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* ENCORE, MADEMOISELLE,”” SAID MONSIEUR SILVAS—% ENCORE! OR ELSE ANOTHER.”

bounded by a laurel hedge; the ceilings were | father, forgot i ;
HIS WORD OF HONOUR, low, and the furniture was quaint. Mgonsienr eyes s’pa.rkg;ed,t;::f' (ﬁ?:ekga;lowedl?nglandsyil\}::
Silvas h_ad the cottage at a low rental, which | asked her to sing ; she went to the piano, which
CHAPTER XIV. suited. his moderate thoug-h_comforta.ble income. | was a little gem in its way, and she play’ed and
. The dinner was the perfection of cookery ; the | sang a certain Spanish love-song which leaped
Acnarrnie CoTTAGE could not boast of the luxuri- | Silvas only kept one maid, but madame was an | into her memory all at once. She sang with
ous furniture, the rich carpets and cabinets and | adept in what some consider the highest ars. tenderness, with pathos, with just so much of

sideboards of the Dulwich villa; but it was a In the little drawing-room was a brilliant fire, | passion vibrating through her tones as &
pretty littlo place, lying rather low, however, | Here they had coffee and pleasant chat, and | maiden pure and modest may dare half fear.
smrrounded by a lawn with flower-beds, and | Leontine,” conversing in the language of her | fully to express. As for her voice, it was of that

No. 568, —Vor. XIIL. .
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calibre which startles the dullest ear into
pleasure and wakens the lover of sweet sound
to ecstasy. Her execution was nearly faultless
even to a critical listener like Silvas, who
frequented all the operas, and composed songs
and pieces by the dozen ; he beat time with his
slender fingers ; he smiled when she eeased.
 Encore, mademoiselle,” said he— encore, or
else another.” £

So she sang another and another and another,
and he came and bent over her and spoke low
and softly ; yet all that he said did not amount
to much eaning.

 Pauvresse, she is tired,” cried madame, in
her shrill treble key. “ Achille, thou wilt fag her
to death. Come here to the table, my child, and
haye a glass of wine and some cake.”

So Leontine sat basking in the warmblmof the
fire, sipping the wine, eating cake, and listening
to the plans and praises of Monsieur Silvas,

“T tell you that after two years’ study you
would take London by storm,” said Silvas.
“What do you say P—will you bind yourself to
a friend of mine, who will give you board, in-
struction, pocket-money for two years, then he
will undertake the management of a theatre,
and you will come out and make your for-
tune ¢’

¢ Papa would not have liked my going on the
stage,” said Leontine.

“Bah! Your papa is dead, and will know
nothing about it.”

She looked up at Monsieur Silvas, shocked
and surprised,

¢ He must know. I feel he watches me still,”
gaid Leontine, ‘ Ah! monsieur, your hard
materialism would break my heart if I believed
in it, but I do not; I would rather do what
seems right, even if the path is thorny and hard
to fravel.”’

“Very pretty, little poetess,” said Silvas,
Jaughing, ‘“ Ah! mademoiselle, when you are
as old as I am, you will not have so many
seruples.’”” He beat on the table with his fingers,
and frowned atb the fire; presently he said :

“ Your papa would not like you to sleep in so
coldanatticat Olympia Lodge of which your small
friend Tossey has told me, nor to be compelled
to darn stockings when you are not teaching,
and correct exercises when you are not acting
nurse D}? the little ones. Your life is very hard
with Miss Hoocher, and your pay very small;
I am sorry for youn.”

“But I may get a better situation.” 7

“ Or a worse,”’ said Silvas, with a little sneer-
ing laugh. “Oh! mademoiselle, I think you
foolish not to accept my offer.”

Ho looked at her as he spoke with that
peculiar light burning in his eyes which she had
noticed before and wondered at.

“You have no time to read and improve at
Olympia ; all the great books are shub against
you; drudge—drudge—drudge from dawn till
dusk : is it not so ?”’

¢ It is, monsieur,” said Leontine, sadly.

“ Well, we won’t talk of it to-night; bub to-
morrow night my friend will be here, and you
will sing to him, will you not ?”

“ Oh! yes, monsieur.”

Soon after this madame took Leontine to the
prettiest, snuggest littleroom in the house, where
was a fire, and an arm-chair, and a white bed.

Madame kissed her. >

“The angels will watch you, petife,’ she
sii'?é Jndly. “1 feel sure you are a good
child.

Downstairs Monsiev;; Silvas was pacing up | not

and down the little drawing-room with Ion;
strides, his hands behind %im‘ is hair disordered,
more of that peculiar light gm-nin'g“ in his eyes
than Leontine had ever seen,

“Well,” said he to madame, “is she not like
the Madonna by Murillo, that we had at the
chéiteau in the old days

“Tiens! she is pretty,”said madawe, shaking
her head. 3

“ Protty I’—Silvas burst into a langh—* that
is the word for a doll in a toy-shop. Pretty !
Who said she was pretty, or cared if she was

retty ?”’
v He flung himself into a chair, and stretched
out his legs. >

“ She is a miserably havrd-worked child, pure
as an angel, meek as a saint, all-enduring as
a martyr, and full of spirit, and wit, and fun
besides; not a little cant, ready to pull a long
face, and don a black veil, all on the shortest
notice, and yet devout, I'm sure of ib: & good
ht‘tlg gqul.’

“ She seems a good child, and graceful.”

old madame took a pinch of snuff.

She hx’zd such well-worn clothes when first
ghe came,” Silvas went on, * Now she’s had a
few pounds’ pay, poor thing, and got herself
that new black dress, she looks well in it.”’

¢ She is distingud,” said madame.

' my wife,” said

Silvas jumped up again.

“T wish you would help beat that into her
head, to train her voice for the stage.”

“ And you, my son, you donot think to marry
one so poor? Oh! Achille, we live up to all
wo have. We are in debt—only a little, but
still in debt. A wife with a dot/ What of
that rich young heiress of whom you told me ¢’

“She’s a demon, who saw into my motive,
and langhed in my face. 'She is pretty like a
doll, if you will : pink-and-white, and round blue
eyos, and as fat as a little pig.”’ He shuddered.
Tt T had married her, I warn thee, my mother,
T should have beaten her. It is the temper of a
cat who scratches, steals, scampers round after
& wretched mouse, and slays ibs vietim withoub
merey !”’

Madame smiled faintly. : -

“ And the other ? the mistress who is ma.kmg’
50 much money, and who—Iloves thee, my son ?

Achille frowned. >

“Tf she were as old as thou art, I might
maxry her, hoping for release, and a pla‘ce in
her will; but she will live—outlive me. She is
only ten years older than I am;sono more of
her, my mother, She might beat me, perhaps,
if I displeased her.” :

Soon after this the Silvas retired for the
night. 2 3

The next day it was wet, and Leontine sab in
the cosy little drawing-room, reading all day
long.
The books of Monsieur Silvas were many and
varied ; and in French literature he possessed
something that was valuable, gathered from all
the later centuries. From the letters of Pascal,
to the latest work of Octave Teuillet, Lamartine,
and Hugo, George Sand and Guizot, all were
there, and Leontine soon plunged deeply into
the loves and woes of Joeelin. It Irappened,
then, that through reading that pathetic love-
poem all day, towards evening ouv little
heroine’s heart was softer, and her yearning for
humap sympathy stronger than usual.

She went up to dress for the little dinner, and,
looking in the glass, saw a face fair enough to
malke her sigh and smile.

Jocelin—Harry Mervyn ; how unlike in eir-
cumstances: the one, a spoiled heir of fortune;
the other, a poverty-stricken student.

«“ Ah ! how I wish he was poor.”

She entered the drawing-room before the gas
was lighted.

The fire burnt dull and red: a gentleman
stood near the mantle-piece.

She wenb up, thinking it was Silvas, and
found her hands clasped in those of Harry
Moervyn.

“ Leontine, I have come to tell you something.
I went to the Sells, and they gave me your
address. Leontine, I felb I must speak, or I
should go mad.”

She was trembling so that he placed herin g
chair, and then stood near her. His own voice
ghook as he said :

“T left so abruptly,and I had never told you
what I will tell you now. Darling, I love you.”

"Phere was silence. Leontine did not speak.

| Was this a dream F—was he going to ask her to

waib till—till the old man died P—or was ho going
to give up all, and ask her to share poverty
with him?

“T am afraid that I can nover have you for
y dexyyn, putting his head on
the table, and turning from Leontine;  not even
if you would have me, and perhaps you would

« How can I tell ’ said Leontine, str i
%o preserve her digniby. 7 Snsing
“Gir Miles insists on my marrying Miss

Grandcourt within three months,” said Harry;

¢ he gays, if not done before he dies, it won’t be

after, and if I refuse I ama beggar, and a gentle-
man baggar, dear Leontine. [ can't work, my
darling; I moan that if I married you and tried
to support you, we might starve. "I have nover
done more thau write prize poems, aund drive
tandem, and ride after hounds, and so, Leontine
1 am madman enough to come all this way jusé
to tell you that as long as I live I shall neyver—
never—never care for, another woman than you;
that you are my idol—my angel, and if you
want help T would give it if it cost me my ife
You won’t be afraid to ask me, darling ¢ :

“Oh! Mr. Mervyn, why have you told mo
this ? Oh! it seems cruel, and we must separate
and you with a wife. %

«“] ghall tell her I hate her,” said Harry
“ and perhaps she’ll leb me off; but ’m afraid
not; Augusta is an imbecile.”

Then he took her hand and kissed it passion-
ately, and then this extraordinary young man
took his departure. : :

Leontine could not sing that night to please
the friends of Monsieur Silvas; she had a

desperate headache, and rotired to her room,

The next day was fine, and Monsieur Silvas
begged her to accompany him to the Kensington
Museum ; there Leontine wandered about and
Jooked at the pictures with her head in a whirl,
thinking of Harry Mervyn and the peculiar
young lady to whomhe was to declare his hatred,
and beg her to let him off.

Silvas, all politeness, led Leontine to the
refreshment-room ; there he left her for a few
moments. .

Looking round casually, she saw seated near
her, dressed in a rich velvet costume, no less a
personage than Miss Fanny Serubbs. Miss
Serubbs did not see Leontine; she was eagerl
watching the door, and there entered erect,
smiling, unconscious of the presence of Leontine,
Harry Mervyn.

“Oh! Harry,” said Miss Scrubbs.

‘ Darling !’ said Harry.

Then his eye met Leontine’s, and he Jooked at
her calmly.

—

CHAPLER XV.

Harry MervYN of Braithwaite, the hand-
somest fellow in London ; so those called him

who considered blond men worth looking at.

Certainly quite a Saxon complexion and golden
moustache, and fair hair, manly-looking enough
also in all ‘conscience, with those squaro
shoulders, that broad chest, that height little
under the * six feet”” measure of the Life Guards, |
a very fine young man, but a flirt—an insolent, |
heartless flirt, vain, cold, selfish, in love with
himself, and therefore with no true love to
bestow upon the sweetest or the fairest maiden

in the world. 5 : i

Surcly this is the judgment which any sensible
girl would pass upon Mervyn of Braithwaite :|
any sensible young lady—that 1s, who knew as’
much of the young gentloman as wo have re-
lated to the reader of this story. \

Teontine’s heart swelled with righteous, honest
indignation while she watehed Mr. Mervyn and
Miss Sorubbs ohatting, whispering, drinking,
light wine, cating roast chicken, laughing, flirt-
ing, love-making, all in the most bare-faced,
man 101 eyes. : 1

F&:lr?;ybgfe(irb}os hayd recognised Leontine, She
raised lier light eyebrows, nodded carelessly, then
turn y.

Fr%czna:{;ye t6 time Mervyn’s blue eyes rested
admiringly on T,eontine ; it was when the other
young lady was nob looking. = Leontine, indeed,
had given him the very coldest bow that con-
ventional etiquette could wring out of _mortlﬁed
feoling, and Mr. Mervyn had bowed in return,
gravely, politely, still with a most admiring
glance ot Leontine’s gru.yteges and vivacious,

anti t serious countenance.
beﬁ‘}%ﬁl’yﬁi look at that girl ”’ said Fanny,
fievcely. =

“ A oab may look at a queon.

“ Queen P’ Fanny broke into a short, ha'rsh
laugh. ** She's under music-teacher at Olympia.

“T know.”

“Sloeps in & garret, and mends tho youngsters’

socks.” o
2 f&lgg(;g;z prying, tale-telling, canting, foreign
ereature. 1 hate foreign creatures!” 3
Hnter Monsieur Silvas smiling, raising his
hat as so many Frenchmen do when they enter
2L falil:gr‘ﬁ)zoher will know everything,” said
Fanny Serubbs,  “There’s the horrid French
oy %’,at does it matteé-,tgarlén’g ? Things will
on, won't they P’
be“a Irnax;%g;l !l;)no;v. Remember the trick youn
played me before, when I believed I was to have

&z $ once.’’
ng}:;edp%?l‘;é’a‘ and beat on the table with her

ap‘czqu(.m know,” said Mervyn, “that was not
my fault. I have explained how I was detained,
» ?l) o :
e %%1?();'63, you have explained ;" but it strikes
me a lot more explanation will be wanted before
T can beliove all you tell me. Why, I flung your
locket on the ground, and told Miss Hoocher

1 about you——""
al“ More yfool—ahem ! T beg your pardon,
dearest: I was going to be rude.”

« You were going to call me a fool.”

“ Not exactly ; at least, I did not mean that.
You are no fool, Fanny; you are very clever,
and I long for the day, darling, when 1 may call
you my wife ; but just now I don’t see the way
clear, because it’s the coin that prevents it—
cash, Fanny—gold, money, the needf ul—a:ns",thmg
we like to call it ; bub we ean’t live on air,

“ Nor on love,” said Fanny, curling her pretty

red lip.

“Nor on love,” assented Mervyn, coolly,

it
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“You see, Sir Miles would shut the door
against me, banish me—never give me one
shilling, if I married a young lady who could not
trace her ancestry back to Adam ; and your
father would be “annoyed at your marrying a
penniless gentleman even with a title in pro-
spect P’

“No, he would not,” said Fanny; “he would
hate a runaway match, and all that; but if you
came openly to the house and told him you were
Mr. Harry Mervyn, of Braithwaite, that you
loved mo and wished to marry me, he would give
us fifty thousand down, and tell us to marry at
once. I can’t understand why there should be
concealment,”

Harry Mervyn’s face darkened. :

“Girls don’t understand business,” said he.
“I don’t choose to cufi myself off from fifteen
thousand a-year just to place myself in your
father’s power ; and I suppose he would have all

- the courting done in public, take us about ”vnth
him, and talk of it and of us to everybody ?

““ Yes, he would,”” replied Fanny ; *“ and I can’t
but think he is right.” ;

“1 can never marry you on those conditions,”
said Harry. “I will marry you quietly, and
then get your father to—to—in short, how that
pretty music-teacher is watching us !’?

%Yo
Mervyn.”

Harry laughed.

“Oh! the dozens of times I have been in love
and out again.”

¥ Very pleasant for me to hear, Mr, Mervyn.”

“Oh ! well, Fanny, not the kind of love I have
for you, of course—that’s quite another thing.
Do have some tart : this is really very nice.”

““ No, thank you ; I shall be obliged to go now.
I promised to meet mamma at the Marble Arch,
and it wants only half an hour to the time.”’

Shelooked at her little gold watch ; the two
roso and sauntered out of the room. Harry
bowed respectfully to Leontine, who scarcely re-
turned the salute.

““ That young gentleman called upon you yes-
terday,” said Silvas.

“Yes,” replied Leontine, *

“He is gay, fashionable, a flirt.
Mervyn Braithwaite they call him,
not P”’

“Yes.”

“You answer in cold, short words. Are you
vexed with him—with me—with whom §”’

Leontine tried to laugh.

“Oh ! no—no, monsieur.”

‘‘Because I see him trying to land yonder
little golden fish. He is greedy with his heirship
?9 _ﬁt"teeu thousand a-year, that ought to content

1im.”’

‘‘ But does he not love her ?” asked Leontine,
a littlo sharply, -

Silvas looked at the usually gentle Leontine
with sarprise.

“TLove? Who is to gauge and measure the
depths of a man’s love for a girl?’ asked
Monsieur Silvas, with a smile on his black-
moustached lip, and a gleam, half fierce, in his
black eyes. “Love? A man may wanta girl’s
money, want a wife, think the girl who has
money pretty, and good enough to suit him,
and he may marry her, and they may live happy
ever after, as said the old romance books.”

* But that is not love,” said Leontine.

Silvas laughed. :

“Not as young ladies take it; but it does
duty for love in this very good world of ours ;
the real thing is scarce as the emerald, or
Marie' Antoinette’s porcelain, or a genuine
‘Litian or Loeonardo, or as black tulips were a
hundred years ago. Oh! yes, not much real
love in the world nowadays, mademoiselle. We
are all too poor and too busy and too fond of
luxury, and too ambitious.”

“ 1t is a hateful world.”

Leontine spoke out of herself. :

Last night a passionate, pleading face had
looked into hers, and a hand had clagped hers ;
warm lips had rained kisses on her slender
fingers—ivarm lips, which had uttered words and
vows of love, hopeless indeed, and wild and
foolish; but yet true, she had.believed ; and
While her own heart bled, she had thought that
his had felt the smart, and that only the world
and the sosial wants, and the rules of society,
stood between him and herself; he, the hero,
Thom she had made into an idol in her girlish,
tender faslion,

Now she understood both from Mervyn’s
conduct and from Silvas’ words—=Silvas, who
Fa3 a Wise: man of the world, and seemed to
understand things so well—tha}last night’s pro-
testations were only phe froth of 4 vain, selfish
nature ; last night, Mervyn had nothing better
to do, se he ran down to Kew to make fun of
Leontine. He was doing, thig morning, the same
thing over again ; he was fooling Fanny Scrubbs,

Young
do they

seem quite in love with her, Mr,

and, judging by the glances which he cast every
now and anon at Leontine, he must have been
amusing Fanny Serubbs with an account of the
pleasant week at the Dulwich villa.

“Ha!” said Silvas, “ you look pale, pauvresse.
You shall have wine: that coffee is not good.”

¢ No—mno, monsieur.”’

“But I say yes. I see how it is,”” he smiled.
““ That pretty youth—that joli gargon, is a friend
of the Sells ; you meb him there; he told you he
adored you ; last night he came to our little
home, and saw you five minutes, and perhaps
told you the same tale again; and now hg)re'he
is, hardly noticing you, flirting, eating, drinking
with that fat little gourmand, Serubbs, who is
like & doll, and is so rich that she could cover
her dress with precious stones if she liked.
Cheer up ! There are better men than Mervyn in
this world. If only you would go on the stage,
you would have hundreds at your feet.”’

*“I do not want them, monsieur, and you must
not, please, talk to me in that way—I mean
about yonder gentleman.”

+ “T will not; let us forget him., He is nob
worth a thought.”

And soon atter this, M. Silvas returned with
Leontine to XKew, where madame had prepared
a charming little dinner, and gave fthem the
warmest welcome,

CHAPTER XVI.
AUGUSTA.

BratrHWAITE! Is there a finer old place in
England ? Is there a deer park where the dells
are more bosky, the ferns grow more richly, the
great elms spread their grand branches more
nobly, while their myriad leaves shimmer in the
sunshine, rustle in the morning-breeze, whisper
in the balmy evening-hour, when the west is
golden, and the flower-cups are closing, and the
nightingale begins to trill just before the moon
gets up from behind Braithwaite Hill? As for
the house, it was standing solid and large in the
days of the eighth Henry—solid and massive as
1t stands to-day. Thereare plate-glass windows,
there are hot-hoases, there are fountains in the
terraced gardens ; all these since the grim old
Tudor days, when the Braithwaites were lords of
the soil. But the aspect of the mansion has
not much changed in three centuries.

It is_winter-time. Christmas has come and
gone, the poor have had blankets, and coals,
plum-puddings, and beef ; the rich haye had
balls, and dinners, and gifts. Braithwaite is
warmed and lighted throughout, for the old
house is full 6f visitors, and visitors’ servants ;
and the stables are full of visitors’ horses. The
first snow of the year has fallen, and all the wide
park is white, and the trees are decked with
icicles; each branch, frosted with spangles,
glitters in the morning sunshine.

In a splendid room sits a young lady, splen-
didly dressed—that is, she wears a velvet robe,
trimmed with satin and fur, and fastened with
solid gold battons on the bodice. The room is
a bed-chamber, where the toilette is of carved
walnut, inlaid with ivory, and the furniture is
crimson satin, and the carpeb velvet pile, and
the bed fit, in magnificence of curtaing and
carving, to be the resting-place of a princess.

The young lady lolls in a crimson chair, and
h_e(; breakfast-tray is on a little table by her
side.

Opposite to her sits a very stout lady in a
gorgeous dressing-gown : a lady with a serious
tace. 2

The young lady bears a striking resemblance
to the elder dame.

* How horrible the snow is I”’

1t is the young lady who speaks.

“ Why, my dear Augusta, it always snowg in
the winter.”’

“I wish there was no snow ; that’s why
Harry doesu’t come.”

She drummed on the table with her fingers.
The heat of the fire lent nothing of glow to the
pale, pasty complexion of Augusta Grandeourt,
heiress of Crofton, a fine landed estate; only a
few miles distant from Braithwaite,

Augusta had been acquainted with Harry
Mervyn for about seven years. She was now a
young lady of twenty-one,

Ever since she—a pale, dumpy school-girl
of fourteen—had been introduced to the hand-
some heir of Braithwaite, and told to regard
that splendid youth of sixteen as her future
husband, Miss Grandcourt had dreamed inces-
santly of him, whom she regarded as her JSrancé,

Augusta’s papa was a pleasant, affable, little
couantry squire, who denied his daughter no-
thing ; and since his rich friend and neighbour,
Sir Miles, o eagerly desired this match be-
tween Harry the heir and Augusta the heiress,
and since Augusta wished it, and Mrs. Grand.
court did not object, tho Squire wished it also.

It was not simply the case of the country-
girl who said that two were ready, herself and
the parson, and it only needed to find the third—
a lover willing to become a husband—for not
only was Augusta ready, and half a dozen offici-
ating clergymen, if needs were, at St. George’s,
or anywhere else; but the baronet, and  the
Squire, and the Squire’s lady, all desired the
match, and Miss Grandcourt herself, only child
and heiress, who had never been denied any-
thing all her life long, fancied it quite impos-
sible that fate should refuse her what she most
wished for in the world, Harry Mervyn of
Braithwaite for her husband.

In describing Augusta Grandeourt, there will
be great difficulty in realising to the reader of
this tale that a proud heiress with good Norman
blood tingling warmly to the very tips of her
fingers, should lay down pride, put aside dignity,

and be willing—nay, anxious—to marry a man °

who was barely civil to her, who had no spark
of love for her, and who was as restive when the
marriage was proposed, as a young horse that
first feels the bit. All this seems ineredible to
those who have not studied this complex me-
chanism, human nature, in other than its
ordinary phases and conventional types.

Augusta was a peculiar girl.

Mrs. Sells, a kind-bearted little lady, who
spoke well of everybody, while liking a little
feminine gossip, had said that Augusta was a
good girl, amiable, kind to the poor, and so

on.

It is the duty of the historian to modify, at
least, some of these praises.

Miss Grandcourt was nobt a wicked young
woman, by any means; she was modest, as
became a young maiden; she was fond of her
parents in her own languid way ; she never was
envious of girls prettier than herself, unless, and
this was a great *“unless,” Harry chanced to
admire them.

She was not at all lively or gifted, or even
accomplished. She played weakly, and never
sang at all; she read a few novels when she
had no other amusement ; she had a passion for
fine dress and splendid jewels, and liked to de-
corate her person in as many as good taste
would allow. She often called upon the poor,
with her maid Deborah, and gave them tea and
wine, and shillings out of her splendid little
purse. She liked being flattered, and told she
was distingué, and had a lovely complexion,
although her glass must have shown her a long,
heavy face, pasty white, with a chin out of pro-
portion ; dull, bead-like, black eyes, and a
fleshy, large, unintellectual brow. Augusta
was tall and stout ; her brown hair was rather
scanty. ' She was not ugly, but she possessed
one of the most uninteresting of human faces,
although it was young, and its general expres-
sion placid. A few fortune-hunters had buzzed
about her, but she had never received a real
offer when first she is introduced to the reader.

One more word regarding this bride intended
for gay Harry of the packet-boat. She was in-
tensely obstinate, tenacious to a degree of her
own will, and her own way ; also, if annoyed, it
was, we fear, in Augusta to be vindictive, un-
pitying, obdurate ; as yet she had not been put
to the test in this particular.

The Grandcourts were among the visitors of
old Sir Miles during the first week of the new
year.  Harry had not yet arrived, as we know,
There had been all kinds of amusements going
on at Grandeourt—private theatricals, dances,
%vames. Sir Miles had arrived the day before New

ear’s Day, and all the visitors had flocked in
during the week that followed. August® was
quite devoid of energy, except Harry was pre-
sent. Thus she usually breakfasted in her own
room during cold weather.

Mrs. Grandcourt had come to talk with her
daughter, and to give her a little advice,

“I wish you would try to he more independent
of Harry, darling. I feel sure the snow would
never keep him away if he had a real desire to
visit his uncle.”

Mrs. Grandecourt was too delicate to say: “If
he really wished to see you.”

“ I think you would be so much better, love,
if you would try a walk in the morning, and
come into the dining-room, and laugh and chat
with the others, I don’t want them to say
among themselves: ¢ Miss Grandeourt won’t bo
sociable since Mervyn isn’t here.’ ”’

Augusta pouted her long upper lip. ;

“If any of them said so, and I heard it, T would
never speak to them again; and I would find
out some of their secrets, and pay them off.”

My love, I don’t know that a word has been
said; only I know the world, and I feel sure your
shutting yourself away from your friends will
make them talk.”
 ‘ They are not my friends.”

“We_]l, but, Augusta, one can’t live in the
world in a perpetnal sulk, The way to make
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Harry care for you would be to show him you
could make yourself happy without him.”

“He only does it to try me,” said Augusta.
“Of course he knows that we must marry at
last. Sir Miles is quite determined; and
Master Harry would not like to be a beggar.”

“Well, my love, Heaven grant you may be
happy together !’ said the mamma.

““He’ll be the best of husbands when once he
is married,” said Augusta, with a slow smile.

Downstairs numbers of young people were
laughing and chattering over the breakfast-
table, laying plans for the day’s pleasure.

There was to be skating on a pond at some
two miles distance from Braithwaite. Thither all
the gay gentlemen and ladies were to resort;
some would walk, others would drive, others
would ride. They were to return to a hot lunch
at two; then the afternoon would while itself
away in the conservatories, the warmed and
splendid drawing-rooms, the library. Dinner
would be at six; and then in the evening acting-
charades in full-dress characters, and other
games, would fill up the time.

Sir Miles stood smiling among his guests—
a funny little old gentleman, stout and short,
with a peculiar mouth, which seemed to smile at
one side, and not at the other. A long nose had
Sir Miles, and a ripe apple complexion, and a
bald head, except for a snow-white tuft on either
side the brow. He wore a very massive gold
chain and an old-fashioned emerald seal ; with
this ornament he played while he complimented
his guests, and bid them make merry, and use
the house as if it were their own. His eyes
were cunning, and set very close together. Not
a pleasant and yet not altogether an unpleasant
faco had Sir Miles.

The breakfast-room, with its blue velvet furni-
ture, its carved ceiling, its great stone-mullioned
windows, into which plate glass had been set of
late years, was a study equally for an uphel.
sterer or an architeet. Truly a fine inheritance
Braithwaite, with its pictures, and its plate,
and its historical connection with past times.

There were some among the guests who would
have married dull Augusta, if by that means
they oould have come into possession of that
noble old mansion—married her, and tried their
best to love her, and make her happy. But
neither Augusta nor Braithwaite was intended
for these.

Sir Miles looked often towards the terrace-
garden, He was watching anxiously for Harry ;
but all the guests departed for the skating-,
pond, and no Harry arrived. Sir Miles went
into his business-room, sent for his steward,
and talked about bills and leases for an hour.

At the end of that time came a loud ring at
the bell.

“ Mr. Harry,” said the steward, starting up.

Sir Miles hurried out. . There, indeed, in
the great entrance-hall stood handsome Harry,
his cheeks glowing from exercise and the frosty
air. His boxes were all around him; he wore a
sealskin great-coat, and looked emphatically a
“gwell,” in the undignified language of young
England.

“Well, my lad, glad to see you—glad to see
you. Better late than never. Harry, you know
the way to~your room. Fire and hot water all
ready. The folks are gone to Moreley Pond,
all but Augusta, who has a cold.”

i ll'%arry looked down on the oaken floor of the
all,

“You got my letter, Harry. You know
what I said. I meant it, my boy. But go and
have a wash, and then some lunch; and, after
that, come to me in my room—in my own room.
‘We must have this talked over seriously.”

Harry, followed by his valet, went to his room,
and emerged thence in faultless attire in the
space of half an hour ; then he had lunch, after-
wards he went into the business-room, and found
Sir Miles in a fidget of impatience that he had
not appeared beforo.

“ Sit down—sit down. Well, Harry, you know
what I said in my letter. I’'m an old man,
Harry—seventy-seven last June,”

“ Hale and strong, sir.”

“Yos, yos, yes; that’s all very well. But that
can’t last for ever. No, Harry; I must make
room for you, my boy. But I won’t have an
opera-girl or a confectioner’s Miss Somebody ;
no, nor a poor governess, whose father was a
respectable tradesman in difficulties—brought
here to reign, and bring a line of half-bred brats
into the Braithwaite heraldry. No, no, no.

I die, you'll marry some paltry little wretch
who ought to be out at service—I know you will.”

““ Sir Miles, I don’t wish to marry at all.”’

: ““ Bub you must marry—you shall marry; or
{ 11 !lela.'v;:a Braithwaite to charities—by the powers
will !

“ 1t is your own, sir.”’ .

“Come, don’t be saucy. Would you like td

get a mnice place in a merchant’s office, at one
hundred a-year, and marry a little drab of a
governess ; because, if 8o, say go.”’

Harry flushed.

A little drab of a governess! Had anybody
been talking to Sir Miles of Leontine ?

“T don’t like the thought of poverty. I am
afraid I should be mean and selfish, if I were
poor, Some men are rendered nobler by mis-
fortune, But I think I am not made of that
heroic stuff.”

“ Glad to hear you say so. Don’t want heroes
or h’?roines in my family. Had enough of ’em,
Sir Miles struck the table with his fist.
“Twice in my life I have shut the door on my
own flesh and blood. Don’t let medo it a third
time.”

“No, sir. But if Miss Grandcourt won’t have

—
2

“ Tf she won’t, there’s an end of it. 'We must
look you outanother bride. Then, this very day
you will engage yourself to her, if she will have

ou?” .
y Harry looked at the carpet.

«T will tell Miss Grandcourt that—that——"

He hesitated. ; )

“That yon are an ass!” said old Sir Miles,

in a rage.

“Well, sir, she may think that, without my |

telling her so,” said poor Harry, with a per.
plexed smile. oy :

“There, go along to her,”” said Sir Miles.
“Youwll find her in the amber-room with her
mother. The mother will leave you alone, never
fear.”

Harry walked out into the hall ; there, where
nobody saw him, he pressed his hands to his
head, and clenched his fine white teeth.

“ What a horrible mess to bein ! said the
young man. “I can’t consent to let him turn
me off to poverty with only my clothes and my
watch. Iam nobt an artist, nor an author; I
can’t make a name for myself. I could enlist
for a soldier, and get shot. Pretty Leontine—
gweet-voiced darling, unless I could give you
everything beautiful, I would rather give you
nothing ; certainly not my wayward, worthless
self. And yet how I love you! I don’t believe
all the poetry that ever was written expressed
half of the feeling I have for that gray-eyed girl.
And now this Augusta——""

He found his way to the amber-room ; there,
on a yellow couch, lounged Miss Grandcourt in
garnet velvet. How superb it all was — the
furniture, the dress, the jewellery! Harry
bowed low. Miss Grandeourt rose, and extended
her hand. Nothing made this young lady blush ;
but there was a fluttering visible all over her
face, and her broad chest heaved.

“T knew you’d come,” she said ; and it seemed
as if she were loath to let go of the hand of
Harry Mervyn.

“What a fine eameo ring !”’ said Augusta.

“Oh! a stupid thing,” said Harry. “1I hate
it myself.”

So he did for the moment, and everything
else in the amber-room.

Mrs. Grandcourt left the room. Harry and
Augusta were alone. Miss Grandcourt lounged
on the amber couch. Marry stood upon the
rug, leaning his elbows on the beautiful white
marble shelf, with its priceless treasures of
Sovres vases, Auguasta rose, and stood on the
rug by his side.

“ What a long time you have kept us waiting
for you, Harry!”

“Oh! I'm. very sorry. Why need anybody
have waited for me ? Could not the games, and
the dances, and the charades get on as well
without me ¢’

Then, without waiting for her answer, this
somewhatungallant young gentleman continued :

“It’s hard to drag a man down from town this
season. There’s 8o much going on; and country
life is so slow in the winter.”

“There’s hunting and skating, Harry.”

i S.le,s; when there’s no skating, there’s hunt-
ing, it’s true. But, still, I like the theatres and
the town-life just in the dead of the winter; and
a country house stuffed full of all sorts of people
i8 not the most agreeable picture my imagina-
tion can call up.”

An insulting speech—a downright insultin%
speech! A country house stuffed full of al
kinds of people; and he, the young host, ex-
pected to dispense hospitality graciously, grace-
fully, generously, as an English gentleman
should. It was monstrous, sueh a declaration,
especially when made to one of the guests, and
that guest a young lady to whom he was
popularly supposed to be devoted.

One would imagine that Augusta would have
resented this rudeness. Not so. She placed a
fat, white, jewelled hand upon the chimney-
piece, and she said:

¢ Well, dear old Harry, I'm glad you’ve come
at la’st. The house was dreadfully dull without

ou.

Mervyn laughed bitterly.

“I’m afraid the old house won’t be the livelier
for my presence. I’m not in spirits.”

“Qh! you must cheer up, Harry. Take me
out driving, won’t you ?’

“It’s far too cold.”

“Then, let us sit by the fire, and chatter, and
you tell me all your London adventures,”

“You would not enjoy the recital, I am
afraid.”

His deep blue eyes looked black in the inten.
sity of his feeling.

1f Harry Mervyn had entered the drawing-
room with any intention of trying to find some
charm in Miss Grandcourt’s manner or appear-
ance, he was quite disappointed in the quest.

Poor Augusta was fatter, slower, more pasty
of aspect than ever. Her chin seemed longer,
her eyes duller, her voice more drawling,

Harry was a fellow of quick impulse. All
in a moment, he resolved to throw himself upon
the generosity of Augusta, and tell her of his
love for Leontine.

Now, this would have been all very well, had
there been a grain of generosity in Miss Grand-
court; but there was not the tenth part of a
grain in her whole organisation.

Harry, however, know nothing of this, and
blundered on accordingly.

“ Augusta, you know what brings me here.
It is that my uncle wishes to see us—you and
I—united, married, joined together for life.”

Augusta never blushed, but her eyelids qui-
vered, her lips trembled; she smiled faintly;
she nodded her head.

Harry went on:

“These forced matches make more misery
than anything else in the world.”

“Oh! I don’t see it at all. If we once were
married, I’m sure we should be as happy as any
of those creatures that make such a fuss about
love and sentiment. I hate all that nonsense.
All T want is just to marry you and make you &

good wife.” .

“You are very kind; but, don’t you see,
Augusta, we're different. I, for instance,
delight in all that sentiment and passionate
love that your cooler judgment calls nonsense.”

.“\ugusta bit her lip.

. “If you mean that you wish to be loved
intensely, Harry, I’m sure I—"

*“ Stop, Augusta’’—he waved his hand towards
her—* it’s not fair of me to listen to this. Don’t
love me, Augusta : I’'m not worth it. Give me
up—Ilet me tell my uncle from you that you give
me up. It will be better for us both.”

[To be continued.]}
His Word of Honour* commenced in No, 564 and
Part CXXXVIIL

A SONG OF SUMMER.

Om ! gpirit of the summer-time !
Bring back the roses to the dells,
The swallow from her distant clime,

The honey-bee from drowsy cells,

Bring back the friendship of the sun—
The gilded evenings, calm and late,

‘When merry children homeward run,
And peeping stars bid lovers wait,

Bring back the singing and the scent
Of meadow-lands and dewy prime 3

Bring back again my heart’s content,
Thou spirit of the summer-time !

A,

GRAINS OF GOLD.

WonrsHIP your heroes from afar; contact
withers them.

Usxe not evasions when called upon to do a
good thing, mor excuses when you are re-
proached for doing a bad omne.

Do not anxiously expect what is not yet
cou;e; do not vainly regret what is already
past.

Ir you would understand the character of
the prince, examine his ministers ; if you would
understand the disposition of any man, look at
his companions ; if you would know that of a
father, observe his son.

HE who thinks better of his neighbours than
they deserve cannot be a bad man, for the stan-
dard by which his judgment is formed is the
goodness of his own heart. It is the base only
who believe all men base, or, in other words,
like themselves.

-
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BESSIE AND TRIXIE FOUND FOR THEMSELVES UNFAILING AMUSEMENT IN SKETCHING.

BADLY MATCHED.

BY THE AUTHOR OF *‘ TRISSIE’S BRIDAL,” “WILFUL
WINNIE,”” ‘“A TWISTED LINK,” ‘ RUSSET AND ROSE,”
“ FOR LIFE-—FOR LOVE,” ETC., ETC.

CHAPTER XXIV.
“I CRY YOU MERCY, FAIR SIR!”

WHEN Madame Caspares politely inquired the
nature of the communication over which she
saw Trixie pondering with such troubled looks,
it was unhesitatingly tendered to her for her
own perusal ; but the strong-minded Baroness,
who had travelled half the world over, and
dared far greater perils than ordinary women
dream of, saw nothing alarming in the warn.
ing thus mysteriously given.

“Pouf!” she cried, settling herself in an
easier position in her favourite corner of the
carriage. “It would be absurd to take any
notice of such a canard. Probably it emanates
from our landlord, who is very sorry to have
. his roinous old Palazzo thrown again on hisg
hands, and thinks to frighten us into staying
where we are.”

“1 fancy that the writing is Maddolena’s,”
said Trixie. “She was so anxious to be able to
write her own letters that I have given her a
few lessons, and I recognise my pupil in those
f'sand 5’8’ . ;

“In saying this, you solve the riddle,”
Madame exclaimed, decidedly. ** Doubtless the
girlof whom you speak was at her wits’ end
for a plea wherewith to excuse her folly in
throwing up the good situation she would have

with me. These Italians are as crafty as
they are capricious, and never hesitate at a
fa.l‘?ehood, if they see an opening for one.”

Maddolena was wa,rm-gea,rted, and my very
good friend,” Trixie observed. She could
never resist defending the absent if she Heard
them attacked, and the girl, despite her faults,
and an invincible carelessness, very trying to a
more orderly Englishwoman, had been so prompt
to oblige, and cheerfully ready to atone for her
neglect, that she had won ‘the good-will of
madame’s orphan-dependents.

“ After that speech,” retorted the Baroness,
ironically, ““I suppose we must consider the

affair settled, and bend to your better judg-
ment. However, I may be permitted to say that
your friend, as I think you called her—though I
was not aware that the young ladies who reside
with me admit the servants of a house in
which I rent apartments to such intimacy—
your friend might have conveyed her warning
privately, and not disturbed Lady Camilla, my
guest, with it.”

Lady Camilla was indeed looking extremely
pale and uneasy, and her fingers were uncon-
sciously fingering an epistle that lay in her
pocket—an ardent epistle, breathing affection
and entreaty, coupled with menaces, if she re-
fused the parting interview the writer demanded.
She had, however, refused it. How dare she do
otherwise, while she was beneath the eye of the
Baroness, and Sir Charles Ormsby hovered near ?

“1 am not frightened,” she said, with an
effort to smile.

“ Pardon me, I said disturbed,” the Baroness
gravely rejoined. ‘“Such mischievons and
anonymous notes are very disturbing to all but
strong-minded and healthily-constituted indi-
viduals ; but before anyone gives way to the
dread Beatrice Mayne’s friend has been so
anxious to inspire, let me give you the com-
fort of knowing that there is not the slightest
occasion for it. 'We travel unostentatiously, and
carry nothing with us likely to arouse the avarice
of brigands, if any should cross our path, I
have sent all the most valuable of our own
luggage by another route. ILady Camilla’s
jewels are on the way to England, and I have
taken care to let the servants at the Palazzo
see the contents of our trunks, and assure
themselves that they are not worth plundering.”

‘“But T have heard,” interposed Lady Camilla,
apprehensively,  that defenceless travellers are
sometimes seized and detained, that their
captors may extort a ransom.”

*“Such things have been, but not lately, norin
that part of the country for which we are
bound ; so you need not anticipate any hair.
breadth escapes, nor marvellous adventures,”’
answered the Baroness, coolly. * Before we
arrive at the only part of our route that can be
called lonely, my nephew will have joined us.
He and his man-servant will be more than a
match for a dozen of the evil-disposed amongst

the peasantry; we have nothing to fear from
any other persons we may encounter.”

Only half-satisfied by these assurances, Lady
Camilfa. sat upright in the carriage, watching
every tall tree or large stone they drew near,
lest some grim figure would start up from
behind it, and fiercely demand her money or her
life. Nor were Bessie and Trixie free from fears
of the same description, though they were only
confessed by the silent pressure of hands as
they sat side by side.

However, madame was so unconocerned, the
weather so lovely, and the scenery they tra-
versed so exquisitely grand, that the alarm en-
gendered by Maddolena’s slip of paper gradu-
ally died out, and the end of the first day’s
journey found them almost eagerly looking
forward to similar pleasure on the morrow.

Lady Camilla, however, the most timid of the
party, stepped back as they were quitting the
hotel at which the night was passed, in order to
interrogate the host, who shrugged his shoulders
at the query, * Was there any danger of en-
countering brigands "’

“ Most decidedly not. They had been chased
from the neighbourhood, and their leader shot
long since. A ¢hild,” he added, * might traverse
the route they were about to take, with perfect
safety. Nover in all his experience,and he had
been the proprietor of the ¢ Golden Lion’ for
thirty years and some odd months—never had
he heard of travellers being attacked.”

“ Of course you have not,” said madame, who
had overheard the colloquy. ¢ If there had been
the smallest chance of such an event occurring,
I should not have been here without an efficient
escort. Thaveno personal fears; butI amnotrash
enough to burden myself with three helpless,
irrational women unless I know that I am not
likely to lead them or let them lead me into
any trouble,”

After this sharp and dictatorial speech, the
Baroness heard no more about the terrors of her
companions, But this may have been owing less
to their dread of her displeasure than the fact
that they had quite ceased to entertain them
by the time the only mountain passes they were
to thread were reached.

Here, Sir Charles Ormsby, who had never
been more than a stage ahead, was Waiting at
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the entrance of a neat little town to conduct
them to the apartments he had obtained in the
house of agentleman with whom he was slightly
acquainted,

The Conte and Contessa Amalfi were delighted
to make the acquaintance of so illustrious alady
a3 Madame Caspares, and were profoundly in-
torested in the beautiful young widow under her
protection; nay, so pressing were they in theirhos-
pitality, that the visit was prolonged for several
days, dyuring which Camilla, if seldom left alone
with Sir Charles, yet contrived to rivet more
firmly the chains he had seemed inclined to break.

Bessie and Lrixie, immured in the poorly-fur-
nished apartments allotted to their use, found
themselves in danger of being forgotten b
everyone ; for, as we have before mentioned,
neither of the Baroness’s maids had accom-
panied her, and the servants of the house were
too much occupied to wait upon the quiet
English girls, who were evidently but depen-
dents. 'I'hus overlooked by allin the house, they
would have found the monotony of the little
apartment looking into a courtyard, a.pd the
neglect with which they were treated, intoler-
able, if they had not eompensated to themselves
by long and frequent rambles into tho extensive
but badly-cultivated grounds surrounding the
villa. b

Hither, whenever they were not in attendance
upon their patroness or the far more exacting
Camilla, they repaired, and found for themselves
unfailing amusement, sometimes in sketching,
sometimes in exploring the wild and romantic
scenery. Kre long they grew bold enough to
venture to the farm-houses beyond ; and there,
in return for the milk and grapes and brown
bread with which the kindly simple people ro-
galed them, Trixie wove the loveliest of garlands
for the shrine of the Madonna, or Bessio drew
spirited groups of the children shyly gathering
round to peep at the English signorinas, "

On the last evening of their sojourn at the
villa, Lady Camilla retired to her room directly
after dinner to answer some business lettors from
the agent of her deceased husband; and Sir
Charles, strolling idly wherever chance led him,
prosently found himself at the rustic gato of an
orchard, drawn thither by the sound of a tam-
bourine and the babble of merry voices.

He was amused as well as surprised at the
soeno ho behdld. Bessio, seated on the roots of
n hoary fig-tree, was transferring to her sketch-
book the figure of a young mother bending over
her sleeping infant; while Trixio was amusing
some elder children, who had grown troublesome,
and threatened to interrupt the busy artist. To
the music of her own voice she was dancing in
the midst of the circle they had formed ; and just
a8 the baronet drew near, she had snatched up
the tambourine, and, after gaily rattling it above
her head, held it to each of tho little ones in
turn, calling upon them for gifts to reward her
for her trouble.

Entering into the spirit of her mirth, they
tossed in bunches of flowers, or half-ripe olives,
tho youngest of all gravely bestowing her mite
in the shape of a pebble, for which sho was
snatched up and merrily whirled round by
Trixie, till both were as breathless ag the laugh-
ing children capering about thom,

“You have not asked the signor yonder for
anything I cried the eldest boy, pointing to
Sir Charles. “Let him put something in the
tambourine, for he smiles and looks as if he
T Tiele Sad & Bt d gl

rixio cast a startled glanco in the direoti

to which the child poinﬁged, and fo;-: mfﬂéﬂ?
sho looked embarrassed. Hor hat had been
discarded, her hair was hanging in disordered
masses on her shoulders, and’ the impationt
littlo fingers olutching at her skirt had rent it
in more than one place. She did not know that
the rich flush her exertions had brought to her
face, and the unstudied grace of her attitudes,
more than compensated in the eyes of the gazer
for a torn dress and dishevelled tresses ; but,
striving to conceal her confusion, she tripped
towards the gate, tho little one still perched on
her shoulder, and, extending the tambourine,
curtsied low before him.

With a laughing protest that, as he had only
arrived at the close of the ballet, it ought to be
repeated for his benefit, Sir Charles drew from
his pocket a handful of small coing; but, in-

stead of dropping these into the tambourine, he | h

flung them on the ground, and the children,
screaming and gesticulating, threw themselves
upon the scattered money ; even the twd-yoars’-
old prattler in Trixie’s arms struggling out of
them to secure her share. -

“You have robbed ma of all my playfellows,”
the young girl pouted, *and transformed them
from happy innocents to mercenary little crea-
tures, who will fight and squabble over the
last scuds.”

“They had victimised you quite long enough,”
he answered, lightly; “and I do not like to see
you sacrificing yourself for the pleasure of that
Yery correct friend of yours;” and he glanced
in the direction of the absorbed sketcher,

*“ I am not half so unselfish as Bessio herself,”
wag the prompt response. *Besides, it is one
of my duties to make myself useful; and if I
choose to exercise my talents for my friend as
well as my patroness, why blame me g’

“Is it your devotion to your duties, most
zealous of demoiselles, that has rendered you
invisible ever since we have been here ?”’

“1 have been like Fortune, easily found if
sought,” she answered, quaintly.
© “But not always ready to smile on the
seeker ; Lady Camilla tells me that you cvince
& strange taste for seclusion.”

“Does she really ?” exelaimed Trixie, her
lip curling a little as she remembered how care-
fully the young widow made madame’s pro-
tégées comprehend that they were de trop in the
salon. “ Why have you spoken of me to her
ladyship ?” ghe demanded the next moment,
with an air of displeasure. “I do mot like to
be diseussed by strangers,”

“Gently, little impetuous! I have not in-
quired into any of your secrets, nor endeavoured
to pry into your affairs de cawr. I have not
even breathed a word of a certain mystification
that first brought us ‘acquaint.’ ”’

“Why speak of me at all to Lady Camilla
Severn? She has never liked me, and, if your
questions arouse her suspiciong——"" *

‘T'hen Trixie stopped suddenly, and hung her
head ; but Sir Charles finished the sentence for
her.

“If my questions aroused her suspicions that
I am inferested—which I certainly am—in the
tricksy sprite who hovers about ma nuseen,
her ladyship might take to asking questions
also, and extort from you, or from me, various
partioulars of our remcontres. But I am pru-
dence personified. 1 have not uttered a word
that could compromise you, my little friend.”

A vivid colour rose to I'rixie’s brow.

“Youare uttering # word now, sir, which I do
not like to hear on your lips. Compromise me,
you said! I had rather go to the Baroness this
moment and tell her the whole extent of m
transgressions against propriety. than leave you
to imagine that I fear anything.you may ree
veal !”

“How thoroughly you misunderstand me !’
Sir Charles exclaimed. “I only spoke in jest,
and, on my honour as a gentleman, it never
has and never will enter mz thoughts to men-
tion in the presence of a third person that we
have met before.” ; .

¢ And yet you spoke of me to Lady Camilla ?”
said Trixie, reverting to her former annoy-

ance. : > "
“ Why should you object to my doing go P**
“Because there exists between that lady and

myself a certain inexplicable and, perhaps, un-

‘reasonable antipathy, that makes us avoid each

other.” : ;
g Er'sha! Camilla is too sensible to nourish

prejudices so absurd ! My dear ,ghild, it is on
your side they exist, not ou hers. ;

“So be it,”” answered Trixie, very tranquilly,
though she smothered no small amount of
angry feeling. “ But your discovery that it isI
alone who am to blamo does not do away with
my dislike to being made the s,}leect of your
conversations with her ladyship. Py :

“Don’t be conceited, ma fille,” said Sir
Charles, who seemed bent on provoking hex:;
“Woe do not talk of you when we are ,t,ogot,her.

“You might find a worse subject, retorted
wilful I'rixie. * Her ladyship owes me some
small thanks for my attentions to her dying
husband.” 7

“T have no doubt that she will prove her gra-
titude by amply requiting you for every service
rendered to Colonel Severn,” Sir Charles rather
stifly answered ; for he detested any allusions
to the man whom he had injured, and thought
she had displayed very bad taste in making one
at such a moment,. . »

“ Do you mean that some day, when she thinks
of it, or you have reminded her of if, she will
gﬁer me money ?”’ asked Trixie, her oyes ‘t}ash-
ing scorn and anger of the suggestion. For
shame, sir! It is not you who should prompt
er to insult me.” :

She walked rapidly away; but he followed,
'&ylﬁ& softly :

*“Now you are cross enough to flash daggers
before mo in reality, as well as look them.
Now you are ready to go back to the villa in a
whirlwind, seold poor Camilla, hurl defiance at
ma tante, quarrel with your friend yonder for
wondering at such a storm in a tea-cup, and
then—-ang then—don’t you know what would be

the climax? Why, you would subside into a

shower of repenting tears,

and long fo -
tunity of flinging yourself g Ioran oppor
wme,”

on your knees before

* You, sir—kneel to you! Neyer— e 17
,“On your knees to me,” g saﬁzi‘ieyl 'per-
sisted, “and entreat my forgiveness for all the
injustice yon have meted to me, as well as m
mediation with the friends your ebullitio {
t,e{nger had pf:ﬁriﬁed." =
* I am not ill-tempered,” pout, rixi
“Oh! no ; ladies never m'e? ngyT;::lgérvoug
and excitable, or somewhat impulsive, and i
to ;nnbbmg;b&mt’s all,” 7 given
rixio pulled to pieces the g
een carrying to Bessie, beforg sggifs;eg:«iltad
‘T was cross, I admit it, am £0 still, whe
ever I think of your plying Lady Camilla 1?5'
questions concerning me, ithought o m](i
have respected my desire to remain ugku g
“Why, so I have. If you would havr;ow_n.
me a more patient hearing, I should hnvegltv?g
you ten minutes ago that the whole extenhoot
my offending simply consisted in this: Iaq
Camilla made a chance allusion to the ouuy
companions of the Baroness, and [ askeod Kow i%
was that I never saw them 3 o which she replied
that she believed tho reason rested with thopa
selves, that they evinced a preference for retire.
ment., Cest tout. Now, wa'amPello, will you
co&éﬂg&nd to be aixflpea.sed 8
own myself very captious and g; o
able ?” demanded Trixie, relaxing into o ::ff:i‘;og
smile. “Must I? It is so humiliating 1o g
obliged to confess onesclfin the Wrong, especi.
g oy e fro
e had diverge m the path that wo
have led her to where Bessie sat, and was smﬁzﬁ
ing bensath an ancient pear-tree, the sunshing
gnd gbndov:is tl}at flickered tl]u'ongh the leaves
ancing and glowing across her flushed cheel,
as sho Yoo sy at e baronet, K
Why do you call mo thatp” he asgked, in
graver mood than her own.
hat else should I eall you? No truo man
lik‘?l 10 be numbered among the noutrals.”
“And you will not clags mo among youy
friends? "And yet T should like to wear youy
colours,”
“In a friendly way? and why? Thero are

Y | w0 questions at once for you, sir; and I shall

ex‘r:elet truthful ul.)xlxswers to bot’h.”

n an amicable way—yes,” the } T

peated. “I am not one of those \:Iﬁ)mfhitxg;
friendship betwixt the sexes impossible; and
you aro too sensible, too discerning, nof to 500
that Uamitid is all I"have to offer. Why do I
ask you to clasp hands with me, and thi{ﬂs of
mo‘l}Jxr_lldb;,P TBeoausehI like you,”

“ Like!” Trixie' echoed, ) i ing i
steaditess, and an eager li:lixtvgifgnlgoi?lgi;ts
her eyes, alth{o‘ugh she endeavoured to E eal?
jestingly, “That is a comprehensiye au(f et
equivocal word. A man likes hig hound ii
horse, and remains faithful fop years to ,sucls
likings; but he also likeg 5 chanee ‘ucquainfz-l
uncg,well enough for a wegk, and then forgets

r.

“ Ay, but he likes with g i
fecling the woman who has not l?gs?te:éec? tte:(ileeﬁ
him of his faults ; to step beyond the barrier to
serve him in the hour of need; and who has
trnsted him. The woman who, to whatever
;:ourse]fute gmy dle&d him will—whenever she
hears him abused—generously lift i
L hi:ldefence-’l’ % ” Y up her voice

“ Always—always !” said Trig;
and no longer withholding herﬁzz’nd But it
was snatohed away ere Sir Charles’ fingers counld
close over it, and she ran to meet Beggiq who had
ab last perceived how she wag uceompm{ied and

: o ; o0 b
ﬁloesnl:‘jg llxexbportfolxo, Was coining to meet

Her cold bow made the baron t
ook disconcerted; yet she w?).s r:czgg?o:;;d
polite, and made no objection when he offered to
escort her and her companion back to the villa,
She even chose to seem unconscious'of the re:
straint her presence imposed, as in almost total
silence th%y strolled along side by side.

They ha neared the grounds of the Conte’s
residence, when Trixie, who had been wandering
along with her eyes fixed on the ground, the
modst slxlent dof thﬁ trio, suddenly raiseq ’them
and exclaimed at the English air th
Pr?sgrnted. ’ 50 endagps

‘ Yes,” gaid Bessie, slowly, “ that pool at the
foot.of the hill, with the mars’h in the foreground,
reminds me of a similar spot in one of the
eastern counties. I have watehed the sctting

'g”bahind just such a sober scene near

tearfully s

sun_d;
Lutfor

The baronet started. Why, that the pl
to which ho had onea joun ot St
tez:yiew with his bride? et e o
Do you, then, know that neighbourhood 7’

he demanded, with some hesitation, for he saw
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that Trixie had detected his start, and was
curiously regarding him.

“Intimately,” said Bessie, her own colour
rising, as if it cost her an effort to make the
avowal.

Sir Charles walked on for some paces
struggling with the warring feelings that pos-
sessed him. There was a certain degree of signifi-
cance in Bessie’s tones that assured him she was
not ignorant of the marriage links that now
girded and chafed him terribly ; .and although
he had little, if anything, to reproach himself
for; his pride had always revolted at anyone

nowing how irrevocably he was bound to the
ugly, dwarfed, and illiterate niece of a usurer.

Furtively he glanced at I'rixie; did she, too,
know the secret thathad made him the reckless,
careless fellow he was? Did both these young
girls despise, or, perhaps, laugh in their sleeves
at his fettered condition? The husband of g
wife who refused to live with him, and who made
him an annual allowauce, which seemed like a
bribe to keep him at bay, while she spurned
his authority and gerhaps disgraced his name by
the life she led and the associates she preferred
to his companionship. 3

Still he could not resist putting another
question to Bessie. “5

. ‘“Some few years since thero was a person
living near Lutford who called herself Miss or
Mrs. Goldryng.  Can you, who know the
village so intimately, say whether she still resides
there ?”’ :

Trixie, who had been a few steps in advance,
stopped and looked over her shoulder fo hear the
réply. It camd slowly but with strange decision.

“1f Sir Charles Ormsby really wishes to know
this, let him go to Lutford himself, and seek
there the person he mentions. She has been
too long forgotten.” :

“Who says so?” he demanded, haughtily.
= Ar? you authorised by anyone to tell me
this P” :

But regretting directly that he had betrayed
his annoyance by the question, he raised his hat
to the two girls, and, muttering an apology,
turned into another path and left them to finish

‘their walk alone,

As soon as he had disappeared, Trixie caught
her friend by the arm, asking, eagerly :

“ Why did you say this to him? What—oh!
what is it you know of the neglectod—the hated
wife of Sir Charles Ormsby ?”

Bessie’'s only reply was to fold her arms
around the querist, and with a sorrowful “ Oh!
Trixie—Trixie!” burst into a flood of tears,

which had searcely been wiped away when the

sound of voices warned them both that they
must harry to the villa if they would avoid the
Baroness, who, with her hosts, was taking a
farewell ramble in the grounds, g

CHAPTER XXV.

‘“GOME, BRING THEM AWAY—BRING THEM
AWAY.”

At last the visit Tady Camilla considered such
an agreeable break in the monotony of a journey,
undertaken with no livelier companion than
Madame Caspares, had come to an end. After
many adieux and polite speeches on both sides,
the hospitable Conte and Contessa saw their
guosts depart.

for the first mile or so, Sir Charles Ormsby
rode beside the carriage unchecked; but when
the Baroness had settled herself comfortably,
made a moan over the various small sams she
had felt herself called upon to bestow upon the |
servants of her hosts; she recollected that her
nephew was infringing the rules she laid down,
and bluntly told him so. :

“1 could not turn M{ou out of the Conte’s
house, Charlie,” she added, * or, depend on it,
your stay there would have beon a short one,
for I do not like to be set at defiance.” :

“ As if I dreamed of such rudeness, ma tante I” |
he exclaimed, half laughing at, half deprecat-
ing, her displeasure, ‘“Of course, if you coin- |
mand my absence, I shall cerfuinly obey; bub
1 have contrived to lame my horse, and cannot
hurry him. If you will not permit my escor’ﬁ,"
must either drop behind or take another road.

“If you do either, how are we to insure decent

accommodation to-night ?”’ asked madame, pee- |

vishly. “The Contessa tells me that all the
hotels at the town where we propose resting are
execrable, and that we must contrive to obtain
beds at some private house. I thought you would
have arranged this for us. What is the use of
a male escort if we are loft, after all, to pace
the streets of a dirty Italian town after sunset,
gearehing for accommodation P’ :

¢ I cannot help poor Morcar’s lameness, so
pray don’t take such an accusing tone,” was
the good-humoured reply. “My servant is a
shrewd, useful fellow, If you will lot me send

him on in my place, I believe he will secure com-
fortable apartments far more quickly and
cleverly than I should.”

*Cannot he ride your lame hotse and let you
proceed on his P’

“No,” said the baronef, decidedly. “ When
my horse is in pain, I let no one attend to him
in whose tender mercies I cannot have the fullest
reliance. Edwards is an excellent servant, as [
Just told you, but he is too impatient to be a
good horse-keeper.”’

“It seems as if it was done on purpose,”’
muttered the Baroness, impatiently, who did
not like to be thwarted even in the merest
trifle, and whose sense of decorum had been
shocked by discovering at a late hour on the
previous night that the Lady Camilla was giving
audience at her window to a gentleman whom
she naturally concluded to be her impetuons
nephey. “They will marry by-and-by, I sup-
pose, like two fools as they are,” she mentally
added ; * but they might pay decent respect to
the name of tihe good man wlom I shrewdly sus-
pect his wife's penchant for flivting brought to
such an untimely end.

