towards a thicket, which nearly sur-
Tounded the Hall, and through which ran aroad

eading to the village.

He had not proceeded far before he heard his
Bame called, and turning round, he beheld a
Souple hurrying towards him.

“I knew it was Grayling,” sald one of the
Bew comers, holding out his hand. « How are
ou, and how did you get on at the Hall 2.

“ Badly will answer both questions, Master

Thest,” replied Grayling.

“Iam sorry to hear you say so,” ligbo@,%he

girl. « Oh, how I do wish my uncle would be
kinder 1

« It's not in his nature, miss,” said Grayling.
« 1 often wonder how you can be related to
him.”

« We are only connected by marriage,” re.
plied Isabel, blushing. ¢ That makes it all the
kinder his taking care of me.”

« Care ! ” cried Ernest, passionately. « Nice
care he has taken of you ! Do you think I, who
love you, don’t see your heart is ready to break ?
Look here, Grayling; I waut Isabel to run
away with me. I am sure I can make my way
in the world, and we should be so happy,
and—-" .

« Have a care, Master Ernest ; no good comes
of doing things on the sly. Ask the Squire’s
consent. Should he refuse, then take your wife
openly.”

Excusing himself on the ground that he must
haston homa to tell the 8quire’s determination.
he bade them good night, and burried away.

Grayling soon slackened his speed, for he naa
not courage to face home, and tell his wife the
news. His pace grew slower and slower, untii,
at length, he stopped, and leaning againsta
tree, gazed at the moon, which was just visible
through the overhanging boughs.

Bitter and black were the thoughts that
passed through his brain. The very beating of
his heart seemed to reiterate the word « ven-

not hide from me the name of the friend who
has saved us from misery and despair ? »

« I—I don’t know—that is, I must not, can-
not tell you. You have the money—be satis-
fled.”

# 1 am not satisied, Herbert,” the woman
sald, reproachfully. ¢ That money was never
lent to you. You have not come honestly by
it ; I see it tn your face ; I hear it in your volee !
Take back your money—I would not touch it
for the world !

# But the ohild ? " urged Grayling.

¢ The child!” rejoined the wife. ¢ Do you
think 1 would let the babe be fed by the pro-
ceeds of your ruin ? No; I'd sooner see it dead
at my feet, and know you honest, than well,
and feel that you were a felon { Listen, Herbert ;
if you ever love me—Iif you lovo that child—
tell me where you got this money ?”

# 1 found it in the wood,” replied the farmer,
drooping down his head.

# Found 1t in the wood ? But you must be
aware who is the lawful owner ? ”

& X don’t know. I can't tell. How should I
know 7 "

« By the pocket-book you had just now. It is
sure to have the owner's name inside.”

« It has not. I have searched through it.”

«“ gut I saw some papers in it. They will tell
you.

“ They are old doouments about Mr, Raeburn,

geance.” It would have been & bad thing for {0 they are no use.”

Squire Wolfhurst had he been standing by
Grayling at that moment.

S0 lost in thought was the poor fellow that he
did not hear the rattle of horse’s hoofs until
they were olose to him, He turned to see who
the rider was, by which means he came more
into the full moon-light.

‘Whether the horse was frightened at Gray-
ling’s movement, or at some shadow, matters
not, but certain it is that the animal raised its
head, and sprang quickly on one side, throwing
its rider, who was evidently no horseman, to
the ground with considerable violence,

In a moment Grayling had caught the horse's
bridle to prevent its running away, and then
hastened to the man’s assistance.

« Are you much hurt, sir ?” he asked.

« Not much, I think,” sald the man.

¢ You should keep your reins more in com.
mand,” said Grayling.

“ Ob, you country fellows are up to these sort
of things, but we city men have other matters
to think of. Just give me a lift into the saddle,
for I must not lose time,”

Grayling did as requested. No sooner had the
stranger remounted than the farmer recognised
his feature as those of the Squire’s strange
visitor, Mr. Chalkey.

« You were up at the Hall just now ?* he

ed.

# Right you are ! ” was the cool reply.

« The Squire was i1l 7"

« He had a fit of the blues.”

Without waiting for further conversation, he
galloped down the road.

s Bah 1” said Grayling, when the horseman
disappeared ; ¢ he’s but one of the Squiré’s
men. Like master, like man ; if he had broken
his neck it woualdu’t, have mattered much.
Hilloa! what is this? He has dropped his
pocket-book.”

He picked up the book, and was about to
place it unopened in his pocket, when his curio-
sity overcame his better juigment. He opened
it, and found that it ocontained some papers,
four five-pound notes, and some gold in a small
pocket or purse.

A shudder ran through Grayling when he saw
the money. For a moment he seemed as if he
were about to cast the purse from him ; but,
changing his mind, he thrust it quickly into his
pocket, and with a creeping step, far different
from his usual firm tread, slunk into the wood,
and seeking a by-path, made his way slowly
homewards, where he knew his wife was
anxiously awaiting his return.

CHAPTER III.

It was late when Herbayt Grayling reached
his home-a miserable place, scantily farnished
and in bad repalr.

By the slde of & very small fire sat a thin,
half-starved woman, rocking a cohild’s cradle,
As Grayling entered, she advanced towards
him, and, throwing her arms around his neck,
asked him if he had good news.

« Yes and no,” replied the man, taking ad-
vantage of her kissing Ms cheek to turn his
head. ¢ The Squire i8 as hard as stone ; but I
met with & plece of good luck on the road, so

‘that we can settle with S8quire and go abroad.”

As he spoke, he drew forth the pocket-book,
and gave the money to his wife,

It was really a beautiful gight to see how
eagerly the woman clutched it. She counted it
over, then flew to her husband, and kissed him
over and over again ; never notioing that, for
the first time, her caresses seemed really to
trouble him,

Then she hurried to the cradle where her
baby was sleeping, and embraced it. Suddenly
she became silent, and lifting her head, gazed
wonderingly at her husband, who had thrown
himself into & ohalr, in a desponding attitude.

Slowly rising, she went towards him, and,
placing ber hand upon bhisshoulder, asked, with
a troubled volce, ¢ Herbert, where did you get
this money ?”

« I—I—borrowed it,” stammered Grayling.

¢ Borrowed it ?” repeated the. woman, {n

¢ Oh, Herbert, if what yon say is
true, tell me who has lent it ? Surely you would

¢ Yes, yes, that is enough !” cried the wife,
as delighted as if the money really belonged to
her. «You can take it to Mr. Raeburn in the
morning; he will return it to the proper
owner.” .

# And can you part with the money ? ”* asked
Herbert.

¢ Herbert,” replied the woman, sorrowfally,
#ean you do without my love ? Touch that
money, be it bit a single penny to buy bread,
and from that moment we separate. Be the
same firm, patient, honest Herbert who wooed
and won me, and neither poverty or trouble
shall part us.”

For a moment he gazed at her in silence,
then, clasping her to his breast, he sobbed out,
¢« Bless you, Maggy ! I will offer the money to
young Raeburn the first thing in the morning.
He 18 always in the park earty. Kiss me, my
own darling ! Your love has saved me ! 7

CHAPTER IV.

Squire Wolfhurst came down to breakfast
late the morning after he had received Mr.
Chalkey’s visit. He was stern, and his volce
had lost much of its silvery tone. He first
asked for his secretary, Mr. Ernest Raeburn :
he was absent. He next called for his niece :
she, 100, had gone for a walk, and had notcome
back. 8o Mr. Wolfhurst retired to the library,
leaving instructions for Raeburn and Isabel to
be sent to him directly they returned, and also
to admit Chalkey when he called.

Ouce alone, Mr. Wolfhurat paced the room
with his hands clagbed behind him, bat spoke
not. Yet it could be seen a struggle was going
on within, and that he, with alawyer’s shrewd.
ness, was working a complicated case.

At length the servant knocked at the door.

Quickly seating himself at the writing-table,
‘Wolfhurst assumed an easy attitude, and, scat-
tering some paper aboat, that it might seem as
if he had been working, called to the servant
to ¢« Oome in.”

The door opened, and Raeburn entered, lead-
ing Isabel.

« 80 you are here at last !” said Wolfhurst.
«May I ask the meaning of these early
walks 77

« It i8 for that purpose I am here,” replied
Ernest,

s Proceed, sir ; I am all attention.”

« Mr, Wolfhurst, I have long loved your niece,
and have now come to ask your oconsent to our
union.”

« I thank you for the honor,” was the bitter
rejoinder. ¢ The lady, I suppose, is willing?”

Isabel made no reply, bat the blushes suf.
fusing her cheek, as she placel her hand into
that of Ernest’s, were more expressive tham
words.

«Ha! I see how it is. Mr. Raeburn, I
neither give nor withhold my consent. The
lady is able to take care of herself, and, there-
fore, can do what she likes. But perhaps it
would be as well to inform you of one or two
things before you conciade this marriage. Inthe
first place this lady will not have a farthing
from me, either during my life, or after my
death. 1 have kept her out of charity. When
you marry her, you must keep her., How you
will manage to do that, I cannot say, for I have
appointed & new secretary, Mr. Chalkey, who
will arrive here this morning ; you wiil leave
in ‘the afterncon. If you still wish to have
Isabel, take her with you; tfnot, she may re.
maio here. Good morning.”

« Pardon me, Mr, Wolfthurst ; our interview
is not at an end,” said Ernest. ¢ There are
other matters I mast spesk about before I leave
this room, sir !

« You have heard what I said. I never alter
my determination. Leave the room instantly,
or I shall have to call my servants, and have
yoa removed.”

« Oall them if you will,” replied Ernest, ¢« but
1t will only be forcing me to make public that
which I would faln keep secret. I advise youn to
pause, sir, and listen to me before you ring the
bell.”

Mr. Wolthurst looked at Ernest Raeburn’s
face, and seeing his calm determinstion, left
the bell, and sesting himuself at the table, de-

manded, * What is that you would fain keep
private ?”

« It s that you are a forger ! ”

« What {” demanded Wolfhurst, livid with
rage; *dare to call me forger in my own
house 7

« It {8 not your bouse,” returned Raeburn,
quietly ; ¢it is mine I

« Yours? It would have been but for the
recklessness of your father.”

« Stop 1" interrupted Ernest. * I would bave"
spared you, for this lady’s sake ; "but now you
would abuse the dead, whom you robbed when
alive, I have no mercy ! You have called down
vengeance on your own head; I will not stay
1t.” .

Stepping quickly to the door, Ernest called,
« Mr. Ingledew,” and a short, bustling, little,
old man hurrled into the room.

« Mr. Ingledew,” said Ernest, ¢ tell this man
what discoveries we have made.”

« Mr. Wolfhurst, my dear sir,” commenced
Mr. Ingledew, carefully avoiding the proffared
hand of him he was addressing, ¢ it is now
some fifteen years ago since I told you I knew
you had no title to these estates, and that one
day I should have the pleasure of ejecting you
from them. At onetime, my late friend, the
deceased Mr. Rasburn, did me the honor of em.
ploying me as his legal adviser. You met him,
and he fell into your clutches. You became his
lawyer, but while I held that position I had
seen some documeénts which I knew would pre-
vent your ever having these estates. In a word,
Mr, Raeburn could not sell them. They must go
to his son, the gentleman who stands here. I
could not find these papers, but last night the
clue was given in a most mysterious way. How
it came about had better be told by the man
who made the discovery. Please to call Gray-
ling, Mr. Raeburn.”

Ernest did so. Grayling entered the room,
and described how he had found the pocket-
book, and had intended keeping it, but was per-
suaded to restore it by his wife.

« Early this morning,” he continued, # I met
Mr. Ernest In the park. He took the pocket.
book, and examined its contents. He found,
amongst other papers, a letter written by a Mr,
Chalkey to you, wherein he stated he had the
missing papers in bis poisession, and could turn
you out of your estates. ¢ But,’ he sald, if you
take me into partnership, all will be well.’ He
then hints at some forgery, and ends by signin g
himself, ¢ Your old olerk, W. Chalkey.’”

« It's false—basely falee!” cried Mr. Wolf.
hurst.

“ Oh, no,” sald Mr. Ingledew, ¢ the papers
are in my possession ; and what 18 more, we
have Mr. Chalkey here, who has confessed all.
Call Mr, Chalkey.”

The person named walked inte the room with
a.quiet swagger, nodded carelessly to Mr. Wolf-
huarst, and sald, ‘ Game’s up, gov'nor ; it's no
use holding out. Rather hard llnes for me. I
knew your game ail through, and have spent
all my time and money to ind these papers.
You have had an innings ; I haven't.”

For a moment, Mr. Wolfhurst remained
silent; then, looking up, he said, calmly,
« Gentlemen, I perceive you hawe a strong case.
If the papers are ocorrect, I shall only be too
happy to hand over the estates, although doing
8o will leave me a beggar ; for what money I
have laid out upon them.”

« On lmprovements | ” chuckled Grayling.

« On improvements, as you say,” repeated
Mr. Wolfhurst. ¢ 8till, it will be my duty to
hand them over. As for the forgery and fraud,
they ate nonsensical.”

« Pardon me, I can send you to prison in-
stantly,” sald Mr. Ingledew. ¢ I have ths proofs
necessary to establish the charge.”

« He's right, guv ; he has,” said Mr. Chalkey,
nodding. .

« Oh, no,” interposed Isabel; * he must not
go o prison ! Ernest, if you love me, do not let
them hurt him. Remember he saved me from
destitution.”

« Mr, Ingledew,” said Ernest, « this man must
not be injured. For this lady's sake, he must
go free. 1 want no account of how he has ma.
naged the estate. I only bid him depart at once
thankful that the love I bear this Iady has
saved him.”

With a bland smile, Mr, Wolfhurst bowed and
left the room, and, within an hour, quitted the
Hall for ever.

‘A month had scarcely passed before Isabel
became Mrs, Raeburn, and there were gay
doings at Offerton. How the belis of the old
church did ring ! They seemed as if they were
ready to crack thelr sides with merriment, and
the old belfry rocked until the oask beams

-oreaked under the vibration of the muslc.

Of eourss, Grayling and his wife were there,
amongst the tenants. He made the speech at
the dinner on the lawn, wherein he told them
how the gay Squire had put him into the large
farm over the meadow lands ; and, having im-
bibed pretty freely of the ¢ October,” he gave
the story of the pocket.book and his dreadful
temptation, and how he had eventually been
¢« 8aved bx Love”

R ————

HoGa, the Ettrick Shepherd happened to be
seated at dinner next to a daughter of Sir Wil
llam Drysdale. 8he was a charming young lady
~—unaffacted, affable, and clever. To some re-
mark which he made, she replied, ‘ You're a
funny man, Mr. Hogg.” To which he instantly
rejoined, “ And ye're a nice lassie, Miss Drys-
Jale. Nearly all girls are like a bundle of pens
cut by the same machine — ye'r¢ not of the

undle.”
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LAUGHTER.

It is hard to believe that a good laugher is
either cruel or deceiful, A smile, a sniff, a short,
and as it were monosyliabic laugh, may all con-
sist with guile. But deep, melodious, rolling
laughter that rises and falls lilke a wave, can
that belong to an artful nature? Possibly it
may. We have never known but a single
instance in which a good sweet, and wholesome
laugher was insincere; and in this case it was,
we suspect, more a habit contracted in society
than a real taint of disposition. There may be
silly laughter and much of it, but there is full
as much silly sobriety. A boy that laughs at
nothing shows a kind of exuberance of nature.
But a man who will not Iaugh upon just cause
manifests a lean and barren nature. It 18 what
musicians call ciphering-—as when one touches
a key on the organ, and the pipe does not
sound.

Mirth and merriment have a bad name among
sober folks; but so do sober people among the
merry. Eaoch pities the other, One because his
opposite does, and the other because he does
not laugh. We take sides with—well, for the
time belng, we take sides with the Fraternity
of the Laugh. If there be 8in, 1t must inhere in the
manner of doing it, and not in the quality of
mirth. That it is the inspiration of the mind,
and not a mere muscular and animal chuckle,
is shown by the fact that animals below man
do not laugh. They are not highly enough
endowed. They have no soul, no moral senti-
ment, little complexity of mind, out of which
arise thove curious Junctures, or orossings of
ideas, which awaken laughter. Ananimal is not
mortal, and cannot laugh. A man 1is immortal,
and can laugh. As long as the flesh predomi-
nates, laughing is impessible; add a soul, and
the creature beging to laugh! It is & superior
attribute. It comes along with Consclence,
Hope, and Faith; and if it will only keep in
their company,. laughing will always prove a
means of grace,

We'are displeased with the low and unworthy
functions sometimes apologetically assigned to
it. It 1s good for digestion, it is said; it 18 a
moderate exercise,—as if, like a sneese, it was
a purely physical phenomenon. But a laugh is
born ot a thought; a sneeze, of only a tickle,
Sneezing {8 an affection of the nose and parts
adjacent. But laughter is the child of the soul.
It springs from the immortal part, a.nd the whole
body is but an organ of expression. Every true
laugher knows that, when he laughs till he
ocoughs, till tears ran down his eheeks, till his
sldes ache with shaking, till he is deaf—in short,

till the body has exhausted all its means of
expressing delight, that the idea, which caused
all this tumult, has not exhausted itself, nor has
it been satisfied with the inarticulate expression
of laughter. It is the soul that laughs first and
most, and the body but reverberates the echoes.
Laughing is good for digestion. But this is the
least and lowest of its good offices,

It is a soul-cleanser. It cannot endure shams.
It loves good-humored ways among the thoughts;
and when conceits have slowly turned todeceits,
and partial and unfair notions are choking up
the soul, and unworthy feelings are depositing
800t along the soul’s passages, a gennine laugh is
like a fire In a foul chimney. Certain sorts of
shocks, explosions, conflagrations seem to be
needed, from time to time, in the mind. The
faculties grown numb and become stiff. The
soul, like a well, collects mephiticgas, and needs
burning straw to be thrown down till it is
driven out. The mind needs to be roused and
shaken every day, without too severe a blow.
Laughter does it. It topples down a man’s sham
digoity. It makes his foolish pride give way, at
least for the moment. It sweeps away all pre-
tences and make-believes, and pitiful social
dlstinctions. In an unexpected uproar oflanghter
at genuine wit or humor, every man in the
room is on a level, and a flush of good fellowship
goes round, Even Obstinacy, that old cuarmad-
geon of the soul, ylelds a little,

————
TITTLE-TATTLE.

The disposition to pry into the privacy of do-
mestic life is, unfortunately, very common,
and 138 always dishonorable. The appetite for
such knowledge is to be regarded as morbid, and
the indulgence of 1t disgracefal. A family have
8 sacred right to privacy. In guarding the deli.-
cate relations of the household, secrecy becomes
a virtne. Even if by chance the private affairs
of & household are laid open toa stranger, honor
would require him to turn from them ; and, ifa
knowledge of them were forced upon him, they
should be locked In a sacred silence. A double
obligation of sllence and secrecy rests upon
one who is a guestin a family, The turpitude of
8 betrayal of family history by a visitor is far
greater than theft would be. It is a thing so
scandalous, that it should degrade a person, and
put him out of society. To betray the secrets
of the household is not only an odious immo-
rality, but it is a sin and a shame to be on good
terms with those whbo are known to commit
such outrages. They put themselves out of the
pale of decent society. They should be treated
as moral outlaws.

These hungry-eyed wretches who sit in the
unsuspicious circle of parents and children,
treasuring their words, spying their weaknes.
ses, misinterpreting the innocent liberties of
the househoid, and then run from house to house
with their shameless news, are worse than poi.
soners of wells, or burners of honses. They
poison the faith of man in man. Make no
terms with such people. Tale-bearers have no
rights. They are common enemies of good
men. Hunt, harry, and hound them out of
society. They are the worst of pests save one,
and that is the listener to the tale-bearer, There
could be no tattling if there were no one to hear.
It takes an ear and a tongue to make ascandal,
Greedy listening is as dishonorable ag nimble
tattling. The ear is the open market where
tongue sells its til-gotten ware. Some there are
that will not repeat again what they hear, but
they are willing to listen to it. They will not
trade in contraband goods, but they will buy
enough of the smuggler for family use. These
respectable listeners are the patrons of tattlers.
It 18 the ready market that keeps tale-bearing
brisk. It 1s a shame to listen to ill of your
neighbor. Christian benevolence demands that
you do not love 1ll news. A clean heart und g
true honor rejoice in kindiy things. It should
be & paln and sorrow to know of anythiong that
degrades your neighbor ia your eyes, even if he
is your enemy ; and how much more if he is
your friend ?

The Scriptares say, « Thou shalt not go up
and down as a tale-bearer among thy people.”
¢ A tale-bearer reveleath secrets; but he that
is of & faithful (honorable) spirit, concealeth the
matter.” « The words of the tale.bearer are as
wounds that go down into the innermost parts
of the belly.” The Hebrews thought that the
affections had their seat in the bowels ; and by
this phrase, « go down into the innermost parts
of the belly,” they signify how sharp and exas-
perating to the deepest feelings of our nature
are the eruel offices of a common tattler.
“Where no wood is, the fire gosth out ; so,
where thers is no tale-bearing, the atrife cea.
seth.” As if he had said that 80 much of the
strife of society arise from tattling, that, if that
were cured, there would hardly be any cause of
quarrel left. Commend us to that religion
which makes a man humane with his tongue,
and honorable with his ear.

S ———
OUR ILLUSTRATIONS,

—
¢ AN INVALID”

This drawing is by a very promissing young
pslnter—Mr. E. F. Brewtnall—and was exhi.
bited at jast year's Exhibitlon of the Royal
Acadenify. A sick and dellcate girl, too infirm
to walk, is wheeled in an invalid-chair to an
opening smongst the fragrant shrubs and
olimbers and flowers, where she may drink re.

freshment from whatever air 18 wafted from
the calm sea, and where her eye may repose on
the placid waters, the softly.gliding boats, and
the serene evening sky. The self-effacing con-
siderateness and sympathy of true affection are
indicated in every position and expression of
her attendants. A stalwart young fellow,
brother or lover, himself full of robust strength
and health, has wheeled her there, and now
stands aside not to disturb her enjoyment of
the view, yet with an alr of anxlous solicitude.
A sister, geutle and retiring, leans on the back
of her chair ; an elder female, her mother per-
haps, sits behind, pensive yet watohfal and
alert ; and all are hushed in silence. An in.
valid could have no better conditions for reco-

very ; and should not such loving heedfulness
be rewarded ?

“ BRIGANDS AND CAPTIVES.”

This large and striking picture,
one of the principal attractions of the French
annexe In the London International Exhibition
of 1871 has received & variety of interpretations.
It is generally supposed to depict an actual
event ; and the inquiry has been made, we be-
lieve in print, why the artist has represented
the Marquis of Lorne and Princess Loulse ag
captives to brigands When, happlly, nosuch fate
ever befel them ! The male captive certalnly
happens to bear a very considerable resem-
blance to the noble young Marquis, but the
likeness 1s, of course, purely accidental. The
painter chose a handsome, fair-haired northern
type for the victims in his plcture, as affording
the strongest artistic contrast to the swarthy,
black-haired, villainons aud brutal aspect of
‘their captors. To glve an English character to
the former was, besides, not lnappwpriate,
many of our travelling countrymen having
+been similarly seized and maltreated. The
“ motive” of the picture origindted, indeed, as
we are informed, from the atrocious assassina-
tion of the English captives by the Greek bri-
gands al Marathon. But, as the artist had not
the opportunity to represent that horrible scene
with lecal correctness, he has contented himself
with an imaginary {llustration of the brigandage
which, though now fast diminishing, has long
disgraced Italy, and which has farnished many
8 scene simlilar to that betore us. The painter
during his studies in Itaty—studies he was en.
abled to prosecute by having won the grand
prix do Rome of the French Ecole des Beaux
Arts—has, in order to secure fidelity for his
work, actually tracked some Italian brigands ;
yot fortunately he escaped, though narrowly,
falling into their power. The picture seems to
bear ample witness to the oloseness of the
palnter's observations, If, like Salvator Rosa,
Mr. Layraud had lived and painted among ban-
ditti, he could hardly have told his story with
an air of greater vraisemblance. The scene is
lald in a rocky defile, probably of the savage
Abruszi, the desolate haunt only of the vulture
and of worse haman creatures, who make a
prey of the living as well as the dead. With
that hideous association of religion with basest
villany and murder which is almost peculiar to
Italian brigandage, a eross has been set up in
the middle.distance, perhaps for devotion (UN
more probably to mark the grave of one of the
gang who has gone to his account. A couple of
mounted travellers have been waylaid and cap-
tured, their attendants very likely killed, aud
here, t0 this mountain fastness, they are
brought, to await the chance of their being
ransomed with some heavy payment by rela-
tive or friend, or, failing that, to be murdered
and possibly mutilated. While & couple of the
crew guard their horses and rifle their baggage,
the rest gather, threatening and truculent,
round the unfortunates, and the chief, with a
revolver in one hand and & pen in the other,
presents to the male victim a paper with the
hard terms of release for him to sign on pain of
instant death, Our ongraving will saficiently
show that the paloter has realised such a piteous

incident with as much dramatic force as t,
of local color. Tuh

which formed
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NEWS NOTES.

The Dominion Parliament i ex;
adjourn about the 20th inst. pected to

A grand banquet was given at Portsmouth to
the soldiers of the Ashantee expedition. -

Bteerago passengers are being carried from
Liverpool to New York for fifteen dollars,

It i8 sald Insurance in New York this year
will be three to four times that of last year,

The New Tariff of Mr. Cartwright the Cana-
dian Flnanoe Minister has been remodelled,

It is sald that S8ir Robert Peel wiil resign the
m:i:n of Liberal whip on aocount of ill

General Swiecten, commander of the Dutch
expeditlon to Acheen, and his starr .
eth: Lon:u' b;ve return.

e on Datly News says the. lock-out of
farm laborers will soon befsub;

ton for settlement, =abmitted o arbitra-

The result of the election in Stroul, Glocester.

shire, has been annulied on accou,
and a new election ordered, nt of bﬂber"

”&hﬁmnm of Commons take
Srhae K sl St T
A Little Rook despatoh MO(B-I:OP:-“ party in
o S o L B
and shell, 8 of #hot

A terrible boiler explosion occurred at a mill
in Shavangunk, Pa., by which ten people lost
their lives. The boller, weighing five tons, was
thrown 600 feet.

The Conference at Liverpool of ocean-steam-
ship owners has been dissolved, and as tariffs
will now be made on an independent basis a
lively competition may be expected.

The Franco-American Postal Convention was
signed on the 20th by the French Government.
Duke de Cazes will submit it to the Assembly
and request its immediate consideration.

Very little further information have been re-
ceived from the inundated district in Louisiana,
except that the stock are huddled together
throughout the district, and what are not starv-
tog are being killed by buffalo,
~ A famine prevalls in Asia Minor, and many
families are starving. It is stated that in the
town of Angora alone 100 deaths occur daily
from starvation. The river Tigris is again
swelled by heavy rains, and further flood is
apprehended.

Spanish Government troops have entered
Bilbao. Gen. Concha, with 20,000 men to attack
the Carlists in the rear, gained the heights on
the left bank of the river Nervion above
Sopurta. The Carlist General, Andshana, was
killed in one of the engagements before Bilbao
previous to its recapture by Serrano. A church
in San Pedro Abanto was nearly demolished by
the fire of the Republicans.

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

Eaa ToAST.—Take four eggs well whipped,
added to a quarter of a pound of melted butter
in a pan, whisk together In the pan over the fire,
add a little salt and pepper; five minutes will
sufficiently set the ingredients :serve on buttered
toast. Anchovy can be added if preferred.

SALAD DRESSING.—Take the yolks of two
hard-boiled eggs, reduce them to a paste in &
mortar, or in & basin with a spoon, and add 8
teaspoonful of dry mustard. When these are
sufficiently amalgamated, add, drop by drop,
two tablespoonfuls of oil. Mix all well together,
and then add in the same way a tablespoonful
and a half of vinegar. The yolk of a raw egg i8
also an improvement, especially if a little cream
be alzo added.

Fisa Soup.—All fish soups should be made
with milk, (if unskimmed so much the better,)
using no water whatever. Cut off their heads,
tails, and fins, and remove the skin, and the
back-bone, and cut the fish into pleces. To each
pound of fish allow & quart of rich milk, Put
into the soup-pot some pieces of cold boiled
ham. No salt will then be required : but season
with cayenne pepper, and a few blades of mace
and some grated nutmeg. Add a bunch of sweet
marjorum, the leaves stripped from the stalks
and chopped. Make some little dumplings of
flour and butter, and put them in when the
soup 18 about half done. Half an hour’s steady
boiling will be sufficient. Serve up in the tureen
the pieces of fish and ham. Also some toast cut
in dice. -

STEWED OYSTERS.—Get some fine large fresh
Oysters. Drain them from their liquor (saving it
in a pitcher), and put them into a stew-pan with
& quarter of a pound of fresh butter, and
set them over the fire. When ithey have
simmered, and have almost comé to a boil,
remove them from the fire; and have ready 8
pan of very cold water. Take out the oysters (one
at a time, on a forkj and put them into the cold
water. This will plump them, and render them
firm. Having saved about half their liquor, put
it into the stew-pan, seasoned well with blades
of mace, grated nutmeg, whole pepper-cornsy
and a little cayenne. Stir in half a pint or more
of cream ; and if you eannot procure cream, 82
equal quantity of nice fresh butter divided int®
bits, slightly dredged with a very little flouf-
Boil the liquor by itself, and when it comes 0
a boll, take the oysters out of the cold water
and put them into the bolling liquor. In AVE
minutes remove the pan from the fire (the
oysters having simmered), and transfer them {0
& tureen or deep dish, in the bottom of which
has been laid a buttered toast, that has pre-
viously been dipped a minute in hot water oF
milk, ¢

LoBSTRE 80UP.—Take two or three fine fresh
lobsters (the middle size are the beat), ;. Hoat 8
large pot of water, throwing in a large handfd
of salt. When it is bolling hard put in the
lobsters, head foremost, that they may die iM-
mediately. They will require at least half 82
hour’s fast bolling : iflarge, three quarters. When
done, take them out, wipe off the scum that has
oollected on the shell, and drain the lobster:
First break off the large claws, and crack thent
then split the body and extract all the white
meat, and the red coral—nothing else—and Ut
it into small pieces. Mash the coral into smooth
bits with the back 6f a large spoon, mixing Wi t
it plenty of sweet oil; and, gradually, adding |
to the bits of chopped lobster. Put into a oleal
8Soup-pot two quarts, or more, of good milk, and
thicken it with half a dozen butlered biscuits
pounded fine; or the grated crumbs of two OF
three small rolls, and stir in a quarter of a pound
of fresh butter made into a paste with twO
spoonfuls of fiour. Put in the chopped lobster;
Seasoned with nutmeg, & few blades of mace
powdered, and a little cayenne. Let all boil
together, slowly, for half an hour, keeping it
closely ocovered. Towards the last, stir in twO
beaten eggs. Lay some very small biscuits in
the bottom of a tureen, and pour the sonp upon
them., Nasturtium flowers strewed at the last
thickly over the surface of this soup, when in
the tureen, are an improvement both to its

appearance and flavor.
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FATA MORGANA,

BY T. FERGUSON.

Mark where yon city’s towers,
Purple and golden, to the dim clouds rise,
Girt by a fair green land and shining bowers
Like bowers of Paradise.
A river, deep and wide,
Flows, pure as crystal, past the jasper walls,
While a faint sound of musie o’er its tide
Floats as from festal halls.

A, but behold ! A change
Has flashed across the splendor of the H
The golden palaces wax dim and strange—
A mist floats in between.
Now all has passed away ;
The river is a belt of barran sand ;
The lcfty towers have fallen to decay
Amid a desert land ;

And rustic folk will tell
How that bright city, with 1ts gleaming
towers,
Rose 'neath the magic away of fairy spell,
‘Wrought by the mystic péwers
‘Who leave their starry land
To flll the Earth with blessing for a while,
And build them up such dwellings, rich and
grand,
As havens safe from guile.