“You may have your own way to-day, Sir
Charles,” she proceeded to tell him. aloud, with
a look so significant that Trixie, who had chosen
to be absorbed in Murray s * Handbook,’” telt her
risible muscles relaxing, and knew that the
baronet perceived it. ‘ Your horse’s lameness
shall be your excuse for keeping us within sight
to-day, while your man rides on to arrange for
our comfort this evening. Butas I am not in
the humour for conversation, and Lady Camilla
must be fatigued from keeping such late vigils
last night, we’ll not trouble you to approach us
again till we halt for refreshment.”

Lady Camilla reddened so furiously that the
baronet perceived it, and determined at some
more favourable opportunity to demand from
madame an explanation of her speech, The
character of his devotion to the lovely widow
must have strangely changed when his doubts
were so ready to awaken.

Much against his will, Sir Charles was now
banished to the rear, where he jozged on hour
after hour, catehing no glimpse of the occu-
pants of the carriage, save when Trixie once
seized a moment when the attention of her
companions was otherwiso engaged to peep ab
him. However, he solaced himself with in-
numerable cigars and attempts to define his plan
of proceedings when he returned to Bugland.
He was in honour bound to make Lady Camilla
his wife; but ere he counld do this, he must
obtain the consent of Liz Goldryng for their
ill-assorted union to be dissolved. He did not
imagine that there would be much difficulty in
doing this. She had so carefully avoided him,
that he felt convinced she would be as eager
to be free as he was to make her so. His
first step, therefore, would be to visit the
lawyers who had once befors been his medium
of communication with the reserved girl, and,
through them, propose to her that the formal
marriage should be as quietly and expeditionsly
annulled as the technicalities of the law would
permit, This train of thought somehow brought
him round to Bessie’s admission on the previous
evening. She knew Lutford; ay, aud she
knew—or he was curiously ~mistaken -— the'
nature of the errand that had once led hin
‘thither. It was very provoking that a man’s
private affairs were always pried into by some
indifferent person or other ; and he gave o long,
low whistle as he imagined the grave, quict
Bessie confiding to Madame Caspares the fact
that the nephew whose celibacy she had so
long deplored was not only a married man, but
the husband of a wile whose appearance and
parentage he could not recall without emotions
akin to horror.

“ I must endeavour to find out how much
this girl knows, and make her my friend,” he
eoncluded ; * for if she told tales to ma tante,
ma tante would consider herself justified in re-
eating all she learned to Camilla; and if my

lady f;,i’r mustbeinformed that I am Benedict, the

-married man, I prefer her hearing the tale from
{|my own lips.
{much to reveal, and how much to leave unsaid.

I should know preecisely how

L will not have the one tault of my father's
youth brought to light, now that he is no more.”
Then, in softer and more melanchoiy mood,
he recalled happy hours spent with the indul-
gent parent, whose memory he was eager to

from a reverie to find himself within a few feet
of the carriage, which had stopped at the door of
an inn, so dirby and uninviting m appearance,
that the Baroness, although not oppressed with
much nicety of appetive, acknowledged that she
could not eat her luncheon m{é:in its walls.
They were now travelling through mountain
goenery, that grew wilder and more romantic at

shield from smirch or stain, and started at last |

every moment; and when Trixie proposed thak
they should endeavour to obtain some bread a%
the village bakery, and then, driving on, un-
pack the basket of dainties with which the Con-
tessa had insisted on providing them, beside the
first stream they saw, not a dissenting voice was
raised.

“The young ladies whom I take under my pro.
tection,” the Baroness observed, as she gave the
driver a sign to proceed, “ought to remember
that it is not their province to suggest plans for
my guidance. I wish you Wel‘G'DOt 80 Impetuous,
child. However, as your mo_twe wasa ,g,'ood one,
I will overlook your error of judgment. :

% She is very young,” murmured Lady Camilla,
holding her parasol so that it shaded her face
from a gust of wind that came eddying down =
ravine. * We onght to excuse a greatmany things
in girls who have not had the advantage of living
in society.”

“I am not so sure that it wonld be an advan-
tage to live in the society of which your sarcastic
ladyship is an ornament,” Trixie retorted, sotto
voce, with a mutinous look, which made the
amused Sir Charles shake his head at her from
his place of vantage behind the portly Baroness,
whose sharp reply betokened that she did not
allow anyone to find fault with her protégées but
herself.

“1 have always cherished an idea that asso-
ciating with me, their friend and patroness, was
the best education these young girls could have.
I hope it has not been a mistaken one, Lady
Camilla.”

The young widow, too wary to be drawn into
an apology, smiled sweetly, as she pressed the
hand of the Baroness, and demanded, in her
softened accents :

“ Do I not know from experience that no young
female could have a kinder, wiser friend than
Madame Casparos ?”’ :

Madame’s dry “ Humph !’ had a dissatisfied
sound, as if she rated Lady Camilla’s blandish-
ments at their true value ; but nothing more was
said ; for the driver had just quickened his pace,
and was pointing to a lovely little glen, so shady,
so secluded, that it looked precisely the spot for
a meal al fresco, especially as the murmur of a
waterfall was heard in its depths.

In a few minutes the carriage had been drawn
up at the roadside, and the little party, headed
by the Baroness leaning on the arm of Sir
Charles, were making their way across some
rough ground towards a charming nook, where
nimble Trixie soon improvised & dining-table,
and, with broad green leaves for her dinner-
service, arranged the cold chickens and patds
Bessie found in the Contessa’s basket.

Everyone was hungry, and so everyone un-
bent, esFecially as the viands were delicious,
and the fresh air in which they were discussed
odorous with the wild flowers of the mountain
range over which the zephyrs swept. Madame
Caspares, lulled by the sound of the little cas-
onde, leaned back against the tree, beneath
which ‘I'rixie had heaped moss for her seat, and
tell into a doze ; and Lady Camilla forgot to be
cold and satirical when Sir Charles conrteously
drew their young companions into the light,
cheerful chat he instituted.

Presently the Baroness awoke, and looked ab
her wateh. The sun was beginning to decline,
and there were somoe leagues to be traversed
before they could arrive at the destined halting-
place. At the sound of her voice the quartette
started asunder, aud everyone rose, but it was
with reluctance. Lady Camilla had asked Sir
Charles a question respecting a tour he once
made in the Hebrides, and this had led him to
give such an amusing sketch of persons and
places he had seen in the Northern isles, that
even Bessie was sorry when he was inter-
rupted.

While the baronet went in search of the car-
riage, which was no longer in the spot where
they bad left it, Lady Camilla stepped daintily
down to the stream to dip her white fingers in
its cool waters, and Bessie took out her sketch-
book to dash in a rough outlino of a scene she
was never likely to behold again,

Trixie, who was an enthusiastic admirer of
ner friend’s talents, was kneeling beside her,
assisting to steady the book, and smilingly
watching the ranid strokes, that wounld be ela-
borated by-and-by into such a spirited repre-
sentation of the scene, when madame uttered a
slight exclamation, that induced both of them
%0 look rouna.

Unperceived, nnheard by either of the ladies,
seven or eight roughly-dressed men, each carry-
ing a stiletio, and a pair of pistols stuck in his
belt, had approached them, and their leader, hat
in hand, was bowing to the startled Baroness.

[To be continuned.]

\ Badly Matched’’ commenced in No, 557 and
Part OXXXVI,
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PARIS FASHIONS.

We will deseribe two morning dresses that will
be suitable for married ladies.

One is made of dark blue Indian cashmere,
and trimmed with black woollen guipure. 'The
skirt is trimmed with a deep flounce. Over
it falls a Polonaise, loose in front, and close-
fitting behind, trimmed at the edge with three
rows of black soutache, heading a woollen
guipure about three inches deep. This guipure
comes up the front of the tuuic, forming
coquillés, crossed at intervals by blue faille
bows. The same guipure forms a ruff round the
neck outside one of pleated cambric. The
sleeves are frimmed to correspond, with
coquillés, guipure revers, and blue silk bows,

The other dress is a sort of Princess peignoir
of gray cashmere, richly embroidered all down
the front with gray silk of two or three shades.
A loose sleeveless Lonis XV, paletot is worn over
the peignoir, rendering it more dressy. 'I'his
paletot is embroidered like the skirt,and further
ornamented with a band of gray feathers and
bows of gray faille with long ends.

OUne is made of dark maroon faille and velvet
of the same colour. The back of the skirt is
entirely made of velvet, and forms the quad-
ruple fold which imparts such majesty to a
train. 'The faille front is crossed by a velvet
scarf piped with faille. This scarf falls from
the waist on the left side, and loses itself under

" the velvet folds of the train half a yard from
the edge of the skirt on the right side, Be-
neath this scarf the front of the skirt is trimmed
with a pleated faille flounce, headed with a
velvet bonillon piped with faille. The velvet
bodice has pointed basques in front and behind,
edged with a narrow faille pleating. Broad
loops of handsome faille ribbon fall en cascade
over the velvet train. 'The faille sleeves are
trimmed with faille pleatings and velvet-drawn
bouillons. .

This is a very ladylike walking-dress i—

Skirt of myrtle-green Indian cashmere, with
flounp:. ‘erossed, as a heading, by biais bands
of uiyrtle-green satin. Tablier, with two lapels
Lehind, one rounded, the other pointed, edged
with a satin biais. Louis XV. paletot, trimmed
with satin biais, 5

I am, at this moment of the year, obliged to
yive descriptions of ball-dresses, to keep in with
the movement of fashionable society. - But, as
I have lately described several, I will to-day
confine myself to  travestissements ”” for fancy
balls.

There is, first, a Norman peasant from the
opulent ““ Pays de Caur.” The short petticoat is
of buttercup-coloured cashmere, trimmed at the
bottom with two bands of black velvet. Over
this petticoat is tucked up a dress of oranve-
and-black striped stuff, edged with velvet. The
gigot sleeves are of the same material. The
black velvet bodice is out square in front over
a fine cambric pleating. The smart apron is
provided with a. bib, and made of shot sillk,
Then the gigantioc Canchoise cap, much orna-
mented with net and lace, is fastened on the
hatr by two large gold pins. Orange-silk stock-
ings, with black satin shoes ornamented with
paste buckles, Round the neck a broad black
velvet. ribbon, with a Norman cross attached,

A Louis XV. ecostume for a lad of sixteen :—

Blue taffetas coat, with white silk revers ;
puffed under-sleeves made of fino cambrie, and
completed by lace ruffs. Paste buttons. Long
white satin waisteoat. Blue silk breeches,
white silk  stockings fastened with blue
garters, and black shoes with paste buckles
and red heels.

Dairymaids’ costumes may be mado very
cheaply out of brown holland and searlet braid.
Gracefully and picturesquely tucked up over
a scarlet petticoat, with a bib apron, and the
coquettish little cap placed en coup de vent over
tho braided coiffure, the whole ‘effect is both
pigquant and pretty.

“(Description of Engravings on pages 200 and 201.)
No. 1. —LACE: HONITON AND POINT
BRAID.

For directions for working lace, see Nos. iy
2, and 8 of our Point Lace Sup plements, given
with No. 517 and the April Part; No. 523 and
the May Part; also with No, 526 and the June
Part of 1874

All maferials for laco are supplied from the

London Publishing Office of this Journal on

jvﬁtiexgg ctvf éta‘.mps'd or P.0.0. for the amount.
st-office orde b

st DiG st s should be made payable

In the United States and Canada, materials

. for the lace designs may be had from Mrs,”

the tail and claws.

Gurney, New York P.O. Box 3527, or No. 98.‘?,
Atlantic Avenue, Brooklyn. Prices upon appli-
cation. The Point Lace Instruction Supple-
ments may be had from Mrs. Gurney, for 10c.

Nos. 15 AND 17.—FLOWERS IN EMBROI-
DERY.

For dotting about at intervals any articles

MATERIALS FOR 1 YARD OF Laom: 5 yards needing ornamentation, such as sachets,cushions
of blain wido braid; 8 JATSR.Of narrow braid; | o, This embroidery will s ol Lacy casy

1} yard of Honiton braid ; two balls of thread, t

No. 250 ; one reel of cotton.—Price of mate- ked over 4
Fials and posiigle %o, B e o0 Lo v‘:::‘d:. over, and the paper torn away a

parent linen of 4 yard, 1s. Materials, trac-
ing, and work begun, 4s. 3d.

Nos. 2, 5, AND 6.—GOLD ORNAMENTS.

o work if a tracing is made on tissuo pa.(per,
ters

The Proprietors of Tur YouNe LaADIns' Jourwat

beg respectfully to inform their numerous subscribers
that they have made arrangements with Messrs,
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, W., and 48,

No. 2 shows a new design for gold pendant ; | Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with their

No. 5, ear-ring ; and No. 6, brooch.
ments are in fine gold, without gems.

Thes - | best Scotch fingering :—Black, white, and mixed
R drabs, 4s. 3d, per Ib. All other ’colours.’5s. 2d. perlb.
. Andalusiun and Shetland wools, from 9s, 6d. to 12s,

Rt per 1b.

No. 8.—GILT PIN FOR THE HAIR,

The ornament is a gilt corn-flower, and would
look very pretty in the hair for evening-dress,

No. 4—BOUQUET-HOLDER,

THE HOME.
COOKERY,
BaxED MAcKEREL.—Clean the fish, take out

This pretty holder is in the form of a quivet | the roes, fill up with forcemeat, and sew up

of arrows.

No. 7.—POINT LACE.
See directions for No. 1.

, the slit. ¥lour and pub them ina dj ;
ey and tails alternately vgith the roes, a.mllsgét}:::‘g:
each layer put some little pieces of butter, and
pepper and salt. Bake for half an hour, and
serve either with melted butter or a maitre

MATERIALS FOR 1 YARD: 10 yards of braid; | d’hétel sauce,

31 yards of pearl edge; one skein of thread,
N%o.yll; one 1%@1 of cotton, No. 50.—Prico of
materials and postage, 2s.
on transparent linen, 8d.
and work begum, 3s. 8d,

ForceEMEAT FOR THE ABOVE AND Vantoys

Tracing of § yard | K1NDs or Iisu.—Mix together the following
Materials, tracing, | ingredieuts carefully, mincing them finely :—
1 oz fresh butter, 1 oz suet, 1 0z fat bacon, one
small tea-spoonful of minced savoury herbs, in-
cluding parsley, a little onion, if liked, salt,

No. 8 —RUFFLE WITH FEATHER BAND. | nutmeg, and cayeune to taste, and 4 oz bread-

The ruffle is of lisse.: The feather band is
finished with a bow of ribbon.

crumbs. Beat up an egg and moisten with it,
and work the wiole very smoothly together.
Oysters or anchovies may be added, and will be

—_—— found a great improvement.

No. 9.—BORDER OF HANDKERCHIEF:
HONITON AND POINT BRAID,

See directions for No. 1.

Scorcr Cornopsi—Cut the temains of some

cold roast veal into about the thickness of cuts
lets, rather larger than a crownspiece, flour the

MaTrRIALS: 1 yard each of two patterns of | eat well, and fry a light brown colour in

Honiton braid ; 8 yards of plain” braid; 2}
yards each of two fancy braids; 4 yards of
pearl edge; 1 reel of cotton, No. 70; two
balls, No. 250, of Mecklenburgh - thread;
Brussels net, 1s, 64, Price of materiils and
postage, 4s. 6d. Tracing on transparent
linen of quarter of handkerchief, from which
the whole can be worked, 1s. 6d. Materials,
tracing, and work begun, 7s.

The net should in all cases be allowed to remain

under the braid where it-is at all practicable, to make % Ib when mashed; add to th

butter ; dredge again with flour, and add half a
pint of water, pouring it in by degrees; set it
on the fire, and, when it boils, add an onion and
a blade of pounded mace, and let it simmer very
gently for three-quarters of an hour; flavour the
gravy with a table-spoonful of lemon-juice, half
a tea-spoonful of peel, two table-spoonfuls of
sherry, and a table-spoonful of mushioom
ketchup. Give one boil, and serve,

Poraro Puppineg.—Boil sufficient potatoes
ese 2 oz

and the strongest and neatest possible work is butter, two eggs well beaten, } pint of milk,
needed to keep the braid from wearing away three table-spoonfuls of sherry, a little salt, the

from the net in washing.

The net, with a little | ping and juice of a small lemon, and 2 oz sugar ;

dexterity in working, may be hidden under the | Leat all these ingredients well together. Put

thicker parts of the braid; or the groundwork | 4}, pudding into a buttered pie.dish, and bake
may be all of point de Bruxelles instead of net. for rather more than halt an hour. 'L'o enrich
Lhis would be stronger, though, of course, not it, add a few pounded almonds, and increase the

80 quickly worked.

Nos. 10 axND 11.—-MONOGRAMS IN SATIN-
STITCH FOR CORNERS OF HANDKER-
CHIEFS, &c.

Nos. 12, 13, aAnp 16. — SQUARE AND
BORDER IN GUIPURE NETTING. |

quantity of eggs and butter.,

CARE FOR DAUGHTERS,

WouLp you show yourself really good o you

daughters P Then A g
truer sense than heaping trinkets on their necks,
Train them for independence first, and then

be generous to them in £

abour to give it to them. ILet them, as soon

as ever they aro grown up, have some little

These designs are useful for a variety of pur- money, or means of making monay. £ L
poses, such as antimacassars, eurtains, sachets, own, a.;ld teach them how tfdeal w)i'éh ‘i)t,lzsitiix}:::

covers, pincushion-tops, &c., &e.

Full direc- needing every moment gomebody to help them.

tions for working guipure netting were given in | aleulate what you give them on will. b -
our Guipure Netting Supplements, presented | 4, them, not, as is usunally done, on the Zﬂzﬁﬁe};
with Nos. 254 and 255 of this Journal. These | ¢ thaiy making a rich marriage, but o poe

directions are kept in print for the convenience

probability of their remaining single, and accord.

of new subscribers, and can be had from the ing to the scale of living to which you ‘h
London publishing office of this Journal for |, anstomed them. Suppress their luxgrie nt)vv:

three stamps. No. 13 shows, in a greatly in. |

f need be, but do not leave them with scarcel

oreased size, the mode of tying the new stitch | pare necessaries hereatter, in striking contragt

introduced into the cornets of this design, the ito their resent home. Ab 1
foundation of which is shown in diagram No. 15 |4, help tlﬁamselves. o

of the Guipure Netting Supplements ; it is in

help th,
Fit them to be a.blepto a?ilg

to their own means rather than to be for ever

point de reprise or darning-stitch. Squares of pinching and economising Hill thete i
guipure netting, separated by.satin ribbon, are narrowed and their heartgs e Biok.mgi%: :rﬁ

still very fashionable for antimacassars.

the culture you can to every power they may

e /| bossess. If they should marry, after all, th
r it %

No. 14.—LIZARD IN JET.
~ The foundation is of wadding.

;&ig b(}a‘ thl?i happier and the better fo

s viey should remain among the million of the un«
This is | married, they will bl ou i

covered with silk or some thin black material, say of What camnoh bo. soul b mo

you what cannot be said of many a

then thickly worked over with small jet beads. |doting “pavent by his surviving child, * My

It is intended for ornamenting hatbs, or to be |father cared that I should be happy after his

worn in the hair. TFine wire will be needed in |death as well as while I was hit pet and his,
. Y : o

to,
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ZOE’'S TRUST.,

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ SIR ROGER’S WARD,” * EATRINE,”’
‘A WINNING HAZARD,” ETC., ETC,

CHAPTER XXVIII.
ANNIE obeyed the invalid without one touch
of embarrassment.

Her nun-like dress seemed a type of her
spirit, which, young and lovely as she was,
did not mingle with the earthly loves or feelings
of her sex. For a ‘quarter of an hour or more,
the low confidence went on,

Annie’s lips were tightly closed, as if to check
one whisper from escaping them, and her hands
Wire clasping the very pillow by which she
Ba

, Whatever was the nature of the communica-
tion, it evidently excited strong interest and
agitation in her breast, which she sternly
crushed back from outward sign.

“Itis a miserable tale of crime and suffering,”
she said, when he concluded ; “and you have no'
proof—none 7’ :

“ No, no—all has been taken from me: T am
& desolate wanderer. I may be rejected by my
nearest and dearest, and perish in solitude and
obscurity !”” he moaned. -

* And if it were so—if your conscience is clear
and stainless, then thank Heaven from your
heart,”” returned the nurse, firmly. ““I have no
such blessing. I am but striving to work an
atonement for disobedience and a parent’s curse,
And I, like you, have had my love erushed and
betrayed, and can only scorn’ him I once wor-
shipped so blindly. I have Eastern blood and
Eastern passions in my veins,” she went on,
““and it is hard to school them, even under this
saintly garb.

“ However,” she resumed, after a brief pause,
“it is of you, not myself, I would speak. If
you owe me any gratitude for my aid, then you
must so far obey me as to banigh everything
from your thoughts that will retard your reco-
very. I shall not, perhaps, be so much with you
for the future, for I have other claims on my
care, and you can do without it now that you
are stronger. Promige me to be patient and
brave till I have formed some plan of action for
you when you leave my hospital,” she added,
with a smile.

I should be worse than an ingrate to refuse,”
he said. ““I willdo my best; but it is a mad-
dening, feverish memory to rankle in one’s
heart when I think of the past and of her.”

* Then rise above misfortune ; prove yourself
worthy of aid by bracing up your own powers,”
returned Annie, with an animating look, “It
were poor excuse to one who may gven now be
suffering if you yield yourself like a coward
to dgspair. Your life is in your own hands
now.”’

““ You are a heroine,” said the sufferer, faintly,
““and ought to make men heroes. Well, I will
strive not to discredit your goodness.”

The sound of carriage-wheels was heard at the
moment, and Annie, after a fow brief arrange-
ments for the sufferer’s comfort, left the room
to meet her new charge, whose arrival was thus
heralded.

There was an ominous slowness and delay in
the process of conveying the patient from the
carriage to the house.

But at length it wag accomplished, and, borne
on pillows, and carried slowly and carefully by
her servants and Dr, Lomax, the valetudinarian
aunt of Theresa Marchmont, the weak wife of
the mature Mr. Lefanu, was laid on the cool
couch in the Sister Annie’s quiet dwelling.

‘Would she quit it again in life ? was a pro-
blem yet to be solved.

* * * #* %

In the midst of all this agitation and discord
its innoeent cause was pursuing her sad a.mi
painful way, uncheered or unaided by any
friendly voice or counsel,

“ Where are we togo when we get to London,
Miss Zoe ?”” asked Rose,in a strangely-fretful

one.

: I cannot tell yet, Rose. Why do you ask ?”
said her young mistress, gently.

“Only"I hope it won't be long, for I’ve
got such a headache,” replied the maid, in un-
usually plaintive tones.

ve me the baby, and try to lie back and
sleep,” said her mistress, kindly,

ub reely responded to the gentle
sympathy. :
For once she was deaf anq fratful, even with
Miss Zoe.

And the poor girl felt that g new apprehen-
sion was coming on her, of more fatal evils
than had yet entered within her imagination,

It was but too fatally true.

Ere the train stopped at the Great Western
terminus, Rose was scarcely able to support

herself from rapidly increasing illness, and Zoe,
alone in a great and monster city, was utterly
bewildered as to her destination even for &
night’s shelter.

“Could you direct me to any plain, respect-
able lodging #’ she said, pleadingly, to the
porter, who had taken charge of her few goods.

“ Why, yes, miss—ma’am, only they may not
be good enough for you,” said the man, civilly,
influenced, perhaps, as much by the beauty
and the sweet tones as the silver coin glitter.
ing in the pretty white hand. .

“Oh! yes, if it is clean and safe, it will be
all I wish for!” exclaimed the -girl, eagerly.

“ Well, it’s that, anyhow,” returned the man,
“It’s just at my own mobher’s sister’s, and she’s
as clean and good a body as ever washed a floor,
and will see that no harm happens so long as
you don’t offend her, ma’am.” "

He ejaculated the last word with some hesi-
tation, as his head turned from the young face
to the infant she held.

“Thanks—thanks; T shall be too grateful,”
returned Zoe, relieved from a pressing terror.
“ Will you give me her address ?”’ g

“It's just No. 6, Frederick Street, miss,”
replied the man ; “ and you’ve only to say that
her nephesy, Bill Waters, sent you. Her name’s
Lavis, miss, and a decent woman you’ll find
her, if you know how to take her. ~All right,
cabbie I

The cabman mounted his box, received the
direction from Mr. William Waters, and drove
off.

Zoo breathed more freecly for a fow seconds,
then the difficuls breathing and moaning
plaint of poor Rose recalled all her terrors.

How could she expect to be received with an
invalid, perhaps, in the first stage of some in-
fection P

And her charge—the trust she had taken on
herself—would he be spared the danger? It
was not in_her nature to think of the more
personal miseries threatening her,

But the rapidly increasing illness of poor
Rose sufficiently engrossed her thoughts ; and
when the cab stopped at the humble dwelling,
she trembied lest she should be refused ad.
mittance on that groand,

Luckily, Mrs. Lavis had an eye to business,
and her rooms had been long empty.

A week’s rent in advance, and two shillings
more than she had ever yet received for her
seanty accommodation, carried the day.

And in less than half an hour, the daughter
of Sir Philip Marchmont, of Hill House, was
settled in two small rooms, with a large closet
by way ot trois, within the bedroom.

Not even the fresh country air, and flowers,
and trees were there to compensate for the close
Erivation of that badly-furnished apartment ;

ut at least it was a shelter, and the suffering
Rose was undressed without delay, and placed
in the bed which was intended for the principal
personage among its inmates.

—

CHAPTER XXIX.

“It’s all very fine talking, young weman, buf
that won’t pay my rent,” "said Mrs. Lavis,
angrily, standing before the pale and trembling
Zoe, with a defiant attitude that gave double
emphasis to her words. “Of course, I was a
simpletonto let you in without a reference or
anything of the sort, only you spoke so fair and
oﬁgred me rent in advance, which I suppose
was only a blind. But I'll not be im¥osed upon
any longer, that I won’t, and you shall leave my
house to-morrow if you won’t pay me to-day,
and many would turn you oub neck and crop
without any notice at all.”” -

*“ Only give me a little time; I will pay- you
every shilling,” said the poor, trembling girl.
It was owing to poor Rose being so ill that I
could not keep up the rent,” she went on; “but
I think she is a little betber now, and I shall
soon be able to leave her and earn what is
necessary, You may trust me—indeed you
may,” she said, pitifully,

“Oh! yes, you can talk, and no mistake ; but,
you see, that doesn’t find me my money, and I'm
00 poor myself to go without, though I always
pay my way like an honest woman, whatever

fair-spoken ladies do, if you call lyourself a
lady,” returned Mrs. Lavis, sneeringly. ¢ No—
no, I won’t go from my word. I’ll have my

money, or else out yowll troop to-morrow, sick
woman and all. ~ And I don’t believe your tale
neither about the baby; I daresay if’s yours,
and she’s as bad as yourself when she’s well,”
Poor Zoe! She was ill-fitted to cope with
such coarse harshness, but a faint voice from
the next room and the infant’s wail came ab the
moment to rouse her courage to grapple with the

emergenocy,

“You shall have it, then,” she said, desper-
ately, “But leave us now, please, for Rose is
waking from her sleep, and would be disturbed
by talking. I quite understand, and I will pre.
pare by to-morrdw.’’

The landlady was, perhaps, somewhat sub.
dued by the girl’s refined and gentle manner,
albeit she scarcely comprehended its spell on
her rude tongue.

But she slowly and sullenly left the room with
a toss of the head that said more plainly than
words :

“You'd better, or it will be the worse for
you.”

Zoe remained motionless for a few seconds.

repare.  Yes, but for what?  For the
payment of her rent, or for becoming houses
less with the two helpless ones depending on
her? 'The thought was paralyzing, and for
the moment the brave girl was sunk in despair.

“What can I do? Oh! merciful Heaven !
help me,” she gasped, oclasping together hex -
small hands.

The sharp-pointed setting of the ring she.
wore, and which she had never had the courage
to draw from its resting-place, recalled her from
the torpor that was benumbing her faculties.
It seemed almost like a Providence that she had
not returned the jewel to its donor. It was
valuable; so much she knew even by her ace
quaintance with precious gems and settings—
there could be no doubt of that. And it might
bring, at least, temporary means of warding off
the imminent danger from the doomed ones
under her charge.

She rapidly passed into the next room, where
Rose was dozing in the languor of first conva-

escence,

“ Rose—dear Rose, listen; will you try and
keep quiet while I am gone?”’ ghe whispered.
“I will not be long, and you will not want any-
thing till I return.”

The girl dreamily assented, and Zoo hastily
tied a thick veil over her face, and, wrapping
herself in a cloak that had served for a carriage«
wrap in happier days, took the baby-boy in her
arms, and prepared to sally from the house.

She literally shuddered when she found her-
self in the crowded streets, which were so utterly
unknown to her, and so terrifying to her inex-
perience.

Sir Philip Marechmont’s daughter had never
been alone, even in the quaint, quiet streets of
the familiar town of Shrewsbury. And now she
was plunged in the very heart of the busy
metropolis on an errand that in itself was
enough to sicken her to the very death. But
sho said to herself : 3

‘* It is for his child—his child that the gift ig
to be sacrificed ;”” and that women’s love which
nothing could quench, warmed the chill veins and
:_nima.ted the shivering limbs to renewed oxer-
ion.

Zoe’s aim was to find some shop where she
could dispose of her treasure, and she hastily
paused in every window in anxious hope of ter«
minating her wretched suspense.

But at more than one of the smaller jewellers
she entered she was repulsed with rude sus-
picion, and she wandered on till she had well-
nigh reached the terminus of the Great Western
Railway before she arrived at any more Pro«
mising place at which to vend her precious
treasure.

It was a bright, sparkling window, and Zoe
looked furtively inside to form some opinion of
the persons within ere she again ventured on
the perilous attempt.

t was an elderly, somewhat kindly-looking
man who stood behind the counter, Still she
hesitated, warned by her failures, till the sudden
access to the throng in the streets hastened her
decision. A train had arrived, and cabs and foot.
gassengers were hastening to their respective

ouses.

Zoo shrank within the recess of the double
window, too shyly confused even to remember
that the veil which had shaded her fair young
face was raised in her anxious speculations, and
the eyes that were riveted on her could peruse
her features unobserved, with a choking emotion
that ignored every other circumstance of the
scene.

A recent traveller by the in-coming train lin-
gered in perplexed observation close to her une
conscious self, till she turned to enter the shop;
then the words came that could scarcely have

been clear enough to attract a less sensitive

ear :

* Zoe—dearest Zoo !” e

She started suddenly. All the visions of #he
past rushed on her mind, The miseries of the
present were forgotten in that rieh, beloved
voics, Yet she did not respond to its call, save
by that involuntary start,

Then she was mate, calm, spite of all which
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was demanded of her by that well-known and
still beloved voice.

“Zoe,” it said—* dearest Zoe, do I find you
thus, my own beloved ?”

She gave one glance of terrified repugnance.

It was Algernon. She could not doubt it in
that agitated moment ; and yet how changed in
the brief space !

Pale, wan, haggard, her own treacherous lover
—the husband of Theresa—the father of the
babe in her arms—stood at her side. =~

The woman’s sympathy stirred within her;
but, as it seemed to her even then, for some
needless and artful contrivance for such base
mangeuvres.

“ Go—go,” she said. “Itis all I ask. You
dare not refuse.”

An unutterable, unfeigned look of despairing
gorrow passed over Sydney’s fine features.

‘¢ Zoe, is it possible? You shun—jyou do not
welcome me.”’

“Noj; soleave me. I cannot bear it. Go—
go, if you would not kill me,” she exclaimed,
hurriedly. “You have no right to haunt me. I
want only peace.”

¢ And this is all, after our long, cruel separa-
tion—all my sufferings, Zoe,” he said, in a voice
of pleading pathos. a

““You insult me. You must think me below
contempt to dare use such language,” she said,
angrily. “Mr. Sydney, I shall claim protection
if you go on to harass me thus.””

She was well-nigh frantic, poor girl, at the
unnecessary delay.

Her task was so risky and distressing, her
fears for Rose, her horror at the discovery of her
identity so alarming, that it might excuse the
impatient injustice of the command.

“I will leave you on one condition, that you
answer me truly, as I have a right to ask, Zoe.
Are you indeed faithless? and where is your
husband, or the partner of your guilt? I can
scarcely hope for aught but the worst to ses you
thus alone, and in trouble. Oh! Zoe, be true—
tell me, and I will be your friend even now.”’

She clasped the babe to her arms, and drew
herself up as haughtily as a princess.

“Not another word. You have already out-
raged me enough. I cannot answer for myself
if you persist.”

Algernon looked bewildered, heart-stricken.
Even the agitated Zoe could not mistake the
evident and ill-repressed agitation of his looks
and tones. Yet when she remembered the past,
when even the babe in her arms pressed against
her bosom, she could but despise the consummate
avting ; and, with a peremptory, almost defiant
wave of her hand, and an agonised, sharp re-
newal of the word, “ Go—go, or I shall ask pro-
tection,” she shrank back into the doorway of
the shop, as if to execute her threat.

Algernon gave one lingering glance.

There was sorrow, surprise, even resentment
in the woe-stricken features that might have
perplexed the girl even more had she been less
engrossed by her varied emotions and the de-
sperate effort at self-control they demanded.
Then slowly, sadly, reproachfully, he turned
from the spot. Yet Zoe could not but fancy he
did not even then relinquish all intention of
watching her movements ; and, as she entered
the shop, wild plans of evading such espionage
crossed her brain, while the poor heart still
throbbed spasmodically with the agitation of
the strange interview. But the business before
her demanded her full and undivided attention,
if she would hope to accomplish her purpose.

Once again she displayed the beautiful jewel ;
once again she watched in trembling suspense
the inspection bestowed on its beauty.

“1Is it yours, young lady ?”’ asked Mr. Kirby.

Perhaps the epithet gave her courage. At
any rate, she was not suspected as a thief.

*Yes, sir, it is,” she said, firmly.

Do you know its value ?”’

“ I believe it is worth much ; I do not know
what,” she said, gently, raising her sad eyes to
the jeweller’s face.

“ And you are willing to part with the jewel ?
Poagibly it was a gift ?”’ he asked.

She bowed assent.

“ Then, how can you make the sacrifice ?”’ he
resumed.

¢ I cannot help it,” she said, simply.

“Yet, if you have friends who can give you
such presents, you should not be in need. You
are too young to have fallen into adversity, save
by your own fault. I do not like to meddle in
80 strange a business,” he said, half returning
the jewel by his gestune towards the disap-
pointed girl,

. Bhe looked up in his face with a look of touch-
ing candour and sorrow.

t can I say ? she exclaimed, vehe-
mently. *I dare not tell the truth; and I must
not say falsehood. Yet, if you did—if you could

but guess all, you would pity me—you would
help me as I ask. I do not want you to risk
one shilling,” she wenton. * Giveme less than
its value; give me only what will relieve my
distress, and take the rest for the goodness and
the trust. It is all I ask—implore in the
name of sympathy and compassion for a lone
stranger.”

Mr. Kirby had daughters of his own, and he
was naturally a kind-hearted man, in spite of
a hardening profession. :

‘I fear there must be wrong where there is so
muchmystery in one so young and attractive,” he
said, doubtingly. ‘‘But, still, Heaven forbid
that I should be hard on the afflicted, even x,f,
erring in their ways. Listen to me, poor child,
he went on, more severely. “IL will not pur-
chase this trinket till I am more certain that
you have the right to sell it, and that I should
be justified in thus taking advantage of your
need. But I will advance you a certain sum
—say, perhaps, half its value, on condition
that you give me your real name and address,
which I can very soon test, remember. Twenty-
five pounds is scarcely half, I g}'ugb, the in-
trinsic value of the ring. But it is a chance
whether I can realise what I advance. Will
that satisfy you ?”’ 2

Twenty-five pounds! when she wis on the
very abyss of alarm and danger for a sixth of
the sum! She could scarcely speak her gta,t?-
ful thanks ; and a harder heart than Mr. Kirby’s
would have opened to the conmviction which
every look and word brought of he): innocence.

But the next instant came the difficulty of the
conditions.

“T will certainly tell you the address,” she
said, “and the name by which I am known there.
But I cannot—I must not tell you my real
name. I confess candidly it is different from
what I am now passing under. Can you not
believe me when I say there is no guilt, only
misfortune, in the concealment ?”’

The jeweller hesitated.

I fear I am doing wrong,” he said; “ but, if
80, the guilt must be on your own head, young
lady; for I feel my own motives are pure, and
without self-interest; and probably I shall not
sell the ring till I have some better knowledge
of its history than you give me at present.
What is the name and address I am to receive
from you P’

She pronounced both in firm, clear tones ; and
neither she nor the master of the shop was
aware that another listener shared the informa-
tion, who was standing as if examining the
g}llittering window, close to the open door of the
shop.

e bank-notes were duly handed to poor Zoe,
who received them as a mine of inexhaustible
wealth, in comparison with the emptiness of her
drained purse; and, having signed the receipt,
and returned brief but heartfelt thanks to the
jeweller, Zoe hastened from the spot.

But, in the joyful bewilderment of the moment,
she took a wrong turning, and ere long found
herself in an inextricable labyrinth of unknown
streets, which each moment were taking her fur-
ther from her destination.

Bewildered, annoyed, terrified, she gazed
round in the vague hope of retracing her steps,
and regaining the lost clue, without committing
herselt by addressing a stranger to inquire the

way.

But ere she could colleect her thoughts
enough for the attempt, her eyes met the familiar
features of one who had silently followed her
steps, and her ears were greeted by the voice of
Hubert Courtenay.

“Found at last, fair Zoe Marchmont !’ he ex-
claimed. " My search for you was more trouble-
gome than I could have anticipated. But now
that we have nlet, you will be good enough to
place yourself under my protection, and suffer
me to assume control over your future move-

ments.”

CHAPTER XXX.

«Tgrs ig simply persecution—most unmanly
ersecution !” gxclaimed Zoe, angrily. “You
ave no right to force yourself on me. Iin-

gist on your leaving me without further annoy-
nce !”’ . ; .

2 “Nay, do not be o hasty, fair Z?‘e, ’ said
Courtenay, in the same composed tone ; “ youare,
perhaps, not aware of much that I can tell you
which has ocounrred in your absence, and which
may materially affect your proceedings. 'Will
you allow me to call a conveyance, since you must
besadly fatigued with that troublesome charge of
yours ? and I shall have the honour of escorting
you home, and ecarrying on our conversation
rather more comfortably than we can do in the
open street.”

“No,no! I have no wish for anything but

peace and freedom from molestation,” said the
girl, desperately. “If you are a gentleman, you
will not persist in this intention.”

“Hush! you know not what you are saying,”
returned Courtenay, calmly, *“ Suppose I can
bruig Zollll news EOf lf;hzse you love—suppose I
cou. ell you of what ma; * whol
life and conduct to know ?"y e e

Zoe started painfully.

*“Tell mo here what you have to say,” she
answered. ““No one will take the trouble to
listen,” she added, scornfully, glancing round
at the thronging passing crowd,

¢ No, you are not always to be master, Zoe,”
said Hubert. “If youdo notallow me to accor-
pany you, I sha.,ll gerta.mly keep my information
to myself, and it is of real import to you,” he
added, significantly.

Zoe shrank from the contact, but there was
something that gave the idea of truth in hig
look and tone, and she hesitatingly complied.

Holding up his cane, a cab drew up, and Zoe
and Mr. Courtenay were rapidly whirling to their
destination.

Hubert did not break the silence during the
drive.

Ho even retreated as far as possible, and,
when the cab stopped, he handed her coldly and
politely from the vehicle.

How she panted for freedom and safety,
eﬁgn' if accompanied with poverty and hard-
ship !

But Hubert Courtenay seated himself quietly in
the. humble apartment during Zoe’s brief visit
to the sick-room, and, on her return, he pushed
a chair to her as politely as if the interview
were as much' a natural event as in her
father’s house. g

““Zoe,” he began, I have already hinted to you
that your father was involved in difficulties from
which I might release him in the event of certain
conditions being carried out. Your hasty and
ill-judged flight has precipitated matters, and, in
a word, brought things to such a crisis, that he
i3 at this moment under an arrest for heavy
claims on him.”

Zoe groaned rather than cried out the sudden
agony of the announcement.

All Sir Philip’s harsh injustice was for.
gotten ; she only remembered his goodness in
happier days, his jovial brightness, his gene-
rosity and indulgence.

‘“ Papa—papa, it will kill him! Who has
done it—who has dared ?”’ she almost sereamed.

“It iz at the suit of the creditors of some
unlucky mine in which your father was much
involved, and which has already swallowed up
large portions of his fortune,” said Courtenay,
pitying the misery he himself caused. * But do
not look so despairing, Zoe; you have in your
own hands the means of releasing him, and re-
placing him in comfort and happiness. It will
be your own fault if he languishes in confine-
ment, however easy and modified it may be made
to one in his position.”

Zoe had remained in thoughtful abstraction as
he spoke. Perhaps she scarcely heeded his
words, for her first utterance was strangely at
variance with his consoling assurance.

““ And papa—and papa, where is he ? in prison ?
Oh, it is-dreadful! What can I do?”

“Let me take you to him,” was the calm
reply. “There will be no trouble in obtaining
you admission.”

“Yes—yes,”” she answered, with a “sigh of
anguish, “ Poor—poor papa! Take me to him
now without delay.”

CHAPTER XXXI.

“THERE is no hope: all that can be done

been exhausted,” said the physician, who }l::s
been unremitting in his attention to the invalid
placed by him under the care of the Sister
Annie. “ You have done your part to the utmost
but you must be content with accomplishing one

ey

‘| resurrection from almost certain death, Thig

is a case rather of irritated nerves, acting on g
frame enfeebled by long indul i
pa.'i‘t;lhuman skill."y g 1ndulgence, and quite
. The young sister, as she chose to b
hs‘t;eﬁed v;xth grave ll:'.h(;ugh('.fulness. s
ow long can she live, D 4
“E‘?w pauseg 0, Doctor ?”” ghe asked,
ho can tell? Perhaps dayg—
weeks ; but I do not believe ﬂ; I oy:nsi%?a:h;g:
h_nrs are numbered,” he returned, buttoning
is coat for departure as he spoke,
3 And it is quite hopeless—impossible to save
er in aimy"case "’ she asked, again,

. “And does he—tho husband— it ?”
mt‘l‘uired, once more, ot e st
?ertmnly_. I could almost fancy it was no
gurtncular grief to him,” returned the Doctor.
He made but one condition with me on con-

mm-—ﬁ\%
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seniing for her coming here: thatno lawyer and
no clergyman was to be admitted to worry her,
a: he said, and I pledged my word to that
efiect.”

Annie bowed her head in assent.

“It is needless,” she said, “to break your
word. I believe all can be done that she could
bear in her present state without suchaid; only
keep her husband away, if it is possible. The
very, mention of his name brings on a shudder. I
will send for him when there is an extremity.”’

.And with this arrangement, the Doctor took
his Jeave. :

Annie paused for a few seconds; then the re-
solution seemed to be taken.

I will try it,” ehe murmured to herself—*1I
will try. There ¢an be no worse consequences
than are imminent now. I shall not have blood
on my head.”

And she took her way to the apartment where
the now convalescent stranger was reclining on
a large fauteuil, with evident signs indeed of
recent and severe illness, but with eyes as clear
and attitude as manly as in his days of health.

“ Are you able to endure seme agitation "
she asked. ¢ Can you look on one near to the
fate which you have escaped ?”’

“T should be ungrateful were I toshrink from
anything that you could wish,” he said, warmly.
“Indeed, I hope to relieve you of so trouble-
some a charge before long.”

““You are eager to risk your life and fate once
more,”” she saig, half scornfully.

“T would fain learn the truth, and fight, at
least, for justice,” he replied, firmly.

“ Well, it is natural, and I can scarcely blame
you,” she resumed. * Still, I do claim from you
some confidence; I will not say obedience to
me, till the time I stipulate is past. Perhaps
even I might ask from you an escort to your
more civilized land, which I have never yet seen
since my very earliest infancy. Would you
undertake such an onerous task ?”’

¢ Can yougdoubt it—can you suppose I would
refuse anything to the preserver of my life ?”’
he replied. “ Still, I confess I should prefer a
more open {riendship. I would not betray your
confidence,” he added, half-reproachfully.

“ Nevertheless, I must keep my secret as well
as yourself,” she answered, with a furtive
smile. “ You are not entirely candid any more
than I can be, only that, perhaps, I have better
means of ascertaining the deficiencies in your
revelation. But this is losing precious time,”
she went on. * Tell me, will you come and
carry out the instructions I give you ?”

“Yes, unless I can give you most cogent
reasons for the contrary,” he returned, “I will
obey you to the very letter.”
~ And after a few brief, rapid sentences from
her lips, he followed his singular nurse to the
room where Mrs. Lefanu was awaiting the fate
which had, perhaps, never been realised by her
during the long years of hypochondriac ailings
tha.thha.d destroyed the peace of all within her
reach.

The dying eyes were still, however, open and
clear to distinguish objects as intelligently as
in life ; and if death was indeed near, its shadow
soarcely hovered over the couch of the sufferer.
Her glance turned sharply from Annie to her
companion.

“ Who is it—who is it ?”’ she asked, painfully.
¢ Not he—not he! I will not see him. No, she
deceived me, and I will net relent.”

Annie signed to the stranger to retire into the
shade for a moment.

“You are mistaken,” she said. “If you
cannot trust me, you will, at least, listen to the
strange story I have brought him to tell, and
which will help you to the very object you have
in view.” .

“ But it will be lies—yes—yes—lies; I have
been deceived always—always, yet you look so
kind and true,” said the sufferer, piteously.

“T tell you I have endured falsehood and
wrong myself. T would not—I dare not outrage
the dying by such wickedness,” said the nurse,
solemnly. “But unless you can believe, it will
avail nothing. There is no time for argument
and proofs,” she added, impatiently.

“ Well—well, let me hear; I cannot be more
miserable—more of a victim,” said Mrs. Lefanu,
fretfully. « And yet it is too late. Yes, fool
that I am, T have put all in his hands, and he
is a harpy—pyes; if I could but live over the
past!” she exclaimed, clasping her thin hands
together convulsively,

Perhaps it is not too late—perhaps it can
be altered even now,” whispered Annie ; “only
:;l_lsi to me, and the end may not be as you

ink.

Mrs. - Lefanu bowed her head feebly, and
then Annie beckoned the stranger fg;’wmd,
towards the bedside.

It was strange to see that haggard face and

wasted form bending down to catch the eye
and to spare the feeble breath of the patient;
and yet more strange to watch the kindling fire,
which, like a flickering lamp, blazed up in the
dying face as he spoke in low, clear tones the
tale he had to tell. ;

¢ Wretch—wretch!” she moaned. “Yes, I
gee it all now ; but, then, whatcan Ido? Ihave
given it to him—all—all.”

“No, it can yet be redeemed, if you are
resolved,”” said Annie, firmly. ‘A few brief
lines, and the witness of those who will swear
the truth, and all shall have justice done to
them ; thatis, if you are resolved—if you have no
lingering doubts and qualms for the past.”

“None,” she said—‘“mnone. Only you will
not baffle him ; he is too subtle; he would not
have trusted me here without some sufficient
security, and I swore to him not to speak to any-
one on the past—not to ask for counsel nor ex-
plain the truth.”

“And you shall keep your oath. I ask no
confidence from you. All that remains is for
you to do justice and carry out your own real
wishes,” said Annie, calmly. “It was right
you should know all. Then I have done.”

Mrs. Lefanuremained silent for a fow moments,
with closed eyes and quivering lids, that showed
there was no mingling of unconsciousness with

‘her apparent apathy.

Then she suddenly turned to the side where
the stranger still stood watching the scene with
a half-bewildered interest.

“Tell me,” she said, quickly, “have you any
hope of saving her from disgrace? It is a
fearful thing for a Marchmont to be stained so
deeply. Could you cover the dreadful shame ?
I will do all if that is possible. If not, never
shall hand of mine help to gild the disgrace
of the name.”

Annie gave a melancholy smile.

““ Be content,”” she said. “ It shall be accom-
plished even at another’s cost. I have suffered
myself too deeply to deceive others—more than
all to deceive the dying.”

A wan smile crossed the sufferer’s pale lips,
and then Annie and her companion turned to
make the necessary arrangements for that last
melancholy duty of the departing woman.

[To be continued.]
“ Zoe's Trust’ commenced in No. 557 and Part CXXXVI.

IDLENESS.

MANY young people think that an idle life must
be a pleasant one ; but there are none who enjoy
so little, and are such burdens to themselves,
as those who have nothing to do. Those who
are obliged to work hard all day enjoy their
short periods of rest and recreation so much,
that they are apt to think if their whole lives
were spent in rest and recreation it would be
the most pleasant of all.

But this is a sad mistake, as they would soon
find out if they made a trial of the life they
think so agreeable. One who is never busy can
never enjoy rest; for rest implies a relief from
previous labour; and if our whole time were
spent in amusing ourselves, we should find it
more wearisome than the hardest day’s work.
Recreation is only valuable as it unbends us;
the idle can know nothing of it.

Many people leave off business and settle down |

to a life of enjoyment; but they generally find
that they are not nearly so happy as they were
before, and are often glad to return to their
old occupations to escape the miseries of indo-
lence.

THE LOTTERY OF MARRIAGE.

MARRIAGE is often a lottery in a general sense ;
but there is one case on record, at least, in
which it was made most literally so. g

A certain youthful swain in France, relying
upon his personal attractions mainly, actually
put himself up as the one grand prize in a
lottery of 10,000 tickets of the value of ten shil-
lings each.

This novel matrimonial expedient created a
wondrous sensation among the belles of the
French capital, and the result was that all sorts
of speculations went on among the fair, who
eagerly bought up the tickets.

A fair young damsel, who speculated for the
frolic of the thing, becamsa the holder of the
prize-ticket. The lucky youth tendered her the
pecuniary proceeds of the lottery, .£5,000;
they became a case of “ love at first sight,” and
within the brief limits of the day Hymen settled
their destiny, and the *twain became one
flesh.”

Whether this marriage turned out happily we
never heard ; at all events, it was certainly as
likely to do so as many others that are con-
tracted, in which the motives are frequently no

less whimsical, and not & whit nobler.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

TrE German Empress puts her own room in
order every morning.

IN Goop ComPANY.—On his return to London
from being present at the great sight in Paris,
the Lord Mayor, with peculiar appropriateness,
gave an account of his visit at a dinner of the
Spectacle Makers.—Punch.

‘WHY is a farmer like a chicken P—Because
he delights in a full crop.

AccorpiNGg to Addison, love refines a
Inan’s behaviour, but makes a woman ridicu-
ous.

A WorD T0 THE Y’8.—Mind your P’sand Q’s.
—Judy.

No wonder that egotists find the world so
ugly. They only see themselves in it.

SowIiNg AND REAPING.—When a young lady
hems handkerchiefs for a rich bachelor, she pro-
bably sews that she may reap.

WaY might carpenters believe there is no
_sgxoh thing as stone ?—Because they never saw
it.

PrROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY.—Jenkins (very
short) : * Well, for my part, I never heard a tall
man say anything funny in my life.””—Jones
(very tall): “ Ah! that’s because you believe
‘brevity’s the soul of wit.” ”’—Fun.

“T HAVE come for my umbrella,” said a bene-
volent gentleman on a rainy day te a friend.—
‘““Can’t help that,” said the borrower. ¢ Don’t
you see that I am going out with it ?”’—“ Well,
yes,” replied the lender, astonished at such
outrageous impudence; “ yes, but—but what
am I to do?”—“Do,” said the other, as he
opened the umbrella and walked off— do as I
did—borrow one,”

AT HER OWN SACRIFICE.

“Now for a scamper! Come, Sancho! Such
an afternoon as this it is an absolute sin to
remain indoors.”

So spoke Maud Fielding as she galloped
down the avenue of Longford Manor, with her
pet Newfoundland bounding by her side.

There were few girls prettier than Maud
Fielding, and, save in one point, few she con-
sidered more fortunate.

An orphan, being educated at a fashionable
school for the weary life of a governess, four
years ago, her dead mother’s cousin had—why
or wherefore she was ignorant—suddenly adopted
her, and taken her to reside amid the luxuries
of Longford.

‘What was the one point where she was mot
fortunate ?

She was in love, and—ah me !—not beloved.
Of all the visitors at the Manor she cared
for but one, Basil Ethridge, and, of all the
visitors, he, alone, treated her with reserve.
Why? She could not tell, except—and that
made the tears rise—he did not like her. Would
he ever?

“I am vich. If what people sy is true, I am
pretty. Why, then, does he ever speak to me
with evident reluctance ?”’ she incessantly pon-
dered.

It was strange. $

Even as she rode down the country lanes, her
thoughts ran on the subject.

Looking back at the waving woods of the
Manor, she added :

“T am richer than he. Surely such an estate
as that yonder is worthy possession.”

A tear in her eye—a sigh in her heart. She
was about to resume her rapid ride, when, turn-
ing into another lane, she came upon a woman
seated on the bank. She was plainly clad, but
wore her clothes with grace, while her face was
bowed on her hands, as if she were ill, or in
grief.

Maud Fielding possessed the tenderest heart
imaginable. She could not see distress without
boiling over with sympathy, and a desire to
relieve it. Consequently, in a second she was
leaning over the other.

“ Are you ill 7’ she asked. * Excuse me, Ido
not mean to be impertinent; but I would help
you if I could.”

The woman raised a face that filled Maund
with admiration : it was so fair, so pretty, so
young, yet so full of misery.

“You are very kind,”” she answered, in low,
swoet accents. ‘I am only tired. I have
walked from Tiltinson.”

“Tiltinson! That i3 over twelve miles.”

“Yes. But I hope I am near my journey’s
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end now. Perhaps you ean tell me how far this
is from Longford Manor ?”

“ Two miles still.””

“Two miles! Ah! can L ever do it?”’

“Whom do you want to see there?”’ asked
Manud.

“ It’s master, Graham Longford.” <2

Maud instantly thought it was to solicit
charity, so said :

“T live at the Manor, Could I do as well as
Mr. Longford ?””

“ Youw live there!” ejaculated the woman,
rising quickly. ““Then you are Maud Fle]l,dmg pie

“That is my name. Can I help you?

“You !” murmured the'other, bitterly. * You
aro the last to whom I ought to apply. Yet,
why not ?> she went on, abruptly. * You have
a kind, sweet face. Though you could not be
expected to urge Mr. Longford to perform an
nct of justice that would be your ruin, you
might persuade him to forgive.”

“ What do you mean ?’ inquired Maud, sur-
prised.

“ I have come, Miss Fielding, to ask Mr. Long-
ford to see his son, who is on his death-bed, and
to forgive him.”

Then, ejaculating * Oh ! George, my husband !’
she burst into tears. e

*“ His son !” cried Maud, * My guardian has
no son.” "
“ He has. Did you really not know it? Isit
possible you are unaware that Graham Longford
disinherited him, and, in anger, put you in his
place P’ asked the woman.

“@Good gracious!” exclaimed Maud, almost
struck dumb by the revelation. *Tell me all
about it,”’ she added, after a pause. * Please
do. Everything is new to me.”

Alighting from her horse, she sat down on the
bank by the other’s side, and earnestly repeated
her request.

“ And truly you are unaware you are usurping
the inheritance of Mr. Longford’s son ?”’ asked
the wife, adding : “ Stay, I see you are. Truth
is in your face. Listen, then; you shall hear.
Perhaps you may be able to procure my dying
husband the sole thing ‘he craves—his father’s
pardon. = George Longford was of a roving,
adventurous disposition.- The dull routine of a
country life maddened him; he would go off to
shoot walruges in the North, or go out with the
coral divers in the south. Finally the idea
geized his brain to visit South America. His
father vowed to disinherit him if he refused to
remain quietly at home. George fried. Impos-
sible. ‘Then, after a tremendous quarrel,
Graham Longford did a foolish thing ; he locked
his wn in his room. The next morning the
room was empty. George had started for
South America. 'There he married me; there I
heard his story : how his father had:.cast him off.
We came back to England ; my husband wrote
to Graham Longford, The letters were returned
unread. We were penniless; help, as pardon,
was refused. Illness, through sunstroke, pre-
vented George’s working, and it has now brought
him to the end, for he is dying. Hoe is so weak,
the Doctor says he can hardly last two days.
Before his eyes close for ever he would see his
father once again to beseech pardon for himself
and a protector for”—and the woman’s tears
fell fast—*‘ our child. Will you help me in this
worle, Miss Fielding P”’ ;

“ I will,” rejoined the girl, decidedly, for she
had heard the recital with the keenest emotion.
“ Two days—only two days. No time must be
lost, I think you had better leave it to me, and
I promise you Grabam Longford shall see his
son, and, if I have power, forgive him. Oh! this
is terrible. Quick, give me your address.”

With grateful thanks the woman obeyed.
Maud wrote it in her dainty note-book, then,
forcing her purse on Georgg Longford's wife,
that she might ride back to Tiltinson, sprang on
her horse, and galloped home.

As she went, a thought suddenly struck a
chill through her, If Graham Longford forgave
his son, she would no longer be heiress to the
Manor, - 1f Basil did not love her now, would he
then? No. Should she try to reconcile the
father and son ? Yes—unhesitatingly yes.

“T should feel myself guilty of a crime did I
not. Wealth would be a horror, not a joy,” she
reflected.

Graham Longford was a hard, proud, self-
willed man ; stubborn and unyielding, quickly
offended, slow to forgive. Never had Maud
thought he looked harder than on that day after
dinner. She trembled at her task—the more
diffieult, as the very existence of this unhappy
son had been concealed from her. Had it been
otherwisa, had the father spoken of him, bravely
she would }mve said :

- :;;3:? '“h]; hﬁ:: ooy Ione son’s vzife..George
& K 0]
Oh| pray go'to him,* 0 your forgiveness.

But that now might be the worst way, for it

would pat him on his guard, and no persuasion
nor stratagems of hers afterwards could get
him to the sick man’s couch. The question was,
did Graham Longford, in his heart, yet care for
his son P Maud took a daring step to find out.
While her guardian slept after dinner, she went
to his room, found his keys, and searched his
desk and other private repositories. She dis-
covered what she hoped—two likenesses of
George: one as a boy; the other, some years
older, put away carefully with two locks of hair,
evidently the dead mother’s and the child’s.
. “Thank Heaven!” pondered Maud. ** There
18 a soft spot in his heart yet. A coup de thédtre
will be my best plan. Those soff; spots ave like
penned-up streams at times : if the barriers are
removed unexpectedly, they rush forth, and for
the moment overwhelm all else.

Maud pondered over her coup de théitre,
getting quite nervous and excited over it. ‘There
was a weight—a want—a flutter at her chest,
that deprived her of appetite and sleep, and
made her nerves irritable,

Supposing she died in the night, ?

Morning dawned, however, and she was in her
ordinary health, Better still, Graham Long-
ford was in a remarkably good humour, and,
strangely enough, made a singular proposal. 1t
was a coincidence or it was fate.

“I have to go on business into Tiltinson this
morning. Maud, would you like a canter with
me P’ he asked. .

The girl leaped from her seat with sparkling
eyes, and embraced the speaker.

*“I shounld like mothing better,” she said.
“Thanks. Tl go and put on my habit ab
once.”

Two hours after Maud sat in the wretched room
by her, until then, unknown cousin’s sick-bed,
his handsome boy on her knees, and the pretty,
sad wife at the other side of his pillow.

“ Do not fear,” said Maud, continuing a con-
versation. “ I am to meet your father at twelve
at the end of the street, then I will bring him.”

“ Heaven reward you!” murmured the sick
man, gratefully. “It is for my boy I think.”

“If my guardian is obdurate, I will ba hig
friend,” said Maud.

; %E the hour appointed she met Graham Long-
or

“Guardian,” she exclaimed, “I want you to
come with mo, There is such a sad—sad case
in_this street, and—and I am sure you would
help if you knew. The man is dying ; his wife
and child are penniless.”

Graham Longford in such a fashion was not
uncharitable ; he had his good points. Without
demur he followed his niece. She led him to the
house, to the room, and, trembling, entercd.

There was one great cry. It came from
Graham Longford. Before the sight of the wan,
pallid, once beloved features which were lifted
from the pillow, he had reeled against the wall
white, horror-stricken, and shaking like a leaf,
threo words bursting from his lips :

“George! Oh, Heaven!”

‘“‘ Father, oh | pardon,” pleaded the son, lifting
a wasted hand prayerfully.

For a second the two remained looking at
each other.

Maud timidly had stolen to the wife, who clung
to her in_ anxiety and fear. The silence was
abruptly broken by a small, sweet little lisping
voice. The boy had moved unobserved to
Graham Longford, and taking his hand hanging
by his side, had said, his large blue eyes lifted
to his grandfather’s :

“Hush! Poor papa isill. Youmustn’t make
a noise, or he’ll be worse.”