But Science says the sight
W as but a mere delusion after all—
The woven work of shadow mixed with light ;
The loom a misty pall:
The music, faint and sweet,
‘Was but the murmaur of the passing wind.
How falr the vision, but how swift to fleet,
Leaving no trace bebind !

80, friend, the hopes that shine,
Starry and clear, along Life’s rugged way,
Crowning the distant goal with light divine
In youth’s brief resting day—
Fata Morgana these,
Bright fairy castles in a shining land,
That fall to cureless ruln by degrees,
And leave but mist and sand !

et G IR e

A TRUE STORY.

—

It 18 a terrible thing to see a man weep, and
80 Olive Preston found it to be, that beantiful
moonlit evening, as she stood silently beside
Oscar Wylde, and averted her eyes to banish
the sight of the tears that fell in large drops
from his own, It was a manifestationof weak-
ness for which he cursed himself, those tears,
but his beart and pride were touched deeply,
and he was powerless to keep them back. He
had just parted from Emille Granger, and,
passing through the conservatory, had found
Olive, his little frlend, to whom he had con.
fided everything since his school-boy days.

He had told her all, never dreaming that
every word was a dagger-thrust to her gentle
heart. All along there had been a hope in her
bosom ot holding his love—a hope born of their
frequent intercourse, of his tender, aftectionate
manner towards her. Now that hope was gone,
from his own lips she had heard the avowal of
hislove for another—an avowal wrung from bim
by that other's treachery and fal Now,
though she was suffering tortures, she strove to
comfort him—to allay, if possible, the wildness
of his manner.

« You will not always feel thus, Oscar,” she
sajd wistfully. ¢« Time will soften your grief,
and some day you will smile at its present in—
tensity.”

But he interrupted her passionately.

¢« No! It is that which maddens me. I feel
that I cannot forget—that the days to come will
bring with them nochange. She has given me
the right to feel thus, to think thus; she has
let me hold her in my arms and press my lips
10 hers; she has led me on and on, to believe
that some day she would be mine, and I—poor
fool 1—1 was happy in that belief. I could have
died for her ! I would have been wiiling tostake
my hopes of heaven on her constancy.” He
seemed to feel the mad incohereney of his words
for he ceased suddenly, and, turning from her,
‘walked rapidly backwards and forwards, for a
few moments. Then he caught her hand in his,
with a quick, convulsive motion.

“ -night, little friend : forget this, if you
can.”

“ Good-night,” she whispered back; but he
'Wwas gone before her low-spoken accents reached
his ear.

8he sat for a few moments amid the dusky
shadows of the perfume-laden conservatory. In
the parlor, her cousin Emilie was chanting a
Wwild German dirge, and, as the sweet lingering
notes rose and fell on the still night, a strange
feeling of bitterness crept into Olive’s heart—a
feeling that was almost envy of this beautiful,
heartless girl, who had won 80 easily the love of
Qscar Wylde.

S8he arose with a heavy sigh, and walked
Mowly into tbe drawipg.room. Emilie was
8tiing at the plano alone.

“8he is beautiful enough to turn any man’s

ead,” thought Olive, as she glanced at the
&racetul, drooping figure, with the goiden.brown
hayr 8Wept back from the piquant face, at the
ark, fringed eyelids, just now slightly veli-

‘ ing the light of those dangerously charming

ey;%:e turned quickly as Olive entered, and the
white, jewelled hands fell with a nervous crash
amid the ivory keys.

« Ah, i8 it you, my dear?” she said, with a
little affected laugh of gaiety. ¢ I thought, at
first, that it might be that hot-headed admirer
of mine, coming back once more to make me un-
comfortable with his wild words and still wilder
manner. Really, I didn't think he would take
our little fiirtation so deeply to heart—tunreason-
able fellow !”

« Emilie, Emilie! ” sald Olive sadly. ¢ Are
you, then, so utterly heartless ? How could you
treat Oscar Wyl.le so cruelly ? Surely you might
have found a less worthy subject to practise
your coquetries on.”

# What else was I todo ? ” interrupted Emille,
with a petulant shrug of her shoulders. «Of course
he was very nice, and all that, to amuse myself
with, and I won’t deny ""—here her voice faltered
a little, and she turned over the leaves of her
music restlessly—¢ that I did fancy bim just a
little. He was so handsome, you know, so
different from the restof my ¢courtiers,’ as you
have named .them, that, fora time, I really
believed myself in love. But I never meant
to marry him ; how could I, Olive. You knew
my circumstances, know how expensive my
tastes are.” Here she glanced slightly at the
rich, glowing velvet that swept the floor in its
splendor around her, at the jewelled bands on
her wrist, and the shining circlets on each hand,
«T could not live without the ease and luxury
1 have always been accustomed to. How counld
we live on his salary of one thousand a year,
when I spend twice that amount annually in

mere trifles? No, no, Olive! Love in a cottage’

might do for some—never for me ; the very idea
is absurd!”

« Why, then, did you encourage his atten-
tions ?” asked Olive, almost sternly. « Why
did you lead him on to believe that you would
eventually become bis wife, when every word
you uttered was false ?”

« Mercy ! ” uttered Emilie, with & faint scream,
putting her hands to her ears. ¢ Am I then to
have no peace ? Forbear,{l beg you, cousin, and
let us drop the subject.”

She threw her arms round Olive’s neck, and
drew her head playfully down, while she pressed
one hand over her lips, and Olive felt her short-
lived resentment giving way, as it generally did,
before the irresistible charm of her cousin’s
manner.

- L - . - .

One month later, Emille was on her way to
France, accompanied by her husband. What &
swrange oontrast they had formed on thelr bridal
eve~that white-haired, corpulent old man, and
that beautiful young girl ! With her burnished
hair falling around her shoulders, and her eyes
shining like blue stars, Emilie seemed scarcely
more than & sweet child, although, in reality,
she was entering her twenty-third year. To
many assembled there that evening it seemed a
cruel sacrifice of tender youth and basuty to old
age and hoary hairs; yet Emilie did not seem
to feel it thus., Her face was a8 serene as usual,
and her voice did not falter, or her cheeks pale,
as she made the necessary responses.

For there were two amid that fashionable
gathering who knew that her composure was
merely external, and assumed for the purpose of
concealing her real feelings. Oscar Wylde stood
back from theresi, with folded arms and pallid
face; it was a bitter trial for him to witness
the ceremony, for he had loved her with all the
strength of his passionate nature. Once she
looked toward him, then quickly veiled her
eyes ; she could not, dared not, meet that scorn-
ful glance agaln,

When it was all over, and Emilie out of his
sight, as he hoped, for ever, they met agaln—he
and Qlive. He had sought her to say farewell.
He was ‘ going away,” 8o he told her, ¢some-
where,” He did not know where, as yet, Buat
any place would be preferable to Miltonville,
where every hour he was reminded of her
presence.

«Some time,” he said, «I will come back
again—not till I have forgotten her, or shall
have ceased to remember her with any feeling
but that of scorn.”

The heart of Olive beat heavily as she listened ;
she felt that without his presence existence
would be almost worthless; and some tears
which she could not restraln forced themselves
into her eyes, and fell silently on the hand
Oscar held in his. It touched him greatly, this
proof of her sympathy and regard, and perhaps
an inkling of the truth forced itself upon him,
for he bent down and kissed her tenderly on the
brow and lips.

« Good-bye, little sister,

May our meeting be
happier than our parting.”

- L L L] . -

Slowly the days passed into weeks, the weeks
into months, until twelve of the latter were
numbered. How slowly they had passed with
Olive! And yet she was not entirely without
hope. Ocecasionally she received letters from
Oscar Wylde, and from their general tone she
understood that the old passion for Emilie was
dying out. In the very last she had received
were the lines :—

« 1 can laugh now, Olive, at the folly of a year
ago, and I assure you, little one, I return to
Miltonville heartwhole, better and wiser too, I
hope, than when I bade you farewell on that last
wretched day.”

In one week from the receipt of that letter
they met. Oscar seemed his own natural self
again, handsome, gay and cheerful as ever.

Something of the truth must have smote him ss
he gazed into that pale, sweel face, now so full
of joy at meeting him-—a joy that was almost
pain, for her eyes were full of tears.

« Are you thenso glad tosee me, Olive ? Tell
me?”

He took her hands tenderly in his, and would
have forced her to look up into his face; but she
broke from him, and the knowledge that he had
discovered her secret, sent & bitter, burning flush
of girlish shame to her brow.

He took her in his arms suddenly.

¢ Olive, my darling, I love you! I Jove you!
Will you beljeve me when I tell you that you
alone have filled my heart for the past few
months? My passion for Emilie bas vanished
entirely. Olive, will you be my guardian angel ?
Will you, by giving your pure heart into my
keeping, bring peace and happiness to my life
at last? ”

‘What could she do? She let him hold her in
his arms, pressing warm kisses on lip and brow.
She was t0oo happy for words; the love she had
hoped and thirsted for during weary days was
now offered her. There was no thought of
Emilie in her mind. 8he did not, would not
recall those wild words of Oscar's when he had
80 passionately afirmed his inability to .forget
her on that night, so many months ago.

That evening they sat together with clasped
hands. Oscar's manner was very captivating,
very tender, and his low whispered words of love
thrilled Olive through and through as she
listened. They sat till the mystic moonlight
began to waune, and thestars to pale; then they
separated.

In the solitude of her room, Olive sank down,
and for the first time that day attempted to col-
lect her thoughts—to fully realize what had
passed. It seemed like a sweet dream, those
words of Oscar’s, telling her he loved her.

'« My darling 1” she murmaured, covering her
burning face with her hand. ¢« Oh, forgive me,
Heaven, if I love him too much 1”

8he felt that she was now being rewarded for
those long days and nights of weariness and
misery.

The days after that went on smoothly and
happlly for both. Oscar Wylde loved Olivein a
calm, quiet sort of way, He had persuaded
himself into the belief that his love for her was
tenfold deeper than the passion he had borne for
Emilie.

s« For it was only passion,” he argued with
himself. ¢ She was heartless, mercenary, and
unprincipled. The thought of her now fills me
with contempt for the weakness I manifested
one year ago. Yes, my love for Emilie is buried
evermore.”

‘What, then, was it that caused his cheek to
burn, and his heart to throb, when her name
was tdentally loned in his pr ?

Thay were to be married in Beptember.
was now August.

They were sitting together, one hazy after-
noon, with the softened rays of sunlight filtering
in upon them through the half-closed blinds.
QOscar sat Just near enough to reach over and
playfully twitch the long dark curls of Olive, her
greatest beauty, with the exception of her eyes.
which were large, and clear in their erystal
depths as a spring. 8he had changed much since
her engagement with Oscar ; & crimson bloom
had tinted permanently her formerly pale cheeks
and lips, while the light of the happiness within
shone from those sweet hazelorbs, making her
positively beautiful in Oscar's sight this after.
noon, as he sat idly watching the white hands
glancing to and fro amid the delicate embroidery
upon which she was engaged. She was very
happy now, very sure of Oscar’s love, and no
presentiment of what was coming shadowed
the contentment and peace of her heart as she
sat there.

The energetic ring of the postman at length
broke thesweet silence between them, and Oscar
arose for the purpose of bringing in the letter-
bag. There was but one letter, a little, delicate-
looking affair, but ah! it was bordered with
deep lines of black, and bore a foreign postmark.
With a strange thrill at his heart, Oscar recog-
nized in the graceful, flowing characters upon
its surface, the handwriting of Emuilie.

Olive took the letter with trembling fingers,
and read its contents aloud. It was the first
epistle she bad recelved from Emille, and it was
certainly a most startling one, for {{ countained
the announcement of the death of Mr. Burton.
« He died very suddenly from an apoplectic
stroke,” Emilie wrote. They had stopped in
Paris for a few months, then went on to Brussels,
where the society had been 80 excellent that
Mr. Burton, in compliance with her wishes,
decided to make it his home, for a while, at
least. There he had died, and there, by his
request, he had been interred. ¢ And now,”
wrote Emtlie, «I am coming hack to Miiton-
ville, where I can bear my sorrow more calmly
amid my friends.” ‘

Oscar smiled with a bitterness that Olive did
not notice as she finished reading the letter.
He doubted the depth of Emilie’s bereavement,
a8 expressed in her epistie. ¢ Ihope to be home
goon.” They looked hastily at the date of the
letter; it had been writteu long previous, and,
by some mismanagement, had been delayed.

« We may expect her, then, shortly,” said
Olive slowly, and in & constrained voioce.

They were silent for a short space of time;
then Oscar arose and kissed Olive tenderly.

« Do you doubt me, little one ?” he asked,
playfally.

But there was a new, strange look on his face
~—a look which had not been there for months.

They parted, that day, with a trouble at their
bearts which neither could define or would ac-
knowledge. Somehow, a shadow seemed to

It

have suddenly come between them and the
sunshine. Oscar carsed himself for the momen-
tary bound his heart had given to know that
she was free ; he hated himself for that un-
oonscious infidelity to Olive, the true and tender
girl who had loved him 8o devotedly so long,
He tried to school himself to think calmly,
dispassionately, of meeting Emllie, but in vain ;
the thought of seeing her ngain, of meeting her
face to face in all ber glorious beauty, intoxicated’
him with a sensation, half pleasure, half pain,
wholly indefinable. He could not understand
it; he feared to trust himself further with
thought of her.

“ I imagined I had conquered the old weak-
ness,” he mauttered, as he walked slowly home.
ward. ¢8urely I love Olive? Yes, I love her
80 much that it would grieve me to death to lose
her, or to know she suffered pain. But this
feeling in regard to Emlilie is an intoxication of
the senses rather than of the heart, and one long
year has falled to destroy it. But I will triumph
over self,” he uttered, with a sudden resolution.
«1 will eradicate every thought, even, which,
might prove unfaithful to Olive—Olive, my
darling Olive, my little one, who loves me so
tenderly, so faithfully. Yes, from this moment
I banish Emilie from my mind!”

He was successful & while; he devoted him.
self 0 olosely, s0 attentively to Olive for the
next few days, that she chided herself for the
doubt that had assailed her at the thought of
his meeting Emille again. He would hang over
her chalr, in his flattering, love-like way, some-
times dropping kisses on her dusky curls, and
playfully forcing her to look up in his face with
those dreamy hazel eyes, in whose clear depths
he was hourly discovering new beauties.

Those days were very sweet to Olive. In the
evening they would walk together down the
‘ong avenue of beeches, with the quiet moon.
light falling through the branches on their
happy faces; for they were happy—at least
Olive was, and Oscar persuaded himself that he
was the same,

But this state of things was not to last; a
great change came over the spirit of their
dreams. That change consisted of Emilie’s
arrival,

She came at the close of a sunny Augast
afternoon. Ab, if she had been beautiful be.
fore, that beauty was now intensified a hundred-
fold. It was & loveliness so dazziing, so per-
fect, that Olive gazed at her for a moment,
almost expecting to see the peerless vision fade
away into indistinctness. Emilie’s widowhood
certainly had not lessened her attractivaness,
The dark garments, and sombre, sweeping veil
only served to enhance her brilllant Saxon
loveliness. She had not changed much in
speech or manner; she embraced Olive in her
old impetuous, girlish fashion, then broke out
into enthusiastic exclamations in pralse of
Olive’s improved appearance, how well she was
looking, and how pretty she had become, etc.
Then she wept a little behind a black.edged
handkerchief, as she spoke of her husband, who
had, she sald, been 8o good, 8o kind to her, al.
ways indulgent, never denying her in anythlng,
though of coucse their tagtes, she sald, with
o sigh, bhad been wlidely different. Then
suddenly, and with a little irrelevancy, she in-
quired,—-

¢ What has become of Qsear Wylde ? Did he
shoot himsel, or take a dose of poisun, or what,
after—'’

# After you jilted him ? ” said Olive quletly,
« No, he 18 yet in Miltonvilla, He will be here
this evening.”

A peculiar lodk flitted over Emille’s face as
she gave Olive a quick, enquiring glance; but
Olive’s face revealed nothing.

That evening they sat together in the parlour,
Emilie and Olive. They formed a decided con+
trast, and that contrast was not flattering to
Olive. Placed by the side of her cousin’s
brilliant loveliness, her quiet beauty faded away
as the morning star fades betore the comin 1 of
the sun. Hers was that tender, home-like type
of loveliness that must be seen often, and
known much, to be sufficiently admired and ap.
preciated. Emilie’s was that glowing, dazzling
beauty that bursts upon you, taking you cap-
tive at first sight—a passionate, intoxicating,
loveliness that few men could resist. \

She was seated in her old position at the
plano that evening, when QOscar entered, all her
bright hair falllng unrestrainedly about her
shoulders, the old bloom on her round cheeks,
the old soft light he remembered so well shin--
ing from the sapphire eyes. As he gazed, the
words involuntarily shaped themselves in his
mind i~

« A man had given all other bliss,
And all his worldly worth, for this :
To waste his whole heart in one kiss
Upon her perfect lips.”

Those 1ips had.been pressed to his—those soft,
rounded arms, gleaming so white through the
half light, half shadow, had encircled him in
those old days. Something sweet and subtile
as the breath of past summer roses stirred with-
in him as be gazed at her. Then he looked at .
Olive. Was he mistaken, afterall? Had the
old lovg, for Emille lain dormant in his breast
all thegg. months, only to revive at sight of
ber?

He would not atop to speculate, but stepped
forward, thus making his presence known. It
was 8 strange moment for all, for Olive, who
saw these two meet, for Oscar ani Emiite, who
now stood facing each other. Considering the
emotions within him, Oscar Wylde bore his part
well.

“T am happy to we'come you back to Preston
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Hall, Mrs. Burlon,” he sald, calm!y extending
his hand.

For once, Emilie’s self.possession forsook
her. She grew pule—then red—she was by far
the most embarrassed of the two. Her agita-
tion was so apparent to Olive, that she thougnt,
with a pang of jealous angulish, ¢ She loves him
st ! ”

Emilie, however, was not{ one to allow her
disquietude to be manif-st any longer than she
oould help ; s0, with a slight effort, she recov-
ered herself, an il lald her hand in Oscar’s with
& fow low murmured words, and a pathetic look
from beneath the dusky lashes thay thrilled Os.
car Wylde through and through.

That evening was a fatal one for Oscar, a fa-
tal one for Oltve, a trilumphant one for Emilie.
8hLe saw, with a woman’'s unerring eye, thatshe
was stiil m:stress of Oscar Wylde's heart; the
thought gave her exquisite pleasure, for she
loved bim. 8he had loved him all the time.
Mr. Burton had stood to her more in the rela-
tion of a banker than aughtelse ; his death had
in nowise disturbed her mental equilibriam ; it
‘was a rellet, nothing more. She had not longed
for it ; she was not heartless enough for that, for
bhe bad been kind to her; but when it came, she
accepted 1t as the captive bird who finds the
door of his giided cage suddenly opened might
accept his freedom,

Oscar parted with Olive that evening, more
tenderly, if possible than usual. He was fight.
ing a severe battle with himself — an enemy
that would not be ¢ nquered. He was trying,
Heaven knows how hard, to crush out the old
feeling for Emilie ; but — it would not be
crushed ; it arose perpetually, hauntlinghim with
the remembrance of Emilie's star-like eyes,
bright tresses, Emille's voice, which had power
to thrill hima a8 no other voice ever had done
betore. When with Olive, it did not seem so
bhard to forget that whioch he had no right to re-
member. She seemed #0 sweel, 50 pure, 80
trustful, standing with him there under the quiet
sky, that he caught her to his breast with a
sudden remorseful tenderness,

8he smniled, looking up in his face with her
Joving hazel eyes; but there was a troubled
shadow on her brow, and a half quiver around
the sweet, girlish moutb. Already a dim pre-
seniiment of what was to come darkened her
mind. She breathed not a word of her fears to
Oscar Wylde, however, and he went home, con-
vinced that she suspected nothing of the true
state of his feelings. He was somewhat of a
fatalist, and he ascribed it all to fate.

«It was fate,” he muttered to himse!f, switch
ing the grass absently with his whip as he rode
slowly along, * it was fate that brought Emille
back to prove to me that I love her still, and
she—she ioves mealso. I can see it in every
glance. She loved me when she stood up to be
a bride ; she has loved me all along. 1 know
this, and should scorn and despise her., But it
is my tate that I should love her instead. What
will the end be ? I dare not think, dare not spe-
culate, I must do my duty, however, and that
1s to marry Olive, and be as true and fatthful to
her as she deserves. I love her as a brother
might lave a dear sister, no more. The love a
husband should bear for his wife—that I never
felt for her, though I imagined I did. Hows I
have decelved rtyselfall along ! how I have de-
ceived her! But it is fate!”

Do not smile, reader ; there are just such
men in the world we live in -— weak-minded
men, who never blame themselves for any
wrong thought or deed. Itis their fate thatthey
should de this, that or the other. Oscar Wykle
was one of the above sort ; 8o he settled it with
his consclence that fate, not he was to blame, Of
course he was terribly weak-minded ; ifhe had
not been, thisstory would never have been writ-
ten ; and yet be tried to do right.

Knowing his lack of strength in the matter,
he would not trust himself too far, and so he
arged that the marriage day should be hastened,
and Olive blinded by his seeminglover.-like im-
patience, half-reluctantly consented, She was
quite alone in tha world, with the ex¢eption of
an aged grandfather, now confined to his cham-
ber by a severe paralytio stroke ; so she had
only her own heart to consult in the matter.
They were to be married at Preston Hall, quiet-
1y, and with no display whatever,

It was the evening before the wedding. All
day long there had been a bu-tle and stir of pre-
paration sonnding through the hall. Now all
had subsided, and qulet reigned once more. It
was one of those gorgeous, balmy evenings, with
& full moon sailing grandly through the purple
blue of the sky, when the air {8 heavy with a
slumberous perfume, and the Hstening stars
seem to be looking downu their silent admiration
for earth’s loveliness. They had left Olive alone
for the most part of that day.

# 1t was her last day of freedom,” she repeat-
ed to herself, with a thrill of half pleasure, half
pain. « To-morrow her bondsge would com-
menoce—but what a sweet bondage ! ” And «he
ocovered her fuce with her hands in the dim
darkness of the old parlor.

It was very sweet to her to think to-morrow
would behold her Oscar’s bride. There were no
doubts disturbing her peace now in regard to
Emilie and him. She had long stnce discarded
her transient fears on that subject. Oscar said
he loved her fully and entirely ; his manuner
showed it ! besides, they were only coldiy polite
to each other—her lover and Emilie, Bi@amiled
when she recalled the fears that had rssailed
her on the night of Emilie’s arrival, and then
she thought of her cousin’s young, widowed life
with a thrill of pity.

Emille had kept Lerself alone from Olive
lately, remaioing in her room whliie the greater
part of the preparation bad been going on. She

had pleaded a slight Indisposition, and had not
been disturbed ; 8o Olive was quiet alone this
evening. She sat for a long time In the parlor,
dreaming her sweet dreams of the happy days
to come, Outside, all was hushedin a dim, hazy
quiet, Inside, the house was still, save for the
subdued hum of volces coming from the serv-
ants’ apartment.

The weird bea:ty and solemn splendor of the
hour tempted Olive out into the garden, then,
still further, down the long walk of boeches,
thence to the summer-house, half hidden by
trailing green vines. Here she had played in
her motherless childhood ; here Oscar and she
bad often sat together, and now—

“It 1aay be a lung time bafore I sit here
again,” she murmured sofily. ¢« Olive Preston
will never sit here agaln, cortainly,” she ad e,
“ not after to-night.” And then she seated her-
self in a shadowy nook by the entrance.

She had satl for a few moments only, when
the lightsound of approaching footstepssurprised
her, and caused her timid heart to give a quick
bound. Whno couid it be ? She sank down fur-
ther amid the dim shadows of the summer-
house, anl then, with a si:h of reiief, she saw
that it was Emille, her cousin —~but she was not
alone ; anotier figare was by her side, and that
figure was Oscar Wylde's. They came 50 close
to where she was sitting, so very close, that
Emilie’s perfumel rob:s almost touched her;
and yet they were unaware of her presence.

Olive did not hear many words, but the few
she heard were enough, They were apparently
terminating thelr conversation here. She could
catch, even in that painfu!, bewildered moment,
the quick glitter of the jewels on E:nilie's rest.
less fingers—the shimmering light of the radiant
hair halt conc-aling her face as she bent to.
wards Oscar. He drew her towards him in a
Jong embrace, while he pressed hot, passion-
ate kis:es on her brow, her hand, her fragrant
hair,

“They are the last,” he sald, releasing her.

But she caught his hands in that qulick fash-
fon of hers.

“ Oscar, my love, my darling ! Why will you
80 reckles<ly sacrifice your life an:d mine, and for
what ? A rash ensigement contracted with a
mere child, who never ean love you a:I do, who
has it not in that calm, quiet disposition of hers
ts love any one d eply, while I—-0, Osear! My
heart will break if to-morrow sees you her hus.
band ! My punishment is more than I can bear.
Oh, yon are fully avenged for the wrong of one
year aga! Oscar, my darling, will you forgive
me that [ was so untrue to you, to my own
heart? Li«ten to me,” she went on, passionate-
ly. « I stand hers, to-night, pleading for the
love th:t I know fill: your soul for me, and
which a false sense of honor prevents youa from
giving voic: to—I, wno have seen nobles kneel-
ing at my f-et in vain for a word or smile! I
ask for nothing bat your love. Let us fly to.
gether ; she will soon forget you, simple ohild,
and in another land we can b2 happy.”

Whiat man on earth could witustand such
pleading? Not Oscar Wylde. He had struggled
hard with himself, but the battle had been all
in vain ; 80 now he let himself drift on with the
tide, After all he loved Emilie, and & man can
scarcaly be bla ued for loving a beautifat wo.
man, even though =« sensitive heart should be
broken in his so doing ? Beauty reizus para-
mount the world over, and must have its due
allegiance,

Alas for Oscar's re-olutions ! The glamor of
Emlilie's intoxicating presence was upon him.
With her beautiful head on his bosom, and her
arms eucircling him, he forgnt everything ;
honor was throwa to the winds ; Olive was for
the time forgotten. Ouce her name foll re.
morsefully from his lips, but Emilie’s kisses
stopped further utterance, .

Twelve o'clock feli in slow, measured tones
from the distant steeple, and then ounly they
aroused thamselves from their trance of happi-
ness, Gullty though each felt it to be, prepar.
atlons for an early flight on the morrow were
arranged. It was the gnly way they could gee
out of the difficulty.

Emilie waiked back to the mansion witl &
smile on her red lips, and & trlumphant Hghtin
her false biue eyes. She wus utterly devoid of
heart or principle, s0 no pang of remorse tron-
bled her sashe prepared o disrobe for the night.
Letting down her magnificent veil «f gltterlng
hair, she weut to the mirror, and gazed long and
admiringly at the fresh, innocent.looking face
that greeted her own from its polished surface.

“1am beavtiful,” she murmured. “ What
wonder that wen fall down and worship me. I
knew I shonld win ! I love him, and yet I have
witbin me a feeling of contempt for his faith-
lessneas 10 her. What does it mautter, afterall ?
I cannot be happy without him ; she will forget
him soon. Our flight will create a terrible furore
among the ‘conventionals® of soclety, but what
care 1 ? I can afford to set them at deflance.”

O-car's feellngs weng far different. He went

home, his heart burning, his head in & whirl. |

He couid not think calinly of the evening just
past ; he could not slrep — lndeed, he did not
try; bie was a villain, but unlike most villains,
he fully realfzed bis turpitude. He loved Olivae,
but not with the sort of love he bore for Emille,
that was a love whieh comes (0 & man butonce
in a lifetime; his love for Olive was a pure,
passiouless emotion ; and now that he was
away from the glamor of Emille’s intoxicating
presence, he thought with a thrill bordering on
horror of the terrible po-~itlon ia which he was
placed,

Oune o’clock sounded, then two, then three,
and at four o’clock he was still sitting by the
open window, where he had seated himself on
eutering the room; and in those few hours of

silent, bitter communion with himself, Oscar
Wylde's nature underwent a change. By what
strange process was it that the love which had
fille | bis whole belng so long for Emilie be-
came changed into loathing, almost hatred ? We
Know not, but 8o 1t was ; he loved her no longer;
the scales had fallen from his eyes ; possibly it
wus the man’s fickle and incounstant nature,
possibly it was the utterly selfish love Emilie
had exhibited for him that evening that jarred
on his more delicate seasibilities.

The east was beginning to glow and filoker
with a orimson radiance when the sound of a
horse’s hoofs on the avenue beneath smote upon
his ear, and roused him from the half stupor
into which he had fallen. He started up hasti-
ly, and, throwing back the window, stepped out
on the verandah. Beneath, his horse covered
with froam, stood one of the servants from
Preston Hall. He was breathless from hisswift
ride, and could only gasp—

* Miss Olive !’

That was enough. In another moment, Osoar
was seated on the horse and speeding like the
wind in the direction of Preston Hall. He felt
that something terrible had occurred—he knew
not what that something might be.

Emilie met him at the hall door; her long
hair streamed over the white wrappershe wore,
her face was pallid and affrighted. He scarcely
looked at her,

“Olive!” he uttered hoarsely.
her 27

“She i3—oh Oscar! She 1s dead! ”

He reeled unier the terrible intelligence —
geeled for a moment, then fell heavily to the

J0r,

He lay in an upper chamber, raving with de-
lirfum, when they carrie! Ollve away to the
quiet graveyard on the hill-side. None but the
village doctor and a few tried and trusty family
domestics knew Olive’s secret—knew that in a
moment of wild agony and despair she had
sent her soul unannounced into the presence of
the Great Ruler. ¢ Heart disease,” so the villa-
gers said; and in three weeks the poor old
grandfather followed her, and he, too, was laid
io the graveyard on the hill,

Oscar Wylie did not die. He recovered slowly
from bis slckness; and one day, when he was
strong enough to hear all, the doctor told him,
and gave into his keeplug a sheet of paper
containing these words :—

¢ Oscar, my darling—I may call you this for
the last time—to-night I heard all, I do not
blame you, but I cannot live.”

That was all; here the record ended.

That night Emille recelved a note. To do
her justice, she had shown that the possessed
some feell"1g; she had nursed Oscar through his
long iliness, sitting up night after night with
him, never tiring, never complaining. The rich
red had faded from her cheeks, and she seemed
to have lost something of her brilllant girlish
beanty since that fatal morning, Now she
opened the note with hands that shook a little,
and read these lines:

“ Emilie, it 13 needless to say that all is over
between us.”

That was all the note contained.

Oscar is still in Miltonville. His life has been
a failure. He llves in the Preston Manslon,
which the grandfather willed to him ere he
died. Here he drags out a miserable existence,
useless alike to himself and the rest of the
worid.

Emilie i8 on the Continent. Her name to-day
is a byword in the mouths of men, and a for-
bidden subject to be mentioned in a pure
woman’s presence. Need I say more ? My tale
ends here.

¢ What of

ABSENT,
Sa—
My thoughts are far away to.high
And I, in fancy, see ahts
A party gay ; each eye shines brigh
Their Jaugh rings merrily, b
As through the mazy dance they go,
With footsteps light as alr H
8o gaily flitting to and fro,
T wish that I were there,

One form I see amid the throug—-
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 so bright and fair ?
Her dark eyes beaming with delight,
I wish that I were there.

No jealous feeliugs fill my breast
Iam not there ;

To be with her, to jola the rest,
And in each pleasure share H

No ! though from her I'm far away,
‘What cause have I to fear ?

Iknow at least one heart will 88y —
“ I wish that he were here | ”

LITTLE MIDGE.

CHAPTER 1.,

The giant intellect was overthrown
;and
a2 bad boen the helghtto whion It had attatned:
Wwas {ts fall.  He, bofore wh i
bowed In humble reverenc:a all that hm:olt:l“
great, and good, now, >

bowin, )
ness o bis tnscrutable doo:x.m oy Joct helploss-

I
thing to pity and shudder over, 17 prostrate, a

Wtiat had brought him so0 low ? Vice—love—
passion—intem perance—overlook ? The malice
of man—the fiithlessness of woman ? O horri-
ble, horrible fate !