As Maud looked at the boy, she saw hig
striking resemblance to one of the photographs
in her guardian’s desk, and she knew why
Graham Longford caught him up and so passion.
atel-sé kissedl}'lum. o A i

“ Praise Heaven!” gaspe e0rge, with
happy cry. “' Oh! father, am 1 theg, ’forgiven?;
May I die in peace with you as with the
onrld e i F ; #

he other made mo ‘reply. o staz
forward, then dropped on his knees by thgegzg
upon which his head and outstretched arms fol]
as he sobbed forth :

“Dying! Oh! my son—my son !”

Greorge bent over him ; his tears fe]l fast, his
arm crept about his parent’s neck. Maund took
the child’s hand and the mother’s 4nd led them
from the room.

Poor Maud! How happy she was! She did
not know Graham Longford. True, she had re-
coneiled him to his son, but it was by a trick;
he had been led into a trap which his pride could
never forgive, In fact, to be happy he must,
it seemed, be in dispute with soms one,

*“ Maud,” he said, coldly, when they returned

to the apartment, “you have made my son—

whom I hope, with proper care, will yet live—
and I friends. Do you know the result?
cannot have two heirs.”

“I know it perfectly,” she answered, her
thoughts on Basil.

“ No,” cried George, “ Miss Fielding must not
guffer. I ask but your pardon—your help,
father.” : :

¢ It is she who must decide. She is entitled
to do that, for I took her from school, and of
my own will made her an heiress. Only by her
consent can I undo what I have done.  Only I
say this, she remains as she is, or she has
nothing. Whatever the result, T have been
played with, duped, and eannotreadily look over
16,  ‘Well P’ ;

% Can you think, sir, I hesitate P’ answered
the girl, sadly. “ Do what is right, Your son
or this child is your heir, not I.”

“What! Will you consent to return to the
boarding-school and be a governess ?”?

“ I will consent to anything rather than do
wrong to those who have never harmed me,” an-
swered Maud, with quiet decision,

%“So be it. You have had your chance,” said
Graham Longford. * You have tricked me.
We two cannot live under the same roof, You
must leave for the school to-morrow.”

“To-morrow !”

““No, it shall not be!”’ cried the sick man.

“It shall,”” answered poor Maud. ‘ Your
father is right. I had better renounce the idle-

ness to which I have been accustomed as,

speedily as possible. Good-bye, all.”

She left, and rode home alone. It was a
weary, sleepless night she passed. She had
sacrificed herself ; but that she did not regret:
it was that she should never see Basil again.

By the evening’s post she had written to the
school. On the afternoon of the next day she
was ready to start.

She was about to descend to take leave of
Graham Longford, when the footman said a
geuntleman waited her in the drawing-room. In
surprise at this nameless visitor, she proceeded
thither. :

It was Basil Ethridge.

His ‘handsome face was full of tenderness
and emotion, as, advancing, he took both her
hands in his.

“Mies Fielding!” he exclaimed. “Oh!
brave, noble girl! I have heard all, and know
not how to contain my joy—my admiration.
Only this hour have I learned from my dear old
friend George Longford’s lips that you have
been living here in perfect ignorance of his ex-
istence, He has told me, also, of your noble
sacrifice, and I have hastened humbly to crave
your pardon for the injustice I have done.”

“Injustice—to me?’ she murmured, sur-
prised.

“Yes. I believed you were filling poor
Gleorge’s place knowingly, and were too cold-
hearted to care for him.”

“Oh! Mr. Ethridge, could you think so
cruelly of me ?”’

“1 did, and crushed back the admiration my
heart could not help but feel in your presence,
dear Miss Fielding ; erushed, for I loved Geeorge
as a brother. But I know all now, and honour
you; yet, tell me, is it possible that Mr.
Graham Longford can be so cruel—so hard, as,
in anger, for the ruse you played on hin for his
good, to banish you from the Manor ¢’

“Yes, Mr. KEthridge, I leave to-day,”® she
answered, faintly.

“Yes ; but you do not the neighbourhood,”
he exclaimed. ‘No, not while my mother has
a roof to offer you, Miss Fielding. You shall
sfa,y there until you can better arrange your

ans.”
£ “Your mother! a home beneath her roof !
ejaculated Maud, trembling.

She lifted her eyes to his, then covered her
face with her hands, and burst into teavs.

“ I never expected this,” she sobbed. “I am
so glad you do mot think worse of me., Yoq
are very—very kind. I shall never forget it.”

Was it the look or th: tone that told hep

cret P
seHea.ven knows. . But romehow Basil’s arm
gtole round the slender waist, and his secrot
was whispered too, The secret he would not
before confess, because he loved George Long.
ford, and had misread Maud. -

Basil Ethridge’s family was the best in {14
county, and the prospect of a union with i
mollified Graham Longford.

Maud Fielding did not leave the Manor, byt
was married from it, and George, who did not
die, with his wife aud child there took up thejr
residence. ;

Thus, the very step which Maung belioved
would lose for her what she most . desired, on
the contrary, won it—DBasil lithridge’s loye,

. o Lo

ey
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NOW OPHEN,
At the Ofiice,
MERTON HOUSE,

SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LONDON,

A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THR YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

OF ALL THE LATEST

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

FROM PARIS EVERY MONTH.

PASTIMES,

ENIGMAS.
1.

Though water disowns me, I'm found in the sea;
In the foxest reside, hbut I’'m not up a tree:

In past and in present, in base yet sublime,

But not in eternity, neither in time.

Althongh hoth with mortals and angels I'm found,
I exist not in heaven nor on earthly ground;
Though not in the garden, I'm known to repose
In the midst of the pansy, the cowslip and rose,
In sunshine, in summer, and spring I rejoice:
Though in frost and in snow, I am never in ice:
T’m the prop of the soldier, as most of yon know,

1 alike to the ladies great courtesy show.

Ifly with the breezes, but not with the gale:

At the base of all mountains, bat not in the vale;
1’m discovered in pleasure, and revel in bliss:

In silence Ireign, and I dwell in each kiss,

In foolishness, wisdom, and scorn I’ve a place :
‘With the huntsman I frequently follow the chase,
In demaud by both sexes, selected with care,
With the sailor and artist I’m tound, I declare,

In pleasant, and silent, and sorrowful too,

With the proudest of monarchs I am found, it is true:
O’er commons and fields I hold regular sway,

And the laws of my country I strictly obey,
Altheugh no enchantment within me doth dwell,
Pray tell me my name, for it lies in a spell, s Y.

2.

Iam always beforeand behind you in church,
Each lays claim to me, still T am left in the lurch,
To come in for a share of the schoolmaster’s birch.
Being banished, alas! from a happy New Year,

1 perform double duty in Christmas good cheer:
Preside o’er the children, and never disdain

"To take part in a chorus, charades, or champagne,
From all daucing and cards I ahstain, it is true,
And I never am seen at race-course or review :
But at the same time I feel bound to declare,

‘That if suck be your wish, I shallsurely be there.

. A, B,
- CONUNDRUMS.
3 IS
Why does the word “now * remind you of your birthday ?
; A, B T,
2
When is butter allied to nobility ?
3. A.E. F,
When are secretaries like cannons ? AEF
ARITIMEXICAL PUZZLE,
2 From just five score, take three away,
b And five score will be left :
) And five score will again remain,
If of three more beraft,
J. B.
BURIED ENGLISH RIVERS,
3
Can you seriously intend to make this journey ?
E, m°c.
. 2.
I went to see the poor Widow yesterday.
£ . 5 2. 300,
The exorbitant rentof the houseis quite beyond my means,
B. M0,

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No. 507,

RUBUS.— 40 1770 v/

s trated Magazine, thus: Appollo, Nelson,
i‘:."ﬁ'!‘)‘nh“ r,  Luperen) Ulwesﬂlt. Silkworm, pﬁ‘ma. Rhine,
Me“m'i"r“wﬂl'. cho, Delhi Mungo Park, Arsenal, Gudgeon,

Eman Zutphien, lcoland, Negro, Bddystone,
TEMA~The wing

NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENITS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY.
As our Correspondence has greatly increased with -the
increased popularity of owr Jowrnal, and as further
space cannot be spared in the Jowrnal for replies thereto,
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im-
mediate importance by post within a few days of their
receipt. A stamped, addressed envelope must be jfor-
warded for the veply, and in no case shall we answer in
envelopes addressed to be left at a post-ofice. Our
subscribers must mot evpect us to reply by post to
questions that are mot of urgent importance.
In futwre we shall not insert requests for the words of
songs or poems wnless accompanied by a stanmped
and addressed envelope, with the nom de plume of the
sender and the name of the song, &c., required, written
inside the envelope.

GERALDINE (Ballincar).—(1) It is quite time enongh to pre-
pare such articles when it is known that they will be re-
guired, (2) We do not undertake to answer qnestions of flis
kind, You had better consult a friend upon the subject,
Wwheun the time cowmes for snch information to be necessary.
B)ﬁ'vlignouenm sced should be sown about the middle of

ehruary.

MARGUERITE.—You had better consult an oculist. The
slightest affection of the eye should not be trifled with.

A LOVER OF THE ¥,L.J.—If the gentleman cares for you,
he will find an opportunity of improving his acquaintance
with you; you ean do nothing inthe matter. Kor aught you
know to the contrary, he may be already engaged.

JACINTA.—(1) White figured grenadine makes a very pretty
dress for a bridesmnid. If a thicker dress is required,
white Hama or eashmere, trimmed with pale blue or pink
cashmere, or French merino, wonld look very pretty. (2)
Quite suitable if both pariies are agreeable. (3) When you
ohtain the pictares for transferring, yon can also obtain
directions for using them, (4) She must understand book-
keeping, and be very guick at arithmetie, write well, be
polite, amiable, and obliging, 1t is not necessary for a
saleswoman tounderstand dress-making, The salary differs
according 1o the style of busiuess.

Miss H.—Rimmel’s Photochrome, price 2s. 9d. per bottles
might have the desired effect. Weconld not answer by vost,
a8 it is our rule never in any case to answer letters directed
- to he left at a post office.

FRANCES RIDGE—One only has been published in the
ruréln of a three-volume novel; it iy eatitled “By Birth a
Lady .

Ip&.—The following is the recipe for which you ask. Wash
to Remove Moles: 4 oz dried tops of rosemary, 4 0z dried
leaves of sugo, 4 oz dried flowers of lavender, 4 oz cloves, 8
drachms camphor, six pints of distilled vinegar. Macerate
fourteen days with heat, and filter; it is then ready for use,
Apply adrop twice a day to the moles, until they are re-
moved. This recipe was sent us by a subseriber, who
assures us of its eflicacy.

JUDITH GREY.—(1) Neither Greeian nor Roman. We do
not know that there is any particular name for it. (2) There
is no appearance of fastness, (8) About nineteen years of
age. (4) We.do not know her capabilities, so cannot tell, (5)
By earerul practice. (6) We have discontinued auswering
questions relative to the colour of the hair. (7) For a recipe
to prevent the hair rallin;il off, see answer No, 3 to
** Pavourite” (Farningham), No. 564, page 143.

NRLLIE A.— 7o Wash Coloured Dresses: Have ready
plenty of elean soft water. 1t spoils colonred clothes to
wash theminthedirty suds the white clothes have been
washed in, The water should be warm, but not hot enough
to injure the colonurs. Rub enough soap in the water to
make a strong lather betore the eoloured articles are put in.
Wash thoroughly : then wash a second time in clean warm
suds, and rinse them well. Have ready a pan filled with
weak starch,and tinged with a little blue. Printed Jawns,
musling, and cambrics will he much improved by mixing a
little gum-arabic water with the starch, about a table-
spoonful, Run the stuff through the starch, then squeeze it
out, open it well, elap it and hang it out immediately to dry
in the shade. coloured clothes continue wet too long, no
precaution can prevent the colonrs from running into
streaks. This will certainly hu[ipen if they are allowed to

emain too long in the water. Il the colours are once in-
;fursd, nothing can restore them; but by management, this
may always be prevented, unless in coarse, low=-priced
calicoes, but many of them wash perfectly well. As soon us
the dress is quite dry, take it in, Lt is always ‘the best way
to fold and iron it immediately., Another way of fixing
the colours in a dress, is t0 grate raw potatoes into the
water in which the dress is washed. If dresses are to be
puat by for a winter season, they should always he washed
and dried, but not starched or ironed, and should be rolled
up closely in a towel,

HARRY B.—(1) Your poetry is not worth insertion; the
metre is very bad. Yon had better turn your attention to
something else. (2) You must take your drawings and
painting to some shop where pictures are sold. 1t is very
gimeult 1o dispose of them, unless they are very well

one.

FAVOURITE (Gorleston).—(1) The gentleman should be i~
troduced to the lady’s friends as soon as possible, as should

be introduced first to the lndiy'u friends. (2) 1t is quite
roper, (3) The gentleman evidently wishes to show that
16 regards thelady more than a mere acquaintance or ordi-
nary friend. (4) A gentleman should not be addressed or
spoken of by his Christian name, unless he be a relative or
an old and very intimate friend. (5) Twenty is a very good
agefor a lady to be engaged. Twenty-one is rather young
for a gentleman.

SwirT WILLIAM AND ROSEBUD,—~The dress you mention
could be worn hy a young lady of nineteen years, but would
mk rather old; it1s decidedly too old for s young lady of

oen,

M. A, D.—Your poelry is not worth inserting; both metre
and grammar ave incorrect.

BLSIB.~If you send us a stamped addressed envelope, we
will give you the inforiation you require,

JENNY WREN.—(1) There are mmxly things suitable for a
lady to present to a gentleman : & pair of slippers, smoking=-
cap, cigar-case, purse, pocket-book, letter-case, pencil-case,
and others too numerous to mention. (2) In uil cases tha
lady should first acknowledge the gentleman. (3) A lady
shonld never dder herself ens until the 1
has asked the consent of her ?Mems or guardiang—of course,
flrst obtaining permission of her to do §o.

EVELYN ST, JOHN.— (1) We have no pattern for wool-
work now in priut, suitable for the front of a piano. We
gave a prebby design suitable for a mitsic-st0ol top in March,
1874. (2{)Som'lec and white will wash; you can also obtain
ingrain blue, (3 e recommend ki ing for a petticoat, as
it i8 not 80 APt to Shrink as tricot. (4) We gave a heautiful

attern for a circular antimneassar in raised flowers in

0, 510, page 405. (5) We have given patterns in tatting for anti-
macassars, but the parts connainim&them are out of print.
(6) The best thing to put at the hack of a washhand-stand
is a straw wall-guard, made for the purpose, 1o be obtained
of any upholsterer,

8. A. H.—Please send wrapper for your designs. We thank
you for your offer, but are fully supplied with lace de-
signs,

the lady to the gentleman’s friends. The gentleman should §.

ALMA BRECON.—(1) W
is the best book of the kind.
should be covered with p
E‘ictm'es are to be obtained [

‘e cannot tell yon which
reen for a sitting-room
res on both sides. These

the purpose in various sizes,
he pictures shonld be a ed with much care. These
ens are called serap-sereens. When the screen is
,]l \;'il/ll the coloured pictures, it must be sized and
shed.

Woon NympH.—(1) Black sleeveless jackets, embroidered
with jet, will continue to be fashionable next summer. (2)
You will find Rimmel’s Lotion (No. 2, curative) usefnl: price
23, 9. per hottle. (3) If you got a good dressmaker into your
house 5 assist you in making adress, and paid her a small
sum for good practical hints, it would be of much more use
than any written instructions. (4) We have not space ab
command for the purpose,

FAIRY.—The following is the translation of tie sentence:
“In token of affection and respect.”

Mes. W.—(1) We could not answer your letter by post, as
there was no stamp upon the envelope inclosed, (2) You
will find on our Supplements all the newesy styles of head-
dress for married ladies, (3) Young ladies should wear for
evening, either real or artificial flowers in their hair. (4) Sal
vyolatile is used in case of flatulence, and also as a stimulant
to raise the spirits, We do not recommend anyone to mak_e
a practice of taking it, as its after effect is bad. A dose is
one tea-spoonful ina wine-glass of water,

MILLICEN;‘.—We could not answer your letter, as it is o

rule never, in any case, to answer letters addressed to n
post office, to be left till ealled for. This you will see by
reading onr rules at the top of the Correspondence page,
" A CONSTANT SUBSORIBER.—(1) T'o Make a Rhubarb Pie,
cut the rhubarb in lengths of abont two inches, put it iu a
Fie-msh with layers of sugav, and n little thin wind. of
emon, the smallest possible quantity of water, only just
enough to keep the sugar from candying, Cover with puff-
paste. Rhinbarb bakes very quickly. (2) We have not the
{\muerus you require. Yon may be able to obtain them of
Mr. Bedford, whose address you will find at the end of the
desceription of Fancy Work. (3) If yon want a simple cookery
book, we can send youn from this cfflee * The Young Ladies’
Journal Cookery-book.” price 1s, ** Francatelli’s Cookery-
book,” price 12&., published by Richard Bentley and Son, New
Burlingmn Street, W., contains 1,500 recipes. (4) 70 Make
Cocoafrom Cocoa-nibs: Put 30z cocon-nibs into an enamelled
saucepau, with three pints of water, and let it stew for
three hours, after which strain and add another pint of
water, and stew gently for another hour.

A. B, G—(1) A manve or silver-gray silk dress,and gold
ornaments, would he suitable fora widow to wearon the occa-
sion of her second marriage. Of course, a bonner to match
the dress should be worn. (2) The lady you mention will be
writing many other stories for the Journal,

L00-100.~If you send the wholé of the riddles we will
insert your query. We cannot insert only the first line of
each.

HUG0.—“The Doomsday Book of England” is published
by Basil Montague Pickering, 195, Piccadilly, London, W.

z

The price of the complete book is £20. Tle doomsday hooks

ol sepurate counties may also be obtained at the same pub-
lisher’s.  The smallest. counties, 8s. each; the larger, 10s.

Yorkshirg and Lincolushire, £1 1s.; Norfolk, £1 3s.; Suffolk,
£1 25,; Essex, 16s. The last three comprise what is called
“The Little Doomsday Book.” The whole set, in separate
volumes, costs £17 8s,

BLUES.—(1) 1f a lady meets a gentleman half a dozen times
in the day, if he is a friend or acquaiatance, sheshould ack=
nowledge him each time. (2) 1t is always the place of the
lady to how first when she meets a entleman friend, (3)
The cypress is the only tree which 'signifies * death.” (4)
We give you a deseription of the lnuguaﬁe of colonrs :~Violet:
is analogous to ** friendship;”’ blue to loveg” as suggested
by blue eyes and azure sky ; yellow is_“ paternity,” or
* maternity :” red figures ““ ambition ;”’ indigo, “the spirvit of
rivalry :” green, “the love of change, fickleness, but also
work:” orange, “enthusiasm:” white, ** unity, universa-
lity:” black, *“favouritism :” gyay indicates “ poverty :**
brown, *‘prudery:”’ pink, ‘“modesty:” silver-gray (semj»
white), “feeble love:” lilac (semi-violet), ““feeble friend-
ship:™ pale pink, “false shame.” (5) We are unaware of the
existence of a magazine of the kind you mention,

UNA SUSORITORA.—(1) We know nothing of the plant yon
inquire whout: so are guite unable to give yon any informas
tion regarding it. Your best plan is to consult a good florist,
(2) We are sorry we cannot give you any information upon
the subject.

FIre.—We are not likely to be giving the patterns you re-
quire. If you net a piece the desired size in square netting,
you can work any design upon it you desire,

STANELEY, BESSIE P., BESSIE AND L. A. H. are thanked
for Answers toQueries.

QUERIES,

SICILE would feel oblized if any reader could inform her
whers the quotation * When Greek meets Greek, then comes
the tug of war,” is taken from.

JANIE will be grateful to any reader who can inform her
of the name of a song beginning as follows :—
‘ I'll sing to you a story
Of a very nice young man ;
His ‘plans I’ll lay befove you‘.”
In the very best way I cany
Also where it can be obtained.
CONTRIBUTIONS.

NELLIE ATKINSON, S. CLARKE, AND NEMO are thanked
for Contributions of Pastimes,

NOTICE TO CONTRIBUTORS.

‘The Kditor desires to call to the attention of intending eons
tl;lglust.gn the following rules respecting the transmission
0 .

1.—Original contributions only are Mc}sptahle.

2.—8tories of more than 400 printed lines in length caniot
e accepted.

8.—0]onlzrlbuniona must be written on oneside of the papor
only.

4.—Each confribution must bear on the first page the .

sender’s name and address,

b.—RBvery letter of inguiry or otherwise respeoting coti-

gntmtions, must contain the full title of such contribu-
on,

6.—In no case can the Editor undertalkethe task of passing

an opinion upon the merits or defects of poems or

stories submitted to him; nor can he specify the reasons

whieh may influenee him in rejecting any contribution.

—Private letters cannot be sent respecting MSS. Each

MS, wili be attended to in regular order, and the result

notified in this page of the Journal.

8.—As MSS. are sent voluntarily, the Bditor will not hold
himsell responsible for their safe return; hut whena
stamped, addressed wrapper accompanies the contri-
bution, care will be taken to have such contribution
duly posted in the event of its rejection.

9.—When a stamped, addressed wrapper is not sent, the

$8. will remain for SIX MONTHS at the office, after

notifieation in the Y.L.J,, where they will be obtainable
upon application, either pervsonally or by letter, inclos -
ing stamped, addressed wrapper.. All MSS, unclaimed
at the expiration of six months after notification will
be destroyed.

10.—Contributors who think fif to ignore any of the preced-«
ing rules must not complain if they fiy
are not attended to, i oy

7

London ; B, HARRISON, Salisbury Square, Fleet St,, B,0, :
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LEONTINE SAT IN THE LITTLE DRAWING-ROOM AT MONSIEUR SILVAS’, KNITTING.

- In Augusta he only saw the bar to his hopes “ Who is she? Is she a lady —a——" f
HIS WORD OF HONOUR. and yet gshe was suffering more than he Wa.s: “She is poor, and my uncle would shut his
ntatiar ; ‘Women feel these things more acutely than men | doors against me if I married her.”

do—more deeply, although they in general con- Augusta breathed more freely. Her com-

A a CHAPTER XVIL trive to wear a calmer countenance and to hide | plexion came back to itts natural colour, 5t
UGUSTA drew g ] led 80, | their emotions. “Then you wish me to give you up, and when

poor young lady, tha‘éﬂﬁegﬁgﬁiﬁggdtﬁﬁ gov:n: ?‘llt will be better for us both, Augusta—it | Sir Miles dies you will-marry her p»

But Harry looked at hep sternly, He was think- | will, because—because I love another girl I’ “How can I tell what may happen, Augusta ?

ing of gray-eyed Leontine, and the soft witchery |  She grew white as death—livid ; her lips were | I may die before Sir Miles ; so may she. She

of the memory was over him like g spell. purple. She gasped : may marry another man—very likely will, for I
No. 569.—Vor, XII,
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dare not marry her; but I can’t go to the altar
and swear before Heaven and man to love you
when all my thoughts are with another
woman !’

“ Who is she? An opera-dancer, 1 suppose,
or a shop-girl. Whois she P”

“Not an opera-dancer—not a shop-girl : a lady
in the truest sense. Moreof a saint than a flirt,”

“Qh, indeed! a littlo canting hussy, and
pretty, of course; doll’s blue eyes and flaxen
hair, and so on! What fools men are! Oh!
Harry, she’s only an artful jade, looking after
your money—a little seheming wretch, who has
10 love for you! ©Oh! do be wise! Think of
your poor Me and all your friends, and don’t
throw yourself away !”’

% Augusta, don’t be unjust. I thought you
would have had some feeling of pity if you knew
how oppressed she was. But never mind.
‘Women never pity one another.”

“Not such little wretches as those,” said
Augusta. “No — no, Master Harry’ — she
laughed a nervous, half-spiteful laugh—* don’t

_ think, when Sir Miles and my parents, and all
your friends are so bent on this mateh, that I
will let you off 8o easily to marry this horrid
girl. No, I am engaged to you, and I expech
you to fulfil the engagement.”

And Augusta’s obstinate mouth was com-
pressed tightly.

Harry paced the rug distracted.

“ Angusta, for Heaven’s sake don’t tell any-
one about—about——"

“What’s her name ?”’ asked Augusta.

Harry looked at her, and answered abt hap-
hazard, desirous now of hiding the name of her

* ha loved.

“ Wanny.”

“Fanny what ?”

“Sorubbs,” replied Harry at random, hap-
pening to recollect the girl whom little Tossey
S@ll:glked about so incessantly.

“ Scrubbs 2 What a horrid name ! Do give up
all thoughts of her. Think, Harry, of your
future, your uncle, your friends.”

“Won’t you give me up, Augusta?’ he asked,
almost fiercely. i

And Augusta, looking on the rich carpet,
smiled, and said, slowly :

“ No, Harry, I won’t, for your own galke, and
because 1 want you to get on in the world, and
make a name in . House, and in the country ;
and not fling youp life away for a litble scheming
husay. Scrubbs.indeed !’

Harry covered gia face with hig hands, and
thought deeply.

“* \%fell, Augusta,” said he, looking up, pre-
semtly, * what is to be, will be. You will keep.
my secrot P ;

“ And you,” she said, laying ber hand on ‘hi
shoulder, “will keep the promise your uncle
made for you? You will marry mep”

“It geems fated,” said Mervyn, gloomily.

* # Sk *

The afternoon following the arrival of Harry
Mervyn ab Bmibhwait;.nghab young gentleman,
was taking a lonely walk across a heath, wh
the snow made the wa\mgwkless 5 while bl
keen wind blew, and the overhanging clonds,

. threatened a heavier downfall than had as yet |

whitened the world that year.

Far out against the horizon, where the day, y
was writing its adieu in rosy colours in the |

west, stood clear blue hills, which loomed;
thro the gathering twilight like giants, in
thz m :byhatmoat%hege glli)ee Mif hand ; there. was:
not a bush nor the dwelling of a peasant tio,gix
tho idea of life to the scene. - ot
Mervyn, well wrapped, paced on vgi&
sweeping strides. He was not walking towa;
Braithwaite, though the honr was late,
they dined at six now at the great house.

struck right across the heath. He wallted as ‘

though he had some object in view—some.ap:
poénh?ﬁg ﬁo kelep' ; tha hi
ould it be a love-trysi on that gloomy, white-
floored Januapy evening # 1If so, &wlzzie must
have had conrage of the highest, health of the.
brightest, and must have hastened in the foofi-
steps of earliest youth and fondest affection,
otherwise what could tempt a maiden out on
such a freezing night ? e
Harry kept on. The red light died in the
wost, and the frosty stars sparkled in the
heavens, while the wind blew colder and colder.
Presently Harry turns up a side path. There
nre trees now on each side of him. This is a
thicket on the hoath. White and weird the
snow-decked branches gleam in the starlight.
Harry hastens on. Then a gate, a white
ﬁeldi a hedge, under which he paces, and pre-
sently another gate. There is yet another field
on the opposite side of this gate, and a long,
white paling, shrubs behind it, and a low-roofed,
9ld-fasmonad house, with gabla fronts, windows
in the voof, and a queer, ancient porch.

1t was not long before Harry stood under the
porch, tugging manfully at the brass handle of
the house-bell.

It seemed that half a dozen dogs set up a
yelping chorus, and then the door fell back, and
Mervyn stood in a dim entrance-hall, with low
roof.  The floor was paved with, ved tiles, £
servant girl, with a rough head and a little oil
' lamp in her hand, stood open-mouthed while he
shook the snow from his clothes, wiped his feet
upon the mat, and asked for Mrs. Slater.

« Her be in the little parlour,” said the
damsel. * Please to walk in.”

So she ushered Harry into the drawing-room,
the only genteel and handsome apartment at
Heathside House. é

The drawing-room was large and longgy7ith a
Brussels carpet, and a low ceiling, pink damask
chairs, and & ﬁr_eless grate; a marble-top chif-
fonier, and a window opening upon the snowy
lawn—a window which let in the draught most
fearfully, for the shutters were not closed.

Harry shivered, and sat down.

The girl had left the little oil lamp upon the
large mahogany table. He heard voices of
women and barking of dogs, and then all at
once a large lady in blue came into the room.
When she saw Harry, she set down the wax
candle which she carried, and cried out:

“Good gracious me! what, in the name of
wonder, brings you out such a night, Mr.
Harry? The girl said it was Mr. Clyde, of the
farm.”

“No, Mrs. Slater; it’sT myself in the flesh,
neither ghost nor goblin. I say, madam, have
you a fire anywhere? I want a little talk with
you, and I’m perished alive.”

Then Harry shook Mrs. Slater by both hands
g0 heartily, that she declared he would wring
them off,

“You are so rough, Harry Mervyn; just the
game as when you were & boy.”

“T'm a boy still; but I’m in a horrible fix.”

“How ? What has happened? Offended Sir
Miles P’ e

“No, not yet. You know, Mrs. Slater, what
a remarkably promising youth I am. I have
always walked in the paths where I should go
—haven’t I, now P’

“ Well, Mr. Harry, I think you have always
been steady, and honourable, and a gentleman,
in the truest semse of the word. I am sorry
there ghould be anything amiss.”

£ But haven’t you a fire, my dear lady ?”’

“ Yoes, yes, yes, and 'a nice cup of hot tea.

back to-night. Come into the little parlour.”
So Harry crossed the low hall, and entered
the snuggest of little parlours. An enormons
firo burnt in the grate. The tea-table was spread.
There were muffins, and marmalade, and brown

bread and butter, and the odour of the tea was
fragrant.

 tea, to warm,
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‘an orphan, as we have said elsewhere, and his
| strong. iions naturally sought objects around
to.which to cling : like the ivy and the vine, these
tendrils of a loving nature sought support, and
sometimes disdained not the roughest.

Mrs. Slater was a robust, ruddy, middle-aged
woman, with a loud voice, a kind smile, a hearty
manner.

“Well, Mrs. Slater,” said Harry, when the
girl had taken away the tea-things and they
were quite alone. I have come here to tell you
my trouble and to ask your help; yom haye
often said that if justice were done, I should
never inherit Braithwaite.” y

“Ah! but then justice is very often left un-
done, Mr, Harry, in this bad world, and injustice
prevails; youn and I can’t alter that.”

“ Why not # I don’t want Sir Miles to leavo
me Braithwaite if there’s another person with
more right to it. I wish to Heaven he would

Mr. Slater has gone to Worcester—won’t be. |-

5 i the aemechairy” said M, S, “and |

oL was a horse-trainer: g man "‘?ﬁ’h her
.Lm,;m. .%mu@le& al the. | Ab. :
promises, and old | himself safe on the other side before he was

Slaters lof |

e e |

"} grasped it—clung

give me ten thousand pounds and freedom : that’s
all T want, and it isn’t much, considering I have
been brought up to expect fifteen thousand
a-year.”

“ No, it’s not much in proportion, certainly ;
but why do you quarrel with your bread and
butter all of a sudden P

¢ He wants mo to marry Miss Grandcourt

‘within three months,”

¢ Well, Miss Grandeonrb is a very nice young
ady. 5

« Tiyerybody to his taste—chacun @ son gotit—
what’s one man’s meat, &o., Mrs, Slater.”

“Yes, tha.t"s right : don’t let us have any ill-
words about it ; poor young lady, she is attached
to you, Mr. Harry. -

“ Worse luck !

“Don’t say that. I can’t bear for a girl to
place her affections on a man who does not ap-
preciate their value ; as f’or a man in love, L
don’t pity him in the least. :

«You are very cruel, Mrs. Slater.”

“No, my dear young friend, I'm not; but still,
it’s a pity you can’t like Miss Augusta; she’s
good to the poor, her sqrvants l{ke her ; she’s not
proud, I'm sure; she will come in here in the hot
weather, and sit in the stone kitchen, and ask
me to give her a bunch of roses, and drink some
of our eider or milk, and chat with me as if I
was her mother. She gave me a lovely golden
locket with her hair in it. Shall L show it
to you ?”’ 3

& No—no—no, I see enough of her hair; not
that slie has enough of it ; she wears false plaits
and——"’

« Hash—hush! don’t talk in that manner.
Well, what do you want me to do ?”’

« T want you to tell me the name of the real
heir, so that I may bring that personage to Sir
Miles, and then he will give me a few thousands
and let me off. If he turned me off I am afraid
I should lead a horrible life of it, trying to earn
my bread without a shilling to help me on. I
don’t want a fortune, only competence and
freedom,”

“ Mr, Harry, if T knéw where to find the true
heir I would: help you to bring him to Braith.
waite, buti I have not the remotestidea where he
is ; still, I believe I shall know shortly.”

““Then you will let me know

Harry rose and grasped Mrs. Slater’s hand.

b % know, of course, that such a person mush
exist.

“Oh! I dont see that at all. A life is a frail
‘thing.”

- Hamy sighed.

“Well, good-night. I shall come again
soon.” > e
| Notilong after this, Mervyn was fighting the
iwind and sinking in the snow as he toiled home-
wards towards Braithwaite.
1m\fv'hen e reached the precineis of the estate,

- paused.

There was a pond, with a little boat-house
outside the shrubbery. If he crossed this, ho
‘would cut off half a mile of road. The question
‘was, would it bear? It was a little gheltered,
and perhaps had not frozen so hard as some
-more exposed waber. : :
| Atlpst he began to walk across it. Ho wished

‘half ower; for he heard noises that he did not
like.
- Allatonce, crack—splagsh—plunge, and Harry,
in his heavy sealskin and thick boots, 18 sinking
"in the deep water ! i 5
Ho rose—he grasped the ice: ib cracked
again, and Harry Mervyn was struggling with
death !
‘Hfl slhoutcid 1
‘Help !—help !” . ;
An m?sweringl); shout from the thicket beyond,
the gleam of a lantern, snd then a splash close
to hi

i ad been thrown to him. 1,
i © e .
A great plank h8d BOCL 1 St olinging to

it— more, and, creeping along it, duck-
izg 1;:712; l:x?w and anon into the deadly cold
water, he found another plank beside him, and
a voice kept shouting from the banlk :

« Hold on—hold on ! =

And so, half by miracle, quite by the mercy
of Heaven and the aptitude and presence of
mind of some fellow-man, Harry Mervyn reached
laxvlrdh'en the lantern light flashed full upon hig
deliverer’s faceéd : . :
.I.‘!I:my uttered an Gfi_o_f-matwn of wild sur-
prise. . ‘

CHAPTER XVIIL,
THE BNGAGED COUPLE,

« Dox’T mention my name,” gaid th,
whose presence of mind hagd ol ﬁf;l;znﬂg:

«Walls have cars, so have
L iesonbiciin, tlfe]:!;’}’m’ and hedgos,
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“But, in the name of all that’s wonderful,
what brings you here P’

“ Get home—got home, and change your wet
clothes. Havea hot bath, a tumbler of brandy-
and-water; have your bed warmed, and lie
under mountains ‘of blankets until you've
steamed the chill out of you. Don’t fall a victim
to rheumatic gout or worse in the flower of your
youth, before the glory of your manhood is de-
veloped, Get home—get home, Harry !’

* But what brings you here 7’

“Want of money. "I'm in a horrible fix for a
twenty-pound note.”’

“Why couldn’t you have written? It's so
very dangerous coming here. Some of the
ﬁ?ighboms will be sure to tell Sir Miles, and

en——""

“Oh! the old wretch—the unmitigated old
brute! How ungrateful ! Harry Mervyn, where
would-you have been now if I hadn’t been near
the pond when you tumbled in ?”’ ;

““Dead. I should have gone down to feed the
fishes at the bottom, and I don’t much think I
should have cared.”

The other burst into a hearty laugh.

¢ Well, you made hubbub enough, dear boy.
‘ Help—help—help !” You did not seem at all
inclined to go down philosophically among the
fishes in the philanthropic and disinterested
hope of affording them a fine supper. But get
home — get home, Harry lad, in Heaven’s
name !”’

*“ Bat you want twenty pounds, you say, and
I have a note for that sum in my under-waist-
coat pocket.”

““Get home—get homo ! Don’tstop toundress,
for the love of mercy! Remember the hot
brandy, and tho heaps of blankets, and the
warming-pan. As for my money, call down at
Howly Gate to-morrow. I'm stopping at the
farm with Trents. Heaven bless you !”’

They wrung each other’s hands with the
greatost heartiness, and then Mervyn hastened
home, where he,fofiowea his friend’s advice in
every particular, ard lay under a mountain of
blankets all tlie evening instead of participating
in the amusements ot his uncle’s guests.

The next day he rose without cold, stiffness,
or hoarseness, thanks to his splendid constitu-
tion and the regimen he had practised.

Harry Mervyn went *out with his gun as if
he had had no ducking in the pond.

He found his mysterious acquaintance at
Howly Gate, and forced an extra five pounds
upon him, entreating him to get back to London
as fagt as possible.

In the evening, Harry Mervyn was compelled
to pay attention to Miss Grandcourt. He danced
with her ; he sat by her. She chattered inces-
santly.

“ Dumb Scrambo has found a.voice,” said a
dashing young lady with black eyes, who very
much admired Harry’s handsome face, splendid
proportions, and prospective title and estate.

Janet Jackson was the daughter of a county
magistrate and squire of very small estate and
very large family.

‘She had nine sisters, two only of whom were
married. She was the fourth daughter. The
three next to her were marriageable ; and these,
with herself and Catharine, theeldest single Miss
Jackson, made five young ladies ready and wille
ing to be bound in the bonds of Hymen, suppos-
ing those bonds to be made of gold, or, at least,
pure silver,

Janet was twenty-four, sparkling, spirited, a
splendid waltzer, with flashing black eyes, a
brown, clever, rather plain, but very pleasing,
face; a fine figure, a good taste in dress, and
the prospect of an income of £50 a-year to live
on if ghe remained nnmazrried ; for there was a
brother who intended to marry, and who would
como in for all the land.

Now, Janet was a girl of the world, good-
natured, pleasure-loving, keen-scented after all
good things.

She wounld have been delighted to marry
Harry, both because she liked him, and because

16 was heir to a fine fortune. She saw how he
hated to have Augusta forced on him, and she
:eisf?lved to try and make a little game for her-
olf.

Janet wore g pink ball-dress, which set off
or brown gkin and black eyes to advantage.
She haq been whirling round in a waltz with an
.xlpxnterQstmg half-pay Major, for whom, as she
expﬂessed it, she did not care a snap.
Mad 0 sab fanming herself on a couch while the
2J0r went in search of lemonade, and she said
to2 younger sister who sat near her:
o Dumb Serambo has found g voice ab Jast.”
“ E s Miﬂtﬂ frmndcourt # :
mean dearest Augusta, i
Jover looks, does he nos;;ufg'a How delighted her
“He looks awfully bored,”
* He looks as if he wero sipping nectar and

eating ambrosia, DBy-the-way, I wonder what
ambrosia waslike ? I fangy like whipped cream
and trifle cake ;”’ and Janet fanned herself again
lustily. “ Here comes the Major. He hasbeen
sipping nectar, I know. I wish there was no
such wine as sherry allowed in civilised society.
Major Loftus always seems to breathe sherry
and think sherry; if one may venture to suggest
such a possibility, Now Miss Grandeourt is
coaxing Harry to have a game of guessing cha-
rades. Here he comes to consult me.” -

And Janet spread out her pink skirts, and
smiled a fascinating smile, which showed her
white teeth. :

“Miss Grandcourt wants a gamo of acting
charades. Will you organise it ?” said Mervyn.

* With pleasure.” 5

So they chatted on, and it fell out in the
course of the game, through the subtle machi-
nations of Miss Janet Jackson, that Augusta
was obliged to go out with the actors while
Janet and Harry sat side by side on the amber
sofa, chattering, listening to the buzzing con-
verse of the rest, watching the effect of the
long, princely room, with its conservatorios
opening like glimpses of Eden here and there
through half-open, gilded doors; and all the
while in another room the heiress, separated
from the heir, stood sulkily in a ecorner, not
caring what she was to act or to wear.

““ How nice it must be to be engaged 1" gaid
odd Janet Jackson to poor Harry. “I wishI
was engaged.”

“Your own fault, Miss Jackson, of course ¢’

“Of coursenot, if you please.. What do men
marry for—money or beauty don’t they? I've
neither.”

“ I know you don’t care for compliments, so
I won’t say you are lovely as the Gunnings, but
you are quite fascinating enough to be loved
without having & fortune.”

“ Thank you; I would make you a courbesy,
if wo were alone; but, you see, if I did, every-
body would wonder what I meant. Youwll ex-
cuse it, won’t you P”’

She asked this absurd question with the
gravest face in the world, and Harry laughed,

¢ There, I wished to make you laugh. I am
sure Miss Grandcourt has been trying to amuse
you for the last hour, and you have sat as grave
as a judge, melancholy as a mute, looking as
if you were listening to your own funeral
oration.”

Miss Jackson fanned hersolf again with
energy. ’

“1 suppose still waters run deep, and your
joy in her society is too deep for words, Itish
I was engaged !”’

* You have settled it for me, then, that I am
engaged, without giving me a chance of trying
to make myself agreenble.”

“ Well, Miss Grandcourt herself announced
the pleasing fact to me last night, after you had
tumbled into the water, and gone to bed in the
blankets ; she said how anxious she naturally
was, now that the time of marriage approached
s0 near.”

Harry muttered some hasty, angry word which
Janet did not catoh, and she went on remorse-
leasly.

“ I should think one would have such a nice, |

quiet life with her; she never seems to stir un-
less you are here. ~Life will flow like a—like a
—Ilike a nice canal, won’t it ?”’

“I am sure I can’t say,” replied Harry, who
began to think Janet impertinent, teasing, and
unladylike. “I wish, please, you would choose
somo other topic to discuss than myself and
my matrimonial prospects.”

There had been a time when Harry had been
a little fascinated by Janet’s piquant ways and
lively black eyes, but now he contrasted her with
the young face of Greek outline, and with serious
gray eyes, looking at him half-pleadingly, half-
reproachfully. He thonght of Leontine in the
cottage at Kew, and Janet, Squire’s daughter
a8 sho was, seemed vulgar by comparison.

Janet coloured and laughed, but she saw that
instead of amusing Harry Mervyn, she had
made herself disagreeable to him. She hastened,
then, to change the subject, and soon she was
making him laugh by her funny descriptions of
scenes and persons she had visited. So the
evening wore on, and then came supper in
another room ; after that, wishing good nights
and merry adieux, amid laughter, fun, and
frolie. ;

The door is shut, and Augusta is in the
gplendid guest-chamber, which she occupies af
Braithwaite.

There is a fire, and wax-candles are burning;
the young lady wears a white dressing-robe;
Deborah, her maid, is brushing out her hair;
Deborah is not a girl; she has lived with the
Grandeounrts fifteen years; she is a thin, clever-
looking, active woman, genteelly dressed in

black silk, and with a pretty little blue. cap on
her head. i
There are tears in poor Augusta’seyes ; while
Deborah brushes the hair, the young lady
She has a cold in her head, 8o she uses

weeps.
her pembroidered handkerchief rather often.
Deborah maintains a discreet silenco. At last

Augusta speaks :

“ Deborah !

“ Yes, miss.”’

“I've been very much mortified to-night, I
don’t mind telling you.”

“I’'m sure, miss, those that would annoy a
gentle, kind, sweet young lady like you deserve
hanging.”

Deborah was honestly fond of her lady.

“It's Harry,” sobbed Augusta. “I don’t
want fim_hanged. Oh! Deborah, I wish we
were married, and it was all over.”

Deborah coughed in a measured manner,

“1I think your hair will do now, miss.”

“Please to put it up for the night. Yes,
Deborah; Mr. Mervyn has hurt my feelings.
When we are once married, of course it will be
different, 'We shall understand each other
better.”

Deborah coughed again. -

“1t was all Sir Miles Braithwaite’s fault,”
poor Augusta went on, hurriedly, “He camo
up to us when Harry was wishing me good-night ;
and he said, before Lady Connaught, and Sir
Thomas, and that fast creature, Janet Jackson :
* Kiss her, man—kiss her;’ and I went up to-
wards him, and he went backwards, and looked
as if he could have cut my throat.”

Augasta broke down, sobbing as if her heart
would break.

“ He just took my hand, and dropped it, and
then stood up, pale, and stiff, and haughty, be-
fore all those people; and Sir Miles and I heard
that Janet Jackson laugh—I'm sure of it, though
she looked as grave as a judge when her eyes
caught mine,”

¢ It’s very provoking of Sir Miles,” said De.
borah, discreetly; for she knew she must not
speak against Mr. Mervyn.

“And it was stapid of Harry also,” said
Augusta.

¢ Well, miss, there are young gentlemen—
young noblemen who would give their right
hands to be in the position he is in—engaged to
such a young lady as you are.”

“ Deborah,” said Miss Grandcourt, turning
round, and then standing up, ¢ thero is a crea-
ture in London whom Harry loves, and her
name is Scrubbs—Fanuy Scrubbs. Now that
he is regularly engaged to me, he must and
shall cease to speak to her. I mean to have
him watched ; and if he goes near her house,
I will tell Sir Miles.”

Augusta shut her mouth tightly; and the
determination her face expressed was intense,

“Now, Deborah,” said she, presently, “I
want your help. You said once before you
had a brother, who would wateh him.”’

“So I have, miss. He is clerk to a lawyer,
and likes work of that sort.”

“When Mr. Mervyn returns to London, set
your brother to watch him everywhere.”

- “T will, migs.”
*“And I will pay him four pounds a-week
‘while he is doing this.”

“ You are always generous, miss.”

Thus Harry’s lady-love set a watch upon
him during those winter holidays, and Miss
Fanny Scrubbs was placed also under the same
gurveillance,

—

CHAPTER XIX.
CH‘PTEB. IN SILVAS’ ROMANCE.

It was the day before school re-opened ; Leon-
tine sat in the pretty little drawing-room at
Monsieur Silvas’, knitting. She was alone. Out-
side the snow lay in white patches upon the
little lawn and gravel-paths, and hung in fes-
‘toons on the shrubs and bushes. The sky was
clear; the air was frosty. The fire burnt
brightly. As fast as Harry Mervyn entered
her mind, the beautiful liftle music-mistress
drove him out again with proud resolve and
indignant spirit. She was fast learning to re-
gard him with a species of contempt, half
allied to pity, and wholly devoid of bitterness;
while he, in the gorgeous home to which ho
was the heir, was daily learning to love the
memory of her sweet face more and more as it
receded from him into the regions of the ime
possible,

She thought of Fanny Scrubbs. He thought
only of her—Leontine. So she saf, knitting a
presented to Monsieur

gay little purse to be
ilvas, For madame, she had made and

trimmed a pretty warm little jacket. She was

thinking now of the toils and the music-lessons,
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All at once the door-handle turned, and
M. Silvas entered.

“So busy at work, petite?”’ he gaid, sitting
down opposite to her, and almost devouring her
with his dark eyes.

“ Yos, monsieur, it is almost finished ; it is
a purse.”’

He watched her in silence for a few minutes,
then she put the finishing stitches, and pre-
gently handed it to him.

A strong, handsome, little crimson silk purse,
with an amber fringe and border.

“ Accept it, monsieur. I made it gay because
you love gay colours.”

« Tor mo P’ He took it. * But that is charm-
ing, and ‘made by those dear, beautiful, little
fingers.” A tremulous sigh escaped him. “You
eannot think, my child, how I shall miss you !
How horrible to send you back to that prison!
Leontine, I shall never put that purse to the
base use of keeping money ; I shall goard it as
the most precious thing in the world—my
greatest treasure.”’

Surely the odd light in Monsiear Silvas’ black
eyes must have suggested gsomething to Leon-
tine at that moment.

What did he mean, this handsome, talented,
kindly, cynical, clever man ? Did he know some
gecret concerning Leontine, or Leontine’s
friend, lover, fate, hero, whatever one might,
could, or would term Harry Mervyn of Brai-
thwaite ?

«Tt is not worth treasuring, monsieur,” she
said, hurriedly. “ T wished to make you and
madame each a little present of my own needle-
work as a proof that 1 am not ungrateful for
your generous kindness—that is all.”

“Nay, but I—do you understand P—I value
the gift on account of the giver.”

He came and stood before Leontine where she
gat on the little blue damask sofa.

“T have supposed myseif in love perhaps
geven times, Leontine Corville; each time it
was the affair of a week—a nine days’ wonder,
at tho most. I had a romance in my youth, but
that seems so long ago now—fifteen years.
was twenty, and I lived in an old chiteau in
Normandy with my mother—do not think that
we, the Silvag’, are a fallen family of moblesse.
Oh'! not atall. My principles are Republican
to the backbone. We were only retainers of a
great house. My mother kept the rooms—the
show-rooms—in order while the family were in
Italy, for the Chiteau le Cours was and is an his-
torical chétean, and the Lo Cours are an his-
torical family. I wasa lad, ardent, impassioned,
who read myself crazy with Rousseau. I was
a musician also, with only such instruction as
the priest of the village had afforded me ; I conld
write English, German, and Italian. I was em-
ployed to catalogue and keep in order the books
in the library ab the chiteau, and I was to seo
that the pictures—many of them gems from the

hands of great masters—were well preserved. So | ¢

I led a dreaming life amid literature and art.
I studied a little, but I dreamt more; and then
the Le Cours, who had been away five years, re-
turned to the chdtean.”

Monsicnr Silvas pauged in his narrative to
wipe his brow. Itseomed that the recollections
of fifteen years baclk had heated his imagina-
tion and lis handsome head at the same time ;
and yet his face was very pals, while the fire in
his eyes seemed almost lurid as he gazed at
Leontine. p

« The Le Cours came back: Arthur, the son,
with the Count and the Countess, and Clotilde,
the daughter; she was divine. There was a
painting by Murillo in the gallery—a painting ofa
Madonna, with a soft Spanish type of counte-
nance. Clotilde resembled that inspiration. Well,
she'was eighteen, She wore silks and pearls of an
evening; yet all the Paris modes could not make
a commonplace young lady of fashion of that
dream—that breathing poem-—that harmonious
blending of all that was lovely in womanhood,
I was the librarian—the young secretary. Well,
and she came to the library for books, and we
conversed. I played on the organ in the gal-
lery, and she listened. Together we discoursed
of pictures—of poetry—nay, of politics, for she
thoughtnot only of the refined and the elegant, but
of all mankind, and she prayed that our France
might be governed well. We loved. Mademoi-
gelle, that was my romance — loved without
knowing that we loved—loved until our hearts,
souls, spirits, were a3 one.”

TLoontine’s large eyes dilated ; her cheeks were
aflamo. 'This love-story of fifteen years back
tonched her deeply, and awoke her sympa-
thies.

¢ (o on, monsieur—please go on.”

Ho was Iookini ab her fixedly, and now he
broke into o laugh,

years ago. She was divine. What of that?
She was & Lie Cour—noblesse oblige. Her proud
Countess mother engaged her to marry a neigh-
bouring Marquis, fifty-five, lean, bald, with white
whiskers, and an estate of fifty thousand francs’
rental. She loved me. What of that? She
was obedient; as became a French daughter.
She wept tears of pearl; they wetted my cheelc
as I held her to my heart. My tears were
dried up—my heart was hard. Have I loved
seven times since? Ay, twenty times seven—
loved as the man of the world loves, with his
eyes on thebank-book of the adored one—ha, ha !
Well, the maiden became Madame la Marquise,
and I went up to Paris and taught languages.
I prospered. ~Occasionally I saw Madame la
Marquise pass in her chariot; she always
bowed to me.  After long years the Marquise
went to Algiers with her old husband. He lives
still ; so does she. For me, I came to T.ondon.
I teach French among English nobles—I teach
it.at Olympia Lodge.”

He snapped his fingers.

“ When I saw you, my heart stood still.  You
are like the Murillo—you are like Clotilde—you
are like the vision of my youth come back again.
I said so to my mother, I——""

Enter Madame Silvas, smiling sweetly.

_ ““Ah! mon enfant,” said she. * I was think-
ing a little change would be pleasant to-day.
Come, Achille, take the old mother and the
young guest—take us to the morning perform-
ance at the opera; it is charming, and I know
Achillo has had tickets given him. Run up,
littlo one ; change your dress, I will lend you
a black satin shawl; with a splendid gold border.
It was a present from Achille.”

And Leontine left the room.

When she was gone, the old lady’s face flushed
crimson ; her oyes danced and flashed ; she
spoke through shub teeth.

“ Imbeoile—idiot—son of mine! to throw
away your chances of fortune, and make love to
a beggar! I listened ab the door.”

«7 will not have my happiness taken from
me o second time,” said Achille. * She is divine
—she is like Clotilde.” L

“ She is a little pauper ; and she is, perhaps,
like Clotilde in being a sentimental miss—that
is all. This fancy will pass like any other.”

“Tt is not fancy ; it is inspiration—it is the
desp love of a man’s mature age.”

“Well, talk on, but promise—oh ! promise not
to bind yourself—net yet—not for a year. There
is plenty of time. Yonder pretty drudge will
not have another offer in a hurry. Wait. In a
year a chance will turn up which will enrich
you. Oh! Achille; we are in debt. Think. That
protty girl; years go onj; half a dozen little
mouths to feed; poverty—poverty; the work-
house at last. You are not strong. More toil
would kill you, my son—my Achille !”’

Her voice trembled ; there were tears in her

yos.

“ Well, ma mére,” said Achille, drawing a long
gigh, *thon hast reason. I will wait a yeeu?,
as you say. My treasure is safe for tho
present.”

[To be continued.]
“ His Word of Honour” commenced in No, 504 and
Part CXXXVIIL

GRAINS OF GOLD

INGENUOUS shame once lost 18 never regained.

LEBARNING in prosperity is an ornament; in
adversity a refuge.

GRrAY hairs, }ike honest friends, are plucked
out and cast aside for telling unpleasant truths.

He can never speak well that can never hold
his tongue.

He who betrays another’s secret because he
has quarrelled with him, was never worthy of the
name of friend: a breach of kindness will not
justify a breach of trust.

TroueHT and action are inseparable and
equally indispensable. If we would thoroughly
perform our task, wo must grasp it mentally and
do it patiently.

LoVE seizes on us suddenly, without giving
warning, and our disposition or our weakness
favours the surprise; one look, one glance from
the fair fixes and determines us. Fr}ends_hlp,
on the contrary, is a long time in forming ; 1*‘}1’
of slow growth, throngh many trials and months
of familiarity, How much wit, good-nature,
indulgence, how many good offices and civilities,
are required among friends to accomplish 13
some years what a lovely face or & fine han
does in & minute !

—

How To SEND Kip Groves.—Through the
finger-post.—Judy. . : f

T man whose hair tarned white in a single
night is surpassed by the girl who lost hers
completely irl one dance.

.gomerimes.—" A kind word spoken to a hus-
band will' go further than a broomstick or a
flirtation,” says a woman of experience.

From April to November men and women
generally increase in weight. . From November
to March there is usually a decrease.

Tar highest wages in the world for servants
are paid at St. Petersburg, where' girls who can
cook receive eight pounds a month and their
board. . o :

AT forty years of age a man looks back over
hig life, and wonders . what he did it for, and
then turns wistfully fcowards the future, and
keeps on doing’it. rdigh

Tur CmArau.—A newly-started paper deli-
cately announces that its charge for marriage
notices is © just what the ecstasy of the bride-
groom may prompt.”

Poor | THING !— What is home without a
mother ?”’ is what a young lady remarked the
obher day, when her ma left’ her the ironing to
do. : 3
Tur King of. the Friendly Islands in the
Pacific Ocean is a licensed local minister of the
Mothodist denomination, and his wife, Queen
Charlotte, is a class leader.

A wrrry lady says, “ If you want to find out
a man’s real disposition, fake him when he’s
wet and hungry. If he is amiable then, dry
him and fill him ap, and you have an angel.”

SouND advice of an old merchant: Never owe
any man more than jov cre able to pay, and
allow no man to owe you more than you are
able to lose. :

A CORRESPONDENT of a newspaper describing
a neighbouring river as a ¢ sickly stream,” &
editor appended the remark, ¢ Just 80; it's con-
fined to its bed.”

AN absent lady’s character being under dig-
cussion ot & tea-party, one of the gossips hypo-
critically said, © Well, after all, we should think
the best of her.”” — “Yes,” growled an_old
bachelor; “and say the worst.”

A RARA Avis.—Jones:  Who is.that girl
all the men seem so anxious to be introduced
to #’—Brown : “Oh ! that’s Miss Pyuke. Won-
derful woman, sir!”—Jones: ‘ What has she
done ?’—Brown : * Never written a novel, or
contributed to a magazine 1"’—Punch.

A PECULIAR custom prevails ab Norham,
Durham, that if the banns of marriage be thrice
published, and the marringe does not take place,
tho rofusing party, whother male or-femalo,
pays forty shillings to the vicar, as a penalty for
“ goorning the Church.”

AFRAID.—A little girl remarked to her mamma,
on going to bed : T am not afraid of the dark.”
—“No, of course you are not,” replied her
mamma.— I wis a little afraid once, ‘\yhen_ I
went into tho pantry to get a& tart.”—* What
were you afraid of P’ asked the ma,gxma.-—“ I
was afraid I could nob find the tarts.’”

TLoss oF Beaury.—Theworld affects to com.
miserate wounds of the heart, and to disregard
thoso of vanity.. What - division of ideas is
here produced %y two phirases that are in reality
synonymous ! With what _superficial frivolity
the loss of beauby 18 freated by authors of great
merit in other respects, and also in those gos.
siping conversabions in actual life which mean
nothing, and yeb to the individual hqw immense
js that loss! What consequences ifi involveg !
Often  glory, honour, respect, consideration
esteem, -power; love, extinction of influence,
either for good or for evil. : »

. goms. Ducxs - AMONG . THrM,—The Rev
Walter Dunlop was much distressed by a schism
in his flock, oceasioned by an agitation being
raised in Dumfries on the subject of adult
baptism. One day, in the course of his sermon
on the words, “ How often would I have gathered
thee as a hen gathereth her chickens,” his feeling
on thg“sub]eot broke forth, and, with tears, he
said : Oh! my freens, yo ken hoo I've striven
tae gie ye the words o’ wisdom ; ye ken hooI’ve
keepit ye year after year, as a hen covers her
chickens, but I doot after a’ there’s some

deucks amang yo ; sae m Y ff tae the
ony ar
Ve are gana
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THE BRIGANDS AND THEIR CAPTIVES HAD NOW REACHED A SPOT WHERE IT WAS NECESSARY TO STEP IN SINGLE FILE.

BADLY MATCHED.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘TRISSIE’S BRIDAL,” ‘‘WILFUL
WINNIE,” “ A TWISTED LINK,”” ‘‘ RUSSET AND ROSE,”
¢ FOR LIFE—FOR LOVE,” ETC., ETC,

CHAPTER XXVI.

TruE leader of the band, with all the grace of a
courtier, asked if he had the honour of address-
ing her Hocelenza the Principessa Caspares.
Ah! yes; he knew that he could not be mis-
taken. He had been looking for her so long:
one, two, three days; and heheld up his fingers.
He was delighted to see the most illustrious
lady at last.

“Tell me your errand without any more fine
words,” she answered, impatiently. ~ “ You are
a brigand. You intend to rob me.”

He did not deny the soft impeachment, al-
though his reply was intended to be reassur-
ing.

“ L, signora shall have no cause to complain of
the usage she receives at my hands. If she
will accept my arm, and request her fair com-
panions to follow quietly, it will do away with
the unpleasant necessity of uttering threats, or
nsing these ; and he pointed to a bundle of
cords carried by one of his followers.

« Surely, fellow, you will not attempt to dé-
tainus !’ exclaimed the Baroness, more alarmed
for the young creatures, who, pale with dread,
had crept to her side, and were grasping her
dress. “ You can have my watch, my rings, the
contents of my purse, but I insist that you
permit me to return to my carriage.”

“Tho signora’s coachman, warned by me
that he would not be safe if he remained
within a league of this place, has taken flight,”
the brigand chief replied ; * and, as there is not
a decent hotel within two hours’ journey, her
serene excellency will understand that she has
10 resource but to accept the hospitality of her
most humble senvant, Your luggage is in the
hands of my men, so you nced have no uneasi-
ness about that,’” :

A prge-me your civilities, pray,’
angry baroness, “‘and tell me precisely what it
is you require. 'What sum, I mean, do you de-
mand for my liberty and my friends’ P’

replied the ?

The chief shrugged his shoulders.

“ La signora is too hasty. I cannot decide how
many purses of gold she is worth to me and my
good comrades till we have taken counsel to-
gother. She has nothing to fear. We are
honourable men, and pledge ourselves to respect
her; but, in return, she must obey.”

There was a menace now in the tones that
had hitherto been so studionsly polite, and the
Baroness began to lose courage.

“Take these—take all I have, and let us go,”
she cried, snatching off her ornaments, and
thrusting them into the hands of the chief. *“ You
would gain no credit by defaining a party of
helpless women. Be as generous as you are brave,
and accept my solemn pledge to send you, to any
place you choose to name, whatever sum of
money you think proper to demand. I will not
retract, however exorbitant you may be, for I
am answerable for the safety of those who
travel with me ; and if harm befel them——"’

She could not proceed; the strong-minded
lady had never been in such a predicament
before, and knew not how to extricate herself.
Besides, she had just caught a glimpse of Lady
Camilla struggling in the clutch of two of the
men, who had seized her as she turned from the
stream to rejoin the Baroness.

“It agonises me to refuse any request made
| by so illustrious a lady,” said the polite brigand,
| with his hand on his heart ; ¢ but what must be,
i must be. Our road lies this way;”’ and he
| pointed to a faint track leading through the

larch trees towards the summit of an over-

hanging acclivity. “An hour’s sharp walking
| will bring us to the resting-place prepared for
! my guests. Will the signora follow us quietly,
! and recommend her companions to do the same,
or must my men compel them ?*

“I will go with you quietly,” said Bessie,
shrinking from the ragged, scowling Italians
who hemmed them in, and feeling as if any
fatigne would be preferable to encountering
the touch of their, perhaps, blood-stained
| hands.

“ And I,” echoed Trixie, more faintly, for she,
too, felt that if resistance was useless, it would
I be folly to provoke their fierco captors, and
| perhaps draw upon themselves insults that

|
!

could not be offered while they retained a digni-
fied position.

The man nodded with a grim smile.

“You have decided wisely, signorinas. My
comrades have received orders to capture you,
and they will carry them out; it rests with
yourselves in what way.”

So significant was his tone, so threatening
the frown on his brow, that even madame suc-
cumbed. For a few seconds she had meditated
screaming for help, and struggling violently
with her assailants; but a little reflection
showed her the madness of such a proceeding.
It would certainly bring back Sir Charles
Ormsby from his vain search for the missing
carriage ; but what could he do against such a
numerous band but incense them %y a furious
resistance, that would probably end in his being
murdered before her eyes ?

As soon as this thought took possession of
her mind, she was eager to be taken away ere
he could return, The capture had evidently been
long planned ; and this convietion brought conso-
lJation with it. The brigands knew her name
and rank, and doubtless that of Lady Camilla.
Most likely they had obtained their information
from some gossiping servant at the Conte’s,
who might have added exaggerated accounts of
the wealth of the ladies that had inflamed the
cupidity of these men.

But this would only make them more careful
to use their prisoners well; and the Baroness
consoled herself that the worst either of them
had to fear would be their detention in some
mountain cave or half-ruined fastness till the
terms of their ransom were decided, and she
could advise her bankers to honour the cheque
she would be forced to sign.

Accordingly, she signified her willingness to
proceed ; and, signing to two of the strongest of
his men to raise in their arms the Lady Camilla,
who had fainted with fright, the chief began to-
lead the way towards the track he had indi-
cated.

But now the interruption took place that the
Baroness had been dreading. Charlie Ormsby,
provoked beyond measure at the disappearance
of the carriage, and unable to descry any signs
of it, was returning to apprise the ladies of the
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odd circumstance, when he perceived their posis
tion.

With all the fiery impetuosity of his character,
he clenched his fists, and sprang towards them,
felling the first who crossed his path. But the
brigands were not taken at a disadvantage, for
they were on the watch for him; and in an
instant three or four had thrown themselves
upon the young man, and borne him to the
ground.

Pasgsion, however, lent him such strength,
that, after a desperate struggle, he contrived to
shake them off, and rise to his feet. But what
could he do against such numbers? Ere the
gasping, shuddering Baroness could stir or lift
up her voice to plead in his behalf, his arms
were pinioned behind him, and half g dozen
stilettos flashed from their sheaths. Buf no
blow was struck, for, with a thrilling cry, a
girl had bounded forward, and thrown herself
on his breast to shield him with her own body,

CHAPTER XXVII.
“RUN THOU NOT INTO DANGER.”

THE confusion that followed Sir Charles’s
appearance and capture was so great, that the
Baroness could searcely tell for some minutes
what had happened. Then she saw that it was
Beatrice Mayne, who, regardless of the risk she
was running, had interposed her slight figure
betwoeen the prisoner and his infuriated and
noisily gestioulating captors. She had not
escaped injury in her bold act, for one of the
upraised knives had grazed her arm as she flang
it ever Sir Charles’s shoulder; but she had
succeeded in saving his life, for the men, al-
though they continued to scowl and threaten,
sheathed their weapons, and, with a joyful
throb, she saw that unless provoked again by
his intemperate conduct, he was — for the
present, at all events—comparatively safe.

And now she could think of herself ; and feel.
ing sick as well as angry at the sight of the
orimson stream trickling down her arm, she
held it up, and passionately taunted the chief,
who had pushed his way into the midst of the
group, on the conduct of hisfollowers. Ryen in
%his there was policy.

Better, thought Trixie, that they should
be provoked with her, than left to vent their
brutality on the baronet.

“Oh! man—man |” she exclaimed, display-
ing the bleeding gash, “you promised us good
treatment, yet see what your, comrades have
done! Isitthus you use your prisoners—thus
you keep your plighted word? Will you let your
companions marder us before your eyes, and
make no effort to prevent it

“ The fault was none of mine!” he began to
agsert, but she scornfully stopped him.

“You are no Italians; no, not cne of you.
The countrymen of Garibaldi are brave and
honourable ; they do not pounce upon an un-
armed man, and overpower him with their
aumbers, and stab the still more helpless girl
who has not attempted to resist them.”’

*“ Corpo di Bacco ! there is no coping with
the tongue of an angry woman,” muttered the
aunoyed chief, who was eager to get hig
prisoners away from a spot too near the high-
road to be very safe. Truly, signora, you are
too hard upon us, My eomrades haye nob wil-
fully meddled with you. If you have been rash
enough to throw yourself on the knife’s point,
you must not rate us beoanse it pierces sharply.
Your place is with the other ladies. Rejoin
them, and T will deal with our prisoner here.”

He gently pushed her aside, but, eluding him,
she clung more closely to Sir Charles. She had
put a terrible signification on his last words,
and belioved that the baronet would be ruth.
]c;gsly murdered as soon as she quitted his
side,

“No—no,” she gasped, ‘defying those who
advanced to remove her, “T will not leave him,
You shall not take me away—you shall not
hurt him., Have mercy—have mercy! He is
g0 young to die, Men—fignds!”’ sho added,
frantically, ““ you shall not touch him 1"

And once again she wrapped her arms aronnd
him, and strove to shield him with her own
body. ‘

However, her strength was as nought when
pitted against the brigands’, and she was forcibly
withdrawn from her perilous position, sobbing
too wildly to hear the deep-toned entreaty that
she would think only of herself Sir Charles
hastened to utter in their native language,

“Who are you, signor ?”’ the chief demanded,
and the English baronet would have boldly
avowed his name and lineage, but for Trixie’s
mterposxtiu_n. g

A suspicion had darted into her mind that
these were 10 ordinary bandits, and it was she
who answered their leader’s question,

“He is my brother, and the servant of an
English gentloman called Sir Charles Ormsby,
who is nephew to Madame the Baroness.’”

* 84, si, this must be true,”’ assented one of
the band, * for he rode behind the carriage at
some distance,just as the grooms of these
Linglish milordos always do,”

“ We ought to have secured the master, not
the man,” growled his leader. * Bind his arms
and bring him along. Itis not worth while to
injure him, neither must we let him escape to
tell tales, and put others on our traclk.”

Still Sir Charles, who detested the idea of
hiding under false colours, would have asserted
the truth at all risks; but when he attempted
to speal, one of the men buffeted him on the
mouth, and Trixie, shricking at the sight, ex-
tended her elasped hands, and implored him to
be quiet. :

‘“For the time presert these ruffians are
our masters,” she said, rapidly, in English.
*“Submission and silencoe may help us all;
while defiance will ensure your own death, and
leave us at the morey of our captors.”

** Submit to these cowardly curs!” he hissed
under his breath, Jerking one of his wrists out
of the grasp of those who were tying a cord
around it. “ But yes, you are right,” he added,
catching a glimpse of the agitated features of
the Baroness, and of the insensible Camilla,
with whor her bearers were crossing the stream,
‘ Grently, fellows 3 you need noticut me with your
confounded ropes, I yield me, and will give you
no more trouble,”

“Very wisely said,” observed the chief, who
had been raising and exawining the man Sir
Charles knocked down, Matteo is not hurt,
only stuuned, or even my influence might not
have prevented your feeling the consequences
of your rashness, We make short work with
troublesome ‘customers ;7 and he drew his
stiletto across his own throat with a grim sig-
nificance that made Trixie’s faco a shade paler
than it was hefore. “ Now, lads, come on; we
have wasted too ‘much time already, and our
path is a difficult one after the night falls,”

In obedience to his directions, two of the
bandits placed themselves on either side of the
Baroness, who was leaning on the arm of Bessie,
while another walked immediately in front, to
clear aside the overhanging boughs that im-
peded their progress, as—tho stream passed by
vquing—they began to wind up the mountain-
side,

After madame and her companion stalked
the chief, who had signed to Trixie to precede
him ;" but she hung back, attaching herself to
the man who led the baronet.

“My poor brother,” she said, plaintively,
when she perceived the angry brows of tho
banditti began to relax. ¢ Your ligatures chafe
his arms cruelly. If he gives you his word not
to attempt an escape, will you not be merciful,
and unbind him £’

* Do not stoop to plead for me, my dear girl,”
said Sir Charles, * nor make promises I do not
think I could command myself to fulfil, T'm
sure I shall not be able %o resist knocking
down the cowardly raseal whose blow hag
swelled my lip so painfully.”’

*“ You will do nothing so foolish. There is a
proverb in our country that tells us diseretion
is the better part of valour,” she retorted.
“You'll please to bear that in mind, and not
make your personal injaries the cause of greater
dxst'ress than we are already suffering,”

Sir Charles saw the force of her reasoning,
and began to moderate his ire.

“I am dumb; though what good it will do
to permit these raseals to belieyo—-—

“Peace!” ghe whispered, apprehensively.
“We know not who hears or understands us.
Sir €. Ormsby’s man-servant is too insignificant
a‘personage to be worth putting out of the way,
as the leader of these men wasg observing a few
minutes ago. Very possibly you will now be
sent to arrange for our ransom, whereas—-—'

But here she was sharply checked by the
chief, whose quick ears their voices had
reached.

“ Bilence, there ! or if you must talk, let it be
in Ttalian, that I may know what misohief you
are hatching.”

*“ My brother speaks your language so badly,”
pleaded Trixie, gliding towards'the man, and
doing her best to coneiliate him. * We did but
complainof the pain to which those tightly-drawn
cords are putting him. Will you not have them
loosened, signor 7 2

“ That he may give us another display of the
strength he possesses ?” retorted the man, sar-
castically, ¢ For his own sake, protty one, thou
shouldst not ask it. It is but a word and a
blow with my comrades as well as with him ;
only he should bear in mind that they strike
with the knifo instead of tho fist,”

-k

Trixie closed her eyes for a moment, and
looked so overcome, that the chief put out hig
hand to support her. But ghe quickly ree
covered herself.

“He shall 1ot offend again, I.will be hig
surety ; only be merciful, good signor, and re-
lease him from these bonds; I cannot bear to
seo him writhing in them,”

““Cospetto ! but he is forbunate to havo so fair
and charming a sister to plead for him 1"’ cried
the Ttalian, gallantly., “But dost thon forget
that safe bind is safe find, and that if ho ae
tempted flight, as he seems rasp enough to do,
a bullet through his brain would inevitably
follow? What would %u say then p”’

“You horrify me. ,What ‘has he done thap
you should hurt him P’ ghe faltered, forced now
to accept the aid he tendered, for hey trembling
limbs would scarcely support her,

The brigand laughed lightly.

“ Bah! signorina, his fate rests with himself,
Bid him be quiet, and he will be safe enough,
Had it been his master now—but thig young
fellow is mot in half the danger you perilled
when you dashed between his bredst and the
keen blades of my cothrades. By the eyes of
Juno, you are a brave gn-l,’_’ ]_la 9.dded, with such
an admiring air that Trixie involuntarily in.
creased the distance between them. Ag she did
50, he perceived the rent her sleeve had received,
and that her arm was still bleeding.

“Fools that we are to forget that you were
hurt in the fray!” he exclaimed. “If is I who
sball be blamed for this, Will you permit me ta
examine it P’ R

But Trixie put the wounded arm behind hets.

‘“Thanks ; there is hot mach the matter 3 ibig
but & scratch, and my brother will bind hig
handkerchief around it if you will kindly seb
him free.” :

The Italian hesitated, but Trixie’s eutreating
looks eventually prevailed.

8o be it, then,” he said. *The young man
knows what will follow if he makes any attempty
either to defy or evade us;”’ and at his signal,
one of his followers untied the knots that cous
fined Sir Charles’s hands, pradently withdrawing
as soon as he had done so, for the blow that had
felled Matteo was a mighty one, as his wan looks
still testified. But Trixie was beside the baroneh
as he impatiently shook off the last ligature j
and while appearing to call his attention to her-
self and ‘assisting him to turn her muslin secarf
into a bandage, she was whispering prayers
and entreaties that he would be patient and
cautious.

“Think of the Baroness—of Lady Camilla,”
she murmured in his ear, as with cramped fingers
he was folding his handkerchief iato a sling,
 While you are with them they will retain thepy
hopes of deliverance ; think, too, of your mother,
who would be heart-broken if anything befel
her only son.”

“ Say no more, dear little girl,” he answered.
“ All your reasons are convineing ones, though
you have omitted one of the most potent yon
could have advanced.”

“And that p” .

“Is, that any imprudence on my part would
leave you at the mercy of the rufian who dareg
already to cast admiring:glances at you.”

“ What matters P’ said Trixie, bitterly, as sho
bent her neck for him to tio the sling around it,
“Who cares what befalls me 2

“Ido. Do you think I shall ever forget or be
indifferent to the welfare of the heroic girl whose
courageous interference saved my life 7"’

“It was only an impulse,” she stammeored,
blushing furiously, “I should have done tha
same for anyone else.”

*“ I daresay you would, for you have a warm
little heart of your own ; but I am none the less
grateful for my rescue from sudden death,
There would have been no satisfaction in being
butchered by half a seore of ragged ruffians, Ig
your arm easier now f’’

“Much. Do not trouble yourself about it
any longer, for our guards are growing impatient
ateour delay. ‘Will they let you go forward and
give the Baroness your assistance in climbing
this precipitons path p”

“1 shall ask no favours. Tt the fellows
earry mu tante when she complaing of fatipye
It will teach them that they cannot meddle with
xm‘;‘mmby with a person of her dimensiong,”

And Lady Camilla : would not your presence

bo an unspeakable comfort to ‘hep p? asked

Trixie, heroically_overcomin gher longing to keap

hiinsbg' her own ‘side
‘She is still insensible,” he answerod
gloomily, as he leaned forward to desery the
movements of those in advance, “They are
obping boughs to form o litter for her. I was
an idiot when [ permibted myself to be convineed
Y my wrong-headed aunt that no eseort was
required in this hateful country,” d
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“Tt is no use grieving over what cannot be
altered,” Trixie reminded hiw, in as cheerful a
tone as she could agsume. “ After all, ours is
but the fate that has befallen scores of travellers
who bave lived to laugh over their adventures
with the brigands, when they were once more
sa.feri‘mt their own firesides.”

“True,” he answered, recovering a little of
his own vivacity ; “and there would be a certain
degree of enjoyment in spending a night or two
in such society as veritable Italian banditti, if
my companions were not of the gentler sex.
Pray doit’t thinlk that I am wealk enough to
lament my own capture, or to entertain any
fears on my own accouns.”

‘““ Help us, then, to endure our share of the
adventure with forfibude,” she told him,
promptly. * Your exampleand madame’s ought
to make us brave enough to submit with patience
to an imprisonment which these men, in their
own interest, will be catreful neither to make a
long nor painful one.”

But even while she spoke, Trixie’s heart was
sinking very low, fof the impression that their
detainers were no practised knights of the road
had deepened dunring her short conversation with
their leader. They were rude peasants, sullen
and ignorant enough to do the bidding of any-
gne who paid them.well, but he, despite his
assumed ferocity and ostentatious display of his
weapons, had the sharp yet deferential mauner
common to those who have been brought up in
the houses of the Ttalian nobility.

She had noticed, too, that his hands were not
as rough as his companions’, nor was his skin
brown and sunburnt, as if he had been accus-
tomed to spend his days and nights exposed to
the changes of the weather as he skulked from
one hiding-place to the other. Her terrors not
being selfish onés, had anade her lceenly alive to
trifles that, dnder other circumstances, might
have passed unnoticed; and had also made het |
an attentive listener to every word that fell |
from the brigand’s lips. She had gathered from |
his hints that it was not for the rich prize of a .
large ransom that they would be glad to know |
Sir Charles Ormsby was in their power; on
the contrary, it appeared to be his lifo sthey
gonght, thongh why, who should say ? }

T'his conviction made I'rixie reiterate her en-
treaties and injanctions as she toiled up the
mountain-side with the baronet, who began at
last to feel surprised at her excessive anxiety, |
and inquire the reason of it. {

“Why do you harp so upon this string?
Because I flew into a passion when I first saw
what had befallen my friends ? Believe me, I
#hall be calin enough now I see the necessity of |

submission ; and if yon entertain any uneasi-| *

ness, it should be for youtrself.” :

He was assisting I'rixie to cross a bridge over
o torrent—a frail structure formed of a fallen
trve, which was flung into the ravine as soon as
the whole party had traversed it, thus render- |
ing @ speedy pursuit impracticable—and she
chose to let the remark pass unanswered ; bat |
ho repeated it. : 1

“ Tt is for yourself you should be anxious, for
%ife ”must be precious to one o young and

adr, :

“No—no!” she cried, vehemently. Tt would |

_be hateful to me if-—I mean, I am of no conse- |
quence, for I have no one to ‘mourn my loss;
while you——"" : =

“ Whilst T am not half the use in the world
that you will be,” he interposed. * Tt does not |
require much prescience to foretell a bright |
career for your active, energetic little self, You |
will never fall into the error that I have ‘com-
mitted, and live for nothing but the enjoyment
of the hour.” B E e

“To mot blamo yourself too harshly,” she
murmured, with unusual gentleness, * ate
often the slavesof circumstances. Hasnot this
been your case P’ . s

“ Partly ; and yot, on looking back, I can see
that eircumstances ought not to be permitted to
make us their slaves. You would not let them |
enthrall you?”’

1 don't know that,” said Trixie, dmbﬁag».
“Tused to think I was tolerably firm-minded ;
1101;17! I have had reason to alter my jon

ately.”” e ;

_ Sir Charles gave the band ho held an encou-
g squsese. : .
ron little heroine; for whileobher women
Qfeﬁem prodicament would be either
OF weeping, you contrive to forget that
yol A'Wuay,to a bandib’s :g;v%,”whﬂb
breach hope and patience to another.

Trixio sighed, shivered, and glanced ab the
rough men stalking beside her.

“ Why did you remind moe of what it was 8o
pleasant to ignore for a fow minutes? You
will be very ocareful not to exasperate our
paptors? Promise—pray promise me this!’

you are on your
Fou preach hope

“ And make the life you have preserved my
first caxe ? Dear little guardian-sprite, I am not
worth one of the tears now glistening in those
sweet eyes. How shall I ever contrive to re-
quit;?,you for the tender intérest you eviuce in
me

“You can leave that to Liady Camilla,” said
Trixie, growing cold and reserved, as soon as
his tones and looks took a greater warmth. I
never forget that it is her destined husband I
am trying to serve.”

‘“Are you, then, very much attached to her
ladyship ?* he asked, incredunlously.

“I think her the loveliest woman I ever saw,”’
was the evasive reply. . -

“Her husband left her in my ecars,”’ Sir
C}mr]es muttered, with a rueful look, * and very
nicely I fulfil his behest when I let her fall into
the power of a et of the most desperate scoun-
drels in this detestable Italy. It is small com-
fort to know that my wrong-headed old aunt is
as much in fault &s 1.”

They had mow reached a spot where the
track they were following had marrowed, and
approached the edge of a precipice, 8o that it
Wwhs necessary to step in single- file, and even
then to tiend with gaution, for the shadows of
the twilight were despening, and u false step
sﬂmld have provipitated them to unknown

epths. 2

Lady Camilla was placed on her feet, and told
that she must exert herself to walk, for she
gould mot be earried any longer withont en-
dangeritg her own life as well as those of her
bearers. She became hysterical, and protested
o loudly that she eould not brave the perils of
the narrow path, that Sir Charles would have
pressed forward to soothe and treassure her, if
his gnards had not rmrﬁ'h'l‘ytmﬁred his passage,
while T'rixie ‘olim%‘to hisarm, reminding him that
it was for the lady’s safety the chief was en-
forcing this,

While the baronet was fretting and raving at
his thraldom,  Bessie suggested that Lady
‘Camilla should permit herself to be blindtolded ;
and when Madame Caspares—who had very
little aympathy with feminine teirors—peremp-
totily seconded the proposal, she submitted.

| In this way the difficulty was surmounted, and

in the course of an another quarter of an hour
the weary, dejocted travellers found themselves
bofore thegate of a ruinons old fortress, builb
wpon a commanding spur of the Apennines, and
still available for purposes of defence, if its
owners felt disposed to stand a siege.

[To be continued.]

“ Badly HMatched” commenced in No. 557 and
Part CXXXVI. Rt

A WOMAN’S HEART.

f'eoven you should come, and kneel low at my
feet,

And weep in blood and tears of agony,

- Tt would not bring one single pang to e,

Nor stir my heart oub of its quiet beat.

There was a time when any word you spolke,

When but the sound of your melodious voice,

Wounld thrill mb through, and make my heatt re-
joices X

Your wish was law ; but now the spell is broke.

And though an angel, With a shining brow,

Should come from heaven, and speak to me, and
By, : -

“Go with this man, and be his own alway,”

1 would refuse. I would not trust you now.

Though you should pray mme, writhing in white
pain, Pl

Yor just one last caress, and I should know

- That you were draining out the diegs of woe,

1 would not let you hold my hand hgain,

This is a woman’s love—a Woman’s pride.

There is a stream that never ean be crossed,
It volls between us : and the trust I lost
Has sank for ever in the rushing tide. B W
Amrona the curiosities of superstition, it is
recorded that Dr. Johnson objested to going
under a ladder. Montaigne avoided gi his
Joft foot the preference in pm&n‘g on his stock-
ings. Augustus, for good-luck’s sake, wore

some portion of a 3 OMmmm
trinket of unknown value. (?‘dih believe
the third day of September &, W ‘one; Louis
Napoleon thought the same of tlie second of De-
comber. The latber, in his will, requested his
gon to keep as a talisman the seal he had worn
attached to his watch. Ceesar erossed the Rubi-
“con because on the opposite side he saw a man
with o fine figure; his nephew folt confident of
winning the battle of Actium because he met a
peasant mounted on an ass. Mohammed was
all fato; Bonaparte all star and destiny.

‘a wealbhy, vetired, American ship eapain.

CLANDESTINE MARRIAGES.

OF ninety-rine cases in a hundred, the girl who
consents to be privately married gives herself
cause for life-long regret. Kven though her
parents overlook the escapade, and receive her
again into favour, the man she marries never
forgets the fact that a disobedient daughter
seldom makes an obedient wife, and the firsf
matrimonial quarrel is apt to betray his private
opinion on the subject.

Yet, reprehensible though stolen matches may
be, the abgolute cruelty which parents too often
display towards their thus erring childrenis bar.
barous. For instance, a metrchant, ascertaining
that one of his cleiks had privately married his
daughter, a mere school-girl, immediately dis-
owned the misguided child, &nd, not contented
with that, diseharged the elerk on accusation of
theft. Now, the unhappy husband is out of
work, his character gone, staring pitiless poverty
in the face.

Do you think that love will linger by their
fireless hearth? :

Another story 'of the same kind is told %‘l’.
young man, a thorough sailor, had just secared
his ship and at the same time secured the hand
of the retired captain’s danghter, against the
will and protest of the father. It was a pute
love mateh, but the father was so indignant af
it that he put forth every effort to have his e
venge. He hadit. Possessing influence, he drove
his newly-found son-in-law from his ship, and
following him, drove him from the employ of the
company, and still following, prevented his
getting employment even as a mate., The result
was the young eaptain took to drink, first neg-
lected and then abused his wife. She clung to
him as long as she could, but finally was driven
to the grave, dying still young, of a broken heart.
The father had his revenge, but.it could have
brought little comfort to his heart. The acute
reader will perceive that the moral of this article
is two-edged.

LAUGHTER.

WHO can estimate the value of a hearty, happy
laugh? Tt is water to the desert—manna in
life’s wilderness.

Some persons are far more richly endowed
tham others with this happy gift, and the
method of its mamifestation in themselves and
its effect upon others are among the most
wonderful mysteries of our being. - Go where
they may, they aie ever welcome ; for, pro-
vided always that their matchless talent is
refined by good taste, and tempered by &Eeoﬂ
feeling, they bring the summer with them,
and make everybody the brighter for their pre~
sence.

It is marvellons to think what an atmosphere
of fun seems to surround some people, what an
air of festivity they throw around the dullest
things, and what radiance of expression they

| impart to the most commonplace emotions.

Sydney Smith, in this respect, was inimitable.
His comic faculty was magnificent ; he was the
life of every dinner-party honoured by his pre-

| ence. Apropos of this subject, he tells a good
I story: “ A joke goes agreat way in the country.

1 have known one last pretty well for seven years.

{1 remember making a joke after a meeting of

y in Yorkshire, where there was a Rev.
. Buckle, who never spoke when I proposed
Thealth. I said that he was a buckle without
@ tongue. Most persons on hearing laughed,
but my next neighbour sat unmoved and sunk
in thought. At last, a qnarter of an hour after
we had all done, he suddenly nudged me, ex-
‘elaiming :

“‘I gee mow what you meant, Mr. Smith:
you meant a joke.’ . :

% ¢ You, gir,” I said, ‘I believe I did.”

“{Jpon which he began laughing so heartily
that I thought he would choke, and was obliged
%o pat him on the back.”

In this case, the first joke was excelled by the

d. ) :
P oeuh MRS it wos of & diffevent order,
combining fun with wisdom. It happened ona
g?’[ﬁ% his cook, whom he invariably called

the cler
1 u

Sweetlieart,” had greatly over-roasted the
on g joint he had for dinner. ‘* Sweetheart,’
said the Dean, in the blandest possible tones,
“ this lﬁi of mutton is overdone. Take it back
into the kitchen and do itless.” The cook replied
that the thing was impossible.  But,” said the
Dean, *if it had been underdone you could have
done it more.” The cook assented. ** Well, then,,
Sweetheart,” rejoined the master, *“ lot this be:
a lesson to you. If you needs must commit a
fault, at least take care that it is one that will
admit of & i =
The i wit and wisdom of this admoni~
are delightful,

tion
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PARIS FASHIONS

]

I mAvVE ravely seen such g lovely wedding-dress
as the one I am glad I can describe to you.
This dress was made of white satin, with a long,
marrow train. The tablier was of orépe de
Chine, and edged with a thick, fluffy fringe
made of white marabout feathers. This tablier
came out, on one side, from under the folds of
the train, and, on the other side, ended into a
long scarf, most gracefully fastened at the
waist under the basque, with the long square
end falling over the train. The satin cuirasse
bodice had crépe de Chine sleeves, trimmed
with marabout fringe. It opened en chdle, and
was edged with the same fringe over a thick
illusion ruching.

The mother of the bride wore a beautiful
dress of dark garnet-coloured faille. 'I'he
trained skirt was drawn in front lengthwise,
each bouillon ending into a deep vandyke falling
between the folds formed by a box-pleated
flounce. 'These vandykes are richly embroidered
au passé. The very long tablier, almost covered
with embroidery, was cut out, at the edge, into
vandykes, edged with a two-inches deep fringe
falling over a beautiful white lace about six
inches deep. Behind, the tablier was fastened
by two bows of immensely wide faille ribbon.
‘The bodice had basques forming one deep point
behind, and two in front. These points were
also embroidered, and the whole basque edged
wvith fringe over white lace. The sleeves were
trimmed to correspond. The front of the bodice
was embroidered, plastron fashion, and the em-
broidery encircling the throat ended into a
pointed design in the centre of the back.

At the same wedding I mnoticed another
toilette, combining in the most effective manner
three different materials; faille, velvet, and
matelagsé. The golden maroon faille skirt
was trimmed in front with two gathered
flounces, one overlapping the other, the top one
headed with three rows of bouillons, Behind,
the demi-train was formed by a Watteau fold
falling from under an upper skirt of most
original style. The front, which made one with
the bodice, was of matelassé, and fell a little
below the knee. The back and pleated basque
of the bodica are made also of matelassé. The
basque is free from the waist, and falls over the
Jouwrreaw back of the upper skirt. This back
part is made of faille, and consists of three
pieces. On each side a slightly-gored piece,
about half a width wide, is buttoned over the
matelassé front with large passementerio
battons. Both these pieces are in their turn
buttoned over by a faille scarf lined with dark
maroon velvet. This searf falls over the train
about the longth of the hand lower than tho
other part of the fourreaw; then it is turned
up, the velvet lining mppermost, and gathered
in under the basque by loops of velvet and faille.
The sleeves are made of velvet, with matelassé
revers and faille bows. Round the neck a
carcan ruff-—velvet outside and faille inside.

A new manner of mounting skirts for evening-
dresses is now adopted, concurrently with the
deep quadruple fold. The skirt is run into very
close gathers for a space of about ecight inches
from the waist downwards, and then is appa-
rently left free; but there is some contrivance
underneath to prevent the train from opening
too widely. It is evident that these gathers
find their place only in the back part of the
skirb, the front and sides remaining perfectly
creaseless. :

It is ramoured that the new spring materials
will be checked, many of them, But checked
in camaieu style, and with graduated tints, so
that no definite outlines divide the dark and
light squares. Beige materials will be as much
worn as last year, one season being not sufficient
to wear out the vogue of a material, the manifold
good qualities of which ought to be recompensed

with immortality, just as waterproof has been. |

There will be plain and checked beige.

A fashion that is mot very general, but yeb

must be mentioned, is that of white illusion
scarves as bonnet-strings. This fashion is
rather expensive, as such strings must be con-
tinually renewed.

DESCRIPTION OF
FASHION ENGRAVINGS. Page 216.
Nos. 1 Anp 2.—-DRESS FOR LITTLE BOY.

The dress is of brown poplin, trimmed with
brown military braid and buttons.—Price of
pattern of dress, trimmed, 80¢, ; flat, 80,

No, 3.—~WALKING-COSTUME FOR YOUNG
LADY,

The dress is of fawn-coloured cashmere.
Sleeveless jacket of black velvet, trimmed with
bands of ostrich feathers. Bonnet of blue
velvet, ornamented with pink rose and biue
plume,—Price of pattern of sleeve, trimmed,
g()c. Sleeveless jacket, trimmed, 80c.; flat,
90,

No. 4—EVENING-CAP FOR ELDERLY
: LADY. :

The cap is of white illusion, trimmed with
bows and eunds of violet ribbon, blond lace,
flowers, and mauve plume.

No. 5—FICHU FOR ELDERLY LADY.

The fichu is of book-muslin, trimmed with
point lace.—Price of pattern of fichu, trimmed,
40c. ; flat, 20c.

No. 6.—HOME OR VISITING DRESS.

The dress is of light brown taffetas; the
tablier, band on skirt, sleeveless jacket, and
bows are of dark brown velvet, bound with
taffetas.—Price of patterns of complete dress,
trimmed, $1.80. Tablier, made up, 60c.; flat,
ggo. Jacket, 60c.; flat, 25¢. Sleeve, trimmed,

o,

No. 7.—HOME OR VISITING DRESS.

. The dress is of black taffetas, trimmed en-
tively with the same material, with the excep-
tion of the sash-end, which is finished with
fringe.—Price of patterns of complete dress,
trimmed, $2. Jacket, trimmed, 80c. ; flat, 25¢.

. Orders and Remittances for Patterns or Subscrip-

tions to THE YouNa Lapius' JOURNAL, addressod §o
Mgs. R. C. Gurniy,
New Yorx P.0. Box 3527, or
No. 989, ATLANTIC AVENUE,
BROOKLYN,

will receive immediate attention. Canadian Postage
Stamps cannot be received in payment for Patterns.
Should replies be required, payment for postage of
gt:e:(-l must be forwarded thus: 3e, for U.S., 6¢. for

anada.

DESCRIPTION OF :
FANCY-WORK ENGRAVINGS. Pago 217.

No. 1.—COLLAR WITH RUFFLE: POINT
AND HONITON BRAID,

For directions for working lace, seo Nos. 1,
2, and 3 of our Point Lace Supplements, given
with No. 517 and the April Part; No, 523 and
the May Part; also with No. 526 and the June
Part of 1874,

All materials for lace are supplied from the
London Publishing Office of this Journal on
receipt of stamps or P.0.0. for the amount.
All Post-office orders should be made payable
at Ludgate Circus.

In the United States and Canada, materials
for the lace designs may be had from Murs.
Gurney, New York P.O. Box 3527, or No. 989,
Atlantic Avenue, Brooklyn. Prices upon appli-
cation. The Point Lace Instruction Sapple-
ments may be had from Mys. Gurney, for 10e,

MATERIALS RuQUIRED: 1 yard of Honiton
braid ; 8 yards of pointbraid; 1 yard of pearl
edge ; one ball of thread; one reel of cotton.
—Prico of materials and postage, 1s. 3d.
Tracing on transparent linen of half collar,
8d. Materials, tracing, and work began,
2s, 11d
A band of black ov coloured velvet is placed

under the lace, on the inside of which a ruffle

of pleated muslin or lisse is placed.

Nos. 2 aND 8. —WORK-BASKET,

No. 3 shows a basket of wicker ; design No. 2
shows the size of the foundation, and the pat-
tern worked upon it in chenille. The inside of
basket i8 lined with quilted silk, and fitted with
lpoqketﬁ. A ribbon ruche finishes the top of
ining,

No. 4—COLLAR: POINT BRAID AN
CROCHET.

MATERIALS: 8 yards of point braid; one reel
of Barber’s cotton, No. 80.—Price of mate-
rials and postage, 74d. Tracing of the whole
collar on transparent linen, 1s. Materials
and traging can be supplied from the London

publishing office of this Journal on receipt of

stamps for amount.

The finest steel crochet-hook is needed.

This collar is very mneat and pretty if well
worked. First run the braid upon the tracing ;
secure the points by sewing them firmly. For
the corners, work one treble, with one chain be-
tween, into. every alterhate hole on each side of
the braid. For the right-hand inmer corner,
work one single into first chain, two chain, one
double into next chain, two chain, one doubles
treble into next chain, twenty chain, one singls
in the sixth. Inf:o th;s ring work one double,
one half-treble, smtpqn trebles., In working the
four next trebles, join by pulling through the
four stitches of the chain and treble of corner (sco
design). You are now at the top of oval. Re-
peat for the other half. Four chain, pass over
seven trebles, including the coruer, one triple-
treble into next chain, three ehain, one double-
treble into the next, two chain, one treble in
the next, one chain, onc half-treble in the neoxby
one chain, one double in the last chain of corner.
Malke a chain long enough to reach next corner,
and work in reverse order as described for first
corner, For the inner sides ¢f vandyke-edge
and corners of collar, work four single on ths
first four stitches of corner, six chain ; join ih &
ring ; work in the ring one double, one half.
treble, five trebles, two trebles, joining to side
holes of braid, three trebles into top of ring,
without joining to braid, two trebles, joining
to braid on the other side, five trebles, one half«
treble, one double. This finishes the oval., Foux
single, join to point of braid with one single.
Repeatfrom beginning of therow. At the corners
it will be needful to work one double-treble and
one treble to meet the points of braid (see de-
sign). For the band, work the entire length
of collar, making a row of double in.the length
of chain ; fasten off. Now work three more
rows of double, beginning always on the same
side, and working through both horizontal
stitches of the previous row. For the upper
row of band, work one chain, pass over one,
one treble into next. The ovalsare worked ex.
actly the same as those described for corner of
collar, working along the treble row with single
stitches, as described for corner. For the
outer edge, work one double into overy alters
nate hole of braid, with three chain between,
Work down both ends of collar with double
¢rochet,

Nos. 5 aNp 6.—NECKLACE IN JET
BEADS. :

No. 5 shows the full-size design of the squares
which form the necklace, all c?f which sguares.
are made separately, and joined together by
passing the silk or wire through the side beads
in making the fringe. For the fringe, beads of
three sizes are needed. These may be counted
and threaded from No. 6. The necklace is tied
at the back with a ribbon bow.

No. 7.—~EMBROIDERY FOR POLO-
NAISES, &c.

" Holland, beige, or tussore Polonaises, from
their usefulness, will be worn through the fortha
coming season. Kmbroidery is ong of the most
suitable and convenient forms of ornamentation
for washing materials, a:nd the cost of really
good work of the kind is great; theveforo we
think a few such desifns are sure to be useful
to our readers. The design shown in No. 7 is
also suitable for embroidering white frocks for
young children. Cotton, a lu eroiw, éern thread
or silk, are suitable materials for the work., ’

——

Nos. 8 AND 9.—COLLAR AND CRAVAT:
EMBROIDERED,

No. 9 shows a linen collar and habit-shirt,
The collar is closed with a new fastening, The
cravat may be of fine cashmere, crépe de Chine
or foulard, ornamented with rows of embroidery"
in sill. A portion of the embroidery is shown in
the full size in No. 8. The mode of arranging
this in scallops will be seen in No. 9.’ The scal-
lops are worked in buttén-hole stiteh,

[The materials for the above degie . 3
by J. Bedford and Co., 186, Reg'eifbni?t::egtsggglfg
Goodge Street, Tottenham Cour( Load.] -
N_ e
wﬁ%’?fﬁg;fi%gﬁj: W‘}’lgain more esteem by

: : Y What we say. Perhaps
the highest art in conversation is to )o'make othegs
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THE HOME

COOKERY,

Hor Cross BUNS.— Put 2 1b flour into a
basin, and mix well with it 6 oz moist sugar
and a little ground allspice ; mix 2 0z German
yeast with half a pint of lukewarm milk, make
& hole in the centre of the flour, pour in the
inilk and yeast, and; with a wooden spoon, stir
enough of the flour in to make it the thickness of
cream ; throw some of the flour over, then cover
the basin with a cloth, and set it in a warm
l;;Iau:e for about an hour and a half; melt the

utter; but not to an oil, and stir it into the
other ingredients with enough warm milk to
make the whole into a soft dough; then mould
it into buns about the size of an egg, place
them on & tin in rows three inches apart, seb
them in a warm place until they have risen to
double the size, put them into a brisk oven, and
just before they are done wash them over with
8 little milk. They will take about twenty
iminutes to bake,

PAwoaxes.—Take six eggs, brealk them sepa-
rately into a cup to ascertain that they a¥e fresh ;

ut them into a basin, whisk them well, then add

Ib flour and half a tea-spoonful of salt, beat
to a perfectly smooth batter, then add sufficient
milk to make it the consistency of thick cream.
Place a small frying-pan on the fire, and when
quite hot put in a piece of butter or lard ; when
it is nearly boiling, pour in about half a tea~
cupful of batter, or rather more, according to
the size of the pan ; fry until it is of a delicate

town, then turn it carefully with & slice, and
when brown on the other side, sprinkle some
pounded sugar over it; take it out with the
slice, and place it on a dish before the fire.
Proceed in like manner until sufficient ave
cooked for a dish; serve immediately. Never
place one pancake upon another. Lemon-juice
and sugar or jam are served with pancakes.

ORrAXGE MArMALADE, — Kqual weight of
ump-sugar and Seville oranges. Peel the
oranges; and boil the peel in plenty of water for
four hours, changing the water once, or the peel
ill be too bitter;: When boiled, it must be cut
into thin strips: From the inside of the orange
rst remove the white, theit the pips and skin,
which form the quills, leaving in a dish the
juice and pulp. Wash the skins in a littlq
water, and add the sugar to the juice. Next
boil the pulp, sugar, and juice together for half
an hour, then add the peel, and boil all together
for ten minutes. Put into pots, and it is fit for
use.

A Goop CakE ¥or CHILDREN.—Mix % 1b
butter, or good, fresh dripping; into 2 1b flour;
add § lb pounded sugar,,1 lb currants, well
washed and dried, $ oz pudding spice or allspice,
and mix all thoroughly. Make warm a pint of
new millk, but do not let it get hot; stir into
it three tea-spoonfuls of good yeast, and with
this make up your dough lightly, and knead it
svell. Line your ocake-tins with buttered paper,
and put in the dough; let it remain in a warm
place to rise for an hour and a quarter, or mora,
if necessary, and then bake in a well-heated
oven. This quantity will make two moderates
sized cakes ; thus divided, they will take from an
hour and a half to two hours’ baking. Let the
paper inside your tins be about six inches higher
than the top of the tin itself.

—

HOUSEHOLD,

A FrorAL OrRNAMENT.—Since a little taste
and ingenuity will convert a very ordinary room
into a perfect bower, we never fail to throw out
a hint on this subject for the benefit of our Jady
readers who are admirers of beautiful things.
The following description of a floral ornament
is a pleasing one: 'T'ake a goblet with the foot
and stem broken or cut off, so that the bowl
will be perfect; take coarse red flannel, the
redder the better, stitch it neatly around the
bowl or goblet, so as to cover it completely on
the outside; dip it in water, so as to web it
thoroughly, then roll it in flaxseed; the seed
will stick in and on the flannel; be sure th_at
the seed is distributed evenly, then stand it on its
mouth, or large end, in & saucer or small plate ;
pub water in the small plate or saucer, and
renew or add to it as it absorbs. Never let the
vessel got dry, nor suffer it to chill or freeze.
It can and will grow in any part of the room,
and will be a deep green with red ground.

Ax honest old farmer, on being informed
the other day that one of his neizhbours owed
him a grudge, growled out: “ No matter ; he
never pays anything,”

ELEANOR’S WEDDING.

On ! how busy wehad been all that day, packing
the bride’s dresses, sewing favours, arranging
sprigs of evergreen and white camellias; later,
in the evening, helping to set out the table for
breakfast, leaving nothing for the morning but
the dishes and eatables: a good, substantial,
unpretending breakfast, such as old-fashioned
gentlefolks thought good enough, some thirty
years ago. :

What fun it all was! Interruptions without
end, by old servants and friends popping in at
any minute to gebt a sight of Miss Eleanor’s
fine gowns.

Plenty of gay chatter over cach box ; children
dancing about, repeating, with gleeful satisfac-
tion, the new name, ““Mrs. Arthur Baville,”
looking so bright and grand on the brass tablet
of sach lid.

There were boxes to be left till after the honey-
moon, and boxes to travel with the happy pair.

A goodly array of presents, but not set out in
boastful display, as is the fashion nowadays.,

The last bridesmaid had arrived by the mid-day
goach, and two gentlemen cousins,

- The Rectory was a good roomy house, having
many pleasant sunny rooms, and several queer
little odd corners, something between a closet
and a dressing-room; altogethet, in the house
and by a friendly lodging offered by a neighbour,
wo mustered about thirty people, besides many
who were invited for the next day.

The snow was thick and hard, frosted over
with dazzling brilliance ; icicles hung from every
bough and window-ledge. There was a great
deal of talk about the right way to get to chuarch,
which was only the other side of the Rectory
garden. It might be grand to have carriages
and go round by the road through the village,
but we all agreed that with a stout bit of carpet
laid along the garden-path, we might all walk,
and the white dresses would only be & shade
darker than the pure whiteness of the fresh
snow, The service was to be early—a quarter
past nine o’clock—as there was a particular
train to be caught at the station near Bath, and
a very long drive over a rough road to get
there. ;

With so many young people and a nice
scattering of bonnie children, we all voted for
onding the day with a dance; and two village
fiddlers and myself, with some old tunes on the
piano, were to be the band.

I was invited t6 be bridesmaid, but declined,
being on the wrong side of thirty, and was very
glad to help, and found plenty to do.

There were the children to be kept out of the
way, happy and quiet, and I found employment
for each, which was pleasanter than banishment
to the nursery. Dear, merry souls ! intoxicated
with delight and pride at beinz allowed to walk
first in the procession, and little blue-eyed Rose
wlas to be first bridesmaid and hold the bride’s
glove.

What happy, handsome lovers! What an
unshadowed courtship! He was rich and good,
loving and true. She, sweet and winsome as a
May-day. -

Cousin Willie, as everybody called him, came
to the wedding; but to judge by the tell-tale
looks and mournful, impulsive manmer, I should
fancy he made a martyr of himself. I do not
think he was a rejectod lover, for I never heard
that he had ventured so near the point. But
Eleanor was charming, and cousin Willie was
charming, and Woodleigh Rectory had been
open holiday place for the clever Oxford student.
But Oxford men going into orders were not
quite as ready to woo and win a wife as a young
squire with a ready-made fortune, and a hand-
some faco to boot. Familiar knowledge of the
house and family ways made the cousin a clever
assistant in the mysteries of arranging tables;
and late in the afternoon I saw his rather gaunt
figure bending over a box of finery, folding with
womanly skill the skirts of silk dresses.

Let me do it: I'm first-rate in this line.
My sisters will tell you so,” he said to me, with
such sad eyes that I hadn’t the heart to take
his place.

Then there were deep-drawn sighs and
questions, with a_would-be cousinliness, about
their prospect of happiness, and he drew me on
to talk of Eleanor, and, on any near hit of mine
too near the point, bent his head lower over a
corner, and squeezed down the paper rather un-
mercifully. Poor fellow! he need mot have
envied, had he but guessed.

‘We who looked out on the January night in
its exquisite, still, bright, moonlight, might as
well have conjured up images of thunder-claps
and earthguakes, ag dream that the deep assur-
ance of happiness to the young lovers was

suddenly to be broken down by a crash of
desolating sorrow.
* * * * 5%

Summer weddings are pretty and gay; sunny
days and flower-scented air seem more in keeping
with light, airy wedding garments. But this
winter wedding was bright and joyous; happy,
beaming faces, peals of merry laughter, tender,
loving graciousness from the fair bride. Father
and mother, proud and satisfied, brothers and
sisters, little children claiming their last taste
of the sweet sister’s home love.

We had supper in the study, the Rector’s
sanctum. Cobwebbed books were piled in
motley groups on the floor ; little tables and big,
placed in all shapes and places, to give room for
the assembled guests.

A word was not heard to jar, a voice was not
raised in impatience or imperative order in all-
the arrangement and preparation of that
wedding party.

Eleanor slipped away from the table, and,
with her sister Clara’s help, adorned herself in
bridal array.

Down she swept with satin gown and lace

bonnet ; handsome, tasteful, but almost Quaker-
like in contrast with the modern furbelows and
trains, Pretty enough are the gossamer veils,
or the rich, enveloping lace, but methinks no
bonnier bride ever stepped the earth than sweeb
Eleanor Graham, as she stood in graceful,
modest shyness on the threshold of her father’s
room,
Cousin Willie chanced to go -to the door in
quost of a book they had been discussing, when
he opened it suddenly on her; an exclamation
from Eleanor, a vivid, scarlet flush in his face.
He looked at her for a moment in rapturous
bewilderment ; then, as if gathering up the
whole force of his will into one effort, he placed
one hand on her shoulder, and with the other
lifted her veil and kissed her, solemnly as a.
brother, and not a lover. Arthur Saville
jumped up; of course, he guessed who was
outside.

Cousin Willie took his hand, wrung it, and
whispered :

“Take care of her, Arthur ; guard her tenderly.
Heaven bless you both, my dear cousins !””

For the rest of the evening, I noticed he kept
a grave, quiet expression on his face, as if he
had made a bargain with his heart.

‘We were much astonished and chagrined to
hear that snow was again falling fast, and some
went out in the porch to take a look at the sky.

“Tast—very fast and thick, and a hard
frost.”” Such was the verdict. Bad look-out
for the garden walk in the morning.

Arthur Saville wished to return to his home
that evening, to give one more room to a guest,
and preferring a seven-mile ride to village ac~
commodation ; moreover, he had two young
brothers and a sister staying with him, whom he:
seckoned on bringing in the carriage the next

ay.

Iileanor and he had lingered on in the bay-
window among the old sermon books and dingy
red curtains.

She was asking some favour, I could see, for
she held his coat-sleeve tightly, and I could
easily catch— :

“Do, pray, stay as I wish! T am so silly to-
night, and, Arthur, you can easily put up at the
‘Stag’s Head’ for once.”

He could not, of course, stay away without
notice being sent home, and who could go better
than he ?

‘With this he silenced her urgent pleading,
and she followed him to the hall to help on the
rough coat and muffler. The pony was brought
round, rough-shod. He went again to the little
room to wish Mrs. Graham good-night, and
assure her, for Eleanor’s sake, that all was
right. Cousin Willie also came into the hall
wrapped up above his chin, and bearing a thick
stick. He came up to Eleanor, who asked,
more by her anxious eyes than her words, what
he was going to do..

““To walk with Arthur across the moor. Two
are better company than one. We shall get on
bravely. Good-night, dear cousin; I shall soon
be back.”

Arthur warmly thanked him; turned to
Eleanor, held her tightly in his arms for a
moment, and gaily bade adien to us. '

Helooked as grand, as handsome, as pleasant
ag ever lover looked. I linger over the epithets
with mournful emphasis. Cousin Willie strode
forth into the fast-falling snow.

Arthur came again to the door, put some-
thing into Eleanor’s hand, bent downang kissed
her yet again.

3 # * * * *

How often have I lived over that scene—that
night! Eleanor in her bridal dress, and fair,

an
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bright beauty, shivering on the door-step, her
hands clasped, her eyes searching them as long
as it was possible for her to catch a glimpse.

Hew long she would have stood, forgetful of
cold in her slight apparel, I know not; but the
keen wind made too much draught to be borne
without remonstrance, and Mr. Graham soon
came out, shut and bolted the door, and
smilingly reproved his daughter for being so im-
prudent.

““ Go in, dear child—go to the fire, and change
all this flimsy stuff. It is a rough night for
Arthur ; but once over the moor, he will mount
the pony and soon be at home. Poor little
woman, you are shivering; come away-—come.”

I followed Eleanor into the warm room. There
were still somedirections to be written for cards,
in which she helped, but -her hand trembled,
and she was persuaded to go upstairs and rest.

It was half-past eleven, and everybody dis-
persed but the old cook and myself, who busily
set the room to rights, and put the finishing
stroke to the packing and dining-room arrange-
ments. It was past midnight ere I went to my
room. KEleanor’s door was ajar; seeing her
light, I stepped in, and found her at the window
still in her white dress.

*“ Is cousin Willie come back ?”” was her eager
question,

Her window looked down on the pretty wind-
ing entrance through the shrubbery. The path
was visible in spite of the thick snow.

Just then we both heard the swing of the
gate, and soon watched him come up to the
door. He looked up to the window, which
Eleanor threw open.

“ All right. I left him the other side of the
turnpike, and he said he should keep on to the
right and soon come to the bridge. . He begged
me to tell yon not to fuss yourself, for he quite
enjoyed his walk.”

“Thank you so much, Willie dear! How cold
you must be! How kind youare! Shall we not
go down and see if he wants anything ?”’ ghe
said, turning to me.

I thought it only civil and right, and offered
to go alone, and urged Eleanor to go to bed;
but she would follow, and shook hands with her
cousin, who looked grave and rather sad. Poor
man ! it was a trouble to him to be waited on
by her, and to receive her affectionate thanks.

Aftor he had gona to his room, I entreated Ler
to let me help her to undress, and promise to
rest. She kept me lingering on, taking off
bonnet and dress, going continually to the
wimdow, opening if, looking out in wistful
anxiety that almost teazed meo.

The snow had ceased to fall so heavily, the
air became keener and clearer. I thought, after
all, the wedding morning would be bright.

I entreated, I threatened to call Mrs. Graham.
She only coaxed, and begged, and prayed me so
pitifully to stay and bear her company, that I
had not the heart to say her nay. So hourafter
hour passed away, and at last, very weary and
sleepy, I could bear it no longer, but threw my-
self on her little easy chair, and was soon fast
asleep. :

I awoko with a very sudden painful jar on my
nerves. The poker fell with a crash. Some one
knocked at the door, and Eleanor, who had been
standing near the fireplace, caught it in passing,
and threw it down. It was Mary, the house-
maid, come to call her and bring hot water.

Eleanor looked like a ghost; her hands were
burning. I asked for tea, and she draunk some,
and promised to shake off her nervousness. I
went to my own room, intending to come again
and act lady’s-maid.

It was settled that we were all to assemble in
the study for early tea at eight, and walk to
chureh at nine.

The bridegroom and his party were expected
to arrive at the church, going round the village
way.

The weather had considerably brightened, as
weo hoped. The dear children came running in
with their white frocks like pretty snowdrops.
Such merry voices, such gay chatter, scattering
my nightmare feelings more effoctually than
even cold sponging and tea.

Down came the guests one by one, looking
so genial and comely. 'The mother, with a hazy
look of tears and smiles, went straight to her
daughter’s room. Eleanor preferred staying
there till the last moment. She came down-
stairs with her face fearfully flushed and
agitated. Her father met her, kissed her
tenderly, and throwing an Indian shawl over
her shoulders, proceeded to take his place in the
procession. The little sisters went first, then
the bridesmaids, six in number. Mrs. Graham
leant on the arm of her own brother, a clergy-
man, who was to marry them.

I followed with Charlie, the eldest son.
Looking back in the garden, I thought it a

goodly sight, watching them down the snow-
clad path. ‘

A very pleasant, well-behaved crowd greeted
us in the little step between the Rectory garden
and the churchyard. d

The old clerk was in the church, and some
old friends and parishioners who were coming
back to breakfast. o

Mzr. Belton looked at his watch, and wondered
when the bridegroom was coming. We expected
to find him and his party, but everyone said
such rough weather and roads were enough to
impede the progress of the fastest horses.

The church clock chimed the half - hour.
Eleanor looked troubled; her lips twitched,
her hands were pressed together in a nervous
tremble.

Cousin Willie was very pale. He spoke to
Mzr, Graham, and left the church : I suppose to
see and inquire about the carriage. Several
gentlemen also went out, The children whis-
pered and peeped at the door, their little faces
alone looking happy. Mrs. Graham spoke low
to Eleanor. I went outside, for my face burned.
I was a little overdone with my wakeful night,
and I didn’t care to look at the dear girl’s face.

Ten o’clock! No bridegroom, and nobody
returned. Mr. Graham then went as far as the
village inn. He soon came back, but, in spite
of his cheering words about rough roads and
dark nights, his face was blank, and sent a
chill to my heart.

“8it down, my child; no doubt they are
walking, finding the snow too deep for wheels ;
come to the vestry.”

Eleanor was kneeling in her place at the
altar rails. Her father went softly to her and
tried to raise her, but she knelt on.

I went down the village and saw a group of
men coming slowly on. As they neared me, I
distinctly observed the form of a man being
borne on a shutter, covered with a blanket.

They stopped within ten yards of the church.
Cousin Willie was the first bearer; his hat
pressed tightly on his brow. The brothers
walked on the other side.

Mr. Belton spoke, and desired they would
wait. He passed me and went to the church.
Mr. Graham came to him, and I heard these
woful, broken words :

“ Picked up by the mill, the other side of the
bridge ; missed his footing and fell some dis-
tance. Pony ran home. No hope. Must have
lain there for hours.”

No word from Mr. Graham—no word from me.
+ Did Eleanor guess ? Did she hear the awful

.| tidings ? I turned to see her approaching, and

I believe a faint cry broke from my lips.

Her father held open his arms. She brushed
past. She went to the bier; she uncovered it,
and threw herself on the white, cold corpse.
A wild cry, a piteous moan, a sob bursting and
echoing from the men—from all that loving
crowd of friends.

I looked down on his handsome, gracious
face. I looked on the dear woman who was
stricken by a withering blast. I heard the
seep tones of the poor father’s voice ordering
and directing what was to be done. I saw the
children’s awe-stricken, wondering faces. But
all as in a dream.

Cousin Willie caught up Eleanor and bore
her away, covering her face tenderly with her
lace handkerchief.

Hurriedly and noiselessly the procession
formed. Hardly a word spoken or a sigh
breathed, as we followed the remains of that
bright, happy, beauteouns bridegroom.

That night at twelve o’clock, I stood once
again with Eleanor looking down on the
frosted snow, looking up to the starry sky.

“Dear friend,” she said, in a voice that
pierced my heart by its hollow sound of grief,
“my hardest agony is passed. Loast might
when I saw him go forth on his journey, an icy
bolt was shot into my heart. Did an angel
touch me, and strike the fear of death on me?
Did I really hear whispering voices warning me
in tender truth that my love was passing away ?
Oh! you cannot tell what the hours of last night
brought to me! Oh! Arthur—Arthur, did you
know you kissed me in a life-parting P’

No tear fell on her white, stricken face, no
sob convulsed her slender form; only now and
then, in a mournful wail, did I hear the same
words, over and over again :

“Oh! my love—my own love!”

At her particular desire, the funcral was tobe
at nine o’clock—the same hour as the wedding.
She had begged her mother to let the sisters,
her own Mdg his, wear the same white dresses;
and on our going out on the snow, she glided
past us and took her place alone by the coffin,
like a spirit from another world; her bridal-
veil over her head, her step firmer, her sweeb
face sot in the expression of heavenly love.

No sound was heard, save the deep, awful
words of Christian hope and comfort. No sob
broke the stillness, no footfall disturbed. The
sun shone down on the 6pen grave, and Eleanor’s
upturned face caught its light, and years after-
wards she told me she took it as an earnest of
hope and rest for the love His unerring wisdom
had taken from her., .

D. F.

ZOE’S TRUST.
BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘ SIR ROGER’S WARD,”’ * RATRINE,”
¢¢ A WINNING HAZARD,” ETC,, ETC.

CHAPTER XXXII.

“A TADY to see you, Sir Philip,” said the
official in charge of the room where the unfor-
tunate baronet was languishing in all the impa-
tience of a suffering and impetuous nature,
aggravated by the self-reproach he could not
altogether quench, and by the neglect of his only
remaining child. ; ;

A flash of pleasure illumined the faded features
at the announcement.

“ It was Theresa at last.””

So ran the first impulse of his mind.

But ere he could do more than rise to meet
the new-comer with extended arms, the open
door admitted a female figure, which, though
closely veiled, he knew at a glance was not the
tall figure and raven hair of his younger child.

There was a sudden recoil, then the door closed
behind the visitor, and in another moment the
veil was impatiently thrown aside, and Zoe, pale
and tearful, was clinging to his averted arms.

¢ Father—dear father, I could not remain away
from you at such a -moment,” she faltered.
« Will you not look at—will you not pardon your
child for flying to be your comfort in your deep
sorrow P’

“Say rather to remind me of a still darker
ourse,” he returned, sternly.  “Is it because
I have been imprudent enough to risk my own
safety for ungrateful children that you dare to
present yourself before me as if I were too de-
graded to preserve my honour and self-respect 7

“ No — 1no — no,” she pleaded, earnestly.
“ Father, you wrong me; yetI donot blame
your harsh judgment when all was against me.
And even now I cannot do more than implore
you to believe me—your ¢hild—the child of your
beloved wife, who never willingly deceived nor dis-
obeyed you. Father, I am innocent of the miser-
able shame you believe rests on me, but I cangive
you no proof. I canbutassert that I am guiltless.
Perhaps the day may come when all may be
cleared up. Till then, I must endure and wait ;
but now, dear, dear father, I would at least
fulfil one duty. I would implore you to take
all—all that is mine from our dear mother’s
settlement. I will try to induce Theresa to
yield up hers, and perhaps that will free you,
dear father. It will discharge this dread-
ful debt ; and I can work and never offend you
with my presence till you can say to me, from
your heart, ‘ My Zoe, I know that you are inno-
cent.””’

Sir Philip had gazed on the pale, sweet face
of the kneeling girl with a half-stern, half-be-
wildered air. ;

Bat as she finished, he clasped his hands over
his face, and waved her away in silent impa-
tience. ; .

“ Go, go—I cannot bear it I’ he exclaimed, as
she still lingered near him,

« Father, do you, then, hate me so terribly
that you cannot even en'dure my presence for a
brief moment ?” she said, scornfully. I will
go away if you will; T will never force myself
on your presence more; only take the little I
have to offer—take all, and be free and happy
once more !”’

The baronet ﬁroaﬂed in speechless anguish.

¢t Child—child !”” he gasped, after a brief pause,
“you torture me—you force me to confess my
misery—my guilt! Is it in vengeance you are
come ?’’ he went on, passionately.