The iron gates were flung wile open to re-
oeive him. Hal not every gate—that of the
prince as well a3 the millionaire, of the saint
as well as the sinner—opened wide at his ape
proach ? Hid—yes ; now one dour only opened
for him —opened siiently, and hs entered.

He was a great man still—great even in his
ahject abasement ; all proper respect therefors
was showa him. The masterof the house stood
on the threshold to receive his guest, and bowed
low before him his uncovered hsal, not darlng
to loo ¢ into the face that had been s0 glorious,
that was 80 marred —so tarrible.

Along the dim vauilted passages, reechoing to
each m1ffia1 tread ; no eager crowd pressing
forward to catch sight of bim —no eager whisper
clirculating his name — utter silence around-
him.,

Sounds, indeed, there wers in the great house
80 full of pain and misery ; but the walls were
thick, and, like the grave, they guarded well
Aheir secret. .

Toey gave him a room to himself, and light
ani atr — thoonly thingsleft to him of a life
that had been so b2aatifal. Anl even these
were his no longer, for the tortured soul could
neither see nor feel them.

The gool will always reverence what Is greas,
and feel for what was graat. Dr, Ferguson was
a good man—how, then, could he look at that
other man, 8o great once, so fallen now, without
both aws> anl pity ?

The case had been pronounced a hopeless one.
The patient was not violent, not outwar ily
at least, thouzh there was something of the
wild beast about him-—in the rel glare of his
eye ; in th3 limbs that grovelled and crouched,
as if the right were thelrs no longer to stand
upright upon God’s beautifut earth ; in ths sharp
sudden cry that alona broke the dreary silencs
in which he lived.

Tae keepers were half sfrald of him—afraid
to meet his eye, to enter his lair. If the doctor
feared anything, it was to betray to the man
who was so inflnitely greater than himself the
pity that he felt for him. For spite of all his
care, and the skill that was little less than mir-
aculous, the case grew more hopeless day by
day. Day by day the maniac's cheek grew
more hollow, his eye more sunk ; the frame,
once ereot and strong as that of a Hercules,
more gaunt and shrunk and bent. Yat he did
not sicken ; he was not ill; and if he suffored,
it was In silenca.

Had he not 010e been great—so great—foros,
the trin;aph of the many over the ons, would
have compelled obedience to the rules of the
house. His rags would have been taken from
him ; the long bright hair with which woman
flugers had ro rapturously toyed, now tangled
into a hideous mass, would have been cut and
combel; the fool, from which the gnashing
teeth turned in loathing, would have been for
between them to prolong life, anl such a life !

« Why, if the man starves he'll die, won'
he ? ” quoth g rod simple Mrs. Ferguson one day:
She hal sat dowa very hungry to dinner, and
felt all the better for two juicy slices of roast beef.
Not understanding how any oue, even a mad-
man, coulil refuse good wholesome food, she had
heard with horror that the patient who pald 80
handsomely hal actually not tastei anythio$
for two days. “Shouldn’t you make him eah
my dear?”

The doctor looked anxlous and troublad. T’
bis care had been committed the stricken liféi
his duty It was to prolong it to the utmost =
bat how ? Must he use force ? have the msd
so grand still even in his dire humlllstla:.'
seized, bound, heid down, grappled with, "o.
some common malefactor ? OQuae other chad v
there was—the last. He had heard of its b8V’
ing once been triel. It might be a mero Q&"l
half, nay more than haif, wx read ls false j ¥
it was a chaned, and Do would try it, "

Dr. Ferguson had a littie davghter. Suolf 7
little daughter, such a wee specimen of hu
ity was she, that her friends hud ohristened b:;
Midge, and then, as if in very mockery,
the word little to the sobriquet. 9

Now little Midgo was no stranger to PAPS S
poor people ; nearly all of them she kneW, "":h
of them she loved. She was quite familiar wi
their ways too, and not a bit afraid of the™
1o, not even when they made big eyes at bef
glared out at her from behind their iron b‘u
oalling her by name as she wandered 5“‘%”
her flowers. 8o when papa, looking c&""ﬂ
and troubled, found her out, and asked her ;o‘
sofily if she would go with him to see s P,
man who was 80 bad that he would oel'm“"‘m,
unless something oould be done to helP hd,g.
she gravely nodded her head, as if she 8¢ for
stood him perfectly, which no doubt she did iras
though the weest of wee women, sb® ey
mighty wise, having already learnt ever 80 ™
from—experience, oid

“ Do you remember, darling, how you gob 0B
Parker to give up swearing, beo.suse it mado Y’ vy
ery t and how you coaxed old Mrs. Muccle
into changlng her stockings ? ” his

“Am I to make your poor man changé
stockings, papa "

* This victory over the stockings had been B8
hardest won, and therefors the most ¢lm'w’-:‘l
our heroine's iife. And she now put on &

of determlnation that sail, plalner than WO!
“I'Il do it again, if 1 mus:.”

Tue dootor smiled ; his littla girl cnm-lal"“g:
make him smlile, however ful his hewrt "‘:“
beof care #nd trouble. He dil not siy what nad
expected of her ; he only told her whit he tilo
read of & poor mauluc who had loved all
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child ; and this had made bim think of her as
his last hope.

 Will you eome, dear ?”

He held out bis hand ; she took it, and went
danecing and skipping at bis side, until all at
Once she darted off, and then back again, & half-
Open rose in her eager grasp.

“I thought he might like it, papa, you know ;
they sometimes do.”

She always called papa’s poor people they; for
her they constituted a distinet world, apart from
that other world that lay beyond the gates, and
of which she knew as yet so little.

Midge was not the doctor’s only child ; but it
was not because there were many other little
ones that he loved her less. On the contrary,
as, where there are many, we naturally single
out the one, Midge was papa's pet and bis con-
stant companion — naturally enough, for she
loved his poor people, and his flowers, and him.
self, ob, so0 dearly !

It is terrible to see those we love exposed to
danger ; it is more terrible still when we our-
selves expose them to that danger.

Hund in band and silent, because both deep
in thought, they walked on together ; the litile
fingers clinging tightly about the man’s big
thumb, Silently they passed along the dim
echoing passages till they stopped before a cer-
tain door. Very pale the father’s face had
grown by this time, and even over that of the
Young child a shadow of awe had stolen,

A man paced up and down, mounting guard.

«I've brought my little girl, Rodgers; I
thought the sight of her might do him good.”

The man started, and looked from father to
child in blank amazemesnt. He knew that Miss
Mary went in and out among the poor patients,
and did more good with her pretty baby ways
than he or bis whole staff put together. But
for her to enter that room—to look upon that
man !

« It'll neverdc, sir. He's worse than ever this
Gfternoon, and looks dreadful.”

A wild sound—haif moan, balf howl—tbhe ir-
repressible cry of mingled rage, anguish, and
despair, falling drear and desolate on the shud-
dering ear! The strong band tightened its hoid
of the small fingers, fluttering as if to get free ;
the doctor turned his looks down upon the wist-
ful exger face.

¢ You are frightened, darling?”

¢« No, papa.”

A pause — a silence within as without. Fa.
ther and child were looking into each other’s
eyer.

«You will go in, dear, alone ?”

« Yes, papa.’’

Then the doctor opened the door, the child
passed in alone ; and the father's band closed
the door bebind her.

He knew that it must be so. The half-open
door—the pale anxious face peering in—might
arouse the man’s suspicions and excite his r«ge.
Too well he knew the danger to which the
little one was exposed ; but in ber lay his last
hope, and God would take care of her.

The strong hand, nerved to calm, lay ready
on the door ; the straiving ear was schooled to
Hsten. No round at first; not even the child’s
receding footsteps, for they fell inaudiblein that
Padded room.

A life-long agony in one brief moment of sus-
pense, then a sharp sudden cry. Not a call for
help ; but the involuntary cry of pain, grief, or
fear, Had he, against whom it had seemed a
sacrilege to use violence, now used it against
the Jittle helpless child who bad come to save
him ? Had be, with his lost greatness, lost too
every spark of bumanity, becoming something
lower than the beasts ?

The door was burst open ; doctor and keeper
both stood in the room, No regard for the
man’s feelings now ! He should be seized, bound,
fettered. No matter what became of him if he
had hurt the child.

« Midge—little Midge ! ” And the child sprang
o her father’s arms, her own about his neck.

¢ O papa, it bas stung me. It hurts me 59}
and—and it has left its sting in, and will die;
mamma told me it would. Poor little bee!”

And that was all ! It was the sting of the bee,
and not the gripe of the manjac, that had called
forth that piteous cry,

« NévVer mind, darling.
mamma,’

80 the child was carried out, and transferred
from the father’s to the mother's arms. The
bee that had so cruelly wounded the little hand
crawled away to dle, and the half-open rose lay
!l‘t: the madman’s feet, his eye down-bent upoy

I will take you to

o Y

CHAPTER II.

Fte Wotnd healed—the bee dead—the rose
Wwithered | Were the next few days to bring nq
‘Other change ? Was the doctor’s lasi attempt
to save the doomed life to have ng better re.
sult ?

Oh the day following {12 events ubove record.
ed, Midge asked papd if she might go agath to
the black than’s room to look for the bee.  For
f it must dle, papa, you know, wouldn’t it be
Much Bieer for it to die out among the flowers
than th a dark ugly hole 1%

X4 was seldom the father said « No” to his
He certdinly did
not in the present instance. So she went to look
for the bee ; and no way abashed by the ‘wild
looks ot the maniac, who stood pressed up
against the wall, his arms tossed above his
head, shrinking and ecowering llke some caged
angry beast, she walked straight up to him,and
flushing and pouting, because feeling rather shy
and so very much in earnest, she said:

1

I want to find it, and carry it out to the flow-
ers—"

man with gloomy bitteruess, looking down at
her where she stood, 0 far below him that the
great mad eyes lost half their fierceness before
they reached ber fuce. He bad not forgotten
what he had seen and heard.

« It did hurt very much”—looking down, gelf
pitying, at the mite of a hand so lovingly
swathed and bandaged — ¢ but it’s quite well
now, and the poor bee will die—mamma says
so—and papa let me come and look for it. It
was in the rose I brought you yesterday.”

The rose she had krought him! How often
had ro:es been brought to bim before—placed
in big button-hole ; laid at bis feet; given in
exchange forasmile, a jewe!, a box at the opera,
& kiss of the little band that offered it. Roses
as well as laurels fall to the share of the great ;
and tbe eager hand, outstretched to grasp the

instead. Fame and love! Both his once —

both lost to him now. Was it of the lost love

and {ts summer roses he thought, as hissoftened

glance fell on the young child’s upturned face ?
¢« Won’t you help me?”

He did not answer—he was tbinking, think-
ing deeply. In the room so carefully examined,
80 csrefully jadded, there were no cracks or
crannies, no crevice even, where a poor little
bee that felt thoroughly ashamed of itself o uld
creep away to hide. Midge’s protégé therefore
was soon found, and secured in a Jarge leaf
brought for the purpose. Then Midge held out
ber hand to the black man, who seemed to have
forgotten her presence.

“ You would like to see it put back on the
flowers, wouldn’t you?”

He certainly did not give her his hand, yet
her wee fingers had soon closed about it, and
she was quietly leading bim towards the door.

*“Won't you put on a hat? Papa always
does.”

The fsshiorable chimney-pot gcreening the
Wwi'd head, the sinister brow, the darklingeyes!
When had he last worn one? ‘Walking down
Piceadilly, the bandsome dandy almost as much
run after for his beauty as bis genius, perfumed
locks, calm eagle glarce, and stately bearing.
Would the envious 1ival, the doting woman,
have recognised him now ?

Thinking, thinkipng deeply still, he allowed
himself to be led on; the guiding impulse of
those weak clinging fingers more resistless than
the iron band of force; for who would have the
heart to shake it off ?

Step by step she led him on to the door, which
seemed to open of itself to sel him free, and out
into the corridor,

Three men stood there : the doctor and two
keepers hidden by the angle of the wall. Her
eyes bent wistfully on the big leaf gathered up
into her wounded hand, little Midge passed them
by unnoticed. .

Did the woman's tender instinct tell her that
they must be passed unseen ? that clinging to
the poor pale hand, she must draw him silently
op, nearer to herself, farther from those who
were his judges and bis jailers ?

. When would he awake from the fit of abstrac-
tion into which he had been thrown by berrose
and sweet child’s face? A rush of bair blowing
about his uncovered head, the deadly faintness
that sizes on the frame exhausted by long con-
finement. He looked up and around him. That
sea of vivid noonday, that blowing fresh exult-
ant breeze ; light and air, and no escape from
either now ! The glories of Nature around bim;
and be who had worshipped her instead of God
drew a deep gasplng breath, reeled, and sank to
his knees.

The child was on her knees tooc. She had
found the bush from which the rose had been
gatiiered, and very gently she laid the bee
down amoug it8 leaves,

The bee found and carried off, there was no

! Yeason why little Midge should again vieit the

dark bare room, about whose hushed walls hung
an atmosphere of gloom and terior. Bat eiil-
dren have their whims as well as their elders,
and Midge evidently took a particular interest
in the black man (she only called him ko be.
cauee of his black scowling looks, for his eley
were a8 blue a8 hers, and the tangled mane
had it béen lees tangled, would have been al.
most as bright)} and s0%ree @ day passcd but

; she would get Rodgers to open the door, that

sWuUDg back 50 noiselessly on its hinges, and
skipping up to the distant e¢crner where he
cowered and brooded the long hideous hoifs
through, she would laugh up in bis fave and
pluck bim by the hand, dauclng abowt it, and
leading him on, a8 she had done tbat first day,
to light and air and freedom. ¥ul not always
was he obedient 1o her child’s will. If his
hands were folded high up 9n his broud breast,
she could not reach them, If he scowled upun
her when she smiléd, the smiles would die
away, and she would pout and blush and grow
shy ; and sometimen, in very shame, hide away
her face ‘on his kiee.

One day when he sat on the leathern seat
fastened to wall, bis head dropped back
against it, bis eyes fixed and despairing, find-
ing ‘hils 1ok more sad than fierce, and hearing
THow hie muttered to himself, she clambered up
t{ohis side, and asked bim eagerly if he were
telling himself a story. Nurse sometimes told
‘ber stories, and papa; but they hadno’t much
time. Papa had told ber such a pretty story
that morning. Then seeing that the great eyes
had turned from vacancy w her face, she nestled
up closer, and getting within the shelter of bis
arm, her fingers siraying about his, her bright

hair over his breast, she told himn the story.

«Will you come and belp me lbok for the'bee? .

¢ Yesterday it stung yom,” interrupted the :

one, too often allows the other te be placedinit ;

After that papa very often told his little
. daughter stories, and when she repeated them
. to the man be Ji~tened.
! We huve said that the keepers, big stalwart
' men were more than half afraid of the patient

whom they dare not treat like any other poor
. raving fool ; but strange to say, little Midge,

whose life is uplifted hand could so easily have
i crushed out of her, was never a bit afraid of

biwm.

Once only he frightened her and made her

. ery—when bhe killed a bright butterfly she Lad
| brought to show bhim, and then laughed its
death and ber tears to scorn. How often had
he perbaps, in the wanton cruelty «f his
strength and power, destroyed some creature
scarcely less bright and frail than the butterfly
he bad but (o touch to ki.l!

But when little Midge huddled the dead insect
up in ber apron and left him ; when be heard
i the small angry feet patlering along the stone
. corridor, and the sobs dying aw y in the dis-
tance, he t It sorry, and called out, ¢« Midge,
litile Midge !’ echoing the ery be had s0 often
beard when, from behind their iron bars, papa’s
poor people would call out to her as she wan-
dered among ber flowers,

But Midge did not come back, and he fell into
a train of thought—thought of the pass and of
faces that the child’s, in its pretty tender petu-
lance, had conjured up. Not the faces whose
looks bad burnt into his soul, making of love
sometbing worse than a passion, a madness ;
but of others that had smiled and frowned and
beamed upon bim ; that would have been so
beautiful if seen by the magic ligbt of home,
that were beautiful when looked back upon
now.

« Pretty, spoilt, silly child,” he muttered,
half angry with himself for having vexed her,
baif angry with her for having left him., Then
he laughed, and rising to bis full height, shook
back the tangled masses of his hair with the
old careless movement, half petulant, half de-
flant.

If some envious rival could have seen the
maniac now, would he have recognised him ?
At least some iond woman might, I think.

# Well reatly, if I don’t believe the child will
make something of the poor fellow after all !”
sald good, compassionate Mrs. Ferguson one
day, as she stood at the drawing-room window
looking out upon the garden. ¢ I declare if she
basno’t got hold of his hair, combing it through
with ber fingers, and laughiog fit to kill herself
as she shows bim each separate curl.” And the
mother laughed too with sheer sympalhy, so
contaglous was the child’s mirth, ¢« 1 suppose
she’ll be undertaking to shave him next, Just
to see how she hangs about him and fondles
him, with all that nasty hair over bis face too!
But she always was an oddity, wasn’t she,
Jobn ? And really he’s a fine fellow, and not so
wild-looking either with our liitle Midge hang-
ing about him-ehb, John ?

But the doctor did not answer ; he could not.
His eyes were fixed upon the man and child,
and his beart was full,

CHAPTER IilL

It is strange how that of which one will make
80 great a trouble another will only laugh at.
The responsibility that weighed so heavily on
the doctor’s mind, lining his brow and turning
his halr prematurely gray, little Midge took
upon herself as lightly as did her poor bee its
burden of honey culled among her roses; and
80 the patient, who was to the father a cease-
less source of anxiety, was for her but as a new
plaything, too pleasant ever to weary of.
Through the long bright summer days she
played with him, combing out his hair with her
own small nursery comb, and laughing, gleeful
and triumpbant, as she saw how it glittered in
the sunlight, and how much prettier it made
bim look. Through the long soft summer twi.
lights sbe played with him too, nestling up into
his arms, which were not opened to receive
her, but into which she crept with the most
perfect confidence, as if they could but have®
been made 80 big and strong to afford her

shelter ; abd obée thete she would whlapeP odd
foolish things, or tell him slotied; to which be
listened because hef Voité was sweet; which
be remeiibered Yetause they recalled the past
and Bet him dreaming. And sometimes, as
evenlng deepened, worn out with the hideous
wakefulness of the vision-haunted night, he
Wwould lay down the pale grizzly head upon the
baby lap, the soft arms folded somewhere about
him ; and his rest would be all the sweeter for
their contact.

Little Midge, the only friend and companion
of him who bad once had the world at his feet
—his own gay fashionable world, and all that it
beld of grace and beauty. Women, soft, wild,
meek, passionate, he had but to choose, who, if
they had not really loved, bad professed o wor-
sbip him ; and now only the little child tocling
about him and remind him of what he bad lost,
the last link between him and the brilllant
past. And bhas be, after all, lost s0 much ?
Youth and grace and beauty and love are his
still ; something else too that was never his be-
fore—faith in them all, Will not the love of
woman, if it 18 ever again to be his, seem to
bim something more real, more reliable after
that innocent perfect love ? Will not hence.
forth the woman’s weakness or the woman’s
sin meet with more pity and less scorn as he
remembers that, however lost now, she was
once goud and innocent like little Midge, and
capable perhaps of & devotion as great ?

The summer—such a glorious summer !—had
come and lingered and p 1, and the doctor,

! g0 absorbed in Lis anxious duties, scarce noted
| the changed of the season ; but little Midge did
-all too plainiy. We have said that she was a wee
frail thing, as frail almost as the insect whose
name she bore—a datnty creature born to live
through the summer day, and die when thesun
set., Well, little Midge had watched out many
sunsets with her big friend, 80 she had more
than lived out her day ; and when the autumn
succeeded the summer, the cbild was missed
from her favorite haunts—from the park, the
garden, her friend’s room—no longer the bare
ugly room, for something of its lost grace and
elegance had been restored to his life, now that
be could once more appreciate them. Yet I
tbink he would gladly have renounced it all to
have had back his child companion and her
wayward caresses. He did not say to himself
that he missed her, but his eye saddened, and
as it saddened, it softened too. For how could
he think of her, without at the same time
thinking of all with which her innocent youag
life bad been assoclated ? and such thoughts
are gentle and good. Frensy turned to sorrow.
On the man's darkened brow lay the shadow of
a troubled thought, and something more ; some-
thing that would never bave been there save
for that awful visitation and the young child’'s
ministry ot love. All that was over now. Little
Midge could do mothing more for him or any
one else. Why, she could hardly Iift her little
weary head from the sofa cushions, or raise her
hand to where the sun.beams danced about the
wall so tantalisingly within her reach. And
lying thus alone often—for papa had 0 much to
do, and mamma bad many more little ones, as
we know—Midze would long for the man who
had been everything to her, or to whom she
had been everything—the child never paused
to reason which ; long for him more than for air
or flowers or birds or insects or all the other
things that had made ber summer life 8o beauti«
ful. And tbhe longing growing more than she
could bear, she told papa.

« Bring a madman Iinto our own private
rooms, and leave him alone with the child I
cried the mother, aghast. ¢ Do you think that
would be safe, my dear 7"

And the doctor answered solemnly, ¢ I do.”

8o the man came, aud was to the suffering
child all that she had once been to him. The
band at whose touch woman had thrilled;
whose clasp had been esteemed a favor ; whose
power, as the interpreter of the soul, had been
£0 gigantic, now played with the bright curls,
smoothing and caressing them. Ifshe could no
longer tell bim stories, ber voice being 8o wealk,
she listened to the stories he had to tell, and
listening, she forgot to suffer. Sometimes,
worn out with the wakefuiness of the fever-
haunted nights, she would lay the pretty
nestling head upon his lap or within the cradle
of his arm, and her rest would be all the sweeter
for its contact.

Holding her thus—meeting the first awaken.
ing look of her eyes, 80 full of longing satisfied
—strange thoughts, holy and calm, wouid creep
into bis heart ; through light, the boasted light
of reason, into darkness 80 deep, 80 appalling ;
through d 'rkness, the darkness of the shadow
of death, back agaln into light. Who said that
your work was over when God’s hand lald you
low, little Midge ?

In the dear shelter of his arms, alone—her
last look fustened on his face—Midge died. They
would gladly have held her back, those strong
proutecting arms ; but they could not prevent
death coming, and they had to lay her aside in
the little cofin, that was a thing altogether
pitiful to look at, 80 wee and light it was,

8he was carried without the walls to be
burled, and two men only followed her to the
grave—her father and the friend on whose arm
he leant for support, in whose sympathy, so
true, so deep, he fo.nd his best consolation,

A month after the great iron gates had
opened to let the little coffin pass out, they
opened wide once more, and the man over

bose life the storm had passed like some hi-

eous vanishing dream, leaving behind no trace
more bitter than & vague solemn memory,
went forth, nnd felt that the world lay once
more before hin.

Silently bas he had etitered the house, so
silently be left it. Ou its threshoid the master
gtood to bid him goodsbye, and bowed low be-
fore him his uncovered head, uneble to look up
into the noble shadowed face for the tears that
blinded him. In silence their hands met and
dro apart.

“pg;dod-bye, Ferguson ; God bless you—and
tbank you. I shall never forget all that I owe

ou.”

v « Me ! you owe me nothing.”

Both men knew all that the words implied.

S0 Midge's friend went back to the world that
was waiting for him. Would it find him less
great than when it had first run after him ?
Posterity will not say so, nor will we.

With his future we have nothing to do, but
leave him to pass through the gates in silence,
as if following the littie angel gulde who seemed
to have gone first to lead the way. Thesolemn
lessons of the past, the great work of the future ;
the man standing between the two in the fuil
strength still of undiminished power, in the full
flooding suulight of that vivid noonday sun,
Jight and air around bim—the breath of faith,
the light of truth; no need to shrink from
elther now—now ard for evermore.

The dootor stood bareheaded on the threshold
and watched him go, then with a sigh he turned ;
but the house looked dark and drear within,
and without all was so bright, so calm, 80 beau-
tiful, Not far from the porch was the little
plot of ground that Midge had called hergarden ;
the doctor often went there; he went there
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nd stooping, picked a weed from her favo-
:'ll(::’bzd. Fr(x;mgearth and the flowers she had
8o loved he looked upward to the bright, blue,
joyous sky. Why is it that, when we bury our
dead deep down in the earth, we look upwards,
and not downwards, when seeking them ? Is it
not the involuntary impulse of faith following
the Instinctive cry of the soul, # He is not there;
he is risen ”?

« Midge—Ilittle Midge ! ”

It was but the silent cry of the father’s heart
yet he heard it echoed close at hand; some
madman calling it out from behind his prison
bars. It was poor old Parker, who never could
be made to understand that Midge was dead,
and that it must pain the doctor to hear her
name when she was no longer there to answer
to it.

« Midge--little Midge 1”

The doctor looked up, nodded, and smiled.

OB
OH, WOULD WE TWO HAD NEVER MET-

Ob, would we two had never met,
Or, meeting, had not dared to love,

For hearts like ours can ne’er forget
This sweet delusive dream of love,

Methought ye loved me as a friend,
Or only as a sister dear’;

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

When first he pressed your lips to mine,
In that impassioned ling’ring kiss,
Oh, then I felt this heart was thine,
Or why that thrilling sense of biiss ?

Sincere esteem I felt for thee,
Of love I did not even dream ;

« Ye may not love,” is fate’s decree,
But love will aye be lord supreme.

In lordly hall, in lowly cot,
He wields o'er all a power divine ;
To feel that power 18 woman’s lot,
Oh, can it be that lot is mine ?

Oh, had we met in bygone years,

‘When both from other ties were free ;
No reason then for sighs and tears,

No sin in love 'twixt ye and me.

'Twas not to be. 'Tis wrong, I know,
For us to even own Love’s spell ;

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

ESTELLE.

It was a unique, Gothic structure, bristling
with pinnacler, minarets and lance.like points,
and profusely ornamented with elegant car-
vings. On the west two acres of strawberry
plants were id bloom, their white petals and
golden hearts uplifted to meet the caress of the
sun. On the north stretched away a rich mea-
dow, watered by a singing, sparkling brook. On'
the east an orchard of pear trees in full bloom,
In front, facing the south, a half-acre of portu-
lacca in bloom formed & lovelier carpet than
man ere dreamt of making, and, farther down, a
smootb, green fleld, dotted with dandelions and
violets, finished the picture in nature’s sweet
simplicity.

s It is a paradise ! ” exclaimed Edith Delmar,
as she alighted from the phaeton and came up
the path between the variegated portulacea.

At that instant a masculine head appeared at
one of the chamber windows, a pair of deep
gray eyes were directed upon the lovely stran-
ger, aud then the man’s finely-cut, roseate lips
curied with impatient disdain,

¢ Another one overflowlng with sentiment,”
he ejaculated, sinking back into his chair.
“ Why couldn’t she have sald, * Ji's really a
beautiful place,” and been sensible about it. A
¢ paradise on earth!’ Bah! Harmouny in a
ward-room or ceremony between dogs and cats ! p

‘I'm tired of such contemptible foolery !’

Pushing his hand through his wavy chestuut
hair, with a restless motion, he wheeled his
chalr round to a desk, and began writing rapidly.

An hour passed, the man remaining in the
same position, absorbed in his work.

¢ Wallace ! ” sounded o pleasant, womanly
voice.

No answer.

« Wallace ! ” this time a little louder.

« What,” he answered, at last, somewhat
sbarply.

“ ] want you to come down, Miss Delmar is

”
he‘r‘e()h' bother Miss Delmar. I'm busy.”

« I’li torment you till you do, 8o you'd better
come now before you get into a worse humor.”

¢+ Plague take the woman,” he grumbled,
throwing down his pen. ¢ I'dlike to find some
Crusoe island where I could be alone a minute !
I stipulated when I came here that I was to
bave my own way, and—I'll fix ’em though—
I’'ll make this Miss Delmar hate me in three
minutes, and then I’ll have some peace.”

But lie was very careful to smooth his hair
and whiskers, and remove every particle of
dust from his elegant garments ere he left the

m.
to<‘>‘ ‘What are you 80 cross about ? ”” queried his
sister, Mrs. Westcott, as he came down.

* Cross ? Well, that’s good ! Why don't you
use & little judgment ? You wouldn’t stir up a
bear with oubs, but you make nothing of dis.

olapping her hands with delight,
pect to find angels at every step. I can’t believe
that this 1s the same earth 1’ve been in.”

won’t ind me in a hurry.
deuce Is that ?

And the spring-time grass grew
And the birds by the brooklet thelr sweet, songs

turbing a man in the'middle ofan essay. I wish
you'd be a little more consistent.”

# Oh, fudge 1" laughed the pretty brunette,

“ A woman'’s answer !” muttered Wallace,
with a shrug ot his broad shoulders,

Miss Delmar was seated in the sumptuous
drawing.room, gazing over the emerald fields, a
placid smile on her noble features, a light of
contentment in her lustrous blue eyes. She
Was not & beauty in the striot sense of the term,
her face was too large for that, her form too
full and commanding, but without being in the
least Amazonian. There were a majesty in her
presence, a winning gentleness in her manner,
& reflection of heart and soul in her counte-
nance-—all of which combined rendered her in-
describably attractive, and exercised a mystic
charm upon nearly every one who approached
her.,

“ Appearances deceitful again !* thought
Wallace as he greeted her with a grave polite-
ness. ¢ She doesn't look like one of the gushing
order, but she must be, else she would never
have talked about ¢ paradise I’ »

“ How do you like her ?" asked May, after
Wallace had dragged out a proper length of
time in the drawing-room, and disgusted him-
self with common-place remarks about travel.
ling, scenery, summer heat, etc.

“ O, she looks well enough, and that is all
that is necessary.”

“ Wallace, you make yourself awfully hate.
ful!” said May, reprovingly.
¢ It’s a privilege of mine,” he replled with a
grim laugh and sliding into his chamber, locked
the door.

# Anybody would think him awfully {ll-na.
tured,” mused his sister, pouting her red lips.
“ But he isn't, he’s the dearest, kindest brother

that ever was, only he's so provokingly odd. I
do wish he would act naturally once in a
while.”

For two days Wallace and Miss Delmar met

only at the table. May felt somewhat mortified
in consequence, and tried to explain that her
brother was engaged upon a serles of articles
that must be finished at once, and hoped Stella
would pardon his absence. Miss Delmar really
hadn't missed Mr. Hartley, and this was sald so
coldly that all of Mra. Westcott’s dreams of
making & match between them were crushed.
On the forenoon of the third day another
couple arrived at Strawberry Lodge—a Miss
Olay, one of May’s dearest schoolmates, and
Herbert Appleton, a former friend of Mr. West.
cott. The young lady—Kitty as she was called
—was a bright, vivacious little fairy with shin-
ing hazel eyes, saucy, pouting lips, and masses
of golden bhair a shade or two lighter than
Stella’s,

“ What a heavenly place ! ” exclaimed Kitty,
“I shall ex-

¢ I'll give it up ! I might as well try to work

in pandemonium ! I wonder why May doesn’t
import a whole cargo of magpies, and then set
up a lunatic asylum for amusement.”

He twisted his bandsome features into a ridi.

culous lovk of disgust, and tossed his’papers into
his desk with a spiteful motion. Then clutch.
ing a straw hat, he fled from the house, never
pausing until he reached a little hillock, at the
foot of which the meadow brook made a detour
to the south,

Throwing himself upon the luxuriant grass,

he ocovered his face with his hat, and drew a
long breath of relief.

“1I'm safe for a minute now I hope. They
Hullo ! What the

He raised himself upon his elbow and list.

ened.

“'Twas down in the meadow the violets were

blooming.
fresh and green,

were singing.

‘When I first met my darling Daisy Deane.”

The old song was never sung more B8weetly ;

each note seemed to quiver with sympathy, and
rose upon the air in silvery strains.

« By Jove ! that's a fine volce ! ” said Wallace,

admiringly. «I wonder who owns it ? I'd like to
see her—upon my eye I would!*

His wish was gratified instantly. A soft,
white hand put the bushes at his left aside, and
Miss Deélmar appeared.