¢« No—no ! Heaven is my witness—no !I”’ she
said, sadly. ¢ What can put such hard thoughts
in your head of your poor child, that you could
believe her to be so wicked—so cruel ?” ;

“Then you do not know? Have you not
heard that it is all gone—all? Did Hubert, Cour-
tenay never tell you of my bondage?’ ho said,
looking at her full in the eyes, as if to read her
very soul. g

“Never ! she said, firmly—“noyer! All he
ever hinted to me was that he had some power
which might injare you should he exercise it—
that was all—all ! No more—no more!" she re-
peated, firmly.

“ And if I told you' yet more—if I bade you
save me by that sacrifice which he demanded,
what then P’ asked the barouet, eagerly.
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, “Zoe bent her head so low that her father did
not even see her face in his sharp gaze.
© “I could not,” she murmured.

“Yet you profess love for me—you tell me of
devotion and penitence,” he said, bitterly. “It
is l%ut idle talk, after ‘all. Go: you are like the
rest.”’ "

Zoe's hands tightlg covered her face.

It was a sharp tria ,"»fv_.:h?;l she was conscious
alike of Courtenay’s love ‘and power, and her
father’s urgent need. .

And still she had that sense of truth and
honour that made her shrink, asfrom a pre-
cipice, at the required pledge.
- “ father,  what can I say? You know all
—you see the shadow over my fame—you know
the beggary which 'is my only dowry; and my
heart 1s not mine to give. Dare I—can I, as
your daughter, as a woman, as one of a pure
and honourable’ race, give such a promise? I
can suffer—work—starve—die ! but not incur
perjury and disgrace.”

“ That is, you will do anything that is of no
avail, and find excellent reasons for refusing
the only service you can render,” said Sir
Philip, fretfully. ‘°Of course, I cannot force
you, except by laying on you a parent’s com-
mands; it is not for me to drag you to the
altar, even with so generous and eligible a hus-
band. Only, don’t let me have any more prating
about your self-sacrifice. I have no belief in
such lip-falsehoods.”

And he started up with such sudden impetus,
that Zoe actually fell to the ground at the
abrupt deprivation of her clinging hold,

“Come, come, this is rather too strong a
measure, Sir Philip,” said a well-known voice
behind the engrossed pair.

. And Sir Philip sprang from the angry ab-
straction of his thoughts to meet Hubert
Courtenay as he advanced into the room.

“There, do not fancy I am playing eaves-
dropper on your privacy,”’ he said. “ Listen, Zoe,
for, since your fatherisa witness, you canscarcely
doubt the truth of my statements,”” he continued,
firmly. “ Do you really imagine it possible that
any man shall throw away thousands on thou-
sands for mere charitable pity without return ?
And such is the state of matters now. Theadvance
I have made to Sir Philip far more than covers
the settlement he gave over to me as security,
and which is somewhat doubtful in its availabi-
lity, as I am advised. You cannot actually ex-
pect me to sit down with a heavy loss, to shield
your father’s name from the dishonour it
merits, and calmly satisfy myself with the ap-
proval of my conscience? - I can do far better
things with my wealth than assist imprudent
and, I may say, most fraudulent bankrupts.”’

Zoe shrank under the severe taunt, which
her candour told her was but too well de-
served.

And Sir Philip literally groaned under
the barbed arrow, that thus pierced his very
‘heart.

What could Zoe do? What could she look or
say, when such a tremendous and taunting risk
lay before her ?

Nothing, She shivered down in her chair,
and did not speak in reply to the questioning
words—the yet more pleading looks.

“Sir Philip, will you leave us for a brief
moment P’ said Hukbert, after a pause. *'The
stake is too important for niceties, and I have
a word to add to your daughter that I can say
better in your absence.”

A request from his lips was, indeed, but
tantamount to a command, and the baronot
mechaunically rose to obey.

“ Zoe,” said Courtenay, wh_en they were alone,
“T would fain spare your delicacy. I reverence
your roble generosity, your woman’s devotion,
too highly for any needless insult. But I know
too much not to chafe under the feeling that
you are giving up your whole life to a worthless
scoundrel and a selfish woman., Am I—is your
father to suffer because you have not courage to
conquer the weakness? Kvery object you can
desire will be gained by the marriage I offer—
your own fame, your father’s happiness; your
sister’s—what shall I say P—safety, perhaps
honour, can be secured. Why do you hesitate ?
I place myself and all I have in your hands.
Zoe, can you refuse P’ %

The girl quivered—hesitated—shrank, as it
Wwere, under the stirring appeal. ol

e big tears fell down her checks in silent
Sorrow while the struggle lastod.

r. Courtenay,” ste said, abruptly, ‘“can
Jou realise what you aro asking? A loveless,
J{;gsm?: m&l‘l’ia%‘e with a broken-spirited victim !
bub’x: Sounds harsh, but so it is; for nothing

« v cessity could win my consent.”

' Yes,” he said, calmly, “I fear nothing. The
°b]§°1tl°f your love ig tot’ally unworthy of you,
Tshall win your heart in time. If you will be

my wife, I can trust you to the very uttermost.
Now will you be mine ?” -
Zoe’s whole heart stood still, and her limbs
had a strange weight on them as she replied :
“On the conditions you offer, T will.””

CHAPTER XXXIIIL

AcAIN at the Hill House; yet under what dif-
ferent auspices and feelings !

Zoe Marchmont felt as if in a dream, and
walked, and spoke, and acted like an automaton,
80 far as her ideas and impulses were concerned.
Yet Hubert Courtenay did all that man could to
redeem his pledges and shield her feelings. The
babe was placed under Rose’s care (who was now
fully restored to health)in the cottage that had
been Mrs. Clifton’s. His promise was also given
that the unfortunate former owner of the dwelling
should be sought for in the distant asylum
where she had been transported by Sir Philip’s
jealous anger; and Theresa herself could not
complain of the respectful regard displayed to
her by the man who had once crushed her to
the dust by his half cynical, half reproachful in-
nuendoes and threats.

Madame Fanchon, perhaps, read more clearly
than the rest; but, if she had anght to complain
of, it had but the effect of rendering her more
silent, more industrious, and, it might be, more
weary than before; and Sir Philip, if a trifle
less hard and jovial, was at the very summit of
relief now that the heavy burden was lifted from
him, and, as Zoe's sick heart whispered, scarcely
able to appreciate the fearful cost at which it had
been purchased.

‘¢ Zoe dearest, I want you to accompany us to
Shrewsbury to look at some trifles I have been
selecting for my fair bride,”” said Hubert, one
morning, some fortnight or more after the re-
establishment of the “old” family at Hill
House. * Sir Philip and Theresa will, of course,
play propriety,” he added, smiling; “but I am
very anxious you should give me your opinion
ere completing my purchase.”

‘““You are very kind. I am sure I shall be
pleased, whatever the choice may be,” said the
girl, trying to smile without a betraying sadness.
*“ However, I will certainly go, if you wish.
At what time is the carriage ordered ?”’

“Oh! I am not quite such a tyrant as to
venture so far as to name the hour. Nume
your own time, and you will find us at your com.
mand.”’

And Zoe, who had no taste for appearing an
interesting victim when once her course was
taken, cheerfully arranged the time, though her
heart sickened at every step which served to
rivet her chains.

The luncheon passed, the carriage came to the
door, and thelittle party set off—all but Madame
Fanchon, who, though invited as a matter of
courtesy to join the expedition, as usual ex-
cused herself, and remained in her babitual
corner in the morning-room, with the everlasting
worsted-work in her hand. But only in her
hand ; not engrossing her attention and thoughts.
For the instant the noise of carriage-wheels died
away, it dropped on her lap, and she hastily
rose, and, walking to the French window, stepped
out into the grounds.

¢ If he would but come !"” she murmured.  He
said it was to be to-day; and I, who pull the
puppet-strings, have managed to get the course
clear. If he would but come! Hark! Surely
that is a step.”

She was right. The slight crackling of leaves
and rustling of boughs betokened an arrival;
and in a minute or so Algernon Sydney was at
her side.

“So you are alone, and free. You have
manageg well so far,” he said, raising her still
white hand to his lips.

“Alone! Yes. But, Algernon, when shall I
be free? When will the task be complete P’
she said, mournfully. * Have you come to tell
me that she is gone ?”’

“ Humph! You mean my mother,” he said,
with a sarcastic smile. “No; it will be some
time before I can take such strong measures as
that. You must be content witha secret triumph,
I am afraid; because, you see, there is this
advantage, that it would spoil all, were it to
come to light—fade away like the colours of a
vision, my good madam,” he added, with a re-
markable hesitation on the word.

“Surely you may venture to say it when we
are alone,”” she observed, half resentfully,

“ Rather not. The birds might carry the
matter,” he said, with a laugh. “ And, to say the
truth, I am not quite so easy as you appear to
be in the business. Look here, what came to
me in a mysterious envelope this morning, with
no address but London, and in the writing, I

rather suspect, of an old chum—Louis Vermont,. |

It is a deucedly irritating way of warning a
fellow, in any case.”

The Frenchwoman took the paper. It bore
only the words :—
“Take care. Danger is at hand. Verbum

sap.—Your FRIEND.”

Madame Fanchon read it several times with
the usual immobile expression in her face.

“JItis a trick,” she said—‘‘ a matter of re-
venge, It has the air of that, to my thinking
—not a genuine warning.”

The young man shook his head.

“Not so, I fear,” he said, uneasily. * Not
that I am going to make myself a martyr on the
strength of it; only it needs caution, and a suffi-
cient guarding of the approaches. You under-
stand? I think I have taken tolerable precau-
tions so far.” ’

“To whom do you suppose it refers?”” she
asked, again. “To Mrs. Clifton, or to——""

“ Hush! Better not mention names, madame.
I guess pretty well whom you mean. Yet it is
impossible. I had authentic news, and trust.
worthy agents at work. I don’t believe that
person is in life.”

Madame shuddered slightly.

“You should have insured it,”’ she said, * just
as you should have prevented Courtenay marry-
ing that girl, whom I intended for you; yes,
as a completion of the revenge.”

“Simply it was impossible, good madame,”
he returned. * She was doubly indignant against
me as her faithless lover, and, as she termed it,
her sister’s betrayer. And, as to the other busi-
ness; well, though dead men tell no tales, yet
there is an ugly penalty for murder that does
not apply to other more gentlemanly crimes.
However, to the point. What can be done?
You have been here long enéugh to form some
plan, and have some influence.”

A strange smile crossed her features after a
few moments’ pause.

It can only be done in one way—by relating
the truth, Algernon,” she said.

““The truth? Are youdelirious, or weakly in
despair ?”’ he returned, scornfully.

“ Neither,”” she said, calmly; “I have gone
through too many years of suffering and danger
to quail now under the final strokes—the last
crisis of the drama. But have you lost your
usual acuteness P—can you not divine my mean-
ing, that the parts in the play which is described
may be assigned to the wrong persons, and the
characters changed, while the plet remains the
same P Now do you understand ¢’

He actually laughed aloud—a low, chuckling
laugh, which had no gaiety in it.

“Excellent,” ho said. * Yes, if the emer-
gency arose, that might be attempted; and,
tha.nis to your agency, I am tolerably coached
up in the minutize of the past. Still, it is a
fearful game to play, and there is but one card
more in case of the worst.”

“ And that ?”’ she asked.

¢ The power that my own precipitate folly has
given me in one respect,” he replied. “I can
punish thent by exposure and disgrace, if they
do not come to terms; and now, having thus
arranged for the worst, I had better leave you
before they return.”’

“Secarcely; you may have bech observed, and
then suspicion may be roused ; and besides, the
more frequently you come here, the stronger
hold you obtain on their good faith,” she an-
swered.

“Only that it galls me to see her—yes, to
watch the air of authority he usurps over her.
I tell you, if ever I did care for a woman in my
life, it was for Zoe Marchmont.”

“ And for no other ?”’ said madame, signifi-
cantly. “ Can you swear that—can you tell me
you never had another passion but this hopeless
one ¢’

A deep scarlet flamed in his cheek.

“ Hang it all! you seem bent on making a
fellow uncomfortable,” he said, sharply. “I ~
was a fool then, I daresay, but it is over and
forgotten.”

‘ Qur follies sometimes come back to lash us
when we believe them buried,” said madame,
significantly. “‘ Pray that it maynot be so with
you, Algernon !

“Oh! I wish I had nothing more to fear than
that. The girl disappeared after about a week,
and never turned up more, though unless she
drowned herself, or rushed into a convent, I
cannot imagine how she could have escaped.
But she’d have blazed up like a comet long ago,
had she meant to raise a conflagration. How-
ever, you're in a confoundedly black mood to-
day, and if I’m to stay here for them, either you
gr I must take ourselves off till they come

ack.”

A look of yearning reproach—a melting ten-
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derness seldom seen on those impassive features
—came over Madame Fanchon’s face,

Then, as by a sudden impulse, she cast her-
self on the young man’s neck, and kissed him
passionately. :

“ Are you mad ?”’ he said, extricating himself
impatiently. “Don’t be a child—a fool, for
Heaven’s sake !”

She raised herself from his neck, and the old
expression had returned, only with a scornful
bitterness in the calm lips.

“Mad!” she said; *yes, perhaps I am—
perhaps I have been, and am beginning to
awake from the delirium. I have restrained
every feeling, kept iron rule over lips, and eyes,
and actions, and lived as an automaton for
long years ; and you, for whom, and for revenge,
I have borne all this, are turning on me
with cold and ungrateful reproach. Algernon
Sydney ”—she laid an emphasis on the words—
“beware ! lest by your overweening selfishness
and pride, you do not lose your only friend, I
;vill’ crush you even now, if you drive me too
ar.”’

He bent down and touched her lips with his.

*“ There’s a kiss of peace,” he said. “Don’t
be unreasonable; I am well-nigh frantic since
this confounded note came, and you are galling
the fretted wounds.” :

She smiled assent, but there was a cold chill
in her heart that belied the lips.

[To be continued.]
“Zoe's Trust” commenced in No. 557 and Part OXXXV1.

PARENTS AND PALETOTS.

“My dear Charlie, you surely do not mean that
you have lost another overcoat I’ exclaimed Mrs,
Vavasour—one of the youngest, and best-look-
ing, and best-tempered of widows—addressing
her only son, as the “buttons” brought a
parcel from the tailor into the breakfast-room.

It must be added, par parenthése, that there
was an ample jointure, and plenty of disregarded
admirers, and a devoted and fascinating son, to
contribute to the lady’s equanimity of temper ;
and though she was even now scarcely past
wooing as to age or good looks, she had never
dreamed of giving her lamented husband a suec-
cessor during her twelve years of widowhood,

Bt to return to the subject of the plump-
looking parcel, which could scarcely bq confined
to decent proportions by the string.

Charlie released the trammels, and exhibited
s most bewitching paletot, utterly irreproach-
able in colour, make, and material.

Charlie laughed comically.

“Well, mother darling, I am not extravagant
enough to have a fourth in one year, except asg
& matter of necessity ; and January is too carly
to dispense with one, you know.”

“ But how in-the world do you manage 80
badly P’ asked the half-laughing, half-reproving
mother. “It’s downright waste, Charlie boy ;
and though I would not appear at all—’

“Stingy or unmindful of the precept we
heard at church yesterday,” langhedCharlie. “T
am yet ayware you must be rather scandalised,
madre mia. As to managing badly, I do not
manage at all, I suppose; but it’s other folks
who manage well, and get hold of my exquisitely-
fitting great-coats. I say, mother, is it not
dreadfully mortifying to think how many figures
there must be like my elegant form ”’

“But how do you aceount for your many
losses, my eon?”’ asked the mother, pushing
towards Charlie a cup of fragrant Mocha.

‘¢ Simply because there are men who have the
gift of imagining that what is convenient to
possess is really their own ; and others who got
their sight somewhat obseured when they leave
a party, and take brown for gray, or black for

rown.””

“ And as you do not belong to either of these
classes, you are the loser and never the gainer
in this system of fashionable barter. There-
fore, you are minus three great-coats in a year,
and your tailor and some three other indivi-
duals gainers to the amount of at least twenty
or thirty pounds. Ts not that it, my boy P’

Charlie bowed sssent.

*'Then, suppose I come to the reseue, and
suggest the sewing your name in the collar of
this fashionable surtout ?”’ suggested Mrs.Vava-
sour.

“ Impossible, mother! Fancy every green-
grocer’s man engaged for the night, or club
waiter, or theatre hanger-on, pointing to me,
(‘;’;"%Z:ﬁg}:ﬁlowi . “Yes, that’s Mr. Vavasour,

et — i !
boundh!’ o a stingy cad, I'll be

“Then put a card in the cket. n "
cently honest individual mugf;p(;-eog;nigg tﬁagf"
was the next proposition,

And as Charlie made no objection, though he
did not precisely assent, Mrs. Vavasour at once

acted on the idea, and placed gz card, legibly-

engraved with the name and address of the
owner, into the pocket of the new great-coat.

It was, perhaps, a week or more before the
success of her plan was fairly tested,

On the tenth day after the clever ¢ dodge”’ of
the mother, Charlie went to a large and fashion-
able ball at Willis’s Rooms. Of course, he met
several acquaintances, and danced till the small
hours of the morning, when, after placing his
last partner in her carriage, he sought the cloak-
room, received his great-coat in triumph, and,
as he neither sported cabriolet, nor happened to
discover Hansom cab, walked home, in all the
good-humoured excitement of a pleasant evening.

But just as he arrivad_ at his own door, and
was feeling for his key, inwardly smiling at the
sharp contact of his mother’s card with his
fingers, he perceived, with some astonishment,
the shadow of a brougham, which was evidently
drawn up at his mother’s door.

Visions of sudden illness and doctors’ equi-
pages flitted before his eyes, and he sprang for-
ward with a bound.

But though a somewhat elderly man did greet
him as he approached, he was in irreproachable
evening-dress, and the gas lamps revealed a
female face in a distracting hood of pink and
white, that just defined a soft and youthful
face of irreproachable oval, reclining in the
corner of the carriage,

‘The individual, on the shady side of fifty, and
with a grave-looking face, accosted our hero,

¢ Sir, you have my great-coat.”
“ Excuse me, sir; it must be some mistake, I

have my card in the pocket of mine to prove
it,” returned poor Charlie.

“8Sir, I have one, too, and, what is more, the
door-key of the house where my daughter and I
are lodging. They are early folks, you see, and
don’t care to be kept-up; and I have broughft
my Sophie up to see London, and didn’t want to
balk her fancy. Come, sir, don’t lkkeep- us all
night. I want to get to my bed, Just change,
and all will be right.”

Charlie was too bewildered to reply ; but,
quickly divesting himself of the paletot, ho re-
ceived the one held out impatiently by the old
gentleman ; and, as his own sense had predieted,
he found that the card in the pocket was cer-
tainly his own name and address, and the coat
was the identical fashionable garment recently
magde his own,

“ I—I am very sorry, sir,” he stammered.

“Nay, it’s my faulf, as I came away first,”
f{ejoiued the elder gentleman. “But where’s the

oy P

“I’ve not touched it. I only found the card,
which I presumed was one placed there by my
mother’s pradent care,” said Charlie, perplexed
beyond belief.

The elder gentleman examined a card, which
he drew from the pocket of the exchanged gar-
ment. 4

“Oh! not mine, though yours is yours,” he
exclaimed, in rather Irish “fashion, ™ It’g the
card of a Mr, J. Brown, and what on earth are
wetodo? We’'ve hammered away till we were
ashamed already.”

““ Better remain here. My mother will be
happy to receive the young lady. I will soon
rouse her,” said Charlie, catching a glimpse of
a laughing pair of eyes and the sound of a sup-
pressed silvery laugh,

“ What do you say, Sophie ?” ugked the papa.

“Oh,no! It would be shocking to disturb g
stranger,” said a sweet voice. * Shall we try
again, papa ? or is there any address on Mr,
Brown’s card ?”

“I bolieve I do know a Mr. J. Brown, not a
mile off, and he’s a great man for balls and
theatres,” suggested the coachman.

* Permit me to accompany you, I may be of
use, as I know London thoroughly,” observed
Charlie, springing into the carriage.

And in the next ten minutes, he found out
that Sophie was the loveliest and merriest girl
in the world, that she had been at Mrs. Parke’s
ball, and that her father’s name was Fairfax.

The earriage drew up, There wasa promising
light/in the windows. Mr. Brown was evidently

up.

But his temper rose as readily.

“ Be off, or I'll call the police ! he exclaimed,
“I’ve not been to any ball, nor worn any over-
coat, and my name is not J., but Marcus Brown,
and be hanged to you as knaves and fools !’ .

He slammed the window with an expletive
even more forcible.

Mr. Fairfax was divided botweon rage and de-
spair.

Sophie’s imperturbable good-humour and
gmefgy bore her through, in spite of fatigues and

ancies.

“ Never mind, papa. Itis a good joke. Wa
shall not soon forget it. Let us go back to the
lodgings.” ¢

But the Jehu demurred,

His horse was done for. It was nearly five,
He could not remain out.

“Then there is no alternative: you must
roturn with me. T pledge mysolf for a hearty
welcome,”” pleaded Charlie,

And, with infinite reluctance and apologies,
they yielded to the friendly importunity.

In fifteen minutes more, they were again ab
his door; in another quarter of an hour, Mrs.
Vavasour was in the breakfast-room, kindly wel-
coming and sympathising with her unexpected
guests; and ere six o’clock sounded, they were
all comfortably snoozing in their respective beds.

Mr. Fairfax disappeared before the ladies de«
scended, to seek his lodgings, and dispatch g
more appropriate breakfast-dress for his
daughter than her ball-costume, and a messago
that he would fetch her about mid-day.

But before luncheon, Sophie had conditionally
accepted the offer of concert tickets and Mrs.
Vavasour’s chaperonage for the evening, and
her father arrived in time to compare notes and
discover some half-dozen mutual relationships
and acquaintances in days ef yore. :

*¢ Mother, is she not charming? I wish you
could prevail on them to remain here instead of
going back to their lodgings,” observed Charlie,
invading his mothet’s dressing-room before
dinner, : : :

“ Only that you might be ruined in overcoats
while showing her the lions,” was the demure
answer.

“Not a bit, mother, if T keep her wraps well
attached to mine. Depend upon it, the safe-
guard would be perfect.  No one could imagine
the dainty little mantle could belong to anyone
but herself. I never saw one like it—no, no,i’:
even on your . graceful shoulders, bella madre.

Mrs. Vavasour shook her head laughingly.

“Don’t practise your lover flatteries on me,
you gay deceiver. However, since Mr. Fairfax
1s the cousin of my dearest old friend, who was,
moreover, my principal bridesmaid, I think I may
be warranted in the rash measure you propose ;
and as you are so much engaged during the
next. fortnight, they will be agreeablo com-
panions for me.”

But Charlie’s mountain of invitation.cards
melted like snow before the sun; and he was
most remarkably afraid of cold winds and
storms for the succeeding fortnight, unless
Sophie’s bright eyes and joyous laugh fortified
him against the blast.

At last, Mr. Fairfax declared he must return
home to fulfil an urgent engagement at quarter
sessions, or School Board, or some such county
gentleman’s pressure of business.

Sophie could not be spared from the opening
of the oratorios, and the subsequent Easter ex-
travagancies, Mrs. Vavasour and Charlie de-
clared, and the doting father yielded to his
child’s pleading though silent look of entreaty.

But when he returned at Easter to fetch her,
a fresh demand was made on his generosity and
forbearance.

¢ Mr. Fairfax, will you give-me your daughter ?
Can you part with the priceless treasure P’
urged Charlie, in tones broken with emotion.

“Humph ! I don’t know. I must speak with

our mother, I’m not going to be robbed of my
ife’s happiness just to please a harum-scarum
boy who cannoé even take care of an overcoat,”
he replied, gruffly. -

Ang he ’agud M{-s. Vavasour wers cl6seted for
an hour or more; and when the young pair
were called in, they were fairly perplexed at the
flush on the lady’s cheeks, and the jubilant ex-
pression on the gentleman’s still fine features.

““ There, children, don’t fancy we elder folkg
are to bo robbed at pleasure of you reckless
young lovers, and left to cry our eyes ont at
our leisure, Charlie, your mother has consented
to take Sophie’s place as my housekeeper, under
a dearer title even than daughter; and as wo
think you young folks are not steady enough
to be trusted alone, I mean to place you in the
Dower House, as it is christened, where the
married sons of our family, or widows of the
possessor of the little domain, have always lived,
and which will be within reach of eyes gnd

QB —

“ The truth is,” he added, in a broken voic
“we are @ couple of doting simpletons, and
I can’t spare my girl and she can’t hep boy out
of reasonable distance; but yoy sha’n’t be
meddled with, children, morg than we can help;
and, harkye, Charlie, I'll make 5 special clause
in tho settlements for half dozen paletots a
Jyear.

But Sophie langhed, and do )
care of Charlie and hig grmt-cg&gegl;ol} R P

SUNDRESIUeSS
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NOW OPEN,
At the Office,
MERTON HOQUSE,
SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LOMNDON,

A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOUKNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

OF ALL THE LATEST

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

FROM PARIS EVERY MONTH.

PASTIMES.

BNIGMAS,
1, -

Deep within the earth I lie,
A thing of life, yet always prone to die:

But potent man my body has exhumed,

And castle, conrt, and hall I have illam’d.
I'm sparkling bright, and glowing all around,
And yet my eharms are buried in the ground.
No lady wears me on her polished hrow,
And yet I cause a pallid cheek to glow.,

Of England’s wealth T am the stay and pride:

DAISY.—You had better consnlt a medical man respecting
the marks yon mention. From your deseription, we should
say they are permanent.

FLorA BELL.—We are sorry we are unable to give you the
information you reqnire, You had hetter write to the Editor
ot the Army and Navy Gazette, who will, we think, be sure
to give the desired information.

LILIAN HARTOPP.—(1) Not a large salary: but it depends
upon the style of school, and the duties she has to perform.
(2) We do not know what book you allude to. We do not
remember having advertised a hook containing instructions
in all kinds of faney work, (8) The only thing likely to have
the desired effect is to wash them frequently in cold water,
(4) It depends upon the comyplexion of the lady: not so
much on the colour of her hair and eyes, LI shehas rather
a sallow complexion, red, pink, maroon: if a clear, brunette
complexion, pale blue, maize, and pink would be becoming.
(5) An amiable and intelligent face.

SICILE.—(1) We will insert your quesfion in Queries:
shonld we.receive an answer, you will see it under Answers
1o Queries. (2) We are sorry we eannot give you the infor-
mationl you require. (3) We have no means of ascertaining
the information concerning the person you mention,

EMERALD (Limerick).—(1) We cannot advise you to com-
mence on less than £150 or £200 a-year. (2) To furnish a
honse the size yon mention respectably, wounld cost guite
£100, and then you should have a little money in hand to
commence house-keeping with. (3) You should have as
much ander-clothing as yon can_ afford to buy. Nov too
many dresses, as they become old-fashioned. I you intend
making your things yourself, you should leave business at
least three months before you are married. (4) You are both
rather young, consequently we think it would be advisable
to wait a year or two.

THEODORA.—(1) We have never heard that carhonate of
soda is injurious to the teeth, (2) You had hetter consult a
dentist at once, before the teeth decay farther. The hest
way in which to prevent the teeth decnying, is to clean them
thoroughly night and morning, not only in front, but the
back, top, and all over, either with plain water, or tooth-
powder. (3) * Bijou’ is pronounced Be-zhu ; ** Patey,”
pa-tey, with the accent on the first syllable.

THE SPANTSH INQUISITION, — (1) The hosfess shonmld
always be thanked for her kindness by each member of the
company when they bid her good-hye.” (2) 1f it is exclusively a
varty for young people, the invitations may be sent in the
name of the young people of the house. (3) Jet bracelets nre
unsuitable for a young lady to wear in the evenmlx, uniess
shie be in mourning; then all her ornaments should corre-
spond. Bands of black velvet may be worn on the wrists at
an evening-party or ball, and are very fashionable. (4) You
could soon see by his manner if lie ¢ me solely to see
you. If he does not show more than ordinary attention, yon
may rest assured he looks upon you merely in the light of a
friend. It is not advisable to pay him special attention. (5)
If your parents approve of his visits, you can say nothing in
the matter. You need not give people an opportunity of

A mine of greatness, spreading far and wide,

Of dueal halls L am the light and life,

And a small portion cheers the poor man’s wife,
T’m dark and dusky as the Negro race,

But yet I shine and light up beauty’s face,

T’'m ever ready when Old England calls,

The thew and sinew of lier wooden walls.
‘Without me Britain’s wealth must melt away,
Nor power, nor greatness in her grasp could stay,
With me she’s great, grand, glorions, r!-ce,

The fivst of the nations, the star of the sea.

E. C. M.

2 .

nd short, thick and thin, flexible, yet hard asa
rnIcI[(lmll?&x: &mﬁl‘ the ground and abovegit, in” the mouths
of many, and am certainly a partofevery fiman being.
E. M. B.
DECAPITATION.
When whole, £ am the resting-place of many a weary beas :
Behead me, and 'm mostly seen wherever there’s a feast;
+ Behead again, and then, no doubf, with very little pains,
Youl find me out—that is, if yow’re the word that now re-

maius. 1. 0. 8.
CHARADT.

My first is an article, my second is & spirit, my third isa
Place of juustice; my wile . eelobrated battls of the middle

AEg CONUNDRUM.

r{ain uneven number, from which if you suh-
tryc:}:qsvg,c:m‘fwary to the geueml’ rule, the remainder will

be even. : A B,
HISTORICAL ACROSTIC,

Scottish regicide, a noted Spartan, an unfortu-
mﬁe%?r%‘il:?n,monm'ch, a Peninsular hm;l,lo-ﬂeid, a decisive
Franch battle. The initialy give the date of a remarkable

congquest. Jxo. D,

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No. 563,

EN1GNMAS.~1. The Letter S. 2. Oh,

OoNuNDRUMS.—1, Beeause you think of the present. 2
When it’s vank. 8. When they make reports.

ARITHMEILICAL PUZZLE.—~Century = 100 years, Cent = 100

=100,

BURIsD ENGLISH RIVERS.—1. Ouse. 2. Wye. 8, Trent.

NOTICE TO C‘OR'RE'SP ONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY .

——

As our Correspondence has greatly inereased with the
increased popularity of our Jowrnal, and as further
space cannot be spared in the Jowrnal for replies thereto,
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im-
mediate importance by post within a few days of their
receipt. A stamped, addressed envelope must be for-
warded for the reply, and inno case shall we answer in
envelopes addressed to be left at a post-ofice.  Our
subscribers must mot expect us to reply by post to
questions that are mot of urgent mportance.

In future we shall nob insert vequests for the words of
fongs or poems wnless accompanied by a stamped
and addressed, envelope, with the nom de plume of the
sender and, the name of the song, &c., required, written
inside the envelope.

M. A. Ousrenurs.—If you apply to a livery-stahls keoper
L o mv“““@ﬂm‘l‘iaug. i hie g viot one, he 'will obtain one

~for you,

. ““ml‘"-“"‘% 11find in No, 458, pnge 89, in the
1§P mv’f?“ 5 &t ornote Lt fsd Rwotked
wwairh 089 “ﬂﬁﬁ‘mﬁ%;z: very prebiy ourtains,

3

Jeloth; for monthly gowns, brilliant ;

cm&pling your names by going out with him, it you prefer not
to do so.

SIss1E.—~We have inserted in the Home page of this
number the recipe for which you ask.

BLur BELL.—(1) The gentleman is not too old for a
young girl of eighteen to he engaged to. (20 The bride
always goes lagf. (3) We shonlt hardly think le would
talk to her in the way you describe, unless he intended
to ask her to marry him. (4) Not unless the gentleman be
an old and intimate friend,

A PuzzZLED ONE.—~TFor the skirts, cambric or lawn shonld
be used ; for night~gowns and petticonts, very fine long-
and for plain robes,
nainsook mauslin, e eannot tell you the quantities re-
quired, as iv depends upou the patterns from which they are
mwade. Your best plan is to measure the patterns, and eal-
culate from them.

Frcaro.—(1) We donot know of any ehange with respect
to the shape of Jadies’ visiting-eards, It is fashionable now
merely to have the name printed, as *“ Margaret Smith,” or
swhatever the name may be, without any “* Miss’ before it.
(2) We gavea recipe for making both muffins and erumpets,
in No. 562 in the Correspondence page, page 111, in the
February part. The answer was under the )mmenf“(iloves."
(8) To Make Good Coffee, it should never be boiled, but the
-boiling water merely poured on it the same s for tea, It is
better to purchase the coffe in the berry, if possible freshly
roasted, and grind it yourself. Have a small iron ring made
to fit the top of the coffee-pot, inside this ring sew a smail
muslin-bag (the muslin shonld 1ot be too thin); fit the hag
into the pot, and pour some hoiling-water in it, and when the
pot is well warmed, pour ont the water, and put the ground
coffee into the bag, pour over as mueh boiling-water as is
| required, and close the lid. Whenall the water has filtered
through, remove thebag, and send the coffee to table. The
water should be poured upon the coffee gradnally, so that
the infusion may be stronger. Allow & 0z, or one tables
spoonful, to each person, and to every ounce ailow half a pint
of water, Boiling milk should be served with coffee,

ROLAND. — The quotation is from Lord Byron’s poem
called ** Beppo,” verse xvi,

CLARISSA.~The following recipe for removing surperfluous
haiv has been sent us by a correspondent, wlio recommends
it: 1oz lime, 2 0z earbonate of potash, 1 drachm of powdered
charcoal ; mix with warm waler to a paste, and apply it to
the hair; when dry, wash it off,

SUSAN S§.—~You can have the numbers containing the
stories yon mention for 1d. each and cost of postage: bnt as
you reguire so many, you had better obtain them through a
bookseller, and save postage. ** Dared He Love Her ” com-
menced in No, 458, ended in No.480:  Brenda’s Cross ” com-
menced in No. 471, ended in No. 483; * Wilful Winnie come
meunced in No. 468, ended in No, 487.

BARROW-IN-FURNESS.~We are sorry we have not the re-
cipe for which you ask.

GIPSY MARY.—(1) We do not know of anything which will
remove the stains you mention, If it is on’ a black silk, you
can sponge it off with the following: Put a piece of nmmonia
about the size of a walnut, into half a pint of boiling water;
when dissolved, sponge the silk with it. This will remoye
any dirt or grease from black silk, (2) Yon had better con-
sult a medical man on the subject, (3) 'We have frequently
given in our Correspondence page recipes for whitening the
hands. The same mixture applied to the arms would have
the desired effuct. (4) Sarsaparilla is used ouly to purify the
blood. It is not the kind of thing yon require, (5) See
answer No. 2. (6) We know nothing of the zentleman you
mention, (7) Weeannot recommend anything for the purpose.
(8) We arve sorry we are guite unable to inform you. (9)

In all towns and eities there are many shops of the kind,
we caunot ohlige

Miss R. D. (Breconshire.)—~We are sorry
you by insenhg thedesign yourequire. My, Bedlord, whose
address you will see at the end of the description of Faney~
work, will get the crest designed for you, if you send him a
is au_expensive thing to have

correct drawing of it. It
pxi(t-ting the designs on to the

Berlin patterns prepared, as
point-paper is very tedious work.

LADY Orara.—The design for wool antimacassar which
was published with our December part for 1874 is one of the
handsomest and most effoctive antimacassars that has ever
been produced, Full directions for working it were given in
the last number of the part, The tricot-stripes are iy single
Berlin wool, and-the embroidery upon it could be worked
Wwith Andalusian wool or eruel, which would render it less
costly., As you want the antimacassar for a smoking«room
“nﬂ; apresent, we think this would be exactly the thing to
suit you, ¥

Two StsTERS.~(1) Before yow ean obtain situations in n
telegraph=office, you mnst learn the mode of working the
telegraph. Thereare in London several schools of telegraphy,
You have, of course, to pay for instruction, The length of

ime required tolearn de&)endﬂ upon the ability of the pupil,
ou will find these sehools advertised in most of the daily
paFera. (2) We are unable to give yon any information npon
this subject, You had better apply to some one in Paris,

LILY OF THE VALLEY.—(1) We are 80rry we cannot oblige
You; bnt we have not the pattern you require. (2) We
know of nothing better than to paint the bunions with jodine
to decrease the size of the joints. (8) The number for which
you ask is out of print. (4} The newest style of dressing
the hair is the Catogan, illustrations of which were given
on our Gigantic, Supplement, issned with the December
part. (5) Polonaises and tabliers are more fashionable than
tunics. (6) We have made many inquiries, but have heen
hmable to obtain the desired information. (7) Not at all
improper, as you wonld of course send them anonymously,
(8) The 29th of Mareh, 1856, was Saturday.

H. K. H.—Your letter partakes of the nature of an adver-
tlsement, which we cannot msert except at advertisement
price, which would, we think, be more than you wonld feel
inclined to pay. You had better advertise in a daily paper
for what you require,

BLACK-EYED GEORGIE.~Wehave discontinued answerin®
questions of the kind,

BLACK-EYED DICKIE,~You had better consult a doctor
upon the subjeet,

ADA~We cannot give yon any advice upon the subject.
lgt;t)llilcxitg;_xeatums can only be satisfactorily answered by a

A Sun_scnmnn.—’mm number containing the recipe for
skeletgmzu\g leaves, is ont of print. We give yon all neces-
sary directions for the purpose, Theleaves to be skeletonized
should be chosen when in their prime; if too young, they
will be reduced in gonrse of the process toa pulpy mass: if
oo old, they will harden. Kern. leaves may be done at any
time. Leaves containing similar chemical constituents re-

nire to be done together, and not mixed with other leaves,

or instance, the leaves of the oak, chiestnut, birch, walnnt,
and hickory, contain 80 much tannin, that if mixed with
other leaves they will almostentirely prevent decomposition,
acting, indeed, as a preservative. The Jeaves must he car
fully examined to see that they have not been injured by
insects, as none but perfect leaves should be used. Irom the
middle of June to the middle of July, the leaves of elms,
magnolias, poplars, sycamores, deutzias, pears, and maples,
should be selected, ag they are the first to become fit for
maceration; but none bat the firmest leaves should he taken,
The leaves are to be placed in open earthen or #luss vessels,
covered with soft water, and placed in a warm, sunuy
situation. 1n ahout two weeks they should be examined,
by taking out a few leaves and placing them in a vessel of
clean warm water; then, immersing the hand in the water,
take a leaf between the thumb and finger, and rub gently
but firmly, and if the leat is sufficiently macerated, the loose
cellular matter will part freely from the network, which
will be exposed to view. Those that are only partially
softened should be thrown into n vessel of clean waler, and
allowed to macerate longer; but they should he frequently
examined, not to allow them to remain in the water after
the epidermis of the leat can be readily removed, otherwise
thie net-work will be injured. This is an important point,
As the net-work of many species is very delicate, and the
pulp cannot be removed without tearing or injuring the net»
work, it is advisable to use a soft tooth-hrush, or, better, a
puna-brush, such as is unsed in making wax-flowers, and
then, placing the leaf on the palm of the hand, or on a plate,
gently brush away the pulp, keeping it coutinually moist,
After the leaves are thoroughly cleansed, they should bo
thoroughly dried by earefally pressing between the folds
of a fine soft towel. Then the leaves should be Iaid away in
& box to await the bleaching process, which may be done ag
any convenienttime. Donot press the leaves too firmly, or
they will adhere to the towel, Jfany of the leaf-stems should
separate or break from the stalks, they should be preserved
and fastened to the leaves in mounting, Fern-leaves should
not be macerated, but dried between sheets of blotlings«
paper; in the bleaching process, the epidermis witl be ens
tirely eaten by the bleaching-liquid, For bleaching, take } 1h
chloride of lime, and dissolve it in one quait of water in fn
carthen or glass vessel; let it dissolve and nregipitate, and
filter through filtering-paper, to be obtained of any ehemisy,
Of this solution, add ene spoonfnl to nineteen spoonfuls of
water; or one twentieth part of whatever quantity will
cover the leaves. Immerse the skeletons in this sblution
untilthey are perfecily white, nsing an earthen or glass jar,
covering it, and putting itin a warm place. Leaves and seed
vessels should not be put in the same Jar, and _coarse skele-
tons should be separated from the fine. Do not leaye
them too long in the bleaching solution, or they will be tog
tender to cleanse, Wm taken from it, wash them seyer: {
times in clean water, dry in the folds of a soft towe
and keep them between the leaves of a hook until requnired
for monnting. Some of the most delicate ones are apt ta
curl indrying; in this case, dry them between sheets of white
blotting-paper. The most beautiful leaves for skeletoniging
arethoseof the ivy, deutzia, bignonia, wisteria, silver poplar,
Chinese and Swawp magnolias, maples, weeping«willow,
linden, elm, pear, witch-hazel, and wild cherry. Of seeda
vessels, the pods of physalis, thorn-apple, lobelia, mallow,
wild eacumber, and campanula, are all desirable, and to
added the dried flowers of the hydrangea,
to be gathered late in September, and dried flowers of the
lily-of-the-valley. We willgive directions for mounting, if
you desire them,

SNOWDROP.—(1) The best thing we can recommend for the
purpose is Rimmel’s Photochrome: a new pomade for restors
ing gray hairs to their original colour through the agency of
lizht, price 8s. 6d, per hox, with brash. = (2) Whitenin
Yellow Flannel: Plannel which has become yellow with
use, may be whitened b, putting it for some time in o solu-
tion of hard soap, to which strong ammonia has been added,
The proportions are 13 Ib 8Olt water, and tw hirds of g

ound of strong ammonia, The same object may be attained

n a shorter time by placing the garments for a guarter of
an hour in a weak solution of hisulphite of soda, to which a
little hydrochloric acid has heen added, Lhe latter process,
we dare say, will be effectual,

GEORGE AND SoPmHIE.—(1) The following is the correch
costume [or a gentleman to wear at a wedding: a dark blue
coat, gray trowsers, lavender kid gloves, and a tall hat,
The costiume yor mention would not he out of place, and a
Sallor seldom cares to put on the attire that is usual to
landsmen, (2) Yon had better consult a dentist : the teeth
gllgnéld be stopped. (8) Take something to purily the

0a.

ONE WITH WEAXK HATR.~We have inserted your quer
Ir we receive an answer, you will find it nnder Kuswgrs t{)’
Queries in a fature number, Rimmel’s Castor=oil Pomade
is very good for strengthening and promoling the growth of

the hair,
QUERIES,

ARTHUR’S PET would feel obliged
inform her whether the followiug‘gﬁflorfios aiyl‘gvo: ebéwaz:osg%“tlzg
musie, and if 80, by whom ;— .
*“ Tho' absence part us for a while,
Ana distance roll between,
Believe whatever may reveal,

T’m still what I have heen.””

There are three more verses.

VAN SMUDGE would be obliged if anyone
inform him il they could supply him wityh th:%‘xx:]glhkelrnad}){
;tctl)‘)rll%s G'?"ll‘?llelﬁ?l",s Jngrwt}l,” ﬁontaininz the following
. e Raven, an o 1
World > niia oo g iat Beeame of it,” * Facing the

WYNYFREDA would feel obliged if anyone wonld favour
her with the words of the song in which ilieso lines ocour:—
' With all tones of waters blending,
Glorious is the breaking deep;
Glorious, beauteous, without edding,
Songs of ocean never sleep.”

WEAR HAIR would feel ohliged -
give her a recipe for muklng affg.,’m{ fﬂ.}:’r

.coil;m wrmmr
riber cou
Wash,

London ; B, HA-PBIIOE‘. Balisbury Square, Fleet 8¢., B.C,
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“POOR THING! I DOUBT ME SHE'S GONE,” SAID A FAT OLD WOMAN WITH A BAG.

A new maid, tall and ruddy, supplied the | than of yore. In all the toil, amid all the drudgery

HIS WORD OF HONOUR place of Susan.’ : ; of the past term, she had hoped ; she had seldom
i Leontine was wushered into her small bare | desponded; she had nob allowed petty annoy.

CHAPTER XX attic, and left to unpack and malke her little ar- | ances to assume the command of her spirits,

rangements. She sat upon her trunk, buried her | crush them into melancholy, and herself into

THE next day Teontine and her little trunk | face in her hands, and thought deeply. A | testiness or ill-temper, Noj; she had been erect

Were once more admitted into the entrance-hall | certain something, a chill, an instinct, a presenti- | and cheerful under rebuffs, energetic and patient,
s

of Olympia, odge. ment, seemed to warn her of coming trial; she | sweet-tempered and uncomplaining, Now she
How cold the flags struck to her feet! how | knew not how or why, but the walls of Olympia | felt as if it would be. impossible to do her duty
unfriendly the house looked ! Lodge struck her as colder, harder, more dreary cheerfully in this genteel college for young

No. 570.—Vor, X171,
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ladies, as if spies and enemies watched her at
every corner, as if scorn and contumely were to
be her portion henceforth. She began to struggle,
as she always did struggle with morbid feelings ;
she told herself that her nerves were upset, or
she would never feel so stupid.

During the vacation she had sat up late, seen
more of the world, gone through strange excite-
ment ; and now the reaction, the return to cold,
dull Olympia Lodge had chilled énd damped her,
had made a simpleton of her, so she told herself.
She rose and bathed her eyes in the icy water,
and then went down into the school-room.

Vory few young ladies had arrived. = Miss
Jennings was there, looking rather cold and
frosty, and hearing the second class read from
Macaulay’s history.

Leontine sat down and began to darn stock-
ings ; some of the little ones had returned, and
had brought with them a number of those useful
articles unmended. The work was desultory all
that day. In the evening, just as the tea-things
wero laid on the long table and Miss Jennings
began to officiate, arrived Miss Fanny Serubbs,

Leontine could not avoid a certain shudder
when the plump, handsome, richly-dressed
heiress appeared.

¢ She is, after all, dearer to him than I am,”
thonght Leontine.

Meanwhile that ‘¢ divine she’’ came and sab
ab the tea-table, after flinging her hat and jacket
into a corner, :

“ Thick bread and scantbutter, asusunal,” said
ghe, making a grimace. ¢ Miss Jennings, I'vo
heaps of tea-cakes in my bag, and a crock of
eountry butter among my luggage; may the
cook prepare us something thab we ean eat ?”

There was a joyful acquiescence; soon the
nine or ten pupils and Miss Jennings were eating
$ho hot buttered tea-cake of the epoiled pupil.

Miss Serubbs looked at Leontine. °

“Oh! you. Are you afraid of hot butter?
Spoils the complexion, doesn’t it?” she added,
with a sneer. “And French complexions are
gallow.”

“ Mademoiselle’s is not,”’ said a pert little
girl of ten ; “it’s prettier than yours. You're
like a wax doll; she’s like a marble statue.”

Thore could not have been a more truthful
comparative criticism of the charms of those
rival beauties.

Fanny Serubbs bozed the ¢hild’s ears violently,
and then followed crying and commotion, Miss
Jonnings remonstrating gently, as she always
did with the spoiled heiress; it ended with the
arrival of Miss Hoocher, and the dismissal of
the pert pupil to bed at an earlier hour than
wsual.

After tea they all sat round the fire and
ehatterod. Fanny Scrubbs had the most o
toll, and was listened to with the greater atten-
tion; there she sat in her velvet dress, with her
gold chain and earrings, her plump white throat
surrounded by a becoming ruff, her pink cheeks
aglow, her blue eyes shining; she had been to
all the theatres, to seven balls, to twelve dinners,
she had danced with every officer in one regiment,
ghe had had three direct offers of marriage, she
would leswve school in March because she was
going to Rome with her parents; all this while
not one word of Harry Mervyn ; only, when her
eves met those of Leontine, she raised her eye-
brows in contempt, and gave her a de‘ﬁanf' look,
gs mlnch as to say, “Tell about him if you

are !”’ . ?

At the usual hour # i red.
During wighxfm%%;:&ig&n  fell into
tho usual routine. Leontine gave mugic-

lossons, her Fremch lessons, and darned the
stockings. - AR

When Monsieur 8ilvag appeared, he did not
take much notice of Leontine. This gentle-
man’s conduct puzzled hor. She remembered his
declaration, which amounted almost to one of love
for horself—his declaration which the entrance of
his mother had interrupted. Since then, neither
by word nor by look had his manner expressed to
her anything‘ beyond common politeness and
friendly kindness. At Olympia, he was cold to
her before Miss Hoocher; and then Leontine
discovered, to her confusion, that that lady
wag not aware of the time she had passed at
Achille Cottage. Leontine would have told her
the truth at once; and bitterly did the poor
child regret in the time that followed that she
had not done this homnestly ; but Miss Hoocher
had said, sharply, while Leontine was sorting
gome music in the music-room, one evening :

“ Monsieur Silvas was sorry not to have seen
you all the holidays. He says he believes the
Sells will go abroad again immediately. Did you
enjoy your vigit there ?”

Very much, madame.”

Leontine’s face was turned from Miss
Hoocher, so that the lady could not see her deep,
rosy blushes,

" “ He says,” repeated Miss Hoocher, “ that he
never once happened to meet you during the
holidays.” :

“ Truth—truth, Leontine ! Out with the facts,
and brave the consequences!” Thus spoke the
girl’s better angel. But, alag! another subtler
spirit whispered to her heart: ¢ What! will you
give the lic direct to your kind host—your
thoughtful, brotherly friend ? For some reason,
he wishes your visit concealed. Respect his
secret.”

So she was silent.

Tossey Sells, the most communicative of
enfants terribles, was laid up at home with the
measles, and it seemed that her parents pur-
posed taking her abroad with them; therefore,
the only person who eounld tell Miss Hoocher
that the French master and tho young music-
mistress had meb during the holidays, was Miss
Scrubbs. : :

That very night Fanny said to Leontine as
gho was taking away the lamp from the sleep-
ing-room :

“I know how you were flirting about during
the holidays, Mademoisells Propriety’s-sake’”’—
this was the sneering epithet Fanny had be-
stowed on Leontine—* but mind, if you tell of
me, I tell of you. Ihave warned monsieur also.
Ho does not wish the Major to imagine that he
takes younger people to picture-galleries. How-
cver, mind what you are about. Those two will
marry some day. She has leasehold property,
and money in tho bank. Good-might.”

And the rade heiress covered her face with
the clothes,

Leontine went downstairs in much perplexity.
All this eoncealinent was horrible. She resolved
to speak to Monsieur Silvas, and ask him to
tell the truth to Miss Hoocher.

The next morning a pupil called Matthows,
a little girl of aboub twelve, was seized with a
violent toothache, All the usual remedies failed,
and towards afternoon the child grew so ill,
that Miss Jennings laid the case before the lady-
principal. ;

A council was eallod, consultation held, and
it was rosolved to send Bertha Matthews to
Upper Brooke Btreet to her own father, who
was a skilled and noted dentist, - .

Who was to take charge of her? Miss Jen-
nings could not be spared—Fraulein had a cold
in tho head; finally Leontine Corville, as
being the favourite among the ¢ little ones,”
tho teacher who had the most influence over
them, the most docile, quick, and reliable
of the pupil-teachers, was told to dress hastily
gxéd ag.oompany little Matthews to Upper Brook

ree

CHAPTER XXI.

CAN HE BE TRUE?
LEONTINE sab opposite to her little charge in
the cah. Poor Bertha, wrapped in shawls and
scarves, a hood on her head, kept up a continnal
moaning. Nothing that Leontine could say
comforted her.

“QOh ! I hope papa won’t take it out—I hope
papa won’t take it out!”’ the child repeated.
“ Oh, dear me ! what shall I do, mademoiselle—
what shall T do ?”

So on all. through Hammersmith and Ken-
sington, and right on to Bond Street, it was the
fa)

_ Leontine, happening to look out of the window
in this same busy and crowded Bond Street,
aw, with a star of mingled anger and joy,
‘Barry Mervyn, walking along as fashionable
young Londoners walk in the season, carelessly
glancing hither and thither.

All a% once he saw Leontine, and his face

changed ; he flushed, then paled, smiled, waved
his dﬁ@n@, luwﬁeneé to come up to the oa,l;-
WINAoOW. :

The man was driving slowly because of the
erowd.

Harry Mervyn called to him to draw up, and
th‘e‘t,:xé looliixilg intohthe I<1m,b, he said :

ow I have thought of you!” and he tried
to take the hand of Leontinel.r =

She avoided this.

“Mr. Mervyn, do not interrupt us. I am
taking this little pupil to her fathor. She is
in pain; she is to have a tooth extracted.”

“I am sorry; but when it is over, may I nob
meet you somewhere ? I have so much to say.
I would have written, but——""

“Oh! Mr. Mervyn, it is time this farce was
ended. I have never, sir, given you any cause
to think that the attentions you pay me now and
then, when it sunits you, are essential to my happi-
ness, or even to my amusement.’

She was flugshed— éxe was haughty ; the shorb
upper-lip even curled a little in expressing &
contempt too great for words.

He looked at her in amaze,

_“Miss Corville, I have been unfortunate in
displeasing you; and yet I was so open—so
honest. I told you all my heart. I did not
think you would resent it; and now I have a
hopo—a chance of getting away from those
hateful bouds.” -

{)ie struck his glove against the door of the
cab.
¢ Well, then, you can prosecute your suit with
the third young lady, your supreme favourite.
Oh ! Mr. Mervyn, don’t attempt to deceive me.
I know all aboub it; and now it is imperative
that we get on.”’

Ho looked at her in amaze.

¢ Third young lady ?”’ said he.

“Of course; you know to whom I allude P’

“ Who—who—who, in Heaven’s name ? Leon-
tine, tell me! Iam wretched. I did not think
you were so much of a coquette.”

“ My, Mervyn, I will not answer that most
absurd question who. The last time I saw you,
you behaved in a manner that I cannot for-

“ Oh, indeed !”” he replied, in a tone of piqae.
“When I only spoke the truth, and did-all for
the best. Well, women are a study.”

He stepped back, looking pale with sup-
pressed anger, raised his hat, signed to the
driver to proceed, and Leontine lost sight of
him in the crowd. :

Mr. Matthews, surgeon-dentist, was glad to
see his little daughter.

Leontine held her hand while the terrible
tooth was extracted. After that the pupil and
teacher went into a snug parlour, where Bertha
was welcomed by her mother, a lady-like,
kindly personage.

Here they had tea, and Bertha was comforted
with eakes to carry back to school. :

It was quite dusk before another cab was
called, and teacher and pupil were started againt
in it for Hammersmith.

The lamps were lighted as they dashed up
Piccadilly.

For some reason, perhaps to get beer, the
cabman stopped and went into an inn. When
he came out again he saw his horse, which haa
taken fright, tearing down the street at a muu

ace.
’ The cab came to grief against a lamp-post ; the
two ladies were thrown out, the wheel was off
the cab, the shaft broken.

A crowd gathered round the young lady and
the little girl. As for Bertha, by some chance
she was not hurt at all; she stood under the
fa.mp-post crying ab the pitch of her voice ; but

ontine lay senseless on the pavement; her
head had struck against the lamp-post; a stream
of blood trickled down the side of her beautiful,
white, still face.

As she lay in her mourning garments on the
keorbstone, with all that rough erowd surging
aroud her, the peace and purity of her physique
by contrast was emphatically marked.

“Poor thing! I doubt me she’s gone,’
a fat old woman with a bag in her hands.
think she’s out of all earthly troubles.”

The next moment the crowd parted as by
instinct, to make room for a young mah of the
upper classes, a distinguished, handsome youth,
who dashed up to Leontine, put his arm round
her, put his ear to her chest, and listened for
her breathing.

He uttered a low, piteous ory, then raised her
up on one arm, and said to a policeman :

- % Call a cab.”

A cab was called, into it Leontine was lifted,
and little Bertha followed; the young gentle-
man then got in, and told the cabman to drive
to Sir Miles Braithwaite’s mansion, in S,
James’s Square, and Harry Mervyn sab with hig
arm roung Teontine Corville, with her head
pillowed on his shoulder. :

All tho while little Bertha kept crying :

“Oh! dear, is she dead—is my darling made.
moiselle dead P’ .

¢« Heaven grank not !

The words were a prayer.

When St. James’s Square was reached, and
the mansion of Sir Miles, the light from the
magnificent hall-lamp fell upon the face of
Harry, and showed i white as Leontine’s. He
himself carried her into a large room, whero
burnt_ ba- lla-rget ﬁ?}; é{e laiﬂ her on a couch,
drow it close to the fire, called for
sent a setvgut for a, doctor, TR ook by,

It seemed an age hefore on s i
Bedford Hull arrived, administomd romadion.
looked grave, examined the wound in the head,
prescribed quiet, the patient on no account to
be moved that night. He bound up the head
Presently Leontine opened her e eg With a
gﬁldig startled gaze they mot thosz of Mervyna.'
trigd légwsggg],{ ?losed her oyos, opened them, then

“1 8aW you with Jigp—you know with whom," -

? maid
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ghe went on. “ It is useless to tell menot. Do not
ask me to believe anything you say; I never
gould.”

“8tand away, Mr. Mervyn,” said Sir Bedford,
sternly; “ your presence seems to excite her.”

‘“She is—a friend of mine,” poor Harry
gasped, looking piteously at the Doctor. “I
was visiting Captain and Mrs. Sells at Dulwich.
She was there, and this evening she was taking
this little girl to her father, a dentist in Upper
Brooke Street.”

“This little girl’s father, or her father ?”’
asked the Doctor, sternly. :

“'This little girl’s father: Mr. Matthews, in
Brooke Street.”

“Oh! are you Mr. Matthews’ little girl §”’
asked Sir Bedford,

“Yes, and that’s Mademoiselle Corville, our
music-teacher at Miss Hoocher’s.”

“Dear me | it's awkward,” said Sir Bedford.
¢ This young Frenchwoman has no friends here,
I gzggose, except her employer at Hammer-
smith P’

All poor Harry’s impetuosity rushed back

upon him.

“ Good heavens ! Doctor Hull, you look at me
with as much suspicion as.a policeman feels for
an old offender. What have I done—what can
I do? I brought Miss Corville here; I was
passing at the time the accident happened.”

“No doubt, Mr. Mervyn, your conduct this
evening has been all that courage and kindness
could demand of a gentleman.”

“ Thank you, Sir Bedford ; and now what is to
bo dene? Sir Miles is not at home. The pro-
fr’ieties are sacred in their way, but a human

ife is more sacred still, Miss Corville mustnot
be moved ?

“On no account.”

¢ And who is to attend her P’

“Telegraph to Miss—whatever the lady’s
name is at the school.”

Here Leontine half started up.

““I heard his voice: I am sure I did—Harry
Mervyn: he is a flirt, and quite hoartless. Still,
I like him better than anybody in the world.
He is always gentle and—a gentleman.”

“ This becomes personal,” said the Dogztor,
with & smile, half-grim, half-amused. “I will
telegmﬁh for you if you like, Mr. Mervyn.”

The Doctor went off, Harry Mervyn sat watch-
ing Leontine. Little Bertha fell soundly asleep

.in an arm-chair, and Leontine herself, after
swallowing a cordial which arrived, fell into a
deep, tranquil sleep.

At about ten arrived Miss Jennings and a
hired nurse. Accommodation was provided for
the latter. Miss Jennings, after a polite conver-
sation with Harry, departed, taking with her
little Bertha Matthews.

As for Leontine, she slept all night on her
gofa. When she awoke, it was to complete con-
sciousness, though with a terrible throbbing in
her head. She saw a large, fincly fitted up
room; indeed, this was the dining-room of the
town mansion ; she saw a fire, an old woman
asleep in an arm-chair, a kettle, a tea equipage,
soveral medicine bottles among the splendid
chimney ornaments. She began to think ; then
she remembered the runaway horse, and with a
loud cry she awakened the nurse, and asked
aftor Bertha Matthews,

She was delighted to hear of her safety, then
she was told that she had found a refuge in the
house of Sir Miles Braithwaite, and that Mr,
Mervyn had brought her there ; she covered her
faco with her hands.

Sir Bedford arrived at an early hour; he pro-
nouunced Leontine to be much better, and said
she might leave for Hammersmith that after-
noon.

Soon after he had gone,
entered and sat by the side of Leountine.
faco was agitated ; he took her hand.

“ Leontine,” he said, * darling, dearest, last
night showed me my heart. I know now that I
would rather live in a garret with you than in
a palace without you. I’llnever marry Augusta
grandcourt. I shall try and find Sir Miles
Braithwaite’s grandson ; he has one, and let him
inherit Braithwaite, give me five thousand pounds
and my freedom. Would you be afraid to try
life with me, Leontine ?”’ .

“Iwith you? Oh! Mr. Mervyn, if I could
brust you,”

.My own darling "’ He pillowed her head on
his shoulder, *Teontine, trust me, will you? I
love you more than my life, more than I have
words to tell you of ; true love does not want
maérily {vords : will you be my wifoe P"

i 43red him—loved him with the entire and
erven OE‘}‘,Of a forvent yet pure nature; all
;‘;’f}";{l: b fctghbs was swept out of her
i a i TR
“ T t¥ust your nd in hig and said :
And then eame a rat-tat-t0o on the deer, and

Harry Mervyn
His

-

enter Miss Jennings and a servant. A cab was
called, and the adieux of Meryyn and Leontine
were polite, conventional, all that could be
desired by the wise. Then Leontine returned
to Olmypia Lodge. X

For some days her work was suspended ; she
lay in bed, and the local Doctor prescribed.
When she came down, it was to sit alone in a
quiet little parlour allotted for invalids.

All this while no word or tidings of Mervyn
reached her. Yet she had faith in him.

One evening she sat in the little invalid
parlour alone; it was dusk, dark rather, and
the servant had not brought in lamp or candle.
Suddenly somebody rushed into the room
through the French window which opened on

| the garden—somebody who did not perceive her ;

he—for the intruder belonged to the nobler sex
—went and sat on a litsle sofa, and presently a
young lady came in through the door from the
passage.

“Harry,” said the voice of Fanny Scrubbs,
‘“aro you here 7’

He sprang up, encircled her with his arm, and
kissed her loudly.

“ Harry, what is all this about your picking
up that foreign girl, and taking her home. Why
not have left her at an inn ?”

“Oh! it would have been unchivalrous—not
like a Mervyn, darling.”

“But that little Matthews said you seemed
in such a flutter; she was sure you were in love
with the foreign creature. Oh! the pertidy of
man.”’

Harry answerod with a laugh.

‘“ As much in love as I am with my laundress.
I don’t care for French girls.”

Enter suddenly a servant with a lamp.

“Out with you—out with you !’ cried Miss
Scrubba. “ Here, leave the light ;” she slipped
five shillings into the woman’s hand.

The woman went, and then for the first time
Fanny saw Leontine, sitting pale and trembling,
in the arm-chair.

“Good gracious me, I thought you were in
bed !”” Then she burstinto a rade laugh, * Well,
it seems fated you are to be & spy upon us.
Allow me to introduce you to my future hus-
band, Mr. Harry Mervyn.”

}:Ilarry bowed, and on his lip was a mocking
smile.

CHAPTER XXII,

INDIGNATION held Leontine dumb., Too much
hurt to express her feelings, even if pride had
not stepped in and commanded her to bear all
with an unflinching dignity, and a lip that
quivered in spite of the smile she forced upon it,
she sat holding her pretty head erect in an atti-
tude of unconscious grace, courteously listening
to the verbose impertinence of the insolent
heiress.

“Yes, we two are engaged, hand and glove,
finger and ring—two hearts intertwined.”’

“Or, rather, one heart pierced by an arrow,”
said handsome Mervyn, gallantly bowing to
Fanny, and laying his hand upon his own heart,

“Ah! that’s all very well. I hope the heart
will continue in that submissive and interesting
position, pierced with love, penetrated by a sense
of my perfections,” said Fanny Scrubbs, with a
loud laugh. ¢ Meanwhile, Miss Propriety’s-sake,
let me explain how it comes to pass that Harry
and Lare discovered in our téte-d-téte by yon. I
forgot that ever since your head was bumped
against the lamp-post you have been in a chronic
state of norves, and so on, and have lived in
here with serious books, and basins of gruel,
weak tea, arrowroot puddings; and so I told
Harry to be here this evening at five, while the
Major and her sweetheart, Silvas, are having
early tea in her little parlour,and lo! and behold !
here you are, and you hear all ; now don’t betray
us: if you do, I will get you turned oub of the
house.”

And very defiant Miss Serubbs looked.

Then Leontine spoke, not to Miss Scrubbs,
but to Mr. Mervyn.

“Monsieur,” she said, with a little cold,
painful, yet sweet smile, “ I am astonished at
all this: I cannot understand it; possibly you
have some code of—I won’t say ° honour —but
some worldly code which you reconcile with
your conduct, and I trust you are happy in thab
reconciliation.” ;

“What on earth does the foreign creature
mean ?” thundered Fanny Scrubbs. “ I declare,
Harry, anybody would fancy you’d been makin
love to her when she was lying with her hea.g
bandaged under care of doctors and nurses in
St. James’s Square. But why did they allow
you in the room ? Oh! you rascal.”

Now it is a singular fact, but Harry—the re-
creant, the faithless, the mocker, the apparently
devoted by fits and starts now to Miss Sorubbs,

now to Leontine—did not seem in the least
confused by the reproaches of the pretty
governess or the loud-voiced questioning of
Fanny., He turned away, and his shoulders
heaved. He was struggling violently with a
great fit of laughter.

Leontine rose, and when she spoke her voice
was firm.

“ At least, while I am on the invalid list, this
room is mine, and I may forbid the entrance of
intruders. I would scorn to betray, as you call
it, this romantic attachment of Mr. Mervyn for
Miss Scrubbs, but I may request both to
retire.”

Harry Mervyn turned round and bowed low to
Leontine,

“ Mademoiselle,” he said, *‘your order shall
be obeyed. I only expected five minutes alone
with my dear Fanny—my intended bride. Un-
fortunately, we have annoyed you with our
romantic affairs ; doubtless your gifts and your
learning render you contemptuous of these sen-
timental emotions ; yet, fair lady, permit me to
hint that it is early in the day; love may still
invade the cold purity of your hard little heart
in that day. Remember how remorseless you
have been towards us—uncenventicnal and
unorthodox pair of lovers as we are.”’

“ Miss Scrubbs—Miss Scrubbs!” cried the
sharp voice of Miss Hoocher in the passage.
“I want you for five minutes in my sitting-
room.”

“ A letter from papa,”’ whispered Fanny.

The next moment the energetic and self-
possessed heiress aeted with consummate tact :
first she pointed to the window through which
Mervyn made his exit, next she blew out the
light, next she rushed into the passage, erying :

““ Yes, Miss Hoocher, here I am.”

Leontine sank into the invalid chair and
buried her face in her hands. Again the French
window opened, and Harry Mervyn stood beside
]l}ewi" 1:in the gathering gloom of the winter twi-

ight.

“ A thousand apologies are due to you, made-
moiselle,” he said, hastily. “I conceive—or am
I too vain P—that some fight words uttered by
me the other day in St. James's Sqnare were
rather too seriously interpreted by you. I am
devoted heart and soul to Fanny Scrubbs. Do
not betray my poor Fan to that cruel ogress—
Miss Hoocher, I feel sure of your generosity.
You will not even tell Fanny that I talked non-
sense to you the other day. You are so pretty ;
and she, poor darling ! is so jealous.”

““Sir—sir! How can you expect generosity,
when you act so meanly ¢’

Harry put his hands to his ears,

“ Spare me, fair lady. If you knew all, you
would pity me. I hayve the greatest mind to
—to explain. What I know must be the most
extraordinary puzzle. At the same time——""

¢ I want no explanations. I will hear nothing,’”
said Leontine, vehemently. “I wish to have
nothing to do with Miss Serubbs, or heradmirers.
Leave me, sir, instantly.”

The beautiful Leontine rose with the dignity
and wrathful pride of an insulted queen, and
pointed to the French window.

“ T will not listen to one word of
nationg, sir. Leave the room.”

Harry Mervyn bowed low, and obeyed.

Outsidein the wintry garden, he leaned against
the trunk of a tree on the skirts of the little
grass plat, and there, hidden by the thick laurel.
bushes that surrounded him, gave vent to the
heartiest though quietest laughter that ever con-
vulsed a youthful frame with merriment,.

‘It is the greatest lark,” he said, at Jength,
wiping his eyes. ‘ Poor little French girl! How
inexpressibly fascinating sheis! How wonder-
fully pretty, with her straight profile, long lashes
and soft, passionate gray eyes. Dangerous com-
pany for my honourable self—H. Mervyn, Esq.,
of Lothario-like renown. If only she would have
let me explain how happy I could have made
her! Well, well, well. All happens for the best
—for the very—very best. I pitied her so, poor
little sensitive, intelligent, graceful, gifted
thing. Meanwhile, my Fanny Secrubbs, ‘true
fs the stars hath my heart been to thee,’ my
ove.”

He kissed his hand, waving it towards the
windows of Olympia Lodge, dimly seen in the
half light.

“Yes, Fanny is my fate—Fanny and her
money—her money-—her money ; for H. Mervyn
4s a mercenary hound, about to tie himself to a
gold-bag. Nevertheless, the bride s fair, and
flaxen-haired, and loving. Oh! my Fanny,
adien.” :

Again he kissed his hand, and then hurrying
down a side path, leaped the wall which divided
the kitchen-garden from the play-ground ; then
climbing that higher wall at the extremity, he
dropped safely into the lane at the other side,

your expla-
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Meanwhile, Leontine sat in the dark little room,
shivering, repressing the tears that would rise,
telling herself that of all the false, selfish men
renowned in story, play, or poem, this same
Harry Mervyn, of Braithwaite, was the most
selfish, the falsest, the most mocking, the most
heartless. How she hated him and loved him
all in the same breath! Poor little tossed-about,
. tormented, transparent soul !

Enter the maid, Ellen, with a light and Leon-
tine’s tea.

“ Good gracious ! miss, you’ve sat the fire out.
Youw'll be perished with cold. It's freezing
hard.”

And forthwith, Bllen, who was good-natured,
went down on her knees, and began to coax the
fire into life again.

Again Leontine thanked her, and sipped her
tea, and wondered what good was to come of
her life now that it had suddenly grown so
gray. She had been loving Mervyn intensely
for the last three weeks, ever since he had
told her so fervently of his love for her in St.
James’s Square, asked her to be his wife, sworn
to forego wealth and worldly honours for her
sake. She had had time during her illness and
solitude to brood over the delightful, even
rapturous, memory of his tender tones, his deep
voice, tremulous with emotion. The clasp of
his hand and the light in his eyes had been
constantly felt and seen in her dreams. While
now, what a blank—what a dreariness ! - Oh!
false—false Mervyn !

“I must rouse myself from this folly,”” said
brave Leontine, at length. *Life was not given
to be wasted in futile love-dreams. I must
work, I wish the Doctor would allow me to go
back to the school-room.”

So an hour passed. At the end of that time,
the handle of the door turned round, and Fanny
Scrubbs rushed into the little room.

“ You horrid, foreign creature!” she cried,
furiously. ““I’ve been waiting for a chance to
geb at you, that I might give you a little of my
mind. Youare the greatest flirt in a sly, eunning
way. Haven’t I given a hint to old Hoocher
of your goings on with Silvas, and isn’t she
anxious for an excuse to turn you out? You
won’t get a character here if you ask for it,”
added Fanny Secrabbs, with ‘a cruel laugh.
“You'll be shivering in a garret before long,
with all your clothes in pawn, like the girl I
read of in & novel the other day.”

Fanny’s cheeks were swelled and purple ; one
could fancy specks of foam on her lips. She
trembled, nay, shook from head to foot.

“ What have I done ?”’ asked Leontine.

“Done? Did you mnot scold and insult
Mr. Harry Mervyn, who is to be my hus.
band soon P—did you not imply that at some
time or other he had made love to you, you little
%vretc;hed, beggarly, half-starved, foreign crea-

ure P’

“Did I?” returned Leontine, coldly; then,
turning upon Miss Scrubbs: * Miss Serubbs,
leave this room. T distinetly refuse to submit
to your vulgar insults—leave the room !”’

“Vulgar insults I”” The round blue eyes of
Fanny opened in amaze. *“Do you dare to call
me vulgar P”’

“ More vulgar than anyone I ever met, or read
of, or dreamed of; more cruel, more unjust,
more tyrannical,” said poor Leontine, stung into
spirit by the other’s insolence.

¥ Loolk_here,” said Fanny, advancing to the
table, and laying hold of it—*look here ; tell
me every word Harry spoke to you in St.
James’s Square—tell me, and I will not set Miss
Hoocher against you.”

I shall never repeat a word uttered by that
gentleman, nor mention his name again,” said
Leontine.

Fanny broke into a harsh laugh.

* That looks very bad ; it shows me he said
nothing—nothing at all, treated you with con-
tempt, as you ought to be treated, and you, vain
idiot, got vexed, and tried to make ~mischief
between us.”

Leontine was silent.

“Obstinate mule,” said Fanny, stamping hor
foot, ““tell me, this moment, all that passed.
Did he—did he kiss you ?”’

Her voice absolutely faltered.

Fanny was jealous to the core of her heart.
She loved Mervyn. He was the only being she
had ever really cared for.

“ Miss Scrubbs, you insult me!’ Leontino
rose, her face suffused with blushes. “I be-
lieve this Mr. Mervyn must have some chivalry
in him. No, he never insulted me.”

Fanny looked at her in amaze,

g ou idiot!” she said, contemptuously.
“But it’s no use your pretending and blush-
ing, and all that. I know you are the veriest
flirt in Christendom. I told Miss Hoocher so
to-night,” -

Leontine turned wearily away, sat down in
the chair, looked at the fire, allowed Fanny
Scrubbs to question, accuse, mock, and insult

er.

Sho tried not to hear, or to listen, and this
silent contempt irritated the heiress still more.

At last, however, Fanny took her departure,
and Leontine was left alone.

CHAPTER XXIII,

It was February. The season was approach-
ing its height. Augusta Grandcourt was in
town. She was to be presented the next day
at the drawing-room of the Princess of Wales.

In the stately Grandcourt mansion, which
looked into Hyde Parlk, there was some slight
bustle of preparation for the next day’s doings.
Augusta’s train, pf inordinate length, was in the
hands of her maid, Deborah. The said train
was of white corded silk, embroidered in gold.
Augusta’s diamonds, necklace, bracelet, brooch,
and ear-rings lay sparkling in their open blue
velvet case upon the toilet,

Augusta lolled back on a couch. It was after
dinner. She was going to the opera. Now
she was taking coffee in her own room. She
wore amber satin and pearls. Augusta’s face
was heavier, more sallow than it had been some
two months since at Braithwaite.

‘“ Deborah !

“Yes, Miss Augusta.”

“Put that thing down. - I don’t care about
going to Court. I wish—I awish, Deborah, I
was a barmaid—a pretty barmaid, with black
eyes, and white teeth, and pink cheeks.”

“Lor’, my dear young lady, don’t talk so—
you that have every blessing and every comfort
that heart can desire—that are beloved by all
who know you, and that fill an exalted position
}'ndsocioty! Don’t talk so, my dear young
ady

“If I don’t talk so I feel it the same, and
worse ; and I always speak my mind more to
you than to anybody. So your brother has
watched Mr. Mervyn, and he goes frequently
over the wall into the grounds of that horrid
school, Olympia Lodge, to see that girl Serubbs,
and you mean to tell me that she is a cotton-
spinner’s daughter, and rich—not a governess,
or anything of that kind 7’

“ Ever so rich,” said Deborah, decisivoly.
“ My brother meets the servant-girls, and gets
all the news out of them ; and this girl expects
to marry hilm at once, and wears an engaged-
ring.”

Augusta listened, with her long upper-lip
drawn down as if she intended presently to break
into tears, and sobs, and lamentations,

Poor Augusta looked and felt most supremely
wretched while she listened to the information
which Deborah gave her.

“I am not surprised at all,” she broke forth
at length. “It is what I expected to hear.
Lately, Harry’s coldness has been frightful,
Civil he certainly is; oh! and pays me all the
attention in public that can be required of him.
Dances with me at the balls, takes me down at
the dinners, sits next to me, attends to me.
When I sit down in a drawing-room he hands
me my fau if I drop it. Everybody knows we
aro engaged—overybody congratulates me ; but
meanwhile in private—when we are alone—oh !
the indifference of Harry. Deborah, I believe
he hates me!”

Something of a flush mounted to the pallid
face of Augusta. She bit the long upper-lip ;
the small eyes had an unwonted light in them.
She took up a pearl paper-knife, and she clenched
it as if it had been a stiletto.

“I feel that I could murder that Fanny
Scrubbs I’ said Miss Grandcourt.

“ Miss Augusta, dear lady, don’t talk so.”
Faithful, kind Deborah was really concerned
at the young lady’s distress. She came and
stood near to her, and looked at her with affec-
tionate eyes, in which shone honest, tears.,

Deborah was a homely person, not exactly a
stylish maid ; but Augusta trusted her more
than anybody in the world.

“ You will make yourself ill, Miss Augusta.
As for Mr. Harry—oh! if I wouldn’t treat him
with contempt if I was an amiable, highly-born
lady of fortune.”

“You don’t love him,”
shortly. 4

“No; and that’s what I wonder at, Miss
Augusta, how anyone can love a man that treats
them badly.” :

“It is puzzling,” said Augusta, closing her
small eyes. “But so it is; and then, if we were
once married, I feel sure it would all come right,
and we should be the happiest of couples.’ :

“Oh! Miss Augusta dear, how can you think
80!” eried Deborah, whose shrowd common-

gsaid Augusta,

sense showed her the folly and fallacy of Miss
Grandcourt’s expectation, *Even folks who
begin with love often find it’s spent and gone
before half their married life is over. Marriage
is a trying state, I've heard my mother and
others say; and, although I'm but an old
maid ‘myself, I’ve watched people and noticed
things, and I'm quite sure, unless Mr. Harry
loves you before marriage, he won’t love you
after.”

Augusta shutb her obstinate mouth, and smiled
an obstinate smile.

“1 don’t care,” she said. “It’s my belief,
and I’ll keep him to his engagement. Sir Miles
will make him a beggar if he does not marry
me in six weeks from this, the twenty-second of
March. - Sir Miles was here last night, and
settled it with me. As for this Scrubbs, of
course her father must be written to, and Siv
Miles must be told all about it ; only we’ll watch
them a little longer. Of course, he does not
mean to marry her ?”’ -

““She’s ever so rich,” said Deborah.

““Then Sir Miles ought to be told at once. I
will writo him a note now, Deborah, if you'll
hand me-pen and ink, and I’I} appoint to meet
him to-morrow evening after dinner. Iknow he
is in town.” .

And Augusta wrote the note making the ap-
pointment, and Deborah took it out and posted
it

Miss Grandcourt went to the opera ; and into
the box where she lounged with her mamma
came Harry Mervyn. Very distrait the hand-
some youth looked. Gounod’s music did nob
appear to delight him ; and yet the enchantress,
Patti, was charming the audience that night;
and bouquets were showered, and the opera-
house shook with the mighty plaudits of the
lovers of sweet sound. ;

All at once, Angusta, who was watching
Harry’s fair, thoughtful face, instead of Patti’s,
turned to him, and said :

“ Are you thinking of Fanny Scrubbs ?”’

Sharply she asked the question, with a lip
that quivered, and an extra pallor on her check;
and Harry, he started ; and then, with a flush
and a puzzled frown, he repeated, wonderingly :

“ Fanny Scrubbs ?”’

“You are very clever, Harry,” said poor
Augusta, pettishly; “but you can’t quite de-
ceive me. You know you told me yourself you
loved her desperately.” :

Harry’s puzzled frown contracted thoe whole of
his handsome face for the space of two or three
seconds ; then suddenly light broke, and a
smile shone out of his eyes, twitched at the
corners of his lips, made him look inexpressibly
pleasant.

“I know—I know,” he said, hurriedly, “I
told you an absurd story; but you questioned
me so, Augusta, and asked the name of the
young lady, and so I almost invented one. At
least, there 4s such a scrubby individual in
existence, I am told; but I never saw her in
my life; and, from what I have heard, I never
wish to.”

Augusta drew a long breath,

“Harry, I used to think you the soul of
honounr. Oh! how am I to believe you again ?
You have been seen, Harry, climbing the walls
surrounding the grounds of Olympia Lodge,
where this creature, of cotton-spinning ante-
cedents, is a fast, vulgar, finely:dressed pupil
of the establishment—a pupil that ought to be
expelled the school.”

Hotly Augusta spoke. Her face burnt; her
mouth felt parched ; her breast heaved.

Harry Mervyn bit his lip.

“I do not like the spy system, Miss Grand-
court,” the young gentleman said. * You have
been watching me, or setting a watch upon
me; but you were never more mistakenin your
life, It is quite false. I mever climbed the
walls of Olympia Lodge. I never s?,oko to the
cotton-spinner’s daughter in my life.”

Harry Mervyn had grown pale with anger,
Augusta trembled ; her heart softened towards
this hero of her fancy whom she so much loved.

¢ Harry,” she said, extending her hand, * for.
give me. I was wrong to listen to tales; [
believe you.”

Harry took her hand, shook it, dropped it
again, - e

“Let us dismiss the subject,” gaid ha.
“Listen to the music ; here comes the enchane
tress, Patti, once more.”

AlL the music and the glow and the lights and
the splendours of the opera-house were lost upon
Augusta that night.

After it was over, Harry saw the Grandcourts
to their carriage, and then began to walk down
the Strand.

[To be continued.]
“His Word af Honour” commenced in No. 564 ond
Part CXXXVIIE

0




THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

o
o

. SIR CHARLES GAZED AT THE ORNAMENT WITH:MINGLED CURIOSITY AND ADMIRATION,

BY THE AUTHOR OF *‘ TRISSIE’S BRIDAL,” ‘WIrLrumL
WINNIE,” ‘““A TWISTED LINK,” * RUSSET AND ROSE,"”
“¥OR LIFE—FOR LOVE,” EIC., ETC.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
“ QOh! break, my heart! Poor bankrupt, break at
once—

To prison, eyes ! ne’er look on liberty !”

Two or three coarse, slatternly women came out of
the fortress to stare inquisitively at the prisoners,
whose dejected looks and evident fatigue ap-
peared to amuse them, for they whispered and
tittered together, till, with a curse and an up-
raised hand, the brigand leader drove them
back to the den whence they emerged. Then
with great respect he tendered his arm to the
Baroness, who had quite regained her self-pos.
session, and was inelined to be cross with Lady
Camilla, who hung about her, weeping hysteris
cally.

“I am afraid, ladies, the accommodation 1
have to offer you is of the roughest, for we are far
from any town, and the time for preparing fgr
your reception has been very short. But wo will
do our best to reconcile you to your residence
beneath our poor roof.”

“T have slept under poorer ones,”” she an-
swered, coolly, “and I can put up with the
plainest fare, so you will not find me over fas-
tidious. In fact,as I come here against my
will, the fewer civilities you proffer me, the
better pleased I shall be, for my thanks would
only be as hypocritical as your protestations.”

. “Madame must not blame me for what was
inevitable,” he answered, deprecating her
anger. ;

“Tnevilable that T should be detained till
you have made all the money you can by me 2
she asked, shrugging her shoulders, and turning
from him with a gesture of scornful incredulity.

Things have come to a pags indeed,” she
muttered in Bessie’s ears, “'when thieves and
robbers preach philosophy ! Show us where wo
are to sleep, sir brigand,-and bid some one bring
us some bread and a few grapes; we shall want
nothing more. I suppose,’” she added, catohing
her breath ab the thought—*“1 suppose you will
nob separate us ¢’

“ Certainly not, madame,”” he replied, to the
great relief of all his auditors. ‘‘An apart-
ment is prepared for you and la bella signora,’”
bowing low before Lady Camilla. “The
signorinas your companions will sleep in an ad-
joining one, and your man can spread himself a
rug in the ante-chamber, My castle and all that is
in it are ab the disposal of my most illustrious
visitors.”

As 1o one acknowledged the flourishing com-
pliment, which seemed to them almost like an
insult, he took the torch one of his followers
was holding, and led the way into the hall of
the castle. - It was such a dark, dirty hole that
Lady Camilla uttered an exclamation of disgust,
and the Baroness drew her skirts around her ;
but the chief stalked on to a narrow winding
stair, up which he led the way till the top story
of the tower was reached. Here a fow articles
of faded, dusty furniture had been collected, and
a ragged piece of carpet laid before the open
hearth, on which an aged crone—still more
wrinkled and hideous than the women they had
seen below—was endeavouring to light a fire.

‘With a sob of despair, Lady Camilla sank into
the nearest chair, and audibly wished herself
dead ; while the Baroness stood beside her 80
thoroughly overcome by the long walk up-hill
and the mental agitation she had undergone,
that for once in her life she felt very much
tempted to follow the young widow’s example.
Bessie, always practical, knelt down by the
hearth and assisted the old woman in piling the
sticks together, and fanning them into a blaze;
and Trixie, aroused from her despondency by
her friend’s example, beckoned Sir Charles to
assist her in drawing the old-fashioned fauteuils
nearer the fire, and disposing the cushions so
that madame and her helpless charge could com-
fortably rest their weary limbs.

¢ Chut ! what children we are !”’ cried the Baro.
ness, beginning to appreciate the efforts of the
young girls as soon as the fire burnt up and the
aroma of the coffee broughtin with the bread she
had demanded, floated towards her. * Look up,
Lady Camilla, 'We shall sup more sumptuously
than if we had stayed at the miserable inn we
visited at noontide; and so that our food is good
and nourishing, what signifies whether we eat jt

in a hut or a palace? This loaf, though not of
the whitest, is delicious! After all, eaptivity
amongst banditti is not half so terrific in reality
as in imagination.”

Urged by the Baroness and Sir Charles, the
languid Camilla consented to approach the
table ; and a scanty but refreshing meal was
discussed by the little party, after which they
all gathered about the hearth to confer on
the dilemma in which they found themselves.
They talked in whispers and in English; for
bhough the crone had disappeared with the frag-
ments of their supper, and no one else intruded
upon them, they knew not who might be eaves-
dropping. o

Madame predieted that on the morrow the
chief would name the price he set upon their
liberty, adding that, however exorbitant it
might be, they would have to succumb and pay it.

To this Sir Charles Ormsby assented, though
with reluctance and many a muttered execra-
tion ; for he could not reconcile himself to the
idea of enriching the lawless fellows who had
captured them.

“If we felt sure that they are veritable
brigands——"" Trixie began to say, thought-
fully, but was stopped by quite a chorus of
wondering exclamations.

“'What else can they be, child ¢’ demanded
the Baroness. ‘“We have never moddled with
their political parties. Thank goodness I have
always been careful not to mix myself up with
the affairs of any nation in which I have resided :
What induced you to make such an odd
speech P’

*“The same reason that prompted mo to pre-
vent Sir Charles Ormsby declaring his real
name,” she answered. ‘A suspicion that re-
venge more than the desire for plunder has
prompted this attack.” ;

“But, my dear girl,” cried the baronet, “T
cannot accuse myself of having made any ene-
mies during my residence in Rome !”’

“ And yet,” murmured Trixie, in tones that
were meant for his ear alone, “it was at your
life that shot was fired at the Colosseum.”

“ Lady Camilla is fainting !"" oried Sir Charles,
starting up to her assistance, and looking re-
proachfully at Trixie, whqse inoautiqus allusior,
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to Colonel Severn’s death he felt sure that his
widow had overheard. But the lady quickly
vecovered herself, and refused the water Bessie
proffered her. 3

“It is absurd !’ she cried, with an hysterical
tréemor in her voice. ‘ No ono would dare to
make me their prisoner !” ;

¢ It seems, however, my dear, that some one
has dared it,” replied the Baroness, coolly ;
“ and you seem to forget that it is my nephew’s
safety that these fellows menaced more than
yours or mine. But we are foolish to waste our
time in conjectures. et us all try to get some
sleep, and depend on’t that long before this
hour to-morrow a messenger will be en route for
Rome to fetch the sum of which his rapacious
leader intends to mulet us.”

With this cheering prediction, shoe insisted on
their separating; and though Lady Camilla
protested that she should not dare to close her
eyes, and would have had Bessie or Trixie to
watch beside her, the more considerate Baroness
overrnled all her opposition. The weary girls
wore dispatcehed to their couch ; while madame,
as she stretched herself on the one she was to
share with her exacting ladyship, advised her
to follow so good an example, and, remembering
Sir Charles’s assurance that he shouid keep
vigilant watch outside their door, she at last
vonsented to do so.

The prognostication of the Baroness was not
verified ; for the morrow came and went, and
not a word was said by the chief about a ransom.
He visited his prisoners, uttering tedious re-
grets at the poorness of their accommodation,
but was silent on the subject they were most
anxious to hear him name, and vanished as soon
;Lls madame attempted to put any questions to

im,

Her impatient temper, however, would not
brook this, and when another day passed away
in the same ominous silence, she watched for
his appearance, and, catching him by the sleeve
ag soon as he entered the room, demanded his
intentions,

“Some of his comrades were absent,” he
answered, evasively, ““and till they returned, no
definite arrangement could be made.”

“ And yet you call yourself the leader of these
men! They are supposed to obey your com-
mands "

“And they shall do so0,” he exclaimed,
pompously. “If they have given the signora
any cause for complaint, she has only to speak,
and they shall be severely punished.” /

“I complain of being  detained here. I
demand to know your motives for it. If I must
pay for my liberty, tell me how much, and I will
apprise my friends at Rome of my position, that
they may send me the sum you require.”

“There are obstaclos,” he answered, myste-
riously, ‘ La signora must have patience. She
is well placed here ; she has her own rooms, the
sooiety of the signorinas, the attendance of her
courier, domestique, or whatever he calls him-
self ;7 jerking his thumb over his shoulder a
Sir Charles, who, with his hands in his pockets,
was lounging against one of the door-posts,
struggling with a British yearning to give this
dilatory outlaw a taste of lynch-law. ¢ But,
perhaps, the ladies found staying in the house
80 long rather irksome. In that ease he would
permit them to ramble in the vicinity of the
castle, under the guidance of Monna Santa, who
could lead them to one of the pleasantest spots
and best views in its vicinity.”

“Shall we accept or refuse this proposal ?”’
asked the Baroness, turning to her companions.

“ Refuse,” said Lady Camilla, listlessly.
““Who would care to wall where either of those
horrid men may at any moment pounce upon
one P’

‘“ Accept,” said Trixie, who had been per-
mitted of late to give her opinion without being
unmercifully snubbed for it. * We must do our
ntmost to preserve our health, and how can we
hope to effect this if we are always immured in
these close rooms ?”’

 Accept the offer by all means,” Sir Charles
added. “ When we have contrived to learn
where we are, we may be able to decide which
ml‘}te to take if a chance of escaps presents it-
self.”

Accordingly the next time the chief favoured
his captives with a visit, they signified their
desire to avail themselves of his offer; and
Monna Santa, a stolid-looking woman, whose
patois was so execrable that neither of them
could understand a word she said, came, distaff
in hand, to commence her services as guide and
duenna,. :

Much to their disappointment, they found that
these strolls were to be solitary ones, each being
led forth in turn to pace the pateh of sun-
burnt sward in front of the fortress, or tread
one eeortain’ path just beyond it, till a shrill

whistlé warned Monna Santa to lead her charge
back to the tower; and what was still more
annoying, Sir Charles was peremptorily refused
permission to quit it at all. He ventured to
remonstrate, but was ordered to be silent, and
asked if he thought that either of the chief’s
comrades would care to dance attendance on a
saucy English lackey.

“Then you would have been more civil to my
master had he fallen into your hands?”’ he
observed, curions to hear what answer he should

‘obtain.

“So civil that he would not have given us half
the trouble you are doing,” the chief replied,
with an unpleasant smile, ¥

I don’t understand you,” said the baronet,
and was heard with an odious shrug.

“ Don’t try, friend,” retorted the chief, in the
same half-jocular tones, as if it amused him to
sport with the ignorance of the Englishman.
“ Have you never heard that it is dangerous to
be too inquisitive # Also, hear mo: “The wiso
man putteth not his head in the lion’s mouth.’
Yot your master hath done this. Let him thank
his patron saint that he ’scaped us tho other
day ; for I fancy that he would have been in the
way here; and when strangers are in our path,
wo are apt to sweep them oub of it with all ex-
pedition.”

“ After this fashion perhaps ?” and Sir Charles
made a feint of stabbing himself.

The fellow nodded, little dreaming that his
quiet interlocutor was longing to openly expross
his indignation and horror of such crafty and un-
English proceedings. y

“What has my master done to displease
you?”’ he asked, as carelessly as he could.

“Me! Cospetto! lad,. I never saw him,”
was the laughing reply. ¢ There are greater men
in this fair land than your very humble servant
—men with long arms, and longer purses—whose
vengeance, when provoked, it is not easy to
evade.”

“ And what have I—has Sir Charles done to
provoke the vengeance of the high and well-
principled nobles to whom you allude

“If your master does not tell you his secrets,
why should I?” asked the brigand, who was
aiming pebbles at a poor little bird, which had
ventured through omne of the loop-holes that
lighted tho ante-chamber in which they stood
conversing.

“ At least, you might tell me the name of
this nobleman whom, it appears, from what
you hint, he has been so uunfortunate as to
offend.”’

But the bandit leader put his finger on his lip.

“ Walls have ears, and wise men keep their
tongues from babbling about the affairs of their
superiors, I have talked too much already ; so
a good day to thee.”

‘ Pleasant, certainly,to know that a concealed
enemy is on one’s track,” soliloguised Sir
Charles; “and pleasanter still to remember that
if a girl had not been more ready-witted than
myself, I should be lying stark and dead in one
of these ravines. Could Camilla enlighten me as
to the why and wherefore of this Italian vendetta ?
Yot why should I blame her for the vindictive
foelings of one who, perhaps, hates me all the
more for the coldness with which she has re-
pulsed his advances P’

And from this moment, to the bewilderment
of Trixie, his manner to Lady Camilla was
marked with a more respectful devotion, as if
he was eager to atone for the doubts of her
sincerity, which, despite cvery effort of his
reason, continued to plague him.

The Baroness, after availing herself onece or
twice of the chief’s permission to descend from
the tower, refused to go again, declaring that it
was too tantalising to stand beneath the blue
sky, and know that she must return to captivity.
But she insisted that her companions should
breathe the fresh air at every opportunity that
wasg afforded them ; for Bessie’s cheek was fast
losing its colour, and Trixie’s step daily grew
more languid.

It was only the Lady Camilla who regained
her spirits, and seemed to endure their lengthy
imprisonment with tolerable fortitude ; but this
might be accounted for by the fact that the
lover of her youth shared it, and spent many an
hour in whispering converse with her. It might
also be her reluctance to leave him that made

she wrapped her shawl around her, and aceom-
panied the patient Monna Santa to the path
beneath the pines. Yet, once there, she loved
to loiter till the moon rose, returning with her
delicate beauty so freshened and heightened by
the pure mountain breezes that had swept over
her cheek, that Trixie would tell herself, with a
sigh, it would be strange indeed if the baroneb
could look npon her andnot yearn to call so fair

a creature his own:

Then Lady Camilla suddenly became restless
and irritable, counting up the days that their
imprisonment had lasted, and taunting Sir
Charles on his supineness. Why did he not in-
vent some plan by which they might effect their
escape P or, if that really was impossible, why
did he not contrive to find some means of coms
municating with the outer world ?

Sir Charles was silent some few minutes
before answering this complaining speech.

Should he tell her that he had learned why
they were prisoners? Bub no; he could not
bear to pain her by suchan avowal. She might
weep and reproach herself ; and whether she
were or were not in fault, he shrank from seeing

r tears.
hex Do not imagine,” he said, “that I am en.
during this maddening imprisonment patiently.
My brain is continually ab work; and if at one
moment I reject every plan that presents itself,
and fall into despair, it is .but to grow hopeful
again that some opportunity will turn up by
which we shall be enabled to elude our guards,
My own escape I might have contrived long
ago——

But eroe he could say more, her hands were

rasping his arm.
8T XL !gno—no, Charles! If you leave me, I
shall be lost! 1 am g0 weak—so irresolute : it
is the thought that you are here that gives me
strength to endure my anxieties.”

He kissed her taper fingers, did his utmost
to cheer and soothe her, and was rewarded with
one of her tenderest glances when, an hour after,
she glided through the ante-chamber to take her
evening stroll.

As soon as she had disappeared, Madame
Caspares called him into her room to confide to
him that she had been trying to bribe Monna
Santa with two or three glittering articles of
jewellery ; but though the woman’s eyes had
glistened at the sight of the trinkets, she had
frankly said that she dare not accept them—
that the good signoras must be content a little
longer. Perhaps there would be a change in
their fortunes sooner than they expected.

¢ Does she mean that this fellow has been
treating for our liberty without consulting us "
queried the Baroness of her nephew. * Porhaps
his demands are so exorbitant, that he knows
it would be useless proposing them to us, and
80, with threats of returning us without our
ears and noses, he is working on the sympathy
of our friends P’

It was not at all improbable; but Sir Charles
treated the suggestion lightly, and chatted with
her till the lengthening shadows reminded him
that it was drawing near the time for Lady
Camilla’s return, and that Monna Santa must
not find the quiet English man-servant lounging
on one of the fautewals in the Baroness’s apart-
ment. So he returned to that dreary, blank
ante-chamber, whose flagged length was begin.
ning to be worn with his footsteps. =~

But there he found Bessie and Trixie in agi.
tated conference. They broke off abruptly on
seeing him, and were moving away together ;
but when he courteously inquired if anything
had happened to disturb them, Bessie stopped,
and replied aloud to the whisper her companion
eagerly breathod in her ear: g

“ Nay, Trixie, this is folly. Sir Charles will
not thank us to conceal what we have found,
simply because it may cost him a littie pain to
behold it.”” ;

% Has anything befallen Lady Camilla 7’ he
asked. “ You shake your head. Then speak
freely. But no;” and he turned to Trixie.
“ Whatever there may be for me to hear or
see, let me learn it from you, for you will not
inflict one pang more than is absolutely neces-

her always linger till twilight approached before |

sary,”’ :

Ayud, folding his arms on his breast, he stood

calmly awaiting her reply.

CHAPTER XXIX.
¢ And this will witness outwardly
As strongly as the conscience does within.”

From the pocket of her dress Bessie Mordaunt
drew a little packet, which she laid in the palms
of Trixie, who, pale and trembling with repressed
emotion, mutely held it towards Sir Charles,
Yot what could there be in the article she
tendered him to cause her to evinee so much
uneasiness ? It was, in reality, a very hoautiful
bracelet, formed of cameos, and fastened with a
large clasp of gold, on which some armorial
bearings were wrought with seed pearls and
small rubies.

At first Sir Chs,.rle_s gazed at the ornament
with mingled curiosity and admiration; but
when he examined the clag , his brows began to
contract into a frown, and more than once he
glanced up suspiciously at the young girls. Bu

Bessie mot his zerutiny with steady composures



THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

231

and Trixie had seated herself on a stool—the
only piece of furniture the room could boast of,
and was leaning her drooping head on her
hands.

“I recognise this device,”’ he said, at last.
“It is the badge of one of the oldest families
in Italy, and is borne at present by the Marchese
Montalti. How came it in your possession,
Miss Mordaunt P”’

Trixie answered without looking up.

It was I who found it not an hour ago.”

¢ May I know where P’ :

The answer was so low as to be almost in-

. audible.

h“ On the floor beside the Lady Camilla’s

chair.”

“From which, of course, you conclude that
she dropped it,” Sir Charles observed, coldly.
Tt is very possible that she did; for I happen
to know that her ladyship had many such tri-
butes to her beauty offered to her while she was
in Rome. With your permission, I will take
care of this bracelet till she comes from her walk,
when I will return it to her.”

Was he determined not to suspect her trath
even now that the gift of his rival was found in
her possession ? -

“One word, Sir Charles,” exclaimed the pro-
voked Bessie.

But he made her a sign to be silent.

“Not one, young lady, if it be such as you

- would not care to utter in Lady Camilla Severn’s

resence.”’ -

“ Very well, sir; then let me give back to her
the bracelet, which, to my certain knowledge,
was ,not presented to her before last even-

“My dear Miss Mordaunt, you assume too
much !I”” said the baronet, only betraying by the
twitching of his nostrils that he was far more
deoply impressed than he chose to appear. “I
do not suppose Lady Camilla ever favoured you
with an inventory of the contents of her jewel-
box.”’

“ You are mistaken, sir. Her ladyship having
no maid with her, it was I who packed her
trunks for her, dispatching to England every
article of value she wore, with the exception of
her watch and chain, and some jet ornaments. 1
yepeat that I am positive she never had this
bracelet before we came here.”

“Do you understand how much you are
implying "

And the baronet’'s hand closed fiercely on the
hauble.

“ Thoroughly, sir,”” was the undaunted reply.
“1 am deliberately expressing my conviction
that Lady Camilla received this gift yesterday ;
and more, I believe that she had it from the
Marchese himself.”

Sir Charles bit his lip till his [teeth nearly
meb.

“Do you.mean to insinuate that he is here ?
—that she meets him—converses with him—ac-
cepts his presents ?”’

“From the window of the room we occupy,”’
svas the reply, ‘‘ Beatrice has twice caught a
glimpse of Lady Camilla as she strolled beneath
the pine trees yonder, and on mneither occasion
was she alone.” ;

- ¢ Of course not; the woman Santa was with
her, or, perhaps, the chief;” and Sir Charles’
brows relaxed a little.

But Bessie shook her head."

¢ Monna Santa stood knitting at a little dis-
tance ; but she did not atempt to approach the
speakers, I tell you, sir, it was no woman who
conversed with her ladyship, and the chief was
here listening to the complaints of the Baroness.”

“There are other men about the place, and
either of them would be saucy enough to ad-
dress the lady.”

“ She 'médey no complaint of having been an-
noyed by the brigands,” said Bessie, who was
gebting really angry at his incredulity. * Nor
is it at all probable that she would risk a repe-
tition of such an offence ; yot she has gone out
to-night as usual.”

“Lady Camilla is the mistress of her own
actions, Miss Mordaunt,” she was haughtily
reminded. ;
t,ﬂ]}eslﬁe turned from him with a scornfal ges-
ure, :

“I have done, sir; the over-officious are
:“‘:1_3 ﬂl&n{kgg _fg’; theisrfrevel:}a.ltions ;’1; and, ngl‘
S > of contempt for the weakness wi
which Sir Charles fo%nd excuses for the beauti-
ful woman, who held him in her chaing, she
uvitted the ante-o amber, and rejoined the

Wiook ap, Hibe. Bhich

o0 Yl o_sprite,” said Si
bending down and touct '%niite‘ (c’:g&ﬂtehse’
shoulder. “ Why are you more anxious to spare
my feolings than your friend? If I am being
fooled, as she tries to make me believe, I am
only getting my deserts—am I? You should

not be sitting in this despondent attitude, but
triumphing over me, and reminding me how
such judgments always overtake the ungodly.”

There were tears in the eyes Lrixie slowly
raised at his bidding.

“I am too sorry for you—too much ashamed
of my own sex to be able to triumph over any
one just now. It must be horribleto be deceived
in those we love.”

* Why, so it is, most horrible; but' I must

have better proof of Lady Camilla’s treachery
before I shall be induced to condemn her. She
is her own mistress, as I was forced to remind
your friend, and answerable to no one for the
gifts she accepts, or the visitors she receives.”
. Will this excuse her in your eyes for play-
ing such a double game P’ asked Trixie, sur-
prislgd and angry at thie coolness with which he
spoke.

“ What have I to do with it? Her ladyship
is not under allegiance to me—yet.”

¢ But you love her ?”’ murmured Trixie, half
in inguiry, half in reproach. - .

“And you dislike her; you have owned it
before now. Is there not, then, a little kypo-
erisy—just the least in the world, you know—in
this pretence of regret that she appears to be
acting treacherously "

“ T don’t know,” faltered the girl, consecious
that it would be difficult to analyse the feelings
with which she had regarded the proof that
Lady Camilla was holding communication with
her [talian lover. I certainly longed for you
to know what we have, or fancy we have dis-
covered, althongh I had not courage to tell you
myself, lest it shomld——""

“ What, little one?’ he asked, when she
paused.

“ Lest it should grieve you very much,” and
she ventured an anxious glance ab his grave
but not troubled face.

If he was suffering, he certainly was well able
to conceal it.

“ Why did you think I should fret if my lady
smiled on another? It would not be the first
time. I do not think it is in the nature of your
sex, ma’amselle, to be constant to one love
ever, and 1 may not complain, if I would, seeing
that I am not my own master. You need not
start, nor look as if the remark astonished you.
I have long suspected that you know quite as
much as I cantell you respecting the only event
of my life that I have reason to wish undone.”

Trixie let her folded hands drop by her sides,
and looked away from him towards the narrow
glit that served for a window, and through
which the evening star was visible.

“ Tt matters little what I know. I do not
speak of it to anyone.”

“ No, you have been the discreetest of maidens,
for which I thank you; I certainly have not
wished my mosb unfortunate marriage bruited
in the ears of my rvelatives. But, harkye,
demure keeper of other secrets besides mine,
with me there need not be so much reticence.
I have a shrewd notion that you can tell me
where to find the mysterious personage who
owns, and yet refuses to bear my name.”

“ What makes you say this? Why should
you suppose that I——"" and there Trixie stopped
and, half-rising from her seat, eagerly sur-
veyed him.

% Pshaw ! do you think that I have not pub
one and one together, and guessed that you
have been made the confidant of Miss Bessie
Mordaunt’s affairs. If it did not puzzle me
how a poor, stunted child could develop into
so handsome a woman, I should say that Bessio
is but another form of the name my bride bore
when I led her to the altar.”

Trixie shook her head.

“There would be nothing marvellous in a
dwarfed, neglected girl becoming taller, stouter,
and brighter when she fell into better hands,
and that Bessie Mordaunt is well acquainted
with many circumstances in your early life I
have discovered and wondered at; but that she
is your wife, Sir Charles Ormsby, I do not
believe. What has led you to such a conelu-
sion P’

“ Many things, trivial in themselves, yet very
convincing. Looks she has bestowed on me,
words she has let fall, and her own avowal
that we have met before. Who told you thab
I am 'a married man, if such a mere form can
be called marriage P Bessie ? I thought as much.
And why is she here, but to play the spy on me
—to gather evidence that will enable her to con-
viot me of some disgraceful act or other, that
will give her a plea for dissolving our union #”’

¢« No—no, Bessie is incapable of such mean-
ness !’ oried Trixie, warmly. “You do her in.
justice, you persistently blind yourself to her
hoble nature and many good qualities. Play

“Fh bien! fair defendress of all that are
accused, tell me why she is residing with ma
tante, under a partially assumed name "’

“1 cannot; 1 am not in Bessie’s confidence ;

buat that she hides anything of which she has
reason to be ashamed I never will believe.”
. “Oh! paragon of Bessies!” he eried, mock-
ingly. “ Perhaps her indignant friend thinks
I ought to swallow the bitter pill of her pre-
sence in the hour of my humiliation, and feel
very grateful to her for opening my eyes to the
fact that there is a canker in the rose I thought
so perfect.”

“If the presence of Bessig humiliates you,
what must mine do?” and Trixie rose, and
began moving slowly away. I do not wonder
that you are displeased with both of us; you
think we have shown an unkindly haste to
denounce Lady Camilla; that it would have
been kinder to be silent until—until—-""

‘I found out for myself that a pretty woman
can rarely be content with one admirer,” he
exclaimed, in the same ‘cynical, half-jesting
strain that puzzled and repelled the still agi-
tated Trixie. ‘ Pooh! child, our fair friend hags
a right to amuse herself, and it is rank folly to
make all this fuss and flutter, because she is
not free enough from the foibles of her sex to
refuse a cameo bracelet when itis offered to her.
But here she comes. My dear Lady Camilla,”
and he stepped to the summit of the tower-
stairs—those stairs on which a grim sentinel
always stood to prevent anyone descending
them without permission—* your friends were
growing quite uneasy about you ; the dews are
heavy to-night, and as you are so very delicate,
it is nob wise to expose yourself to them.”

¢ Perhaps not; but it was so pleasant out
there;”’ and she sighed softly as she let him
divest her of the shawl that had been wrapped
around her exquisite form. “I should have
loitered under the trees another hour if Monna
Santa had not hurried me in.” i

“It is not like you to be so enamoured of
golitary walks,” Sir Charles observed, with a
penetrating glance.

“Qur tastes change as we grow older,” she
replied ; “and, unless 1 can have a companion
who thinks as I do, I prefer to be left to my own
musings.”’

“The chief does mot waylay or pester you
;vitih’ his attentions when you are out—does
he ¢’

There was an uneasy look in Lady Camilla’s
eyes, as if she began to suspect the drift of
these questions; but apparently Sir Charles’s
well-assumed nonchalance put her off her guard,
for she answered, with her customary smiling
ease :

¢TI have not been annoyed by anyone. Monna
Santa says it would be at the peril of their lives
if either of the bandits approached us. Tedious
as we find our imprisonment, we cannobt com-
plain of any want of respect or attention.”

“We cannot, indeed,” the baronet promptly
assented. ‘“So polite are these brigands—so
anxious to keep us with them, that 1 begin to
think with one of the Baroness’s demoiselles ”
—he glanced at Trixie, who still stood within
hearing—* that some other reason than the hope
of a liberal ransom is actuating them ; what
think you £’ «

She looked startled. Hitherto such suspicions
had been carefully concealed from her in pity
for the wealk state of her nerves, so that she did
not know how long they had been entertained.

“How can I tell?”’ she faltered. 1 have
urged you to effeet our liberation, no matter on
what terms; and if you will not——""

“QOr cannot, Lady Camilla,” he interposed.
““ Do me the jusbice to remember that my hands
are tied by my assumed character. But I am
ready to avow to these men my real name.”

“No, no !”” burst from her lips, in evident
alarm. *“ It would bo madness. I should never
forgive myself if any harm befel you through—
through my impatience.”

“Thanks ; bub I will be careful of my life,
never fear. It has grown precious to me since
I have beon so mnear laying it down, I think I
hear the Baroness calling.”

[To be continued.]
“Badly Matched ** commenced in No, 557 and
Part CXXXVI,

THE extreme oog;usness and harmony of the
Arabian language hag been highly eulogised by
critics. It has two hundred words denoting a
serpent, five hundred for a lion, a thousand fora
sword, ote. The natives believe it impossible
for an uninspired man to become master of it..
No European tongue equals it in richness. It
is full of imagery and beauty, so that all love-

the spy ! bring disgrace upon Fou! The charge
is as false as it is cxuol”’

gongs breathe a spirit of tenderness as graceful
a8 it ig impassioned, :
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No 2.—TOILET-CUSHION:
EMBROIDERY,

No. 1.—~TOILET-CUSHION :
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PARIS FASHIONS.

1 noriemp yesterday an extremoly stylish
and original dress, made of dark bronzescoloured
matelassé and cashmere. The front of the skirt
was of cashmere, and made plain. A very long
tablier, also of cashmere, fell to within four or
five inches from the ground in front. It was
edged, and crossed at regular intervals with
broad, piped biais heading & tasselled fringe,
mingled with jet. This trimming simulated
three superposed tabliers, and, repeated round
the cnirasse basque of the bodice, formed four
rows regularly spaced all down the front. This
tablier was slightly gathered up on both sides
under the back part of the skirt, which back
part, made of large-patterned matelassé, formed
a deep fold, buttoned all the way down in the
centre. The plain narrow sleeves were of mate-~
lassé. A matelassé plastron, pointed in front
and in the back, completed the trimming of the
cashmere bodice.

This way of simulating two or three tabliers
by means of the trimming is frequently employed
by good dressmakers. I have seen it nsed also
for a very handsome black faille dress.

This was made with plain train and bouillonné
founces in front of the skirt, The tablier was
trimmed with two broad biais of black velveb
heading a jet-beaded Spanish lace. The round
basques of the bodice were trimmed to corre-
spond. The sleeves were open atr the outer seam
up to the elbow, and were trimmed in the same
style over an elegant fouillis of rich white lace.
The faille ruff, lined with pale blue silk, inclosed
coquillés of the same white lace, and was framed
in a black velvet biais and beaded lace.
of mingled black velvet and blue silk closed the
opening en coeur.

A very pretty demi-swison dress is made of
Aust-gray cashmere and taffetas indéplissable of
the same shade. The skirt has three gathered
flounces, each edged with a row of indéplissable,
the heading of which is forined by two rows of
stitohing. The upper flounce’s gathers are con-
cealed by a fourth row of indéplissable. The
long square tablier is edged all round with the
same trimming. It is gathered five or six times
behind, at about two inches from the trimming,

which forms thus very prety coquillés, and is

seemingly fastened together by a bow with long
ends and loops of handsome broad faille ribbon.
The basques, which open behind over the
coquillés of the tablier, are edged in the same
manner, Sleeves and ruff to con'es%ond. :

The most novel toilette created this week by
our most imaginative tailor for ladies, is a black
velvet dress, with long narrow train. The skirt
is as plain as untrimmed velvet can make it.
But the bodice opens in front and behind over
avhite satin plastrons, veiled with white beaded
lace. These plastrons have behind, and in front
also, the shape of two inverbed V’s joined to-
gethor at the waist by both points. Thelongest
and narrowest V reached from both sides of the
neck to the waist; the shortest and broadest
from the waist to the edge of the basque, and
onded into a very shallow vandyke. The blagk
volvet sleeves had five crevés from the walst to
the shoulder along the outside seam. These
orevés were filled with puffed beaded white lace
over white satin, This remarkable dress was
worn with much success at the opera by a very
fair, tall, and dignified-looking woman.

Our lingéres do not seem to rack their brains
wery soverely for new models. There is nothing
really now for the present. Linen collars and
ouffs are more or less high, with larger or shorter
points ; bub these are always now curved, not
folded out, as they have been since last spring.
Mauslin, net, and crdpe lisse ruchings continue to
divide with lace coquillés the privilege of com-
pleting the habillé toilettes. They are only
madse of more moderate size and height, thanks
4o the drooping Catogan chignons.

(Description of Engravings on pages 232 and 238.)
No. 1.—TOILET-CUSHION,

The eenfre of cushion is composed of a square
of quilted silk, edged with silk, embroidered and
pinked. Design for quilting and for an edging
suitable for this cushion were given in No. 565,
page 153 (Nos. 8 and 10). The othor part of
cushion is of puffed silk, with border to corre-
spond with that of the centre. The corners of
quilting are finished with cord. Colours suit-
a.}:le to the drapery of the room should be
chosen.

No, 2.—CIRCULAR TOILET-CUSHION.

Tho centre is of silk, diamond ehape, hol-
lowed at the sides, and ornamented with em-
broidery and cord, with frill xound of pinked

A bow -

silk. The foundation of cushion is of silk, em-
broidered with a wreath of flowers, and finighed
with frill and cord o match the centre.
Nos. 3 anp 4—BEAD AND SPANGLE
TRIMMING FOR DRESSES, &c.

No. 8 shows the back of the trimming, with
the mode of threading the beads; this is con-
siderably enlarged: No. 4 gives the front of
the trimming in the proper size, with the addi-
tion of the spangles, which are put on last,
with a bead to cover the hole.

Nos. 5 ANp 9.—TRIMMING AND BORDER
IN SPANGLES.

The foundation for each of these trimmings
is net. The trimmings are shown in the full
gizo, and are used for ornamenting dresses,
jackets, &o. A small jot bead is placed in the
centre of each spangle.

Nos. 6, 7, AND 8.—GARDEN-CUSHION :
APPLIQUE AND EMBROIDERY.

The foundation of cushion is holland; the
uﬁpliqué is of Turkey twill, embroidered in
chain and other fancy stitches, with ingrain
cotton. No. 7 shows a miniature cushion com-
lete ; No. 6 is a quarter of the centre in the
ull size; No. 8 the corner and border. The
:ugﬁien is finished with a binding of Turkey
will,

No. 10—BORDER OR STRIPE IN DARNED
NETTING.

This design is suitable for cushions, anti-
macassars, &e. Ib is worked in common darn-
ing upon square nebiing.

No. 11.—ANTIMACASSAR : POINT LACE.
MATERIALS: Linen braid, 1s. 8d. per dozen
yards ; Nun’s thread, No. 1, 8d. per skein,

For directions for working lace, seo Nos. 1,
2, and 8 of our Point Lace Supplements, given
Wwith No. 517 and the April Part; No. 523 and
the May Part; also with No. 526 and the June
Part of 1874.

‘All materials for lace are supplied from the
Tondon Publishing Offico of this Journal on
receipt of stamps or P.0.0. for the amount.
All Post-office orders should be made payable
at Ludgate Circus.

This design is also suitable for pin-cushion
tops, d’Oyleys, and covers of any kind.

No. 12.—ANTIMACASSAR : CROCHET.

MATERIALS : Cotton, No. 12 and No. 20;
medium-size steel hook.

With the coarse cobfon make a chain of
twelve ; join in a ring; fifteen chain, one double
under the rin%: Repeat twenty-three times
more ; fasten off. With the fine cotton—

1st Round: One double under the fifteen
chain at the top of loop, six chain, Repeat all
round, > 5

2nd Round: Seven chain, one double under
the six chain. Repeat all round. This com-
pletes the rosette. In working the seecond and
all following rosettes, join at the fourth stitch
of the seven chain whera required (see design).
When all the roseftes are made and joined, fill
in the spaces by working one triple-treble in
the first unjoined loop, one double-treble in the
next, one triple-treble in the next. Repeat three
times more; fasten off, and sew the end of
cotton mneatly to the back of work. When the
requived size is worked, tie in a knot of fringe
under each seven chain.

No. 13.—TRIMMING: HAIR-PIN
AND CROCHET.

The trimming may be made in any size of
cotton, but the cotton for the crochet should
bo rather finer than that used for the hair-pin
work.  Directions for making hair-pin work
were given in No. 468, page 250. Make the
length required in ordinary hair-pin work, al-
lowing for the quantity necessary for the
scallop. One double in first loop of hair-pin
work, one chain ; repeat; this three times more.
Thirteen chain, pass over eighteen loops, one
double in the two mnext successive loops
together, three chain, two treble in the first of
the three chain, three chain, two treble in the
first as before, one double in tho third and
fourth loops together, of the eighteen loops
passed over, * ono double in each of twelve
successive loops, one double in the two next

WORK

loops together, three chain, two troble in the
first, take out the hook, insert it in the centre

of the two treble leaves, pull through the loop,
three chain, two treble in the first, one double
in the first two loops together of the eighteen
loops passed over, four chain, one single in the
ninth of the thirteen chain, eight chain; repeat
from the beginning for the required lengths
end with two double in two successive loops.
For the outer edge, begin by working three
double in successive loops, one double in the
two next loops together, four chain, one double
in the two _next loops together, * four chain,
one double in each of four successive loops,
five chain, one double in the next loop, four
chain, one double in three successive loops, four
chain, one double. in the two next loops
together, four chain, one double in the two nexb
loops together, one double in seven successive
loops, two chain, draw through the centre stitch
of the four chain of the loops worked together
(see design), two chain, one double into two
loops together, two chain, draw through the
next outer loop as before, two chain, one double
in the next loop ; repeat from ¥, working in three
successive loops instead of four, as previously
described.’

No. 14 —TRIMMING : WAVED BRAID AND
CROCHET.

MATERIALS : Waved braid ;° cotton No. 20;
medinm-size steel hook.

One double in the first point of braid, three
chain for first treble, one treble in each of the
five successive points of braid : put the cotton
three times over the hook, put the hook into the
t%p of three chain worked for first treble ; work
off the same as for a quadruple treble, six chain,
one dounble in the mext point of braid, six chain,
six trebles as before in the successive points of
braid ; repeat. On the top of thisrow work one
doublein the end of braid, * five chain, one treble
under the quadruple treble, one chain, one treble,
two chain, one treble, one chain, one treble, all
under the same five chain; pass over the six
chain of last row, one ftreble in the next.
Repeat from *. On tho edge of scallop, work
one treble in the point of braid lying in the
middle between the scallops; one double in the
next point of braid, * two picots (of five chain,
one single in the fourth), one double in the
next point of braid. Repeat from last * three
times more. One double in the next point, one
treble in the next point of braid. Repeat
from beginning of this row.

No. 15—DRAPE IN EMBROIDERY FOR
BOOK-SHELVES, BRACKETS, &c.

The foundation is of velvet or _cloth. The
design is worlked in rock braid and purse-silk;
an edging of cord finishes the drape.

Nos. 16 AxD 18.—CORNERS AND BORDERS:
BERLIN WORK.

These dosigns are suitable for ottomans,
cushions, &c. They are worked in ordinary
cross-stiteh, and will bo suitable for any two
colours.

No. 17.—INSERTION : LACE, BRAID, AND
CROCHET.

MATERIALS: Barber’s cotton, No. 50; fine steel
hook ; lace; brai

Work on the outer edge of two separate pieces
of braid, one double in the first hole of braid,
three chain for first treble, * two chain, pass
over three holes of braid, one treble in the
next, one chain, one treble in the same; repeat
from *,

On the inner side of one piece of braid, work
one double in the first hole of braid, three chain
for first treble, * seven chain, pass over five
holes of braid, one treble in the next, three
chain, one troble in the first of the three chain,
three chain, one treble in the first of the last
three chain, pass over five holes of braid, one
treble in the next ; at from last *.

‘Work on the secon Fiece of braid the same
ag for the first, joining to the first worked piece
by putting the ook through the stitch between
the two trebles ; and in working the seven chain
work three chain, put the hook through tha
centre of seven chain of the other side; then
work the remainder of the chain, !