¢ You have a fondness for ballads, Miss Del.

mar.”
She started slightly ; until he 8poke she had
been i of his p Reoovering

her composure, she answered, quietly :

¢ Yes, but I was not aware I had a listener.
I came on for a few moments’ solitude.”

¢ 80 did I,” he answered, with a yawn,

“ X trust I am pardoned for intruding upon
you,” she rejoined, loily. «I will repair the
error, and bid you good-morning.”

* You are very kind, I am sure,” he sald with
& provoking smile.

8he stopped, and, plucking adandelion, began
tearing it to pleces.

‘T thought you were going,” he remarked
with irritating deliberation.

“I've changed mind,” she replied, with her
head turned from him. « I've just thought that
the grounds are as free to me as they are to
you.”

¢ Perhape my presence is distasteful to you,”

“ Don’t move,” she retorted, with a lttle
laugh, « I shouldn’t know you were near if you
didn’t talk.”

“ Very good indeed. Try agaln, Miss Delmar,”
he sald, with a patronizing air.

A slight frown olouded her brow-—his manner |

was little less than exasperating—and then
there was so much confidence in his blue eyes,
80 much invulnerable composure in his smile.
Instantaneously the scene was presented to her
mind® in a new light—the ridiculousness of it
was clearly portrayed in each minute particular,
and ebedient to the impvlse, she laughed long
and loudly.

“ Such nonsense ! ”” she sald, as the last dulcet
echo died away.

“True ; there is nonsense in everything,” he
answered, moodily, ¢ Sense is a beggar, and
goes about in rags.”

“I've a mind to speak frankly to you, Mr,
Hartley,” sald Estelle, looking him straight in
the eyes.

“ Do 50, by all means ; candour from femi-
nine lips would be like gold from lead—a simple
impossibility 1

* There it 18 again ! Well, then you act like an
overgrown boy disappointed in love ! ”

His features moved not a particle—not a symp.
tom of surprise or annoyance could be ‘detected.
He merely said with an approving nod :

“ That is the best shot yet. You will really
become witty if you persevere.”

Her face flushed a little at this—his sarcasm
had a sharp sting, but she revealed no other
sign of discomposure,

“I wish to ask you a question,”

“ You may,” he interposed, condescendingly.

¢ Thank you,” she proceeded, calmly, ¢ Do

u think all women are fools ? ”

¢ Yes, in some respects.”

‘ And mnen—what are they, pray ?”

“ Fools also,”

‘ And what of marriage ?”

“ The very acme of folly.

¢ And death ?”

¢ The end of folly.”

She paused and gazed upon the man in per-
plexity. Sighing softly, as if almost weary with
the burden of wonder that oppressed her mind,
she queried again :

“ What 1s life 2"

“ The analysis of folly.”

¢ Then you cover love, devotion,
tience, resignation, hope,
folly *»
¢ Oh, no,”

‘“ What are these, then ? »

“ The very rare exceptions to folly, my dear
Miss Delmar,” he answered, smiling.

8he regarded him a moment in mingled ca-
riosity and admiration.

“ You call marriage the acme of folly. Now
why ?”7

¢ Because eight.tenths of the people plunge
into it before they are conscious of the sclence
of single life—before they know what they
marry for, One who cannot live understandingly
with himself cannot expect to live decently with
another person. Men know little about them.
selves, and less about the other sex— hence
misery, bickerings, Jealousies, divorce, etc.”

¢ Do you think you understand this theory of
yours well enough to marry happlly 2 3
He laughed and pushed his hand through his
halir.

“ No, I don’t. But it is likely that folly, in
one of her disguises, will deceive me into be-
lieving 1 do, and thus another example may be
made for somebody else to preach about.”

% You are consistent at all events,” she said,
artlessly. ¢ I'll take back what I said about
your being disappointed in love. I was wrong,
but I think I have hit upon the right explana-
nation of your peculiar manner now,”

« Indeed ! What is it ? »

* The most shallow of follies—an effectation
of eccentricity ! ” she responded, her blue eyes
sparkling.

“ You may be right,” he replied, imperturb-
ably. « I’ll think of it.”

* And I shall watch you, and when I see you
giving way to frivolity or any kindred folly
yow’ll know it. Now be on Yyou guard.”

“I will. Shall we walk back to the house
now ? It is nearly dinner-time.”

Unconsclously they had dropped the manner
of new acquaintances and acted towards each
other like old friends. And neither thought of
it until each had passed some time in solitude
and reflected upon the events cf the day.

Time passed rapidly now.

‘Without realizing it Wallace was being drawn
into the vortex of society.

Kitty Clay was often with him, and her
chiidish, careless manner, her happy, sparkling
face and merry voice pleased him. He gave
way to these attractions as one allows his ima-
gination to carry him among the characters of
a play when he is witnessing it. One bright
moonlight evening he and Kitty were seated on
the lawn gaily conversing.

“ They say you are ¢yunical, Mr. Hartley, but
I couldn’t belleve it if I gshould try.”

« Why not ?”

+ Because you are

sacrifice, pa-
faith, with the epithet,

80 courteous and have so
high a respect for our Bex,” answered Kitty
velling her eyes, and so fiirting her white armsg
that her dlamond bracelets .
“ 1 know how much this sounds like flattery,
but 1t would be diffioult to foist fattery upey
you without your knowing it.”
w:l Y.gu could accomplish the feat it any one
"
now}:’ou naughty man, you are fattering me
“ No, I protest. There is
power of fairies you know,

and
A ocarol and then a tempest
out short hiswords. oo Of SlIVery laughter

He sprang 1o his foet, chagrined and mortifi
od.
Estelle Delmar anq
0 the o 8 Mrs. Weatoott were a fow

“ You talk too loud when Jou hecome elo.

D0 lmit to the-
p—

quent, Mr, Hartley,” sald the former, & triumph-
ant sparkle in her eyes.

Wallace resumed his seat, thanking the
ladies for the Interruption in his sarcastic way,
but he could not drive from his mind the fact
that Stella had caught him in a very simple
folly, and that she was doubtless comparing
his theory with his practice. Why had he
been foolish enough to chatter with that flirt
Kittie ? Why was he not in his room attendiug
to his duties ? His pride was severely wounded.
Presently he arose and vent to his room. B8it-
ting down by the window he lit a cigar and
sought to give went to his vexation in long
draughts of smoke. Minutes passed in silence,
and then he heard Stelia’s volce utter the
words :

“ Falries ! Bah! Harmony in the wardroom,
or ceremony between dogs and cats ! *’

The sentences were familiar to him. She
must have overheard him. His face flushed,
he felt a tantalizing humiliation creeping over
his mind. Did she think him a sophist or a
ninny, which? He would leave the Lodge the
next day. He could not endure her clear mirth-
ful gaze after this. And yet the thought of
parting with her was sad. Why should it be ?
He slept on the question and went out early
the next morning for a walk. He directed his
steps down the avenue, and paused suddenly
upon the little bridge that spanned the brook.

* You here, Stella ?” he exclaimed, using her
glven name for the first time in his su prise,

“ I was not aware you were so near,” she re-
Jolned, with a twinkle in her eyes. «I camé
out for a fow moments’ solitude.”

“8odid I,” he answered, regaining his cool-
ness, and seeing the application of her words.

Stella laughed, and Wallace could do no better
than join in her mirth.

¢ You conspired to entrap me,” he said, pre-
sently.

¢ And succeeded ! ” she exclaimed, proudly.

¢« It was all folly, nevertheless.”

‘ But {t was very pleasant and amusing,” she
responded, the same arch look upon her fea~
tures, that never looked so lovely as now. «I
suppose you will grant now that some folly 18
innocent and diverting, and that even a man o
your brain, you shrewdness ean fall into it very
easlly.” .

# I claimed the same weakness for myself a8
for others, didn’t I ?”

“ You did, pardon me,” she hastened to an-
swer. «1I have galned nothing after all, and
my boasting is vanity, a very insipid folly.”

“You don’t know what you have gained,
Stella, and when you do I fear you will not
accept it.” .

¢ What is it 77

« My heart, my love, my devotion.,” His face
was pale now, his voice trembled. « OQh, my
darling, will you take it 2"

« Yes, Wallace, as the best blessing of my
life,” she murmured, her eyes full of unshed
tears.

For a moment her beautiful head rested upon
his breast in the rapture of love. 1t proved any-
thing but folly.

R g .
SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

IN Peru potatoes are dried in a furnace to de-
prive them of their moisture ; after this opers-
tion they readily keep for a whole w!inter.

THE combustion of one pound of coal in °::
minute is productive of a force equal to t p
work of three hundred horses during the 8
time.

AcIp STAINS.—Sal volatile, or hartshorn, wilt
restore colors taken out by acid, and may
dropped upon any garment without doiné
harm, and

PUNCH was originally a Persian beversgés o
drives its name from punj, five, because ib ‘::r
sisted of the following flve ingredients—watol’
spirl, acid, sugar, and spice. 2

A SOLUTION of pearlash in water, thrown "“”gn
a fire, extinguishes it instantly ; the propor‘hen
18 4 ounces, dissolved in hot water, and
poured into a bucket of common water.

CARPETS may be cleaned by pounding f,hel:f
in soap-suds, and washing the soaps well oﬂ‘n
them. The suds must be very strong P
cold. This 18 done by cutting down the bar 808P
and dissolving it in water.

BARLEY WATER.—A good barley water m:’,
be made by adding the juice and rind of 009
lemon to one table-spoonful of honey and a
teacupfuls of barley. Put it into & Jug
quart of bolling water upon it.

SoFT CorNS.—Scrape a small quantity of ':;’:
from the tablet on your washstand every mowb
ing and insert between the toes after your ure
(Yellow soap is best), and within a month &0
will be affacted, and it will be final.

A NEW packing for stuffing boxes is m“d’bgf
saw-dust mixed with tale, plumbago, Pl““}m
gine, black-lead, or other like substance. m
saw-dust must be well sifted, and that fro
white wood cut with the grain is preferred.

‘WINE S8TAINS ON LINEN.—Put the ubleoloﬁg
in milk, soak for twelve hours, and then was
in the usual way, taking care to dry in the ope!:
alr; or filter cold spring water through the par
stained as soon as possible after the stain has
been made. If the above fall, try salts of lemon.

n
Two of the edible dogs of China are now O
exhibition at the Zoological Gardens in Parll-rgf
it be found easy t0 acclimatise them, it is P!

posed to introduce this new article of food. The



}
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dogs {n question are small and hairless, and
enormously fat. They are fed solely on vegeta.
ble food, a regimen which imparts a rare deli-
cacy to thelir flesh,

A GERMAN chemist named Londsberg pro-
fesses to have discovered that, by passing any
kind of artificial light through a thin layer of
alum or mica, these caloric rays are absorbed,
while the illuminating power on the true light
rays is undiminished, and becomes exceedingly
mild and pleasant to the eye.

INDICATOR OF VITIATED AIR.—A solution of
palladium chloride is so connected with a bat-
tery, that so long as ho metsl is precipitated, no
current passes ; but as soon as carbonic acid
appears in the atmosphere, metallic palladiam
is precipitated, which establishesa current, and
rings a bell to give warning of the presence of
the noxious gas,

' To CLEAN BLACK CLOTH.—Disgolve one ounce
of blcarbonate of ammonia inone quart of warm
water. With this liquid rub the cloth, using a
piece of flannel or black cloth for the purpose.
After the application of this solution, clean the
cloth well with clean water; dry and iron it,
brushing the cloth from time to time int he di-
rection of the fibre.

TABLE LINEN.—To make table linen stiff, it
should be scarcely dried at all before folding
down. If dried very much, and then damped
down it will be soft. After lying a night in the
fold, mangle and bang before a very hot fire,
when it will dry stiff and rough. When perfectly
aired mangle a second time, when it will be
beautifully stiff and glossy like satin. No ironing
1s necesary, except for napkins, then the second
mangling is not required. '

SALVE FOR CHAPPED LIPS AND HANDS.—
Take two ounces of white wax, one ounce of
Spermaceti, four ounces of oil of almonds, two
ounces of honey, quarter of an ounce of essence
of bergamot, or any other scent ; melt the wax
and spermaceti, then add the honey, and melt
all together, and wheulhot add the almond oil by
degrees, stirring it until cold. This i8 superior
to glycerine for chapped hands, sunburns, or any
roughness on the skin.

TAR AND BACON-FAT AS REMEDIES FOR CON-
SUMPTION.—The tar 18 used to medicate the alr,
and is prepared as follows : To one pound of tar
add one ounce of common potash to deprive it
of its pyroligneous acid ; mix well and boil to-
gether in the open air for fifteen minutes; then
keep it gently simmering in the room of the
Patient. The bacon.fat is cut in thin slices
(raw baeon) and tacked on a bit of flannel and
Placed on the chest, the fat near the skin. Many
cases of consumption are produced from either
tape or round worms, which feed on the nutri.
ment of the food taken, and so impoverish the
blood.

BIRDS AND CHOLERA.—Can birds scent the
cholera infection in the air ? Certain well au.
thenticated facts render it not improbable that
they can. Recent European journals state that
at Munich were several cases of cholera have
Occurred, the rooks and crows, which before
flew about the steeples and through the trees
of the public promenades, have all emigrated ;
and the same thing happened during the cholera
S8easons of 1836 and 1854. According to Sir
Samuel W. Baker, the same phenomensa ocour-
Ted at Maurituis, where the martins, which ex-
18ts in immense numbers the year round,
wholly disappeared during the prevalence of the
Sholera.

HEATING APPARATUS FOR DOMESTIC PURPO-
BES,—A new form of heating apparatus, intend-
ed to warm comparatively small quantities of
Water at a time, has recently been patented by
Mr, Strode. A vertical chimney is arranged over
@ 8¢t of Bunsen burners, This chimney consists
of an inner and outer cylinder, and in the jacket
thus formed a ourrent of water is allowed to
flow, taking up the heat as it goes from the

eated surface of the tnner cylinder. The water
18 admitted cold at the bottom, and discharged
at the top heated. The invention is intended for
Uge in positions where a complete heating ap-
Paratus for hot water supply with clsterns, ete.,
€annot be constructed. -
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OUR PUZZLER.

104, DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

The primals down, and finais up,
Two British queens will show ;
The name of one, at least, I'm sure

You very well do know.

L. This on the Danube you will find,
And of a congress does remind.

2. The novel that you here have got,
Was written by 8ir Walter Soott.

8. He of King Arthur’s kings was one;
AS true as his wife there was none.

4. The brother of a king does show,
And whom he tried to overthrow.

S. This Flemish port did long sustaln
A stege against the arms of Spain.

§. This did Napoleon invade,
.. And for it very dearly paid.

7. The name of this old man is seen
In Spenser’s famous « Faery Queen.”

8. Qur grammars very clearly teach
That 'tis one of the parts of speech.

105, SQUARE WORDS.

1. Ageneral; an entertainment; an animal;
produced ; & planet.

2. A general ; one who rides; to worship ;
pluck ; vegetable produots.

3. A marshal ; proprietor; tojoin ; oblivion ;
plants,

106. CHARADE,

My primals is a name that strikes
Like music on the ear ;

A pity 'tis that it ehould be
A name for some to fear.

Each farmer in our native land
My second well will know ;
The want of it, at certain times,

Oft causes bitter woe.

My total’s influence is great
To lead a youthful life

To tread the paths of joy and peace,
Or those of woe and strife.

107. ANAGRAMS,

1. Worn by that raler; 2. A robber, can hunt;
8. Line a bird in James; 4. No rony at the
poll ; 5. Nell try win ma’s zeal ; 8. Hurry ask
the Celt ; 7. Locks Willie in; 8. Dear Lenny’s
font; 9. A hill warrior isn’t womanish ; 10.
Hens cackled, sir ; 11, Why was the glen won,
Lord Rolf; 12. Then cheese-barrow terms.

108. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

You could not have & better wish
Than that you e’er may be,

What in my primals, when read down,
Or finals, up, you see.