The Proprietors of THE Youxe i
begrespectfully to inform their numg;rﬁﬁ?ssugs%m’:ﬁ
ﬁ]?:gf tl&ey %’We made arrangements with Messrs,
Bedford & Co. of 18, Regent Street, W., pnd 48,
oodge Street, W., London, to supply them with their
’35?& Eggﬁigogloﬁ Vg}wégsale Pf]iocesbviz. :—Bla.cik and
5 U3, . T 1. ommon colours,
7s. 2d. per Ib. Iugrain, 75, 81, per Ib.. Azuline

Humboldt, shaded and partridge, 8. 6d. per Ibs Gage

green, 108, per lby
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THE HOME.

COOKERY.

ORANGE PUDDING.—Grate the yellow part of
a smonth, deep-coloured orange, and of a lemon,
into a saucer, and squeeze in their juice, taking
out all their seeds; stir 4 oz butter and 4 oz
powdered white sugar to a eream; beat three
eggs as light as possible, and stir them gradually
into the pan of butter and sugar ; add gradually
a spoonful of brandy and wine, and a tea-
spoonful of rose-water, and then by degrees
the orange and lemon; stir well together.
Having prepared a sheet of puff-paste made of
5 oz sifted flour and 4 oz fresh butter, spread
the sheet in a buttered soup-plate ; trim and
noteh the edges, and then turn in the mixture;
bake it about thirty minutes in a moderate oven ;

grate loaf-sugar over it,

OvsTER FrIirreErs.—Take a pint and a half
of milk, 1} 1b flour, four eggs ; the yolkq of the
eggs must be beaten very thick, to which add
the milk, and stir the whole well together;
whisk the whites to a stiff froth, and stir them
gradually into the batter; take a spoonful of
the mixture, drop an oyster into it, and fry in
hot lard. Let them be a light brown on both
sides. The oysters should not be put in the
batter all at once, as they would thin it.

Lams Pin.—Make it of the loin, neck, or
breast; the breast of house-lamb is one of the
most delicate things that can be eaten. It should
be very lightly seasoned with pepper and salt;
the bone taken out, but not the gristle; and a
small quantity of jelly gravy be putin hot;
but the pie should not be cut till cold. Put
two spoonfuls of water before baking. Grass-
lamb makes an excellent pie, and may either
be bohed or not, but not to bone it is, perhaps,
the best. Season with only pepper and salt;
put two spoonfuls of gravy when it is taken out
of the oven.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

MeN are pleased with a jester, bubt never
esteem him,

EXPERIENCE is a pocket-compass that few
think of consulting until they have lost their
way.

To show yourself irresolute is to endow your
encmy with confidence. We take courage in
beholding a feebleness which is greater than
our own.

ONE-HALF the want is caused by people look-
ing at this, that, and the other useful employ-
ment as not being genteel.

ONE THING AND ANOTHER.

Tur Wire’s Smcrur.—Her opinion of her
husband. S

* Mg.P.’s ApvicE To YoUNG PropLE FALLING
ix Love.—Fall out,—Punch.

MorTo ¥OR THE MARRIED, — Never dis-
pair. 4

THE SPIRITUALIST'S MoTTO. — There’s a
medium in all things,

Two CENTURIES ago not one person in a hun-
‘dred wore stockings.

To THE MANor BorN.—The Squire’s son.—
Judy.

Dr. Warrs was evidently no believer in
muzzles when he wrote  Let dogs delight to
bark and bite.”

OLp Bank of England notes are preserved for
seven years. The original value of the present
stock was over £3,000,000,000 sterling, and
their weight is more than 112 tons.

Tan world has been compared to a looking-
glass, which gives back every man the reflection
of his own face. Frown at it, and it will turn
and look sourly at you; laugh at it and with
i, and it is a jolly, kind companion,

_Goop Apvice.—In these days of hydropho-
b}ac‘fgver, it is refreshing to read a sensible
bit of advice, such as comes from a New Orleans
Daper. A timiq correspondent wanted to know

how £o tell & mad dog,” and the editor made
the following suggestion :—“ We don’t know
what he wants to fel] him, but the safest way
would be to communicate to the dog in writ-
ing. - Send the letter from » gun in the shape
of wadding, followed by lmalf shot, to see if ho

gots it.

JEANNETTE’S MIDNIGHT WALK,

CHAPTER I

“JEANNETTE, my beloved, donot weep so bitterly,
lest I am maddened to avenge each tear by a
corresponding drop of his heart’s blood 1" said
Hugh Talbot, with a deep sternness in his tone,
that was only softened and modified by the
passionate caresses with which he tried to soothe
his companion’s emotion.

““ Hush, Hugh—hush !”” she said, shuddering ;
and, raising herself from her lover's shoulder,
she looked fearfully round, ‘Of course,.I know
these are but idle words; bub they might be
overheard by others, and——?’

“Reported to Maurice de Vaux—is that what
you fear, Jeannette ?’ asked Hugh, firmly, “I
care not. They are not idle words, dear one.
Your cousin has crossed my path from boyhood
with strange, persistent hate. He destroyed my
success ab school and college by secret wiles and
slanderous reports. He has snatched from me
by unfair means the appointment that would
have enabled me to claim you for my own; and
now—now he will not rest till he has won you,
my bright, beautiful darling, when I am driven
from home and country by his plots and trea-
chery.”

“ Never, Hugh—never!” said the girl, her
tears drying on her scorching cheeks. *Solong
as you are alive and free, I will never consent
to marry any other living man. And, listen,
dear Hugh: were it otherwise—were you to
desert your poor Jeannette, I could never congent
to be Maurice’s wife! I fear him, Hugh !”’

And she shivered painfully.

 Yet he isrich and handsome, Jeannette, The
post he has won from me adds sufficiently to his
own means to place him in ease and luxury,” re-
turned the young man, doubtingly.

“If he were an Apollo and a Croesus, I would
say the same!” exclaimed Jeannette, passionately.
“ No, Hugh. You may trust me in absence and
silence, so long as you do not forfeit my love by
your own deed. Go in hope and faith, dear
Hugh. You may yet win far higher distinctions
than you have lost; and remember that my
whole happiness depends on you. ILet me be
proud of you—of my love for you, Hugh, and
then I cannot be quite wretched.”

“And leave him—my enemy—my rival—
trinmphant ?*’ returned Hugh, with a look in
which love and distrust were contending with
each other. “Give up all hope and idea of re-
venge P’ 3

“ No, Hugh, but take a noble revenge by sur-
mounting every difficulty,” she returned, “and
proving how impotent he is. That is the
proudest, noblest return you can make for
Maurice de Vaux’s enmity. Will you not do this
for my sake, dearest P’

“It is a hard task you impose, Jeannette,”
said the young manu, his proud spirit flashing in
his eyes with suspicious light ;  but there are
few things you could ask in vain. And now &
mustgo, my beloved. I have to reach Carlisle in
time for the North train. In less than a weok I
shall be on the ocean, my beloved, every hour
taking me further from you. It may be years
ere we meet again. Give me some token of your
love to gaze at—to caress—to bring home hope
and comfort to my heart in the long, dreary
absence.”

She took from her bosom a locket, and gave it
to him, with her hair on one side and a tiny
miniature on the other.

“ Here, Hugh: when you send me back this,
I shall know that you no longer desire to hold
me to my troth. Till then, keep it, as you would
your little Jeannette—next your heart.”

It shall rest there in the grave itself,” he
said, fervently kissing it ; and then clasping the
fair donor to his bosom, he pressed one long,
lingering kiss on her lips, and rushed from the
leafy bower which had been the scene of this
interview.

Jeannette de Vaux remained for a few minutes
in the stunned, hopeless despair that is more
fearful than the most violent sorrow : her senses
were numbed by the blow, and yet she knew
well she would wake up to far more desperate
and smarting grief when the first strange bewil-
derment had passed away.

Then she walked slowly and deliberately to
the house, and sought her own chamber, without
encountering the keen eyes of her watchful
mother.

She sat down opposite the cheval-glass, and
her eyes fell unconsciously on the face and form
it refiected. A lovely, girlish face it had been
but a few days since : now it was white, and sad,
and tearful, yet beautiful—most beautiful—in
its delicate features, its golden hair, its largo
blue eyes, and curved lips; and Hugh Talbot

and Maurice de Vaux might well contend for the
possession of such a prize.

Jeannette was the daughter of a widow. Her
father had been Maurice de Vaux’s uncle; and
from childhood it had been planned and hoped
that she would win the heart and step into the
wealth that had once been her father’s heritage.
But the girl was ever afraid of her dark cousin;
and when the bright, gallant, and gay Hugh came
on the scene, there was no more hope of the
plans being realised.

Hugh had distinguished himself at school and
college, albeit some strange fiascos had marked
his career; and when he knew and loved
Jeannstte, he had moved every power to obtain
a post that would have given him a sufficient
income to openly ¢laim her hand.

ut here again he had failed. The interest he
had exerted suddenly collapsed before some un-
accountable influence ; and when the interview
just described between himself and his beloved
took place, he was on the eve of sailing for
Canada, whers a distant relative held high office
under the Government, and who thought he
might do something for his young orphan
cousin.

And the brave girl had consented to the sepa-
ration from him she loved ; and even now, when
her heart was torn by the parting, she dwelt
more on thé danger of the enmity between the
two so nearly connected with her than the de-
solation of her own true heart. She was a sweet,
unselfish, noble creature, was that fair Jeannetto
de Vaux.

“ Please, miss, your mamma begs you will
come down. She wants,you particularly,” was
the summons that roused her from her sad
reverie. g

Jeannette well understood the meaning of the
message.

“I will come down immediately,” was the
reply. ;

And in a few minutes she had smoothed her
hair, adjusted Ler toilette, and descended, with
forced calmness, to the drawing-room.

‘* Jeannette, my dear cousin, I could not go
without bidding you good-bye,” said Maurice
de Vaux, softly. “I am about to go off to Scot-
land for a week, to arrange my affairs there;
but when I return, I shall hope to have a kinder
reception than I have hitherto met with from
you, dearest.”

“I have always treated you as a cousin,
Maurice, with friendship and regard: I cannot
do more,” she said, glancing round the room,
from which her mother had disappeared unac-
countably. ‘I hopeyou will have an agreeable
journey,” she added, coldly.

‘“ Jeannette,” he said, hurriedly, “ I fear I can
but too well understand your coldness ; but let
that pass. Itis enough for me that the past
has taught a sufficient lesson to those who have
dared to interfere with my rights, and that they
will do s0 no more. Your mother has given me
leave to urge my suit on you, dearest. Sho has
strengthened it with hor consent and strong
desire for our union. We have known each other
from childhood ; we are kindred in blood. There
needs no longer explanation—no preliminaries
for our engagement and speedy marriage. Shall
it mot be so, Jeannotte ? Will you not consent,
frankly and unaffectedly, to accept me as your
husband? and my whole Powers—my wholo
wealth—shall be devoted to make you happy.”

Jeannette had listened with a strange coldnesa
to the words that are desmed so agitating to
girls of her age and temperament; but when
Maurico ceased, and bent forward to take her
hand eagerly in reply, she recoiled with a kind
of haughty repugnance.

“ No, Maurice, I will not—I cannot. Do not
ask it if you wish to retain my cousinly regard. .
1 shall look upon such persistence as an insult
not to be pardoned. I wish you every happi-
ness,” she added, in a softer tone; “but you
must seek it elsewhere than in me.”

“ No, Jeannette, I.cannot, and T say, in my
turn, that my resolution is inflexible, You wiil
be my bride on my return from this journey, or
you may repent your obstinacy. My aunt is
fully satisfied as to my proposal, and your girlish
fancy for a scapegrace adventurer will soon
pass away when you are my wife. I will not
press you for any further answer now, dearest.
Think of me during my absence, and receive me
more kindly on my return. I have no fear of
my suceess.’”

And he stooped down to kiss her; but she
sprang back indignantly.

“ Back, sir!” she said, angrily. “ At least T
may claim respect from your hands, or I will
never see you more,’”

And, coldly extending her hand, sha just
touched his fingers, and stood proudly waiting
his exit ere she again took her seat.

_“ Will you not #”” e replied, laughingly. * We
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shall see, my fair queen—we shall see! Good-
bye. I kiss your scornful little foot.”

And, with a provoking smile, he left the
room.

Jeannette little guessed how soon she should
recall those ominous words.

* * * * ¥*

“ Jeannette, I am very uneasy about your
cousin,” said Mrs. de Vaux, a week after the
above interview. ‘He has neither written to
me nor to his own servants, nor has the slightest
trace been found of him since he left home,
though he is extremely exact and punctual, and
had arranged to return home three days ago. It
is very strange.”

“ Where was he going, mamma ?”’ asked the
girl, languidly raising her eyes from her work.

“To Glasgow, my dear. He had business
there, which would occupy him about a day or a
day and a half. He went to Carlisle the very day
i:g was here. I am getting sadly alarmed about

im.”

It was Jeannette who became pale and sick
now. She remembered but too vividly the threats
of the high-spirited Hugh. = She calculated, with
an ingenious self-torment, that if her lover had
by any chance missed the train, he would have
actually travelled at the same time as his rival ;
and with two such inflammable spirits, charged
with such grounds of resentment, what might
uot have been the consequence ?

“ Mamma, let us go. Can we not find ount
if—if Maurice got safely to Glasgow ?”’ she
gasped.

“Ah! I am very glad to find you have so much
interest and sympathy with your cousin,” said
the mother, approvingly ; * but I scarcely know
whether——"’

But the lady’s sentence was cut short by the
entrance of a domestic with scared and bewil-
dered looks.

“If you plezse, ma’am, you're wanted. A—
that is, a person wishes to speak to you at once
on business.”

“ Mamma, lot him come in here. I insist on
its being known to me! It is about Maurice,”
said the pale girl, firmly.

“ My dear, I will tell you after; but——""

“No—no! Now—now!” insisted Jeannette,
with such feverish impetuosity, that her mother
did not venture to oppose her; and, in a few
moments, two strangers were ushered in.

“ Madam, I believe our intrasion needs no
apology,” said the elder, respectfully, * if we
are speaking to the aunt of Mr. Maurice de
Vaux. But perhaps the young lady hal
better——""

“I shall stay, sir; speak freely,” broke in
Jeannette, with unnatural calmness,

“Then it is our duty to inform you, madam,
that very serious apprehensions  exist as to
the fate of your nephew. That gentleman did
not, as it appears, ever reach his ultimate de-
stination, though he was seen on the Glasgow
vlatform, engaged in a somewhat angry discus-
sion with another person, with whom he left the
station. So much has been ascertained ; butifrom
that time all direcch clue has been lost, though
the unfortunute Mr. de Vaux has never beon
seen since ; and besides, another very suspicious
and painful discovery has been made, to test
the valuo of which I am come this day. After
a very diligent search, the police have found a
small pool of blood in a wood about a mile from
the railway-station, and by its side a locket,
which, from the initials engraved and the like-
ness it contains, is supposed to belong to a lady,
and probably Miss de Vaux. Here it ig.”

Jeannette had listened to the man’s story with
a face that blanched gradually to an ashen hue,
and her limbs seemed stiffening to stone in their
numb coldness. But when the trinket was pro-
duced by the officer, she gave a sudden bound
forward, and snatched it eagerly from his
hand.

“ Hugh—Hugh ! Murdered—dead—lost !’ she
shrieked, and the next moment sank senseless
on the floor.

“1 am very sorry for the young lady,” said
the officer, respectfully, as he raised the uncon-
scious girl, and laid her on asofa ; “ but perhaps
it is as well she should not hear the end of my
story, poor young thing !”’

“ What more have you to tell ?” asked the
trembling mother. “Is the hody found ?” she
said, in a low, hoarse tone.

*“No, madam; but I rogret to say that we
believe—we fear—that the murder has really
ta.!t‘eéz plsi:? and the lgltuxéde?;xr bel?dfound."

peak I’ ejaculates 9 hoarsely.
* Who—where F?” - d

“ The suspeoted person, madam, is Mr. Hugh
Egﬁg& who, in fact, is now in oustody for the

But the very name appoared fo bave roused

the fainting girl feom her stupor, and she raised
herself feebly on her pillow.

“It is false!” she said—‘“false! How dare
you !*

“ My dear young lady, compose yourself,”
said the officer, quietly. * It is all uncertain at
present. We will hope that the missing gentle-
man may be found ; but——-"

¢ But, in any case, Hugh Talbot is innocent,”
answered the girl, firmly.  Mother, send these
men away, and let us go to prove their falsity.
Where is he—my Hugh?” she said, turning
fiercely to the officer. :

¢ Mr. Talbot is in custody, Miss de Vaux,” said
the officer, somewhat nettled, perhaps, at his
word being called in question ; * and not without
cause, for there was blood on his clothes, and
high words had passed between him and the
missing gentleman ; and, what is still stronger
proof, his breast-pin and this locket were found
near the place where the poor gentleman seems
to have been murdered, aud he himself was miss-
ing, and can give no satisfactory account of
himself for some twenty-four hours after Mr. de
Vaux was missing. You may rely on it, there
will be a very strong case against him, and I’ve
known folks hanged on much slighter evidence,”

Jeannette’s girlish features seemed to mature
some years during those brief minutes; and
when she spoke again, it was with the compo-
sure and dignity of a self-controlled woman.

‘It is not usunal to condemn an innocent man
unheard, I believe, more especially for a crime
that, I trust, has never been committed.
Mamma, have these persons any more business
with us 2’

“I do not know. Agk them,” faltered tho
weak mother.

Jeaunette regarded them with cool, silent
inquiry.

“Our time is procious, gentlemen ; perhaps
you will conclude your errand here at once,” she
said. ‘ Yet stay—one question. Wheras is Mr.
Talbot confined ?”

“In Glasgow, madam,” said the man, with a
kind of involuntary respect.

‘¢ It is well,”” she replied, calmly. ¢ Mamma,
have you any questions to ask "’

- “No. What can I say ?” repeated the agi-
tated woman, faintly. “I am sare I am quite
upset. I do not know what to say or think ; aud
just when——""

“You hear what Mrs. de Vaux says,”’ returned

the girl, calmly. “If you have no more ques-
tions to ask, perhaps you will leave us.”
, “Well, you see, we have no business to ask
questions,” replied the man, sullenly. “ No doubt
you will have to be subpcenaed on the trial, and
then you’ll be forced to speak. So if I'm not
wanted, I’ll leave, miss. I hope you’ll never
have anyone worse to deal with.”

Anud the irate officer took a hasty and ominous
departure, while Jeannette sat buried in thought
for a fe w minutes.

* Mamma, we must lose no time: we must go
to Glasgow. I must see Hugh,” she said, rising
as if to pubt her plans into immediate execu-
tion.

“ My dear, impossible! You forget it would
be monstrous to go to your cousin’s murderer !”’
said Mrs. de Vaux, recoiling in nervous horror.

** It is the only chance of discovering the truth,
mamma, He will tell me—poor Hugh !—even
iIE it_lll)roke his own heart ; and if you do not go,

will,”

Mrs. de Vaux looked helplessly at the resolute
features of her daughter.

““ My dear, you are so self-willed.”

“I am right, mamma, and you know it. Let
Lucy get our clothes ready at once. Wo can
leave by to-night’s train, and I will nover return
till the trath is discovered,” she added, with the
air of a youthful martyr, ready to sacrifice her
very life to the cause she had at heart ; and,
as usual, the strong nature prevailed against
the weak. 7

—

CHAPTER II.

“ JEANNETTE—Jeannette, do not leave me, T on-
treat! I will not drag .your innocent purity
into my wretchedness and degradation !’ groaned
the unhappy Hugh, as the sudden announce-
ment of “ A lady, sir,” was followed by the
enltirance of Jeannette’s pale figure into his
cell.
“ There is no degradation whore there is not
guilt, Hugh,” she said, softly, * And I came to
ask you that question, with” full trast in you.
You are not guilty, Hugh ; I feel it—Iam certain
of it " she added, sinking on the floor beside
the spot where he sat, bowed and wretched
under his load of misery. ¢ Tell me the truth,
and I will believe you against a whole world,
dear Hugh,” pasbi

“ My angel—my freasuro—my true darling |

murmured the unhappy man, despairingly. “ Oh,
Jeannette ! why have you loved me? Why can
I not suffer alone ?*’

“But, Hugh, you have not said it yet, dearest.
One word—only one word ! Say it, and I will
ask no more—‘ Innocent I’ That is all you need
utter, Hugh.” _

“As Heaven is my judge, I am innocent of
his blood, my Jeannette! But, alas ! appearances
are so strong against me, I cannot dare to
hope !’ :

¢ Tell moall,” she said, calmly. T can brave
everything now, Hugh. I did not doubt you,
but it is certaitt now. I thank Heaven, at least,
for that mercy !”’

“ My blessed love ! and you ask no proof but
my bare word ?”’

“ None, Hugh,” she answered, simply.

“But you shall know all, my love,” Lo gaid,
for the first time vénturing to draw her to his
heart, and press a pure kiss on her lips—*all
my error, and yet my guiltlessness. You know
that I left you with the intention of leaving
Carlisle that night; but I was too late. The
next evening I was early at the station, and got
at once into an empty carriage, where, just before
the train started, L was joined by your unfortue.
nate cousin.

““ For some little time, only a bare recognition
passed between us, and the opportune entrance
of another passenger was a restraint on both.
But as we drew near to Glasgow, we were again
alone, and then the fierce hate between us broke
forth; and while I told him, in no measured
terms, my opinion of his conduct, he taunted
me with my poverty and loss of you, my dar-
ling, till my blood boiled under his stinging
stabs.

“‘Coward !’ I said—‘coward to atbtempt to
trample on a man whom you lave crushed to
the dust !’ e 5

‘“In another moment, he had struck me a blow
that for a few seconds well-nigh stunned me,
and every particle of forbearance, even for your
sake, dearest, vanished at the insult. Jeannette,
I can scarcely tell you what passed after that,
It is all like a hideous dream, till we found
ourselves in a secluded place, with fatal weapons
in our hands and wrath in our hearts, Buteven
then I remembered you, my darling, I felt that
to lift my hand against your cousin would be a
hopeless bar between us, and I raised my weapon
and fired in the air just as his bullet struci me
a slight flesh wound, that did me littlo more
injury than to fell me to the earth for a brief
space, insensible.

*“ When I came to myself, it was rapidly be-
coming dusk—or, rather, twilight was deepening
into darkness—and I with difficulty summoned
strength and presence of mind to stagger from
the spot; and, after a weary, slow walk of some
half-mile or more, found my way to a roadsida
inn, where I remained for two or three days ere
I recovered from the effect of the shock on the
brain rather than the actual wound.”

* And he—DMaurice—what of him ?” she asked,
shudderingly.

“I cannot tell. I can swear boforo Hoeaven
and man that I could not have inflicted on him
the slightest injury ! I fired far above his head,
and when I fell, I can just recall a sharp excla-
mation on his part, that proved him to be un-
hurt and vigorous. When I came to myself,
there was no trace of him, sofar as the darkness
and my enfeebled strength would allow me to
search. Jeannette; I am innocent : my hands are
clean from his blood; but how can I hope to
prove it to others ?”’ -

“ And the locket,” she said, softly—¢ what of
that 7"’

“1 know not. It was next my heart. It
could scarcely have fallen without some hand to
drag it from its hiding-place; and yet if it had
been Mauriee, he would scarcely have left such
a precious treasure, either to be reclaimed by
me or to the mercy of strangers,” he said, sadly.,
““No, Jeannette ; all is against me, and I feel it
is useless to struggle against the fate that has
pursued me for so many years. Yet I mourn
to have dragged you into my evil star, dearest,
and blighted the first promise of your young
life by my ill-omened love. Forget me, dearest ;
leave me to my ill fortunes, and [ will think of
you as the sole gleam of light in their darl
gloom.” i

“ Never, Hugh—never !"’ she replied, firmly,
“No. So long as I believe you innocent, I am

ours and yours alone. Do not despair, Hugh,
gut tr'u’st in Heaven and in me, your trus Jeans
nebbe !’

Agd, with s Ivlvmf_ry smilel, the girl stooped for.
ward, pressed her lips on hijs w, and elid
from tﬂe cell. brow, aud glided

= * ¥* # *

Days passed on, and still tho case against

Hugh became darker and darker. = Articles ke-

3
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longing to the missing manh were found near the
place where the blood had been discovered and
the small locket that was so convincing a proof
against the accused,

Maurice was universally presumed to be dead,
and the first examination of his supposed mur-
derer was attended numerously by curious and
indignant spectators.

Jeannette had been examined with regard to the
causes of enmity between the rivals, and her
enforced testimony had but strengthened the
previous conviction of Hugh’s guilt. Calmly
and firmly, though with a face as white as marble
and a tone that was thrilling in its quiet misery,
the girl spoke the truth, even to her lover’s
hurt; and if there was a universal sentiment of
pity for her, it was but too evident thaf.. her
statement completed the chain of suspicion
against him she loved best on earth; and' the
verdict of * Wilful murder ”’ and the committal
" to the next sessions of the accused, proved the
conviction of the jury but too fatally.

“ Hugh—Hugh! I could' die for you; but I
cannot stain my lips with falsehood !’ she gasped,
a8 she sought her own chamber on that dreadful
night. ‘“Oh, Heaven!” she exclaimed, casting
herself down in agony by the chair that was her
usual resting-place, “have mercy, for vain is
the help of man !’

As she threw her arms despairingly in the
ample recess of the large fauteuil, a tiny billet
struck against her hand, which had, either by
accident or design, been half - secreted in tho
chintz folds of the seat.

In moments of great agitation, even triflos |'
excite unnaturalinterest,and Jeannette snatched
up the small envelope, and tore it open with a
haste that well-nigh blinded her to its con-
tents.

Thero were but a few lines, written:in a
hand “perfectly unknown to her, and they ran
thus :— 4

¢ If Joannette de Vaux has courage and love in
her heart to run an apparent risk of personal
danger, she may save those dearest to her from
peril. At midnight of this day, a person will be
in waiting for her on the south bank of the Clyde,
near ——. He will be dressed in a light drab
coat, and will give as a pass-word,  Troachery.’
Then it will rest with Miss de Vaux herself
whether she will comply with the necessary
conlilitions for the completion of the proposed
tagk.”

Jeannette read and re-read this anonymous
document with a heart that beat high and rapidly
at the first gleam of hope thus given, and then
annlrl:lin sick, chilling doubt and fear as to its
truth. :

‘Was it but a devico—a trap to draw her into
the same danger in which her unhappy cousin
and lover had been engulfed ? She remegbered,
with a sickening heart, that she was, in all pro-
bability, the heiress of the unfortunate Maurice,
who would scarcely have dreamed, in his full
health and youth, of any will as to his pro-
perty.

She was go convinced of her lover’s innocence,
that the only supposition left was that he had
been the victim of some deep-laid plot. Was
she about to fallin the same meshes ? Was hor
life—her liberty—to become a sacrifico P Or, as
a wild idea struck her heated fancy, could Man-
rice himself be living, and the author of the
wretched intrigue P

But as she gradually grow calmer, she nerved
herself to a more deliberate consideration of the
matter. The fears and doubts vanished before
the one devoted, unswerving resolve to sacrifice
all—risk all for her lover’s sake,

“It is Heaven’s answer to my prayer,” she
murmured. “T said I would die for Hugh, but
not lie for him, and I will keap my word.”

It was an exciting interval for the young
creature ere the hour of her expedition arrived,
She luckily needed but little excuse with her
mother for her silence and agitation after her
dreadful ordeal in Court, and she retired to rest
with little opposition on her part.

But the time that must still elapse ere she
could safely leave the house was simply agonis-

ing.

%he wrote afew hasty lines, which she inclosed
snd deposited under the toilet-glass, in case
she should never return. She concealed in
her dress a small toy pistol, which had been
the constant companion of her'decea.s'ed father ;
and then she wrapped herself.in a thick Scotch
plaid, and stole down: the stairs of the silent
and éazkened house. The risk of discovery was’
lessened by the number of tenants on the diffe-
rent flats of the tenement, to any one ol whom
she might be supposed to be a visitor; and at
last, without hindrance or detection, she had
opened the door, closed it behind her, and found

herself in the dull, silent street. For a moment
she drew back, then the thought of Hugh nerved
her courage, and she flew rather than walked
along the street, till the brief space she had to
pass was traversed, and she arrived at the place
of meeting. ;

The deep shadows of some trees obseured the
faint beams of the moon at the spot more pro-
cigely indicated in Jeannette’s strange missive,
and for a few seconds the trembling girl believed
that she had been deceived, and that no one
awaited her. But the loud breathing of some
living creature and a rustling in the air—that
indescribable sound which the presence of any
human being always spreads around—told her
that she wasnot alone, and she moved hurriedly
and timidly in the direction of the sound.

There was a figure under the thickest shadow
of the branches, of which she could hardly dis-
cern the dress; but as she approached, she dis-
tingunished the word, * Treachery,” .uttered in
low, thick accents. ¢

*“ Not from me,” she said, with a calmness’
‘“ What have T to do ?””

that surprised herself.

‘The man slightly bent forward so as to beckon
her in the shadow, and, with a thrill of ‘Irrepres-
sible terror, she obeyed. \

“Do_not fear,” he said, “if you are loyal and
true. Is it for Maurice de Vaux or Hugh Talbot
that you fear 7’

“For both,” she replied, firmly. * The safety
of one is the safety of both.”

“I am answered,” he said, *“ and beliove you ;
but tell me, young lady, do you love Hugh
’lfnlbot? Would you do a bold deed to save

im P’
““I would,” she said, in steady, clear tones.
““ Only tell me what.”

“ Then, first, you must submit to be blind-
folded, and let melead you where it is necessary
you silould go,” he said, “and trust to my
word that you shall be safe, and the saviour of
him you love if you have courage to obey me.
Will you do this ?”’

Poor Jeannette shuddered; but again came
the'vow she had uttered, “I will dio for him !’
and she raised her head proudly as she an-
swered: '~

“I am ready.”

“ And will you swear not to betray anything
that you see or hear, except the fact which will
ensure the safety of an innocent man?” he
asked. “Mind, I do not exact an oath under
compulsion ; but if you carry out your wish, it
must be with that condition,”

There was a longer pause now than before,
bub the strong will once more prevailed, and
the girl replied, firmly : 4

“VYes; I will swear !””

It is well,” was the rejoinder.

And then, without delay, the man produced a
handkerchief, which he bound over Jean-
nette’s eyes, and dictating to her the oath he
required her to take, he grasped her hand
in I%;is, and they set forth on their midnight
walk. :

Jeannette could scarcely have told how long
the time was ere they arrived at their desti.
nation.

To her it seemed an hour, but probably it was
not above a quarter of that time, ere they
stopped at what she could perceive was 8 house,
for there was a pause, and then the click of o
key, and in another moment they were evidently
Eudet shelter, and walking along a wooden

oor.

“ Now,” said her conductor, “listen to me,
young lady. You are going to be face to face
with the dead—yes, and alone, too; but you
have nothing to fear. He is scarcely cold, and
your lover has had no more to do with his end
than yourself. It was his own pride and pas-
sion that provoked the blow which eventually
caused his death, at the very moment when Mr.
Talbot was lying insensible on the sward. All
you have to do 13 to swear that you have seen
his corpse, and that the spirit had not de.
parted an hour ere you looked upon it. Now
go.,l
He dexterously slipped the handkerchiof from
her eyes, as he opened a door and closed it
behind her, and Jeannette found herself alone
in g large, dimly-lighted room. No, not alone,
for on a low couch in & corner was a form
covered by a sheet, and the girl guessed, with
a cold, chill, ague through her limbs, that it
was the corpse of the unhappy Maurice de
Vaux.

She stood paralysed—powerless for g moment,

‘4hen, with a desperate effort, she sprang for-

ward,sraised the covering; and gazed on the
white, cold features of him who had left her in
pride and passion but one brief month before,
The features were calm and wasted, as by lon,
illness ; on the breast lay a chain and wate
he had always worn, and which she at once

concluded were placed there for her to_carry
as proofs of her strange adventure. She
stooped down and pressed her lips to the cold
brow, on which her tears fell like rain, and then
reverently replacing the sheet, she tottered to-
wards the door,

‘““ Are you satisfied ?’ said the voice of the
man, who had ' conducted her to the spot.
“ Have you brought away the tangible evidence
of your discovery ?”’

1 have,” murmured the girl, faintly.

“ And you will keep your oath, and only ro.
veal the fact of Maurice de Vaux's recent
death, and of Hugh Talbot’s innocence of the
same "’

“I will, so help me Heaven!” she gasped,
for her strength was well-nigh failing her ; and
the man appeared satisfied, for the next instant
he had passed the handkerchief once more over
her eyes, and her hand was grasped by her:
mysterious guide.

“ Your oath need bind you but for threo
days,” he said; “then let them search at plea-
sure, for we shall be hundreds of miles from the
scene of their labours, young lady. May you
be as happy as you are brave !”

Jeannette never knew how she reached home
that night. The whole scene was as a dream
to her own strained nerves.

But not a dream was the evidence of the
watch and chain, not & dream the acquittal of
her lover, not a dream the bridal of the young
heiress of the unhappy Maurice with his sup-
posed murderer some six months after the
tragedy thus related.

The scene of Jeannette’s midnight adventure
was identified by the policesome few days after,
and the corpse discovered as she had described,
and although the murderers were never traced,
still it was surmised, with every appearance of
truth, that the man in question was a well-
known gambler, who had probably been em-
ployed by Maurice in his long and successfyl
plottings against his ward, and who had flnally
contended for an undue reward for his services,

Such was the solution of the mystery, which
was very rarely touched upon by the parties
principally concerned, save with grateful humi.
lity for the blessings of their own lot. Hugh
loved to dwell in after years on the courageous
devotion of his peerless wife, to which he owed
his own fame and happiness,

“My Jeannette,”” he would say, “if T am
ever ungrateful enough to murmur, I would onl
repine that we are so unequal in our obligations
to each other. I owe you much, yet can give
you so little, save the deep love of ga devoted
heart. My wife, in after years our children
and their descendants will relate over many g,
household hearth, the story they have receiveq
from your brave and eventful midnight walk,”

S, D.

MY BABY.
DEaR little shining head, at rest
So tranquilly *gainst mother's breast ;
Would I could know the coming years,
‘Which needs must bring thee smiles and tears,
And throb of joy, and thrill of life,
And hope, and fear, and weary strife—
Dimming, mayhap, these dedy eyes’ light,
Seaming with care thig snowy brow-—
Might leave thee free from sin’s dread blighs,
And pure, and undefiled as now—
My baby.
Dearlittle hands, so frail and woalk,
Lovirgly pressed to mother's cheel 3
‘Would I could know they shall be free
In the far-coming time to be—
From aught that may defile or stain,
From lust of power, and greed of guin :
Earnest and patient, true and strong
To aid the right, and right the wrong-—
Reached out to comfort and to save,
‘Wherever weakuess needs a stay ;
Wise, gentle, fearless, loving, brave,
Yet all unsullied as to-day—
My baby,
Dear little feet that restless run
From morning light ta set of sun 3
Unwearied through the live-long day
Of mimic toil and childish play—
Oh! when far past youth’s sunny isle,
And baby sports no more beguile—
May wise ambition wing them still,
And speed them on o’er vale and hill 3
And genius’ fires glow warm and bright,
A shield, a comfort, a delight ;
And noble deeds crown all thy years 3
Till thou shalt fall unto thy rest,
As calm, and vold of troublous fears
As now—asleep on mother’s breast—

My baby. A E,
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ZOE’S TRUST,

BY THE AUTHOR OF ““SIR ROGER’S WARD,”  KATRINE,”
“A WINNING HAZARD,” RIC., HTC,

.CHAPTER XXXIV.
Tue errand which had taken the party from
Hill House to the good town of Shrewsbury
had been completed, and Zoe, with a sad
mockery of pleasure, had decided on the glitter-
ing jewels placed for her choice.

Perhaps the inward weariness of her soul was
too visible on her speaking features, for even
Sir Philip—though not usually quick to dis.
cern such changes—perceived the pale suffering
that she could not altogether disguise.

 Come,” he said, “I think you had better re-
main here while we go and complete our busi-
ness,  Zoe, you look tired ; we shall return to
you before long.”

And after a few faint remonstrances from the
uncomplaining girl, the proposal was agreed to,
and she remained half-unconsciously gazing af
the glittering gems in their crimson velvet
beds, all unconscious that another customer, as
might be presumed, had entered the shop.

“Miss Marchmont will, perhaps, deign to
accept a redeemed, though, perhaps, worthless
jewel,” said a familiar voice, ‘ even while
triumphing in more valuable possessions.”

She looked up fearfully, and a bewildered ory
escaped her.

The figure before her was Algernon Sfydney's,
but yet how strangely changed at once from the
lover of former days and the heartless betrayer
of Theresa. s

Pale, thin, with shortened hair, as if bub re-
cently grown from some deprivation of his
former olustering locks, and a skin at once
embrowned and yet devoid of the hue of health,
the person who stood before her could not be
the Algernon of the Court, whom she had seen
but a few days since ; and yet if not, who was he ?
and why did her heart bound instinctively to
the glance of the well-remembered, tender,
speaking eyos P

There was no mistaking that questioning,
half-terrified glance, and the new-comer's ex.
}Jression softened as he watched her changing

eatures.

“ Algernon, for Heaven’s sake, speak to me—
tell me I am not mad or dreaming !”” she gasped at
length. “ Why do you look like that? Have

ou beenill ? Where is Theresa ?”’ she added,
Ex helpless alarm at the apparent failure of her
genses.

“ My darling—my Zoe !” he exclaimed, taking
her hand in his. “'Calm yourself. Beliove me,
I could never be harsh fo you, my early love,
even though you have tried me sorely. Hxplain
yourself, my beloved. Perhaps I can guess
something of the truth; but I would fain hear
it from your own lips.”

“ Algernon—Algernon,” she said, hurriedly,
“ there is some fearful deception, or I have been
mad. Tell me, have you not been at homo ? and
is Theresa not bound to you by every tie of
honour ? and did you not forget poor Zoo in her
great loneliness? Oh! speak—quick—quick !
for my brain is turning, I believe !”

‘“Zoe, for my sake, compose yourself and
listen. There has been a hideous imposture, of
which we have both been victims ; but it shall
all be explained and redressed now, my beloved,
and, please Heaven, our happiness secured after
all our troubles. I have never even scen your
sister—nover varied one instant in my devotion
to you, and I had but just arrived in my native
land when I saw you in London under such
agonising circumstances for my heart and hopes.
And have you been as true awmidst all the temp-
tations and sufferings, my Zoe 2"’

The poor girl had turned ashen whits at the
miserable memories that crowded on her,

Algernon was true, and she not false, but
bound.

“Algernon—Algernon, forgive. I have been
—I am true in heart!” she gasped. “But I
am_.__ll

She did not finish the sentence, for at _the
moment Sir Philip and his younger companions
entered the shop. :

The stranger encountered Sir Philip’s bewil-
dered gazo well-nigh as questioningly as he had
met poor Zoc’s surprised look; but he was more
rapid in solving the mystery.

I understand your surprise, Sir Philip,”’ he
said, “at the appearance of a second Richmond
upon the field ; but I can presently explain all to
your satisfaction in a more fitting place for such
revelations. Meanwhile, may I not hope for
your kindly welcome home after my long abgence
and safferings p”’

Sir_Philip was fairly breathless. Theresa
shrank back in vague dismay; and Hubert
Courtenay alone preserved his self-possession,

“If I may judge from your expressions and
the strong resemblance,” he said, “I presume
that you, sir, claim to be the reql Algernon
Sydney, the heir of Sydney Court ; and I confess
there is a most singular likenegs between you
and the gentleman who at present, passes as such ;
but where the deception is, it ig, of course, im-
possible to decide. Zoe, what say you in the
matter £’ he added, turning to the girl, who sat
in quiet sadness, watching the scene,

“ I believe this one is true,” she gasped.

“ Well, as there is a good deal at stake, even
besides your claims to the heritage, and I am
in some measure concerned, I would suggest
that the affair should be at once settled,” ob-
served Hubert, coolly. *Sir Philip, would it
not be well for this gentleman to accompany us
to Hill House, where the matter can be more
closely investigated ?”’

¢ Certainly—certainly,”
“It cannot be too instantly set at rest for my
wishes ; only there should be another person for
actual proof, and I shall at once seek to bring
her to the Hill House as quickly as possible.”

“There is ample room in the waggonette,
is thero nof, Sir Philip, if it is but one who has
to accompany this gentleman ”’ :

“ Certainly, and the suspense is better termi-
nated,” said Sir Philip, with a rapid glance at
his two daug?lters, whose countenances bore
marks of varying but almost equal agitation at
the scene. “ Zoe, my love, collcet yourself,” he
whispered. It is incumbent on you to remem-
ber all that is due for your honour and my
safety.”

“ I know—I
inaudible tone,
try.” :
Hubert Courtenay had, during this little seene,
disappeared for a few moments with the so-
called Algernon Sydney, and when he returned,
there was a more calm and self-possessed expres-
sion on his decided features.

“ Mr. Sydhey will meet us at the Castle,” he
said, ““ with his friend. I believe we may ven-
ture to start at onco—at least,” he added, “if
these ladies ave ready for the drive.”

Theresa had her veil down, but her voice was
strangely husky as she assented 5 and Zoe, with
all her sick misery of heart, had a braver and
more self-controlled mien ag thoy walked to the
carriage, and drove to the appointed spot.

‘The stranger was there, with a female, whose
figure and face were, in a measure, disguised by
the garb of a sister of mercy, and whom he
silently assisted into the carriage,

It was a strange drive. Hach tenant of the
vehicle was occupied with personal thoughts,
while yet the same subject was in every
mind.

Yet Hubert Courtenay formed in that silent
interval resolutions and impressions that
changed the lives of more than ong of that little
group.

* * w % *

“Ha! Sydney, 50 you have been kind enough
to wait for our returr.” said Mr, Courtenay, en-
{ering alone the music-room, where the heir of
the Court was amusing his leisure with examin-
ing and humming over songs lying on the instru-
ments, “ Well, you will be rewarded for your
patience, I hope, as we haye some new friends
to introduce to you, whom it will no doubt be a
great excitement to you to meet in this secluded

said the stranger.

know,” gaid Zoe, in an almost
“I will not faint. I will

region, Perhaps' you will join us in the
glra.wu’ng-room. Sir Philip and the girls are
ere.”’

His fone was careless enough to disarm sus-
picion ; and though Algernon shot aquick glance
at the speaker, he did not perceive anything
that could justify his recoil from the proposal ;
and with a final action to the air he was hum-
ming, he followed the young man from the apart-
ment.

His eyes were somewhat dazzled by the
group that presented itself, and wandered from
one to the other in uneasy examination,

But Courtenay allowed little time for the
survey.

“Let me perform a rather perplexing office,”
he gaid, “and present to each other the rival
claimants to one name and heritage. M.
Sydney, it is for you to maintain your cause
against this new-comer in fair field,” he said,
turning to the hitherto undisputed master of the
Court and name belonging to its possessor.

It would have been a study to see the faces
of the two young men thus addressed. :

The stern indignation in the one, the tiger-like
despair in the other. . .

‘ What fiendish jugglery is this exclaimed
the pseudo suitor " of Theresa. I suppose
some fancied resemblance has inflated this
impostor, or, it may be, that he has interested
confederates,”

And he glanced neasily at the two girls, who
were cowering as it were at each other’s side.

“ Peace! hardened, base impostor that you
are!” said the new-comer, sternly, ¢ Unhappy
offspring of guilt and shame, you should af
least show some sense of the erime you have
desperately attempted. Fop the sake of the
blood that flows in your veins—of tho father
to whom we owe our fommon  birth—I would
fain pardon you, and bid yoy depart unpunished
for your sin; but you Mmay drive even for.
bearance too far,” :

“ This is rather too absurd,” gaiq the rival
contemptuously. “I suppose’ yoq Dpresume on
some_ accidental resemblance to advance the
claim which is below contempt, Sip Philip, T
will appeal to your excellent sense and honouw
as a defence against such an outrage on your
friend.” e S
“ And 1,”said the hitherto veiled and i d
female, who had remained shaded in tP(lie Bxlrllz:b
distant recess during the altercation—¢ I warn
you to hold your peace and to submit to the de-
tection which too surely awaits you. Reginald
Lennox, do you dare to defy the recoguition of
her whom you drew away from a loving father
and happy home P—dare you pretend that she,
who has never lost sight of your serpent-like
windings, could be deceived in Your identity P
Be wise, and submit. Cagt yourself on the
meorey of those who may perhaps extend to you
an indulgence far beyond your deserts—on a
wife, who may even yet save you from your
deep degradation and misery.”’

There was a certain dignity in Annie’g o8-
ture and tone that could scarcely fail in its in-
fluence, even on so hardened g nature as the
man she addressed. Byt he shook it off with a
powerful effort, and gayoe g cold, sarcastic laugh
as“h?'rephed $ .

que you are good enough to assign to me
S0 _fascmq.tmg a character, you will perhaps
satisfy this company why you do not pick out
that interesting impostor whom I confess might
well be my double for the part you assion to
him. I beg most distinctly to deny the i”mpu-
tation cast on me so frantically,”

*“Yes,” she said, “I will 5 though there is
yet more powerful evidenco to be adduced.
Reginald Lennox, dare you deny this is your
writing P—dare you put pen to baper as a proof
it cannot belong to your authorship P Andp you
Mr'. Sydney,” she added, turning o the rivai
claimant for the name, *wijl] you kindly write a
é:x;e;n o; :;),P,l’n evidence that it cannot have come

[To be concluded. ]
‘' Zoe's Trugt”

commenced in No. 557 and Part OXXXVI,
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WE ALL HAVF FAULTS.

Hx who boasts of being perfect is perfect in his
folly. I have been a great deal up and down in
the world, and I never did see either g perfect
horse or a perfect man, and I never shall until
I see two Sundays come together. You cannot
get white flour out of g coal sack, nor perfection
out of human nature; he who looks for it had
better look for sugar in the sea. The old saying
ig “ lifeloss, faultless.” Of dead men wo should
say nothing but good, but as for the living,
they are all tarred more or less with the black
brush, and half an eye can see it, Every head
has a soft place in it, and every heart has its
black drop. Every rose has itg prickles, and
every day its night. Even the gyp shows spots,
and the skies are darkem_zd with clouds, Nobody
is so wise but he has folly enough to stock a
stall at Vanity Fair. Where I could not soq the
gpoyls cap, I have neverthelgsg heard tho bells
mgie.

: Ags there is no sunshine
so all human good is mixeq up with more or
less of evil; even poor.law guardians have
their little failings, and parigh beadles are not
wholly of a heavenly nature, The best wine has
its lees, All men’s faults are mot written on
their foreheads, and it's quite ag well they are
not, or hats would need wido brims; yet a5 sure
as eggs aro oggs, faults of some kind nestlo in
every man’s bosom. There’s no telling when
a man’s faults will show themselyes, for hares
pop out of a ditch Just when you are not, looking
for thex;:.t Abl}orfse thatlxstwea,l; in the knees
may not stumble for a mile two, but it is in hi
a.ndy the rider had better hold him, up wléslll.n h'i'llllg
tabby cat is not lapping milk jyget now, but leave
the dairy door open, and we will geq i she is
nob as bad a thief as the kitten, There’s fire in
the flint, cool as it looks ; wait til] the steol gots
a knock at it, and you will see, Everybody can
read that riddle, but it ig pot everybody that
will remember to koep hig gunpowder out of

without goma shadows,

the way of the candle,
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NOW OPEN,
At the Office,
MERTON HOUSE,!
SALISBURY SQUARE,
FLEET ST., LONDON,

A SHOW-ROOM

For the supply of THE YOUNG LADIRS’ JOURNAL

MADE-UP & FULLY-TRIMMED
PATTERNS

OF ALL THE LATEST

NOVELTIES and FASHIONS

. FROM PARIS EVERY MONTH.

PASTIMES.

BURIED PROVERBS.
(The buried words in cach of the following form proverbs :—)
1.

Call my sister, who does nothing but listen to the goldfinch,
near l;heypm,h at the gate, aud tell her not to let that old hag
litter so much straw about.

. Jxo. D,

A tall, sedate-looking man with Wellington boots, and a

: felt hat, offered to attend Sarah home from Goswell Street,

JNo. D.
3.

» The paraffin escaping caused danger to the cow-house; so
the cattle not being safe, at her sister’s request Emma kept
thecows, but put the calf in Bllen’s shed, while the turkey,
® splendid and favourite bird, she sent to her mosher.
Jxo. D.
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

A riverin Germany, a sort of ship’s deck, a covering for the
head, a towh in Ltaly, a celebrated Seripture mountuin, a
town in Seotland, a mountain iu Sicily, a famous monster,
The initials read downwards will name a famous Greek
philogopher, and the finals read upwards will name his wife,

T.0,
ANAGRAMS: PAINTERS’ NAMES,

1. Cart wheel on Sam, 2. A school pun is sin, 8, Eastern
road, lad. 4. Norline nor daub I. 5. Due origin, 6. EBach a
milelong. 7. Roar vastalso. 8 Our mill, 9. To totter in.
10. Lce or grog. 1l. Cue lad, 12, Able star., 18. As a snob,
14. A dog, Ben. 15, Rob one D, 16, A can to let, 17. A rich

1. 18. I try dice. 19. Iorif. 20, Near gin. 21. A lamp. 22,
One W, 23. Tops. 24. Stew,
8. Y. T,
HIDDEN OELEBRITIES,
Have you hurt your hand, Ellen ? &
2. :
I shall ask Flo to waltz with me. o
3.
‘Why do you never dine with us now ? =
HIDDEN FLOWERS, 3
1.
i : oetry.
It is prose: Ilike not poetry. A
Give me a clove, Ruth. Nom
Are you going to shop.f N. A,
4.
A Qais, you must know, is araised platform, MA
X 6.

Give me apin, Kate. Wk
Hand mo that viol, Ethel. Nk
BURIED TOWNS.

o 1.
There is a band on the Mardyke this evening.
A, McD. G.

. 2.
want some water for Denis: he is very thirsty.
A. McD. G.

SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No, 560.

Exieymas.—1. Coal, 2, Pipe.
DECAPITATION.—Stable, table, able,
‘CHARADE.—Agincourt.
CONUNDRUM.—Eleven.

1 1. ACROSTIC.—The Norman Conquest of Eng-
lal;z{cxl,sgggfxo ;l‘. Algua: Macbeth, Leonidas, Xerxes, Vo{n.turiu.

Ivry.

NOTICE TO CORRESPONDENTS AND
SUBSCRIBERS GENERALLY.

As our Correspondence has greatly increaséd with the
increased popularity of owr Journal, and as further
space cannot be spared in the Jowrnal fc')r replies thereto,
we purpose from this date to answer questions of im-

mediate importance by post within a few days of their.

weceipt, A stamped, addressed ”, umust e for-
warded for the reply, and in no case shall we answer in
m‘velopofs a.da/ressed'to be left at a post-office.  Owr
subscribers must mot ewpect us_to reply by post to
questions that are not of wrgent importance.

In fubwre we shall not insert requests for the w?rds o_l’
songs or poems unless accompanied by a g
and addressed envelope, with the nom de plume of the
sonder and the name of the song, &c., required, written

nsida the envelope.

ONE IN LovE.~We are sorry we cannot give you any
advice upon the subject. Of corgr“ you ean return to the
shop if you please,

LADY FLORENOE.—(1) The best thing we can recommend
for the purpose is Rimmel’s Lotion ‘(No. 2, curative), price
28. 9d. per bottle, (2) The following is an excelleut mixture
for softening and whitening the hands;—Beat together two
fresh eggs and two teaspoonfuls of oil of sweet almonds;
add to these 1 oz rose-water and 33 grains of tincture of
benzoin. Well danb a pair of kid gloves with the mixture,
and wear them duringjthe night. (3) Wash your face in
milk once or twice every day. Milk is very -cooling and
softening to the skin. (4) Rimmel’s powder perfume is the
best perfume for putting in writing-desks, drawers, &e. It
is sold in bottles of different sizes and prices.

BIRDIE,~The following is the method of preserving the
wings and breasts of any bird: Take ten_parts of powdered
alum, and two of powdered camphor, Mix; rub the inner
or flesh side, and put by in a dry place. Repeat the opera<
tion every other day until thoroughly dried, when the
articles may be lined, and are ready for use.

MAGGIE BERTIR.—(1) Your verses are declined with
thanks. (2) We have discontinued answering questions
upon handwriting.

BERIANTHE.—~(1) Wedo not know anything about the pre=
paration you mention. We believe we have heard its name,
that-is all, (2) Singeing the hair is considered 1o be beneficial
in promoting its growth, You could nof possibly perform
the operation yourself. You must have it done by a ﬂrsg-
rate hair-dresser. (3) We know of nothing which will
gromote the growth of the finger-nails. (4) Five feet is

ecidedly short, but most likely you will grow an inch or two
lore. (5) See answer No. 2 to “"Maggie Bertie,” (6) Rather,
but not too old, it you practise well, (7) It is quite impos=
sible to learn aay language without the aid of a master.

ANNIE.—(1) A brown holland pelisse, trimmed with white
braid, would be more suitable for a boy than a girl. White
brilliants, pigués and cambrics, arelighter and more suitable
for a little girl, (2) The same materials as.are used for the
little girl would be suitable for a boy so young., (3) For
best, you could have nothlugdprettler than a pelisse of white
piqué, trimmed with embroidery. (4) A dark blue merino
would be too dark and heavy for snmmer wear, but very
suitable for winter; a pale blue cashmere, or fawn-colour,
trimmed with blue in summer, would be more snitable, (5)
There are many modes of trimminga baby’s cloak: plain
bands of satin or silk may be laid on, or a straight piece of
pale blue or pink ribhon velvet, about # inch wide, put on
all ronund, at about 14 inch between each. The top of each
piece shounld be pointed and stitched down. Braiding is also
very fashionable. The cloak would look very well
with anice handsome pattern in white silk braid. (6) *“Op.”
is a contraction of the ILtalian word “opera,” which means
“awork.” 1t is always followed by a figure, and suppos-
ing the figure be 56, it means the piece to which itisattached
(Op. 56) is the compos:r’s 56th eomposition,

A WAGONER.—Yon must have misdirected your former
letter, for we have never received it. All letters received are
answered. Our correspondents are o numerous, that it is
impossible to answer every one immediately, We are
obliged to answer in turn.” We will send you the book
“ How to Readthe Face,” if you send your address, and 23d. in
stamps. %

os TRIFY.—We do not insert advertisements of the kind
in our Journal. .

PRIMROSE.—(1) Black brooches may be worn at any time,
in or out of mourning. (2) Never believe in anything of the
kind. Persons who pretend to be able to tell the fortunes of
others are gross impostors. (3) It is not usual for a young
lady to ask any gentleman for his photograph, unless he is
anold or very intimate friend. (4) 1t is not necessary to
use glycerine and milk mixed. Lither one or the other
would prove efficacions. (5) There is no harm in it; it is
only a little fun, (6) Perfectly correct, with this exception :
you should number each question,

TRUST.—(1) If you wish for their acquaintanee, it would be
the proper thing for you to ask them to your party, provided
you have called upon them previously. " (2) Two drachms of
spermaceti, and two drachms of sulphur ointment, mixed
and rubbed into the skin every night before going to bed,
will remove the impurities of which you complain,

Jrssie.~The numbers are in print. You can have them
from this office for 1d, each, and 8d. for postage,

CANARY.— Obtain at any chemist some insecticide, and
dust a little into the feathers of the bird. This is perfectly
harmless, and will effectually remove the iusects.

GWENDOLYN.—(1) Forreeipe for removing moles, see answer
to ** Ida,” in the Correspondence pagelof No. 568, page 207,
(2) There are many things suitable for a god-mother to give
asa ehristening present. A silver fork and spoon, a silver
mug, or small basin, or a handsome robe or frock. We gave
on the back of our Gigantic Supplement for September a
design for baby’s frock in Honiton braid, This frock, well
worked, would be a very handsome and suitable present. We
oan supply tracing and materials from this office on receipt
of post office order for the amount,

DAIsY.—(1) We cansuggest nothing (Fremerthan pale blue
woollen grenadine dresses, trimmed with bouillons and
flounces or frillings of blue taffetas. White bonnets, orna-
mented with pale blue flowers, and blue ribbon, There are
soveral very pretty fancy materials to be obtained in
various shades of pink, blue, mauve, gray &c. These would
look light and pretty, of course. The bonnet in colour should
mateh the dress, and should be very light. White alpaca,
trimmed with coloured silk or eashmere, would be exceed=
ingly nrohbg and suitable for this time of year. (2) Wedding-
cakeshould be sent to friends in small square boxes, tied
round with white satin ribbon. Inside should be printed or
written on a eard, *“ With Mr, and Mrs, —'s kind regards,”
or *““compliments,” whichever you prefer. We believe these
b}oxes are to be obtained atany large stationer’s or fancy
shop,

A SUBSORIBER.—(1) 7o Remove Grease from Paper:
‘Warm the greased part of the paper, and then press it upon
pieces of blotting-paper, one after another, so as to absorb as
much of the grease as possible; have ready some fine, clear
essential oil of turpentine, heated almost to a boiling state,
and anply a little of it with a soft clean brush to both sides
of the greased paper; repeat this upglicntioq nutil the grease
is extracted. stly, with another brush, dipped in rectified
spirits of wine, 20 over the spot, and there will be neither

rease nor discoloration remaining. (2) The only remedy
fn to have the frameregilt. (3) We have inserted this ques=
tion under Queries. If we receive an answer, you will lud
it in Answers to Queries,

ANOTHER SUBSCRIBER.—We have inserted your questions
m Queries.

JUNGFRAU.—(1) We are sorry we havenot the flrst recipe
you ask for. We have inserted a request for it in Queries.
1f we receive an answer, you will find it under Answers to
Queries, (2) 70 Make Bread Fritters: Strew i 1b currants
ou a dish, and dredge them well with flour ; grate some bread
until you have one pint of erumbs: pour over them one pint
of boiling milk, in which 2 0z butter has been stirred; cover
over the pan, and let it stand for an hour. Then beat the
mixture thoroughly, and add half a grated nutmeg, } Ib
pounded Joaf-sugar, and a wine-glass of bmnd%'; beat six
eggs until very light, and stir them by degrees into
ture, Lastly, ndg the cnrrants a few at a time, then mix
the whole tliyorou hly, It should be about the consistency-
of a thin batter, '1r it turns out too thin, add a little flour,
Have ready over the fire a frying~-pan with boiling lard, Put
in the batterin large spoonfuls, and fr{ a light brown. Drain
themon a perforated skimmer, placed in adeep)pan, and send
them to table very hof. Serve with wine and powdered
sugar, (3) Topainton white silk, thesilk shonld be stretched
on a frame, and when quite tight, should be washed over
with the white of an egg, care heing taken to keep all very
clean. Then when dry, the copy is put under and traced
through before painting. (4) The quotation—

** Man wants buy little here below,
Nor wants that little long,”

is from Oliver Goldsmith’s poem *“The Deserted Village,”
Stanza 8,

WILp MoLLY.—(1) The best thing we know of te purify
the blood, i1s sarsaparilla. (2) Redness in the face arises
from varions causes, the most common of whick-is indiges=
tion. If your face is very bad, you had better consult ae
doctor. (3) Pure glycerine soap will soften the hands. (4)
Milk and sulphur is taken in spring as a cooling medicine,

6 do not think it is used for any other purpose. Milk and
glycerine, or milk alone, is often used for softening the skin,
(5) We cannot recommend anything for the purpose. (6)
Equal proportions of rum and castor-oil, mixed and rubbed
into the skin of the head two or three times a week, will
promote the growth of the hair., (7) We have never heard
of what yon mention. (8) Undue perspiration is the result
of weakness. Youprobably require tonic medicine.

A ScoTcm LASSIR.—(1) The best paper in which to adver-
tise for a sitvation of the kind, is the Z'imes. (2) Washing
the face in wmilk isan excellent tfnng to elear the complexion,
or use Rimmel’s Lotion (No. 2, eurative), price 2s. 9d. per
bottle, (3) We cannot recommend anything for the purpose,

A NnGLECTED ONE.—(1) The reason your face shincs
must be that you wash it with soap. Soap should not be
applied to the face more than once a_day, unless absolutely
necessary, (2) There is no cure for blushing. It generally
proceeds from nervousness. (3) Very good. (4) We have
Pven illustrations and directions for making many pretty
ancy articles suitable for a bazaar, in the back numbers of
our Jonrnal, (5) 1t would be quite proper. 1t is considered
very rude to refuse to take the arm of a gentleman if offered
to you when out walking,

M1S8 GREY.—~(1) Dancinﬁ evidently does not agree with
you, therefore you should discontinue it. (2) There are
many as old, and much older than yourself, who are in the
same situation as yourself, Perhaps you are too quiet and
prim,

AILEEN BASILOONA.—(1) Yon had better send your mats
to a shop to he properly cleaned, as in washing thein at home
they shrink so much. (2) The fo)]owinz is the best method
of Getling up White Lace Curtains: Wash and boil them in
the ordinary manner, then starch them iw very stiff starch,
rinse them In cold water, lay a clean sheet upon the earpet,
and pin your curtains down upon it while wet; in pinning,
they should be pulled quite even, and the pins put about an
inch apart; pin through the carpet.  When perfectly dry,
uugln them; the curtains will then look equal to new. (3 You
had bettor send to Ashdown and Parry, music publishers,
Hanov Sc}u:}ro, orto Cramer and Co,, Regent Street, for cata-
logues of their vocal and instrumental music; yon can then
choose for yourself. (4) Green aud ruby Logether are not at
all in good taste. (5) *Venison” is pronounced ven-zon;
“ medicine,”med-cin ; *“ business,” bis-ness. (6) A gilt cornico
and drapery. We have given illustrations of window draperies
in our Journal, (7) We cansupply you with black silk point
lace braid at 1s. 8d. and 18. 8d. per dozen, if yon send stamps
for the amount and postage, to the Loudon Publishing Office
of this Journal.