1. Whate’sr may be your lot in life,
May you be first, and free from sfrife,

2. If in a country place you live,
You cannot be what this will give.

8. Though third here you this explore,
Yet ’tis a number more than four.

4. With colored flies we often wish
To lure and catch this little fish.

5. Another number this will state ;
"Tis less than twelve, but more than eight.

6. This plant is in your garden found :
But it must, first, be twisted round.

7. My final then to you will name
A pleasant and a homely game.

109. ARITHMETICAL QUESTION.

A and B are acertain distance apart. A train
leaves A at noon, and travels 48 miles per hour,
and meets another train, which left B at 12.45,

and travels 82 miles per hour, at 5 of the dis-
7

tance from A to B, Find the distanos from
A to B,

110. CHARADE,

The virgin first, when winter reigns around,
And poor red robin hops from door to door,
In showers fall upon the frosted ground.
At morn, if woods and meadows we explore,
The lark from grassy haunt begins to soar,
And off her wing the dewy last she shakes.
The total 18 a flower that’s seen before
The gentle spring to buds and verdure wakes,
And ’fore are gone the days of ice and frozen
flakes.

111, ANAGRAMS OF SINGERS.

1. Ilove Mr. Dales, Emma; 2. My care is
great, Sam G.; 3. I try half corn; 4. From
Fred 8., dear Maud ; 5. I don’t say old Ben,
mama; 6. Would Mr. Sharp, a; 7. Severe Miss
Mr,

112. SIX-LETTER 8QUARE WORD.

1. The primal of my square will give
One of the feather'd tribe.

2. A word that means contrary quite
My second will describe.

3. My third is simply to repeat,
‘What you have heard before.

4. A kind of three-legged iron stand
In fourth you will explore,

5. Transpose my. fifth, and it will name
A ocunning littie thing.

6. Now, to complete, I need but say
My final has a sting.

118. LOGOGRIPH.

If of a part of food you change the head,
‘What means to peruse you'll have instead ;
Now, if this word you will transpose,
‘What is not cheap it will discloee ;

Now, if to this you give a touch,

‘What means to defy you know this much,

ANSWERS.

86, DOUBLE - ACROSTIC,—Flowers,

thus : 1.

FlagstaF; 2. LaureL; 3. OlympO; 4. Willow ;
5. EdilE ; 6. RiveR ; 7. SicknesS.

87, ARITHMETICAL QUESTION,—
3

The first share — = } of the whole

3m4 %5
. 4 of} = { of the whole.
Similarly, the second share= }{ of the whole

1 of the whole.
widp=_ w
12
(1 1 ;
p . 3 %)= £31 08, 3d.
1
2101 the whole sum = £51 0s, 3d.
.. whole sum = £1,224 6s.
This, divided in the ratio of 3, 4, and 5,
share of first £308 1s, 6d.
¢ second = £408 2s. 0d. } Ans,
“ third £510 28, 6d.
88. ENIGMA.—Wind.

89. DoUBLE ARITHMOREM.—James Sant, Pe-
ter Lely, thus : JalaP(a), AmirantE, MontforT,
EllesmerE, StavangeR, StavropoL, ArispE,
NeuchateL, TrichinopolY.

U
v

90. HIDDEN PROVERB.—'Tis an ill wind that
blows no one any good.

91, SQUARE WORDS.—

1. 2. 3. 4.
RASP RASP KALE PLUM
ALOE ABLE ABEL LURE
SOFA S LOE LEEK URGE
PEAR PEEP ELKS MEET

92. CHARADE.—Gooseberry.

93. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.—Garibaldi, Koscuisko,
thus: 1. GreenocK; 2, AjacciO; 8. Ros8; 4.
IsaaC ; 5. BornoU ; 8, Alfier]; 7. LimogeS ; 8.
DecK; 9. IachimO.

94. ARITHMETICAL QUESTION,—

72
4320
30

x 60 = 4320, area of window.
= ~144 =12,

~12 — #11.25 = 11.75, allowance for frame-
work.

1 l'25= 2.8125 diameter of the circular space.

2.81252 x 7854 = 30 — 186.875 of eiroular space.
4320 — 186,875 = 11.75 = 4121.375 inches, or
28.624 feot, Lhe area of the glass.

95. ENIGMA.—Dlamond,

98. CONUNDRUMS. — 1. Beocause it’s pain
(Spain) ; 2. America (a merry cur) ; 2. Because
1t's an isle (anile).

97. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.~~Flaxman, Chantry,
thus : 1. FontenoY ; 2. LeaR; 8. AlicanT ; 4.
XenophoN ; 5. MeccA ; 6. AsapH ; 7. NardaC,

HUMOROUS SCRAPS.

SOMETHING llkely to end in smoke—The re-
port of a gun.

‘WHICH is the most celestial part of the Bri-
tish Empire ¢ The Isle of Skye.

WHAT relation is that child to its father who
is not its father's own son ? His daughter,

THE REASON.—An instructor asked a girl why
beer in French was feminine. She replied that
it was probably owing to the fact that the boys
liked it so well.

“« 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.”

CONCLUSIVE., — ¢ How many deaths last
night ?” inquired & hospital physician of a
nurge,—¢ Nine,” was the answer.— Why, I or.
dered medicine for ten.,” — ¢« Yes, but one
wouldn’s take 1t.”

A FREEzER.—8ald a pompous husband,
whose wife had siolen up behind and given him
a kiss, « Madam, I oonsider such an act inde.
corous”—+ Excuse me,” sald the wife, « { didn’t
know it was you.”

THE CAUSE PROSPERS,—A newly established
provincial paper, having obtained a new sub-
scriber, records the startling fact in a half-co.
lumn article, headed, « 8till another ! Oyr cause
endorsed by the people!”

A OITIZER of Delta, Iowa, writes to the Post~
master-General : ¢ If you don’t send some one
to run this ’ere post-offus purty soon it’ll be
throwd in the river, for I'm going off on a bear-
hunt and can’t fool any more.

# DICK,” said & certaln lawyer to & country.
man who had been oonsidered more fool than
knave, ¢« what would you call the two greatest
ouriosities in the world 7' « Why,” replied Dick
«an honest lawyer and a river on fire.”

« How is it, my dear, that you have never
kindled & flame in the bosom of a man ? * said
an old lady to her preity nlece, who was por-
tionless. «The reason, aunt,” replied the young
lady, ¢ 18, as you well know, that I am not a
g mateh.”

ABSENT,~George, a very absent-minded man,
went the other day to call upon a friend at his
office, aud seeing his bookkeeper, asked, “is
Mr. —— engaged? "—The bookkeeper replied,
¢ Alas ! he died last night,”— Oh, never mind,”

sald George. ¢ I only want to see him for a mi-
nute.” N

*“ A YOUNG lady of Lyons, Iowa, recently said:
# Bome men are always talking about patroni.
sing their own town—always harping on that
duty—and yet they go abroad to get married,
while here we all stand walting! I do hope that
some of the men who marry Eastern women
will get cheated !”

AN INVISIBLE ANTAGONIST.—A Gascon offi-
cer who was presentataskirmish, fired a pistol
at one of the enemy, and afterwards boasted
that he had killed him. « That can’t be,” said
another, ¢ for not & man was left on the field.”
‘“Pooh! ” said the Gascon ; ¢ don’t you see 27—
I must have blown him to atoms.”

CARELRSS TRICK.—A paper, in telling how a
little boy got drowned while in swimming, says
that after wading about for some time he
¢« stepped offover his head.” Now that was a
careless thing to do. Little boys should be very
careful not to step over their heads, for even if
they do not get drowned that may break a leg.

Ax Irish glazier was putiing a pane of glass
into & window, when a groom, who was stand.
ing by, began joking him, telling him to mind
and put in plenty of putty. The Irishman bore
the banter for some time, but at laat silenced
his tormentor with,—¢ Arrah, now, he off wid

ye, or else I'll put a pane in your head without
any putty.”

LACONIC.—One of the most laconic men
we have heard of Is an Aberdeen farmer,
upon whom a young man, wishing to mar-
ry his daughter, called one day. The farmer
happened to be ploughing in the field. The
hesitating lover, after running paralle with the
furrow several times round the field, and essay-
ing with all his courage to utter the important
question, at last forced out a prefatory half-
volumeful of sentences, endlng with, ¢ I should
like to marry your daughter.”—The farmer re-

plied, “ Take her, and use her well. Whoa, haw-
buck ! ”

A CAPITAL story comes from Vienna a propos
of Liszt’s last performances in that city. It is
sald that the great pianist found himself in the
ocompany of a number of ladies, who begged
him in hyperbolical-terms to procure for them
¢ the ecstasies, the artistic raptures, which his
magnificent talent inevitably produces.” He
obligingly seated himselfat the piano and played.
When he had finished some of his admirers had
fainted. ¢ Well,” said Liszt, ¢ I played wrong
notes all through, intentionally-—so badly, in-
deed, that I should have been turned out of doors
at any elementary school of music !

LORD MACAULAY, passing one day through
the Seven Dials, bought a handful of bajlads
from some street singers who were bawling out
their contents to a gaping audience. Proceeding
on his way home, he was astonished to find
himself followed by half s score of urchias, their
faces beaming with expectation,

« Now then, my lads, what is it ? ” said he.

“Oh, that's a good 'un,” replied one of the
boys, ¢ afler we’ve come all this way !”

“ But what are you waiting for ?” asked the
historian, astonished at the lad’s familiarity.

“ Walting for ! Why, ain’t you golng to sing,
guv’ner 2"

A GLORIOUS OPPORTUNITY LOST.—They tell
about a man who refused to get upand light the
fire, and as his wife sald she wouldn't, they re-
mained in bed thirty-seven hours before the
matter was settled. Our sympathles are, of
course, with the woman, and we may be per-
mitted to entertain a regret that it did not oc-
cur to her to perform a great deed of self-sacri-
fice upon this occasion. How noble and beauti-
ful would have beeu the example et her hus-
band—how touchingly would she jhave shown
her wifely devotion—how keenly would she have
made him feel his meanness—if she had risen
and made a fire under the bed, in order to rout
him out all of a sudden ! A woman who throws
away such a chance as that is false to herduty
and to her sex. i

$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPLE.

Willdistinguish the time by a churcholock five miles,
& FrLag8TAPF and WINDOW BARS 10 MILES ; landscape
twenty miles distant, and will define the SATELLITES
oF JuPITER and the PHASES oF VENUS, &¢., &o. This
oxtraordinary CHEAP AND POWERFUL glass is of the
best make and possesses ACHROMATIC LENSES and is
equal to a telescope Costing $20.00. No STUDENT ok
Tousnier should be without one. Sent Post free to all
ggndlo in the Dominion of Canada on receipt of price,

H.SANDERS,
Optician, &c.

163 St. James Street, Montreal*

{llustrated Catalogue 16 pages sent free for ont
stamp.

AVOID QUACKS.

A viotim of early indiscretivn, causing nervous
debility, premature de3ay, &¢., having tried in vain
every advertised remedy, has discovered a simple
moans of self-oure, which he will send free to his
fellow-sufferers, Acldrou, J. H.REEVES, 78 Nassau
8t., New York. 2-18-1an

Printed and published by the DraBazats Lirso-
GRAPHIO AND PUBLISHING COMPANY, 1, Place d’Armes
H#l, and 319, St. Antoine St., Montreal.
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ABOUT SPRING HOUSE-CLEANING

It i{s an epidemic which attacks all well-
regulated households twice a year. The spring
visitation is usually the worse of the two. It
unsetties everything. It goes to the very
marrow ot the citnation, and makes every,
member of the family home-sick clean down
to the stoocking. Like measles and chicken-pox
and oourting and similar derangements, there
there is no cure for it but to go through it, and
blessed is the man who does not lose his temper
on the way. For while it lasts the beefsteaks
will be tough as nole leather, and the coffee the
poorest substitute for slops. Dinuer will be
late and inedible when ready. The cook will
be cross, the children will tease each other and
torment the maid, the old servant will quit and
leave: her mistress in the lurch, the dog will
upset the basket with the best china and ruin
the set, the cat willdepositja litter of kittens
on the satin sofs, a half dozen cousins will drop
down from the country to spend a week, and a
few friends will come in-to take a quiet tea and
have o delightful sit-down, and the mistress of

the house will be sure to have one of her sick
bheadaches or break down from overdoing, It
always happens, too, that when the east wind
blows a perfect hurricane through the house,
and every room in it is a regular Growlery, Mr.
8mith is sure to invite Mr. Jones to come to
lunch, or take it into bhis head to have the rheu-
matism or some other company. Then the
upturn discovers 80 many uncomfortable facts !
The parlor curtains are faded, and must be
replaced with new ones. Three chairs are
rickety, and the rosewood sofa can't possibly be
mended, and the stair carpet is threadbare, two
bedsteads are broken, the gas-pipes are out of
order, the water leaks through the oceiling, and
the last domestic carried off a whole chestful of
her mistress’s clothes. JEverything was serene
and lovely on Sunday night, but on Tuesday
morning there is bedlam, and five hundred
dollars to pay into the bargain.

But the epidemie is inevitable. Sanitary laws
don’t reach it. And perhaps, after all, it is not
50 bad as the thing it removes. The civilized
senses look on dirt as the devil, and half the
contrivances of modern life are devised for its

removal. It has a remarkable ability to stick.
It is subtle as gin and finds its way into the
smallest crevices of our habitations. It uses all
our modern oconveniences for its own ends,
takes special delight in the furnace, makes its
bed In the velvet carpet and damask chairs,
and claims every costliest and choicest thing as
its speclal property. Whoever has these elegant
furnishings must pay the price. We cannot
engraft the simplicity of the old time on the
complex order of the new. Whoever has carpets
must shake them, and curtains. will fade and
gilt will wear off and China will break. There
may be too much fussing and fretting about the
matter, but the matter itself is wholesome.
Now and then a housewife has cleanliness on
the brain, and wears out her gloves with scour-
ing, and acrubs all the paint off her doors, and
keeps the furniture of her parlor standing in
such mathematical order that each article looks
like a sentinel and almost seems to ache from
standing in one posture so long. But these
women are 80 exceptional that they are studied
as curiositjes and their houses are inspected as
a sort of cross between & museum and & sepul-
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chre. Use has got the better of looks. The
average American home to-day is a place to 11v8
in and make the heart glad, and not a place %0
look at and olean every sitx months and b®
miserable in all the rest of the year.

et - ——eee
The other day a Jeiseyman was observed

standing in Wall Street gazing very earnestly }

at one of those hairless Chinese canines whick
are so much admired by dog connoisseurs
Near Jersey was a rampant crowd of broke!‘;
Jersey looked at them and then at the « dorg

«I say, mister,” said He, speaking to s gorgé®

ously robed Bull, whose hands were filled witd
stock lists—« I say, Joes that dorg belong ¥
you?” Bull nodded distantly. « Yaas? well,
thort 8o.” « Wnat made yon think that sdorg
belonged to me ?” ¢ Well, I wasn’t so ed:

sure he belonged to you, but I was certain 9
dorg has had dealin’s with you or some of
friends.” « Why 8o ? ” says Bull, getting exclu“
“’Cause he’s 80 close sbaved ; there ain't &

on Im.” Broker walked away, whistling tb*

Rogue’s March.
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““A REAL EASTER AMUSEMENT.”

¢ MASTER 18 VERY SORRY, MA'AM, 3UT HE'S GOT 8UCH A UREADFL TOOTHACHE BE CAN'T SEE ANY PATiENTS To-Day "

ECTIONS OF FREN

Some of the happiest moments of my life have been passed in a French boarding-school dining.
unwashed scholars, with unkempt hair, ill themselves with tasteless food served up by fllthy servants.
bread, while another bad boy seated in a kind of pulpit is reading in & nasal twang the «

i T : ==
CH BOARDING-SCHOOL LIFE.

N

THE TALKERS

-room. There, under the eye of the schoolmaster, dressed in his greasy robes, du:;
A bad boy placed in a pillory at the table of « disgrace,” eats his allowanoe of
Lives of the Saints,” or some other book of that class.

It was a jolly life, I tell you.
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IN THE STAALLS:

Fis~t Patron of the Drama. Suzw s~ Tama sxrons, s—'

8ec nd Diuo.
Mt Ditte

Ya-A2—'BOUT FORTY TINES A—.
S0 mave I—a—.
Second Ditta. Br Jove! waaY's rr A2y smovr!?

Pirst ditto. Dasugn 172 1 KNOW ! —A—nREVER LISTENED.
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