MARIR.~Sece answer No, 2 to *“ Aileen Basiloona.”

KENT.—(1) 70 Lay on Gold Leaf: First brush the article
to be gilt lightly over with the white of ezg, or a weak
solution of gum; then with a paper-knife lift up the gold
leaf, and lay it on, pressing it down with your finger
gir handkerchief, (2) It can be improved by caretul prac-

ce.

CowsLIP.—We are sorry we do not know of anything for
the purpose,

A SUBSCRIBER FROM THE FIRST.—The paper you mens
tion is called carbonic paper. It is to be obtained of any
stationer. You can get a good-sized piece for 6.

CLEMENTINE.~We have given in our pm%evs a great many
designs from time to time in darned net. e do not know
where else yon can obtain them. The materials required
are nice soft glazed thread, a piece of toilecirée to put at the
back of the net, and, of course, the design to work from,

FACADRS.~(1) Eating dry oatmeal would not make you
stout, It would not be good for you. (2) A little ontmeal
rubbed on the fage after washing, is very softening and cools
ing to the skin. We_have never heard that oatmeal is
beneficial to the teeth, If your teeth are decayed, you should
have them stopped at once: it rre?uantly prevents their going
farther. (4) The burning of the face proceeds from various
causes, very frequently from indigestion. We recommenda
you to abstain from tea. (5) ILf you want us to tell yon the
meaning of these three words, you must please send them
more legibly written. (6) Within_ this century very few
houses have beeu built of woed in English towns,

ARTHUR'S PET,~(l) Harmony is the agreeable union of
different sounds; melody is the agreeable sequence of single
notes; the theory of musioc includes the science of harmony
and the science of counterpeint; the science of harmony is
the science by which we may return to the tonic chord, so as
toobtain a rest; the seience of counterpoint, that by which
We can move agreeably from one chord to another. Thorough
bass is the reference of a chord to its bass, so that by certain
figures applied to the bass, we may know what chord to play,
witliout the notes being actually written. (2) We have ine
serted this question in Queries. If we receive an answer,
you will find it in Answers to Queries,

B. L. 8.—(1) We have never heard the word used in such
a sense before. We think you must make a mistake in the
spelling or in sowme other wn{; we do not see how it can pos-
sibly be applied to anything in which a person conld be ene
veloped. {2) We have never heard or seemrthe simile before.
We suppose it simply means some w;:iy in which she was
twisting her fingers about, We should not attach any ime
%ortanoe to asentence of the kind: (8) If you write to Mr.

rench, theatrical publisher, Strand, London, inclosing
stamped, addressed envelope, he will, it you state what you
require, send you a catalogue of drawing-room plays for
ladies. (4) We; have inserted your question relative to
the duet, in Queries; when we receive an answer, you will
find iv in Answers to Queries.

QUERIES.

A SUBSCRIBER would feel grateful if anyone could inform
her whether there isa song called ‘* Ourfew,” where she can
%bmun it, and the price. Also whether she can get  Call

er Back and Kiss Her” asan instrumental piece, and if 80,
where it i8 to be obtained.

E. L. 8. will feel obliged if anyone can inform her who is
the author of the duet called ** Fanuy Grey,” ending—

‘“ He’s gone to Fanny Grey.”

% SUBSCRIBER would feel obliged to anyone who could
inform her where she can obtain a drawing copy or drawing
copies called the Wennowel,
JUNGFRAU would feel grateful to anyone who could giv
hier a recipe for *“ Golden guddiug.” < e
¥. M. would feel much obliged if any correspondent conld
give her the words of the song, * What Soft, Low Strains !

MARY O. will feel obliged if any of her fellow-subseribers
could tell her where she conld proeare the poem ** Murillo;
or, the Painter of Seville.,” It commences :—

“ 1t was morning in Seville,”

I'believe it was published som: ¥ i
P A Ouvepheuf." ed some years ago in a periodical

ANSWERS TO QUERIES.,

JEANNETTE FLORENCE (Bakewel)) is informed that vuls
canite may be restored to its original colour as follows:
Make a mixture of one table-spoonfnl of ink to half a tea=
cupful of sweet 0il; put the vuleanite in this, and let it re-
main for a week, taking care to stirit up daily. When taken
i)x‘m'd“ must be rubbed for some time with the palm of the

and.

PATTIE, A. L. O. 8, are thanked for Answers to Queries,

, London : B, HARRISON, Salisbury Square, Fleot St., H.C, ;



240

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

Fleeting Dreams—Gaprice.
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LEONTINE COULD HARDLY REALISE WHAT HAD BEFALLBN HER.

HIS WORD OF HONOUR.

—

CHAPTER XXIV.,

I1 was a bitterly cold night ; a keen, north-east
wind was blowing in Harry Mervyn’s face; the
stars were twinkling overhead. Whatthe perplex-
ing thoughts were that filled the young man’s
heart we cannot now declare, but it is certain that

Ko, 571,—Vor, XII,

\! 5.

e i

he was far from happy, that his approaching
ma.rr?a.we with Miss pGra.ndcourfg, which all the
pupersuwere hinting of, and all his acquamta.a;se
congratulating him upon, seemed abotﬁsh' )
most hideous catastrophe that could befall him.

“T would defy Sir Miles; I would choose
poverty,” he said to himself, “only I believe
there 4s a way out of the difficulty. Surely Sir
Miles would receive with open arms his own
grandson, who has never offended him? Surely

he will make him his heir ¢ persuade him to
marry Augusta, and give me .five thousand
pounds to begin life upon. * I might get some
Government appointment; I might go abroad,
which would be better still. Anyhow, I would
marry Leontine."

Harry Mervyn did not proceed towards St.
James’s Park ; he turned up a narrow street to
the left, and before long, found himself in the
neighbourhood of St. Martin’s Lane, someivhere
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In the wilds of Soho. He entered a second or
third rate coffee-house, where the gas was
flaring. 'The name over the door, “ Gaspard,”
showed that it was a foreign house of refrosh.
ment, as did th® language spoken by the
waiters and the customers.

It was nearly eleven o’clock, and most of the
men who had been smoking, drinking wine,
coffee, absinthe, or bitter, as the case might be,
disoussing politics meanwhile, taking the side
of the Extremo Right or the Extreme Loft, the
Buonapartists, or the Legitimists, according to
their geveral political ereeds—most of these men
were on their feet makir_:g preparations for de-
parture, fastening up their cigar-cases, buttoning

‘on their great-coats, talking loudly in their
mother tongue, laughing loudly also, for every.
body at Gaspard’s seemed in beaming good-
temper that night.

‘When the young Englishman entered, way
was made for him politely. He advanced towards
& sofa at the end of the apartment—a little red
sofa, upon which lounged a small, sallow,
straight-haired man, with a hooked nose, meet-
ing brows, & great mouth that smiled always
like a painted mouth in a mask at a pantomime,
a preternaturally ugly little man, and yet a
gfod-tempered individual it was easy to see at a
glance.

“ Entrey—entres, monsieur,” eried the little
man, springing off his couch and advancing to
meet Harry.

Then followed a perfeet torrent of F'rench,
voluble as a phrase-book out of which one
learns or tries to learn French idiom at school.

“8it down—sit down, Picard,” said Harry,
at length,

The heir of Sir Miles was an excellent lin-
guist.

Monsieur Picard spoke no English.

“ Lot us call for wine, or will monsisur sup P
Or shall we have chocolate, or what will monsieur
choose P’ asked Picard.

“I am not inclined to eat anything, M, Picard ;
but let us order something ; they wﬁl be elosing
directly, so I must make friends with Gaspard.
I think I will have a room here to-might. I
know the accommodation is comfortable and
the place clean ; order what you like for supper ;
let us have a sittin%;room to ourselves, and then
we can discuss our business privabely.”

Picard danced about like a egﬂppeb. He
speedily ordered oysters and broiled steak, and
Medoe, champagne, fruit, and black coffec—a
dainty little Parisian supper ; and soon he and
Harry were seated in a snug back (fa.rlour beéfore
a bright fire ; here they ate and dramk: Harry

. sparingly, the Frenchman voraciously. When
they came to the oup of black coffee at the last,
Harry eaid : g

“Well, Monsieur Picard,
covered P’

The agile Frenchman snapped his fingers as
if they had been castanets, and executed n pas
seule with such
laughed and declared he ought to make his
fortune on the stage, >

“Too modest—too modest, dear young sir,”
said the little Frenchman, laying his han upon
his heart. ‘I should die of confusion; mean.
while my talents, such as they are, are devoted
to your service. I have discovered this muoh.
Sir Miles Braithwaite has a grandson in ex-
istence whom he would, no doubt, make his heir
ab once, could he see the proofs of his identity.’”

Harry looked on the carpet, and his heart
stirred strangely. All his life long, or, at least,
ever sinoe when, an orphan boy gf nine, le had
been called from school and installed with
hanour at Braithwaite as tho heir of Sir Miles,
he had looked upon the fair inkeritance, the
sounding title, the honours and gfories of the
kingdom of this world as his by inaliena
right. Lately, horror of the marr'iu'é 10|
to him, and love for another girl—let
reader decide whether that girl was Fa
Secrubbs or Leontine Corville—had prompted

what have you dig-

him to séek out the true heir of Sir Miles, resign | we

in his favour, and only claim from the baronet
a few thousands and freedom. Picard, a clever
little agent of the French detectives, had been
sent over from Paris at his request, to prosecute
inquiries in London. Picard had found a clue,
returned to France to follow it out, and now
here he was again with fresh discoveries.

Harry, then, felt some natural shrinking now
from taking the step which was to disinherit

# him, but he knew that there was another heir,

and honour would never have allowed Mervyn
to hesitate even had his inclination not been on
the side of right.

* Where is this young man—the grandson of
Sir Miles ?”’

Ho asked the question slowly, even with
some difficulty ; but he asked it bravely.

“I'know not.” Picard snapped his fingers

grace and skill,- that Harry |

the astute | ;

again as if they had been castanets. I only
know for a fact he is in London, where he works
—where he earns his bread.”

“Poor fellow !” Harry sighed. *Is he edu-
cated P—is he a gentleman

Again the fingers of Picard were sna ped.

“Howean I tell? T only know tﬁa facts,
monsieur, 80 far and no further: Sir Miles
Braithwaite had no son, but one daughter. She
ran away with her music-teacher. They went
abroad, and wrote home for forgiveness. Sir
Miles tore the letter into little bits, and so re-
turned it to his daughter. She vowed never to
forgive him. She said she knew his violent
temper, and that he would relent; but she never
would. She had ason in due time, and then she
died, and the son was christened Charles in the
church of St. Sulpice, in Paris, and he was pub
out to nurse, and he grew tall ; and whether his
father sent him to school or taught him any-
thing, I cannot tell. Mademoiselle Barbara
Braithwaite did an unwise thing when she sacri-
ficed all for love. The father lived in Italy, and
paid for the boy at nurse, and at last he—this
Monsieur Geromonde—died, and my informant
sent the boy to London, hoping his grandfather
and he would meet. Was ever such a simple-
ton P

And Picard again executed a pas seule round
the table.

* Your story is verz incomﬁleto,” said Mervyn,
gloomily, “I cannot make head or tail of it.”’

“Mon enfant, it is not required that .thou
shouldst make head or tail, Heads aro useless ;

tails are not wanted. All we have to do is to

find out this Monsienr Charles Geromonde, and
present him-to his maternal grandfather.”

“ And if he is & carpenter, or an artisan, or a
man-servant P’

Picard shrugged his shoulders.

** What can yon do ? Sir Miles may still own
him or disown him, as the oase may be P’

¢ And who is your informant ¥’

Picard made l}e most hideous grimace, -

“ Monsieur, if I repeat names, my business is
ab an ond, I must not tell. He would not
direob me at once where to find Charles. Ho
to eome over himself, and look out for

him, and get the reward, rhaps. Meanwhile ”’
—Pioard I ,M%ﬂﬂg‘ar at the side of his nose—
“1 shall have discovered him—Charles Gero-
m@ﬁgg— 1 ves under his own name.”’

“To mo it seoms peless,”” said Mervyn. T
have a great mind to tell Sir Miles that his

daughter loft a son, who is living.”!

* Nay—nay—nay. In the name of wisdom,
lot mo entreat you to forbear, Sir Miles will
think some spurious heir is about to be forced
upon him.” : :

I_lfﬂ' smiled su.d!f.

“Ts it likely that I would give up my wealth
and title to a spurious heir P

“ Nag, you have some motive § you, monsieur,
are in the season of rash youth, when the blood
is y‘i“?t.snd quick, and the imagination is lurid
with the fire of passion. You are in those days

en. & man thinks the world well lost for some
fair Helen ; and to ga de, you would
lain de guné t‘oge ower nhg‘gf p*o‘or%g‘pnt_le-

s ! come, you may Eém or re-
0 ww&m Bay P ﬁ{§ Sir Miles will geo
through your scheme, or fancy he does ; he may
disinherit you tho same, and yet refuss to
acknowledge Charles, Be careful i e must have
g roof—baptismal and others; only Charles can
ish mo with these. We must seek him out,
monsienr,”

“ How old is he ?” ;
“ About nineteen or twenty, as nearly as I
bl ¢ v d P ifloats of his mobher’s m:
“‘i‘ﬁg{ te of his mother’s mayr-

Hage,” . “Sho was married to
Gégamaﬁ?‘& 1 %rdthm?ite, i: th’é v‘illage

:h:ﬁi;ﬁ; it. Amis, and I know who was pre-
ont ] ¥ o P 2

% That is nothine,” said Pioard 4 e i
the baptism of the &y‘. We must ’greep bofore

mr a .iiﬂ;ié Vﬁl’ﬁez Harry requested to be
shown to his room, which was a neat and warm
apartment.

During his meetings with Picard, he had once
or twice used Gaspard’s as his hotel, where, in
a kind of incog. he hid his West-end dignities
and fashionable graces. b

Harry had provided himself with a small
portable dressing-case, go that when he emerged
from his chamber the next morning he was_as
fresh, as well-brushed, as distinguished-looking
as if he had just left his own fine chamber in
St. James’s Square.

He started, for in the passage he encountered
the individual whose presence of mind had
roscued him from death by drowning at Braith-
waite.

“What a god-send !” cried the zﬁysterious

berson. * Harry, Iad, I give you my word
1 am stumped ; T have not half-a-crown in the
world. I haye been staying here a week, and
owe 1o end of a bill, and how I am to pay —’
¢ Come in here—come in here, for Heaven’s
sake !” interrupted Harry, leading the way back
into his own chamber, 7

Then he locked the door, and looked at his
acquaintance gloomily,

** Seediness is impressed upon every button of
my coat, written wupon every thread of my
wristbands, reflected in the dim polish of my
thin though fashionable boots,” said the
visitor, with a reckless laugh. “ Upon my word,
if I hadn’t a scheme in hand—a schems which
will set me on my legs—I think I would just go
down to Braithwaite, and fling myself into the
pool whioh so nearly drowned you.”

“You would do nothing of the kind: you’ve
too much sense; and have you spent all the
twenty-five I gave you ?”’

“All ? Oh! generous Harry, all! And how
many twenty-fives have you spent on suppers
and champagne, and pretty presents, since I
saw you? I, poor wretch, who have rent, and
food, and clothes, to think of—oh ! defend me
from rich——""

“Hush ! interrupted Harry, drawing out
his purse. * There’s a ten-pound note for you,
and a couple of sovereigns, I say, I hope your
grand scheme will soon come into operation, my
dear fellow. I sha'n’t be able to keep you
going much longer. Sir Miles Braithwaite’s
grandson—son of his daughter Barbara, who
married the music-master—is about to turn up,
and cut me out of Braithwaite.”

The other burst into a mocking laugh.

“ When I see him, and hear him speak, and
see all his proofs, I'll believe him ; not before.
Another Tichborne trial, eh? Oh! Harry, how
can you be so_green, so verdant, so fresh, and
childlike, and lamblike? These French de-
tective fellows have humbugged you.”

“I hope not,” said Harry, fiercely. “If 80,
I must quarrel with Sir Miles; I must tell him
to find another heir.”

As he spoke, ho looked at his acquaintance,
who burst into a joyous, ringing langh.

The rest of the conversation cannot be related
just yet; but again these extraordinary acquaint-
ances wrung one another’s hands_ heartily, and
said to each other: “ Hequen bless yow, old
boy!” before they parted.

CHAPTER XXV.

THE accident that had befallen Leontine was a
seversone. Youth and an excellent constitution,
however, did more for her than the Doctor could
do; though, on his part, he was an intelligent
man, who left Nature for the most part to work
in her own way. He prescribed rest, quiet,
freedom from work and worry.

Miss Hoocher began to look glum, however,
a8 the weeks ran on, and Dr. Martin still for.
bade the return of Mademoiselle Corville to the
school-room. She had, he said, narrowly escaped
congestion of the brain; and to drive her to the
noise and thrum of the music-room might be
dangerous in the extreme.

eanwhile, M. Silvas was extremely kind to
Miss Hoocher. He actually volunteered to give
the more advanced pupils a music-lesson per
diem until mademoiselle should be able to re-
sume her duties. But, during this time, Miss
Hoocher never oncoe invited him to enter the
invalid-parlour and see Leontine. :

So the days went on; and the March winds
began to blow in the gardens of Olympia Lodge.
The crocuses blazed in the borders. A lean old
gardener set to work among the cabbages ang
potato-plants in the lower quarter of the

grounds. The dust bléw ulonf Hammersmith
highway. Leontine sat in the invalid’s parlour,
reading.

Suddenly a servant-girl entered, with a letter
in her hand, and threw it into Leontine’s lap.

“ Eleven o’clock post, migs. This is for you ;
and I thought ngbe you would like to get it
beforeIMius Paul Pry has peeped at it, which is
the rule.”” =

“ Thank you,” said Leontine, quietly,

A letter in the handwriting, or nearly the
game, as the one addressed long ago to Fanny
Scrubbs. The monogram * J, 1. on the seal.
She broke it with fingers that trembled, and
read as follows :— -

% 20, St. James’s Square.

T hope my long silence has not led
you to aoubt the truth of the words I spoke to
you in 8t. Jameg's Square, that I love you,
Leontino, and long to make you my wife. Ihave
made inquirjes daily, not at the house, but of the
Doctor who attends you. DMeanwhile, I have
been working out a curious problem, When I

\
.-
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have finished; I will explain all; but just now
things are c¢omplex and puzzling. If you read
the papers, you will see that the marriage of
Miss Grandeourt i§ postponed. That lady had
the grace (leb me not appear unfeeling) to catch
the measles. She is not yet recovered. Leon-
tine, you have no idea of the whirl in which my
mind and thoughts are eonfuséd—a marriage
seeming imminent, from which my whole nature
revolts. Only trust me, darling—it is all T agk;
and believe in the love of your devoted
“ HENRY JosErm MERVYN.
¢ March 14.”

Teontine put down the letter. Her heart
beat; her cheeks were flushed. Presently they
becambe pale, as if she had fainted. 2

“He must be mad,” she said; * or he thinks
that I am insane. Fanny Scrubbs? What an
incomprehensible puzzle! Is bea gomnambu-
list, *who walks and acts in his sleep? in lis
waking state; being devoted to Miss Scrubbs,
in his dreaming state, tome? Oh!and I could
have loved him so! Whata frank, bold hand-
writing | and how pleasantly the paper is per-
fumed! The aroma of wealth and luxury, and,
I suppose, of aristocracy.”

A step outside; and Leontine crushed the
letter into her pocket.

Enter Miss Hoocher in a hurry.

“ Mademoiselle; 1;001' Monsieur Silvas is taken
guddenly ill: a violent nervous headache. He
i gono to lic down in the parlour. Could you

-meanags to take the French classes to-day £’

“Oh! yes, madame.”’

She rose up, delighted to be of nse.

“T feel so much better. I shall be glad to get
$o work again.”

«¥ ghould think you would be,” said Miss
Hoocher, coldly.

Leontine” had a little miscalenlated her
strength. The mnoise, the exciterient, the stu-
pidity, and exuberant spirits of the girls, most
of them as old as herself, the long hours, the
glare and tho dazzle of the March sunshine
through the three long windows. She was faint
and fatigued before the French classes were
over.

Miss Hooeher came every now and then into
the school-room, walked round, and looked
severely at Lieontine.

« Mademoiselle, you do not keep order in your
class.” :

Fanny Scrubbs, bursting with rade laughter,
let a heavy book fall with a thud upon the floor ;
and a smothered giggle ran round the class.

¢« Mademoiselle Corville, you do not exert your
authority.” : :

“Youny ladies, pray attend,”” said poor, pale
little Leontine, her eyes blazing with feverish
excitement.

Miss Hoocher stayed a fow minutes longer.
When she was gono, the giggling recommenced,

At last came release. Leontine rose, and
made her way towards the invalid’s room, where
;. cup of tea and repose in the arm-chair awaited

er.

She was met on the way by Miss Hoocher.

“Oh! mademoiselle, T will 8end your tea to
$he music-room. We are now going to dine, T
veally think there is nothing like plenty of work
to get rid of nervous ailments. I wish you to
take the music-pupils.”’

Poor Leontine put her hand to her aching
head, and obeyed. She sat giving music-lessons
till dusk. :

Meanwhile, Monsienr Silvas slept upon the
groen damask conch in Miss Hoocher’s comfort-
able parlour. The French master was suffering
from morbid excitement, late Lours, drinking
more wine than his usually abstemious labits
accustomed him to. drink.

This story has nothing to do with politics;

but it may bo hinted here that the gifted French- |

man was ambitious to the core. His desires
could nob confine themselves within the bounds
of o succossful carser as o teacher of languages,
or even an author of some repube. Gaspard’s
had seen him often of late; and while plunging
over head and ears into various plots, he was
still obliged daily to toil in the schools, and
make his rounds as though his nights had
been spent sleeping peacefully ab the cottage ab

W s b

Miss Hoocher entered the room; came and
stood mear the head of the sofa, looked fondly
at the finely-chiselled, unconscious face. The
lady was in the shady years of middle life. She
had never been pretty, nor even good-looking, in
her youth. She had %qvg been beloved. She
had never loved. She a‘d{g, hed a the tender
passion as a folly, or detested it as a something
undignified and unmaidenly. She was a hu%
practical, worldly, business-like woman unt
Monsieur Silvas became 'rench master ab
Olympia Lodge. . Then, beguiled by the French-

man’s insidious flatteries, dazzled by his beauty,
enchanted by his talents, Miss Hoocher lost her
head; or her heart, which is pretty much the
game thing in these cases. She adored, she
idolised the French master.

Presently he stirred,, muttered, opened his
eyes. How dark and fiery they looked to Miss
Hoocher !

“ Ak, madame, you ave too good.”

He tried to sit up.

“No, no, no. Let nio arrange this pillow for
you. Some beef-tea is being-made for you. You
mt‘csltuta({(e sorr}xle.” 'y ;

* Madame, how ghall I repay your goodness
Alas! I am not worthy of itr.”,’y AE

He took the hafd, unlovely hand of Miss
Hoocher, and pressed it to his moustached lip.

Her heart beat. ;

“Thero is mothing I would refuse you,” she
said, eagerly. “Your talent, your assiduity,
your conscientious manner of teaching are—are
wonderful.” ;

Achille Silvas, pale and languid with pain,
his head in a whirl, feeling grateful besides to
Miss Hoocher, who had been very kind to him,
advancing money before it was due, feasting him
in the little parlour, working hard to procure
him other pupils—Achille Silvas took the hand
of Miss Hoocher in both his own, and sighed
tenderly.

“QOh! my sweet friend,” hesaid, “if I dared—

if T might hope! ButIam a poor, penniless
dog.”
That was all. He would not have married
Miss Hoocher for the worid. But he wished her
to think he desired it. And Miss Hoocher
Auttered oub of the room, too much agitated to
remain near het hero. She went to look after
his })eef-tea.. She tried to be prosaic and prac-
tical.
Meanwhile, Lieontine Corvills had finished her
music-lessons, and was walking wearily towards
the invalid’s parlour. As ghé was passing the
open door of Miss Hoocher’s sitting-room, the
red fire-light enveloped her in a roseate glow,
illumined her sweet pale face and her black
dress.

Silvas started up with a cry.

“Oh! my darling,” said the Frenchman.

He went and took her hand, and led her into
the room. ‘

“ My pretty Murillo—my Madonuna of Spain,”
he said,” “Oh! how I have thirsted for you,
Leontine, iou never can kmow. Child, how 1
love you—how——"" -

“Monsieur "’ He was putting his arm round
her waist., Leontine repulsed him. ¢ Monsieur
Silvas, you forget yourself.”

¢ 1 think so,” said a hard, unnatural voice.

Tt was Miss Hoooher, carrying the beef-tea.
She put it upon the table. There was no light
but the fire-light, for dusk had stolen into the
room. Miss Hoocher’s face was in the shadow;
but Silvas and Loontine could see” her whole
form shake. She grasped the back of a chair.

“T have had it hinted to me,” she said, “ that
Corville was a shameless girl, and had been seen
with you during the holidays, at Kensington
Musenm—nay, had stayed at your house, but I
would not believe it.” .

« Madame—— " began Silvas.

“ Silence! I have always distrusted the
Trench.” _She laughed bitterly. * You will
rue this! Understand, you donot teach in this
house after the quarter.”

He bowed to her, He felt what an enemy she
had become, all at once, and how his character
and reputation would suffer; perhaps he would
lose all his London teaching.

“ Get out of this house !” 3

Miss Hoocher stamped her foot. Silvas
caught up his hat, and hurried out of the
room.

“ And now y&u,” said Miss Hoocher—* you
are.not fit for the society of young girls. You
come with me to your room, pack your box, and
it shall bo put outside in the street with you.
If you wish for a quarter’s payment, summon
me to the County Court, and hear what I will
say in defence of myself.”

“ Madame, I am innocent of wrong—madame,
what can I say ?” :

She began to weeép. Miss Hoocher lighted a
candle, and, pushing. Leontine before her,
mounted to the poor child’s sleeping-room,
where she made her pack and cord her box, and
dress herself in her walking-attire.

Leontine had spent mearly all the last pay-
ment in replenishinlrirl her wardrobe. Ten-and-
sixpence was all she had in the world.

“ Call nobody,” said DMiss Hoocller. “T°11
help carry this box down-stairs.” S

And she helped her down with it ; carried it
thromgh the back hall into the garden, and
thence to a door in the wall which opened upon
Hammersmith highway.

Miss Hoochet slammed this door behind her.
Leontine looked about; the lamps were alight,
and rain was beginning to fall:

CHAPTER XXVIL

Ir was %o sudden: so rapid had been the
punishment=or shall we say vengeance P=in-
flicked by the mistress of Olymipia Lodge, that
Leontine, her head already aching and bewil-
dered from her exertions in thé music-room,
could hardly realize what had befallen her—that
she was literally turned out of the house, her
face set towards a strange ecity, without a
govereign to call her own, and, as the world
would judge; without a character.

She had never been in the open air since her
return after the accident. Now the March
wind blew ehill, and the rain that fell was half
frozen. It had been a bright, bitter day, with a
gearching east wind ; now it was a dark, sullen
evening, with the blast rocking the bare boughs
and piping drearily amongst them.

« What has happened—what have I done?”’
Leontine asked herself. ‘I could not help Mr.
Silvas being so—so—shalll say rude?—as to pub
his arm round my waist; still he has been so
kind, almost like a brother. I feel sure he did
not mean insult. Still, it looked ill-bred, and
Miss Hoocher was dreadfully angry ; still, she
must have heard me tell him he was wrong.
Oh! T am punished for not telling her I had
spent a fortnight at Achille Cottage, for letting
her believe the lie of Monsieur Silvas, for it was
a lis, and his having been kind to me was no
excuse for my sanctioning what wasfalse. Oh!
what shall T do—what shall I do?”

She could not shed one tear. The hurry and
the shock of the expulsion had been so over-
powering, that her nerves vibrated like the
struck strings of a harpsichord. Her blood
seemed on fire—her mouth was parched, whike
her flesh crept with the echilling influence
of the March winds. She shivered and felt
scorched by turns,

“1 have nmowhere to go except to Achille
Cottage,” said the poor child, at length. “They
are my country people. It is through them that
I am turned ont-=through shielding' Monsieur
Qilvas., Yes, I mwust go there. Madame will

.give me shelter ; monsieur will look out for a

situation for me.”

Teontine agked the first boy that passed to
carry her box to the omnibus-stand. There she
speedily found a ’bus starting for Kew, and in
due time was set down within a few yards of
Achille Cottage.

She left the box in a shop under care of
the shopwoman, Soon she had shut the little
gate behind her, and was walking up the little
gravel path between the grass borders.

The sleet had turned to cold, steady rain.

Leontine wore her waterproof and a German
travelling-hood.

She came up modestly, yet without fear, to
the little rustic porch, and rapped at the door.
In a little while it was opened by madame’s
maid—a small, scared individual, frightened out
of her wits at madame and madame’s foreign
ways, and madame’s peculiar English. It was
a new maid since Christmas. The Silvas ex.
changed servants often.

% I's madame in P’

The - girl stared, turned about, and then
gereatned at the pitch of ker voice :

“ Here’s a young person wants you, mum {”’

-She did not like to ask a stranger into the
house. Evidently she had been warned never
to do so. -

Madame could be courtly on oecasion, but
gome of her ways savoured of the ruder classes
—this bullying of maid-servants, to wit.

- Tell the person to wait !” shrieked madame,
in answer. “I am much occupied. Can she
not leave her message, and come to-morrow p*’

“ Madame,” cried Leontine, advancing to the
foot of the stairs, “it is I—Leontine Cor-
ville.” .

¢ Ah, thou !”

Madame spoke French mnow.
sounded rasping, almost terrible.

Leontine trembled, she knew not why.

¢ Please to go into the salon. I will come to
you, mademoiselle.”

Madame’s tone was a shade more polite, bub
cold—cold as the pitiless rain which beat against
the window-panes. 3

Leontine entered thelittle drawing-room. The
pretby green chairs, curtains, and carpets were
there as of yore; but the grate jvas fireless.
One might have written one’s name in the dust
of the rosewood table. A chill, neglected,
damp, little fine room, with no look of home
aboutit. Presently madame entered—madanie,
whom Leontine had always seen graceful in
black silk and white lace, costumed with all

-

Her voice
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the taste of an elegant old French lady. Now
she was huddled into a gray peignoir ; a yellow
handkerchief covered her head, and was pinned
under her ehin.

Madame had been hard at house-work ; her
hands were soiled ; she might have passed for
an old barrow-woman on the Quais, or in some
street of the lower quarter. The expression on
her face was stern, not to say angry, and bitter.

Leontine advanced with outstgetche}i palm,

Madame appeared not to see it, smiled ironi-
cally, and curtseyed.

“ Bien, mademoigelle ?”’

i Qh! madame, are you also offended with

Madame folded her sallow hands, and smiled
a yet more withering smile.

T.eontine began to tell her tale.

Madame stopped her, showing her long teeth,
still with that cruel, incomprehensible smile.

“ Pardon, mademoiselle, I think I know as
much of this romance as you can tell me. My
gon has only left the house five minutes before
you came ; he has gone on to Hampton, where
he has a gentleman pupil. He has told me all;
how that through your entering the room where
he was, he has received notice to quit the best
school where he instructs—a loss of £150 a year
to him, besides all the mischief madame’s
tongue will do him. I have lived long, made-
moiselle, and I have seen much of the world—
many people—beaucowp demonde—but, pardon,
I have never seen such effrontery in one so
young, mademoiselle; that you should come
here after such disgrace, and to the mother of
the man whom your coquetries have ruined, is
astonishing beyond belief. If _mademoiselle
thinks to marry my son, mademoiselle is more
mistaken than she ever was in her life.
Monsieur Silvas is not a marrying man.”

« Madame, these are cowardly insults hurled
at one hemeless and unprotected, young, an
orphan, and innoeent.”

Madame snorted and tossed her head in its
yellow wrapping.

“ T do not profess to be given to sentiment,
mademoiselle ; it is not in my line; I am simply
practical. I work, and I try to save. I pre-

are my son’s dinner, and endeavour to make
gin home comfortable. I have neither time nor
sympathy to waste upon orphans. I do mot
want orphans here,” madame might have
added, * especially if they come in the guise of
lovely maidens of nineteen, fortuneless and ac-
complished, with whom my son Achille is fool
enough to be in love. I tell you so very plainly,
mademoiselle: there is no welcome for you at
Achille Cottage. ~Achille, my son, even he
would give yon no welcome now; 8o I advise
you to seek other friends ; nay, if you had heard
the way he spoke of you, you would never look
at him again.”

Madame spoke this_cruel lie boldly, with an
insolence that seemed like candour shining in
her wicked old eyes.

TLeontine, sensitive, stung to the quick, turned
about without a word; she did not even say
adiou to the cruel old mother of Achille. She
rushed out of the house into the rain. She had
now about nine shillingsin her purse, and she
had her trunk at the baker’s shop. Never mind ;
let her get away—away for ever from that
dreadful old witch in the yellow handkerchief—
that terrible, cruel-tongued old virago. She
passed out into the road, holding down her head
—her head which ached so cruelly.

“Oh! whata wicked—wicked world this is !”

the poor child said to herself.
" She was right, inasmuch as it is a very selfish
world, and out of this intense selfishness springs
much of the gorrow which man inflicts upon his
fellow-man ; and, for the matter of that, woman
upon her fellow-woman.

Miss Hoocher, stung by jealousy, scrupled
not to turn a young, pretty, penniless creature
out upon the streets of a dangerous city ; she
was rid of a rival, she had punished her,
humiliated her. If she attempted retaliation, the
mistress of Olympia Lodge was prepared to
assert that Leontine was no fit companion for
young girls, that she was bold, fast, forward;
and if the girl should really have become all
these, the self-righteous woman would have
pointed triumphantly to the ruin she had made
herself.

As for Madame Silvas, love for her son—love
of greed, ambition for the worldly prosperity of
Achille, were -the motives that made her cruel,
false, and horribly unjust. Achille was extra-
vagant, poor, ambitious, handsome, talented.
Achille, thefi, must marry money—should marry
money, and here was he losing his head for this
Jittle wretched, penniless child, just becauso she
had a pretty face and sang sweetly.

Madame rubbed her dirty old hands_together
when Leontine was gone, and chuckled loudly.

.

« But that was well done,” she said: “that
she should eome here while he is out, and I
should have the sending of her away; and she
should so believe me that he has spoken ill of
her. They will not meet, I hope. ~What can I
tell Achille when he begins to rave? He will
not believe me if I say she is gone to America,
and yet I might get up that tale, or that she is
married. Patience; I am thy mother, my good
Achille, and I am determined thou shalt not run
thy head into a noose; that shalt nmo¢ hang
thyself, my Achille.””

CHAPTER XXVII.

AvausTA GRANDCOURT had had the measles
severely, and her marriage with Harry Mervyn
was postponed until May. Decorum would not
permit the young people to meet, although Miss
Grandcourt now sat up, supported by pillows,
on the damask satin sofa in her splendid
chamber, with her mamma and the faithful
Deborah in constant attendance upon her.

For the matter of that, Harry was thankful
to decorum, and even—notwithstanding his
natural good-nature—to the measles also: any-
thing — everything that kept him and Miss
Grandcourt apart, spun out the time, gave him
the chance of shaking himself free from a hate-
ful engagement, without offending his adopted
father, or rendering himself, at twenty-three,
with his expensive habits and tastes, and with
no profession in his hands, an absolute
beggar, without funds, friends, or interest.

Harry had been educated for the duties and
responsibilities of a wealthy land-owner, who
was to marry an heiress, mix in society, go into
Parliament, and endeavour to benefit his fellow-
creatures in a large, general, all-embracing
fashion. :

Now he was secretly educating himself for a
life of toil and private application. He had
made up his mind to choose poverty, and the
entire estrangement of Sir Miles, rather than
marry Miss Grandcourt; but while there was
yet time to fish out the true heir—the finding of
‘whom, he felt convinced, would induce Sir Miles
to provide him with a Government appointment,
a.mliJ a few thousands to start with, so that he
might marry Leontine—he hesitated to come
to open rupture with the young lady or his
patron.

Harry had received no answer to the letter
he had written Leontine—he went over to
Hammersmith, and inquired of the Doctor who
had attended her. If this Doctor believed that
the young gentleman’s inquiries sprang from
other than the chivalrous and philanthropic
feelings which would naturally prompt a man
of generous nature to look after the welfare of a
friendless young person, who had been indebted
to him for succour and kindness, this said Doctor
concealed his suspicions cleverly.

Harry had dashed up to the door in his smart
cab, his smart tiger had rung the bell, and now
he stood in the Doctor’s reception-room, tall,
erect, handsome; the Dootor—a square, solid
man, some ten years older than the brilliant
heir, some three inches shorter: a prosaic,
grave person, altogether among the grays, and
browns, and neutral shades of life, as compared
with handsome Harry—entered the room in his
morning-coat, bowing politely to his visitor.

Harry blushed, and his heart of twenty-three
gummers beat fast and furiously.

“ Good-morning, Doctor.”

“ Pray be seated, Mr. Mervyn.”

Mr. Mervyn sat down.

“T have called to make inquiries after your
patient, Doctor.”

The Doctor raised his brows.

“Qh! the young lady who was thrown out of
the cab ?”’

¢ Yos, Mademoiselle Corville.’

The Doctor coughed. ;

 Rather unpleasant affair, Mr, Mervyn.”

Now, if the young Doctor, aged thirty-three,
with his rising practice, his intended bride, and
all his human interests, and knowledge of
hpmn.mty—_—menta_lly and physically considered—
did not rightly interpret the death-like pallor
which spread over Harry’s face, he was
duller than we give him credit for. But he
made no sign.

« Mademoisello has left Olympia Lodge, Mr.
Mervyn, quite suddenly ; in fact, not to mince
matters, she has been turned out.”

Harry Mervyn uttered a violent and sudden
exclamation. 3

The calm Doctor looked at him in surprise.
Acoustomed to the regulation of his own feel-
ings, he was astonished at this pa,.ssmnate out-
ory. Then he gave Harry the version he had re-

ceived from Miss Hoocher, who had spre d far

and wide the story of Leontine’s imprudence,
and, as she said, bad conduct.

It seems that during the Christmas holidays
this young lady was in reality visiting at the
house of the French master and his mother—a
handsome, clever, cunning fellow that master :
T’'m certain heis cunning, from the shape of his
mouth—and. when she returned, she and the
Frenchman both told Miss Hoocher that they
had not met during the holidays, and one of the
pupils saw them together at Kensington
Museum. ~ Then, the other evening, Mist
Hoocher, going  suddenly
room where the Frenchman was shamming
headache, and being petted up with beef-tea,
and so on, finds him putting his arm round
mademoiselle’s waist (and mademoiselle had no
business in the room at all), so Miss Hoocher
gave the Frenchman ° warning to leave,” as the
servant-girls say, and she made pretty little
mademoiselle pack up her things and quit the
house.” .

«Turned her out—that poor, pretty, defence-
less child! Oh! the heartless hag !"

The Doctor was silent. It would not answer
for him to speak against Miss Hoocher, and
have his words repeated, perhaps.

“You see, the head of an establishment like
that is forced to be very particular, especially
with the teachers.”

“T will never believa one improper word
passed that girl’s lips—I will never believe an
impure thought ever crossed her mind. Tlere
is some mischief, or some falsehood, or some
jealousy. If the Frenchman was handsome, and
cunning, and was shamming headache in Miss
Hoocher’s sitting-room, perhaps they were going
to be married, and this is alover’s quarrel about
the beautiful French girl.”

“ She is remarkably pretty,” said the Doctor.

“ And do you think her capable of deceit, and
of flirting with that rascally Frenchman ?*’

The Dootor shrugged his shoulders.
¢ have had no opportunity of studying the
young lady’s character. She appears modest as
a blush-rose—pure as a snowdrop.”

¢« And I'd stake my life on it !’ said Harry,
passionately. ** Where does this rascally French-
man live ?”’

The Doctor did not know, so Harry went to
Olz{mpia. Lodge to inquire.

arry did not leave his carriage; he held the
reins while his smart servant went to the door
of the ladies’ college and inquired of the maid
the address of Monsieur Achille Silvas, the
French master.

The maid went away to ask. Before she re-
turned, Fanny Scrubbs, peeping out of a pas-
sage-window, discovered, with a fluttering at
her heart, Harry—her Harry—sitting in his
stylish trap, holding the reins of his handsome
horses, waiting for some message from Olympia
Lodge.

Downstairs she was told all by the servant.
Mr. Mervyn had sent his compliments to Miss
Hoocher, asking for Monsieur Silvas’ address.
He could not have seen Fanny’s face as she
peeped at him over a stone cistern through a
very small window high up iun Olympia Lodge.
Stiil, the young lady felt a strange misgiving as
she took her place in the school-room that day.
How, unconscious of her, abstracted and angry
had the face of Mervyn looked as he sat hold-
ing in those prancing grays! .

What on earth could his business with the
French master be about ?

[To be continued.]

“ His Word of Honour” commenced in No, 564 and
Part CXXXVIII,

A DAINTY WASHERWOMAN.—It is a pleasant
amusement to watoh the movements of the
little Swiss maiden, in a straw hat and black
velvet bodice, with the silver chains, who is
plying her occupation of laundress. She has

addled her boat far out into the lake, and is
etting it drift with the current. In the boat
beside her is a pile of freshly-washed linen,
glistening like snow in the sunlight. But its
whiteness does not_content her. As the boat
moves along, each piece of linen is thrown into
the lake and trailed slowly through the blue
water—blue as ever painted. Still she is not
quite satisfied. She takes perhaps thres or
four handkerchiefs in her hand at a time and
literally throws them overboard, in such a

manner that the chance looker-on cannot but .

breathe a fervent hope that they may not be his

own property. Bub before he has time to frame

his wishes into_words she has caught them
again, with a dgxherous sort of legerdemain;
and the process i8 repeated again and again.
Anfl all the while the black-velvet bodiced
m_alden, with the glistening silver chains and
pins, snowy sleeves, and round white arms, if
she be a true Brienz maiden, is singing like &

“very nightingale,

into a sitting-
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SIR CHARLES CLASPED THE GLITTERING ORNAMENT ON LADY CAMILLA’S ARM.

BADLY MATCHED.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘‘TRISSIE’'S BRIDAL,” ‘‘WILFUL
WINNIE,” ““ A TWISTED LINK,” ‘ RUSSET AND ROSE,"”
¢ FOR LIFE—FOR LOVE,” ETC., ETC.

CHAPTER XXX.

IN apparently gayer mood than ocustomary
Sir Charles took his station. behind Madame
Caspares’ chair when she supped, and waited
upon her and her companions as usual; but he
refused to partake of the meal, although he
drank freely of the wine, that was sent up to be
mixed with the cold clear water the ladies pre-
ferred.

The bracelet still lay in his pocket; yet he
made no allusion to it, although Trixie, who
could not resist watching him closely, saw his
hand steal towards it repeatedly. Then she
began to wonder what he would do with it, or
whether Lady Camilla would miss and inquire
for the trinket if he continued to retain it in his
possession.

But all suggestions were at an end when, the
Baroness signifying that she felt tired, he said
his adieux, and prepared to retreat to his straw
pallet in the ante-chamber.

“A fair good-night to ye all, gentle friends,”
he exclaimed, gaily, as he kissed the cheek of
madame, and bowed over the hand of the widow.
“ By-the-way, Lady Camilla, I have something
of yours here which I must return, or your
dreams may be perturbed ones.”

Every drop of . “as he |
ultspuiy the gli nament on her arm, and
then steadfastly looked into the depths of the
eyes that vainly sought to avoid his. :

“ How very handsome!” cried the Baroness,
putting up her glass that she miIght get a better
view of it. My dear Camilla, I never saw this
before? Whose is it? Yours ?” ;

“ (Clertainly it is hers,” responded Sir Charles,
icily. “This is thelast gift her la.dy's,hxp agcepted
from the murderer of her husband.”

“ Charles Ormsby !”? gned his horrified aunt,
“ what are you saying ?’

“The tzgth, ma tante—the truth, Why do
you look at me so strangely ? Lady Camilla

handsome Marchese is more precious to her
than the memory of the good man, whoge worst
fault was loving her too well.””

““In mercy spare her—spare her !”’ murmured
:.l‘rig:ia, who trembled &% the scorn in his clear,
incisive tones and the piercing looks, that
seemed to read Lady Camilla’s guilty soul.

I have done,” he answered. * After all,
silence would have been wiser;”’ and he quitted
the room, although Lady Camilla, sinking on
her knees, besought him to stay—to hear her;
and her hysterical sobs must have penetrated
to that outer chamber to which he retreated.

““I wish some one would enlighten me,” said
the Baroness, peevishly, while Bessie supported
the half-fainting widow, and Trixie bathed her
face and hands with cold water. “I was mad
when I let my nephew accompany us; but for
him this might not have happened. Who is
going to tell me the meaning of this ridiculous
scene P I hate scenes, but I like them explained
when they do occur.”

‘ Let those explain who made the mischief by
giving this trinket to Sir Charles,” cried Lady
Camilla, recovering her speech, and tearing off
the bracelet. ‘It ig true that it was in my

ossession, for the Marchese forced it upon me
ast night when he suddenly appeared before me
while I was walking with Monna Santa.”

““The Marchese, eh ? I begin to comprehend
the state of affairs,”” said madame, signifi-
cantly.

‘““ Then you will understand, my dear and cmlg
| friend, that I dared not refuse Kis gift—dare.

not resent his conduct as I wished to do, for
fear he should revenge himself on you.”

“Oh! you need not have made yourself uneasy
about me,” was the dry retort. “I am not at
all afraid that any Italian Marchese, however
powerful or vindictive, will attempt to meddle
with me.”

“But Charlie, whom he regards as hisxival p’
murmured the widow, with a violent shudder,
partly real, partly simulated. * What will
become of him if I set this violent-tempered man
at defiance ?”’

The Baroness' clenched her hands in great
agitation, and answered, with a repressed passion

will tell you that the admiration of a young and

that awed her hearers :

“ Lady Camilla, if any harm befalls my young
kinsman, his blood be upon your head! 1 will
denounee you as the cause in every civilised city
in the world!”

“Oh! you are too cruel!” sobbed the lady,
writhing at her feet. ‘Is it my fault that the
Marchese loves and pursues me ?”’

“ Yes—a thousand times yes! Had you been
a true widow, mourning the death of your hus-
band as he deserved to be mourned, even this
Italian —however headstrong, however pas-
sionate—must have respected your grief, and left
you at peace.”

To this charge Lady Camill® replied only with
her sobs.

“Then it seems that Beatrice Mayne was
right,” Madame Caspares resumed ; *“ and these
pretended bandits are the unworthy tools of a
more unworthy master. How long are we to be
detained here ? oblige me by saying.”’

“Why will you speak as if I were in fault—I
who never dreamed of being subjected to such
treatment P’ remonstrated Camilla.

“Nor knew that he was on our track? If
you can assert this, I will believe and pity you.
Butno; your lips quiver. Ah! and Inow know
—I am sure that it was the Marchese with whom
you talked at your window the night before we
left Count Amalfi’s—deny it if you can !”

“It was the first time I had seen him since
my widowhood,” Camilla declared; ‘““and he
was 80 vehement—so passionate—I was obliged
to give him a hearing, lest he should alarm %he
house, and cause a scandal. I could only get
rid of him by promising to write as soon as I
reached England.” ;

e A}ld _he took measures to prevent your
remhmg.lt at all. If it were not that Sir Charles
Ormsby is endangered by your flirtations,” the
Baroness irately added, I should feel quite
indifferent as to their result. As it is, 1 am
constrained to ask yon what is to be done P’

““If we temporise with the Marchese—if I can
prevail with him to let us continue our journey
to the villa you have taken, Charlie will then be
safe,”’ the young widow assured her.

“ But on what conditions will your gallant
friend agree to this? Let me know precisely

to what you are to bind yourself.”



246

THE YOUNG LADIES’ JOURNAL.

“To nothing,” said Camilla, lowering her
voice. “I shall not consider myself bound to
keep any promises extorted from me whilelam a
prisonar.”

“But you will cajole this lover of yours into
the belief that you intend to be his wife. Itisa
dangerous game to play.” 5

“1 know it,”’ she faltered, growing pale
again. ‘I am frightened when I look forward,
yet still more afraid to draw back; for at any
moment he may discover that I deceived him
when I declared that Sir Charles has gone to
England.”

““ A crooked policy generally loads one further
astray than open dealing,” madame observed,
shaking her head thoughtfully.  What excuses
does this Marchese offer for our detention ?
Have you insisted on being set free? But no,
of course you have not. If you had really felt
indignant at what he has done, you would have
apprised mo of the truth, and asked me to advise
you how to act.”

“ Have I not told you that he is so violent in
his protestations, that he overwhelms and be-
wilders me "’

“ While heis with you he may; but when you
are free from the overpowering effect of his pre-
sence, what has there been to prevent your dis-
closing the truth P’

Lady Camilla threw herself into a chair, and
burst into a fresh sob.

‘ Fiveryone rails at me—everyone finds fault
with me, and yet I have acted for the best.”

“If by everyone yon mean your companions
in this detestable old tower, I answer that we
do find fault with you, and have good reason for
it,”” retorted the Baroness, who was very angry,
¢ for owr imprisonment has not been lightened by
the maunderings of a half-mad lover. But while
you bewail yourself in this manner, any rational
discussion of our difficulties is impossible, You
had better go to bed, Lady Camilla. To-morrow
I will endeavour to see this Marchese, and
awaken him to a gense of the disgraceful course
he is taking.”

““You had better leave him to my manage-
ment,” she was faintly told. “If you contrive
to incense him, we are lost.”

¢ What do you mean by logt? Is thig Italian
base enough to murder us in cold blood because
I choose to tell him that it is not in this way
English ladies are accustomed to be wooed,
and add my firm conviction that you are playing
him false? But you need not look so terrified.
I aan play the diplomatist if it be necessary ;
only I warn you that I will be no party to
deliberate attempts to deceive any man.”

“Yes,” said Lady Camilla; “I will go to
bed, for T am quite worn out with anxiety. If
you knew what I have endured ever since the
Marchese has been here—""

¢ I thought you said he only came yesterday,”
interjected the Baroness.

“If you knew what I have suffered,” she
went on, evading any reply to this observation,
“not on my own account, but Sir Charles’s, you
would pity instead of upbraiding me.”

“ Humph !” said madame, who had always
viewed the young lady’s proceedings with covert
dissatisfaction. ‘I am sadly obtuse to-night. I
cannot muster up any commiseration except for
myself and these poor girls. To be the dupe of
a couple who are playing at love-making after
the absurdest fashion, is by no means agreeable
to a woman of my age and opinions.”

And, resolutely refusing to hear another word
on this subject, she dismissed Bessie and Trixie
to their chamber, paced the room while Lady
Camilla, thus deprived of any assistance, slowly
and reluctantly performed her own foilette de
nuit, and then, without disrobing, lay down
beside the young widow, who, too selfish to
feel much real anxiety for the fate of her
friends, soon sighed herself into a profound
slumber, - 5

CHAPTER XXXI,

**The little strength that I have, I would it were
with you.”

NerraER Trixie nor her companion could con-
quer their excitement sufficiently to attempt to
rest, and they sat down at the foot of their bed
to talk over in whispers the events of the even-
ing. Not that these surprised them, for they
long had felt that Lady Camilla was not to be
trusted, and that it was her unconquerable love
of admiration which had brought them into
their present dilemma.

The question now perplexing them was, how
would it end? From her confession, it was bué
too plain that, instead of indignantly spurning
the Marchose’s advances, and refusing either to
receive hig letlors or grant more stolen inter-
views, she had been unable to resist the plea-

sure of listening to his ardent speeches. In fact,
she had played and was still playing with a
tiger whose ferocity might at any moment find
a vietim in herself.

And yet her vanity blinded her to her danger,
and what little heart she had was given to Sir
Charles Ormsby, whose wife she hoped and in-
tended to become. Whether he would be satisfied
with a spouse who could never resist attempting
to fascinate every eligible man who came under
the spell of her beauw yeus, she did not trouble
herself to imagine; and though rather uneasy
at the result of the smiles and sweet words she
had bestowed on the impetuous Italian, she
never doubted her ability to extricate herself
from his clutches if the Baroness would be but
reasonable, and leave things to her greater tact.

%1 would give all I possess,”” murmured Trixie,
“to know which feeling predominates in Sir
Charles Ormsby’s heart at this moment—grief

or anger.”’

“{ot anger, surely. One who has erred so
greatly himself has no right to blame the sharer
of his folly if she goes beyond him.”

* How unkindly you speak!” was the indig-
nant comment on Bessie’s remark. * He loved
her long before she became the wife of ancther ;
and if she has been careful to keep alive this
affaction, why blame him for not being as clear-
sighted as we, who have never fallon under the
influence of her beauty "’ :

« You are fond of finding excuses for a young
man who is by far too ready to find them for
himself.”

“ And you, embittered against him without,
as I firmly believe, sufficient cause,” retorted
il‘rihxig, “vyiew all his actions in a jaundiced

ight.” :

“Wo will not quarrel abont one who wonld
only laugh at us for our pains,” said Bessie, in
a more amicable tone. * It were wiser to think
of ourselves. Do you know, dear Trixie, that
there is one of the women below who eounld, I
think, be induced to hetl’p us if we did but know
the way to go to work ¢’

¢ What makes you faney this £’

““The looks she has calst upon me ever since
I interfered on her behalf some days since. As
I was passing throq%;'ﬁhe hall below with Monna
Santa to take my airing, b?le of the ruffianly
fellows struck and would have kicked her for
accidentally knocking over a cup of wine he was
drinking. I pushed in between, and mustered
;;lpl my best Italian to reproach him for his bru-

ality.”. :

“Do you, then, think that she conld be in-
duced to convey a ietter to the authorities at the
nearest town ?”’ inquired Trixie, hopefully.

But Bessie threw cold water on this sugges-
tion.
“1 fear that the men in offico in either of
these primitive towns would scarcely have cou-
rage to interfere with a nobleman like the Mar-
chese, whose property may lie here, and whose
influence must therefore be immense. No; our
efforts must be directed to our own countrymen.
If wo could get a letter posted to the ambassa-
dor, he would interfere promptly.”

Aar the friends were sitting devising the best
way of getting speech with the woman, and slip-
ping into her hands not only the note they would
prevail upon the Baroness to write, but a bribe
large enough to insure her compliance, a gentle
tap at the door startled them into silence. Not
till it was repeated did either of them have pre-
gence of mind to ask who was there.

“Itis I’ angwered the voice of Sir Charles
Ormsby; and Trixie ran to learn why he
knocked. :

He took hold of her hand, and drew her into
the ante-chamber, which, lighted solely by the
fow gleams that came through the loop-hole, was
8o gloomy, that involuntarily she shuddered and
would have retreated again, but for the reassur-
ing pressure of hLis fingers.

“ Courage,”” he said. * I will not detain you ;
but I saw by the rays darting through the key-
hole that you had not put out your lamp, and
8o I ventured to ask your hel; 2

‘1t shall be freely given i?
in what way I can assist you.’

And though Bessie, who had followed her
friend, was silent, Sir Charles did not hesitate
to proceed.

‘1 cannot remain here after what has hap-
pened, and I blame myself for having been in-
active so long.  Yesterday, I thought it would
be selfish to effect my own escape, and leave a
party of defenceless women behind me; now, I
gee that there is no other way of rescuing 10U
from thraldom and Lady Camilla from being
coerced into a marriage that would entail odium
upon her.” :

His voicoe lost its steadiness for a moment, and
there was a pause; bub, quickly recovering him-
golf, he went on :

»
you will tell me

» :

“I have climbed to the loop-hole yonder, and
examined it. I think I can squeeze myself
through, and, with the aid of a rope, I could then
lower myself to the roof of an outbuilding
below. ¥rom that, it would not be at all diffi-
cult to reach mother earth.”

“ And then ?”’ queried Bessie. “Are you not
aware that sentinels are posted all round the
tower P’

% Yes ; I discovered that on the night after
our arrival., But by creeping along the ground,
Indian fashion, I feel confident of being able to
evade their notice.”

“ But the risk is so very great,” murmured
Trixie, apprehensively.

She was heard with impatience and an im-
petuous reply. : :

“Not half so great ‘as you imagine; and it
would be far better to have a bullet through
one’s head, than to be the prisoner of the Mar-
chese. At all events, I am determined to make
an effort for freedom before the moon riges ard
disperses these favouring shadows.”

“ But the rope P’ Bessie reminded him.

“ Ay, it is in procuring that I must crave
your assistance. I must have a substitute for
the hempen cord that is not to be had.”

“The gheets of our beds—the striped coverlet.
We have nothing elge.”’

And Bessie, warned by Sir Charles that Lady
Camilla was not to be made acquainted with the
scheme, stole away on tiptoe to tear the linen
into strips, and knot them together. Trixie was
following ; but the baronet detained her.

“ Wish me well ere we part, dear little girl. I
have talked as much nonsense as if my heart had
not been aching all the while; but, nevertheless,
I have been conscious of your tender sympathy,
and very grateful for it.”’

“You will take care of yourself ?”’ was all
Trixie’s reply ; for she was thinking less of what
had occurred than bthe perils Sir Charles must
infallibly encounter.

* If you bid me—yes.”

“I do bid you. Remember that, bad as our
position is, it will be worse—much worse if by
any act of rashness you risk being retaken.”

“I am too eager to outwit these Italians to be
careless in my movements,”” he assured her.
“1f I fall, of course I fail, and must submit to
be brought back to my prison. But if all goes
well, a8 I hope and think it will, I shall mako
my way to the Conte Amalfi’s, On him I am
sure that we can depend; but, to make all safe,
I shall also despatch a mounted messenger to
the English ambassador at Rome. So take
courage, dear maiden. You shall goon flutter
your wings again.”

“Are you sure you have properly caleulated
the height of the tower?” Trixie demanded,
her eyes fixed on the loop-hole, her heart throb-
bing with anxiety - and terror, “Oh! Sir
Charles ”’—and unconsciously her fingers twined
themselves round his—“must I see you en-
danger your life for a woman who—forgive me;
1 must say it—who is not worthy of you?”’

“Hush ! On this subjeet, I had rather not
hear you. Some day, you may understand my
feelings and motives better than you do now;
but you may believe me when I tell you that
duty is the first thought in my mind just now.”

‘ But you will be careful P’” she could not re-
sigt repeating.

“ For whose gake P’ and he bent over her till
his lips touched her forchead.  Foryours, little
Beatrice—for yours

“ For your wife’s !”’ she answered, withdraw-
ing her hands, and gliding to the side of Bessie,
who, with her arms full of linen, now came back
to the ante-chamber, and warned them that no
time was to be lost. :

Bearcely a word was exchanged again till the
rope they were extemporising was finished, and
ono end secured to a strong staple Sir Charles
had discovered in the wall. Then he rapidly
whispered  hig wishes, satisfied himself that -
they were understood and ‘would be carried
out by the pale girls who stood beside him,
and, with a fervent ‘ Heaven bless you both !’
prepared to elimb to the loop-hole.

But now Trixio’s fortitude deserted hor; and,
with a faint cry, she extended her arms to wrap
them round him, and prevent his departure.
Bessie, however, who was watching her, inter-
posed, and held her, dospite her struggling,
till the baronet had contrived to squeeze him-
self through the narrow opening, and, after
one backward glance at those he left behind,
commenced his perilous descent. Then both
the young girls involuntarily sank on their knees,
their strained oyes fixed upon the cord on which
depe}l‘dgd_ a life 8o precious to one, if not to both.
But Trixie conld not long be inactive; starting
up, she, t0o, climbed to the window, and looked
through.

Far below swung the figure of the bavonet,
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and she saw with sensations impossible to de-
goribe, that the rope was not long enough to
reach the sloping roof he had hoped to reach.
Ere she counld ask herself what he would do, his
grasp on the cord relaxed, and he dropped the
éighteen or twenty feet that intervened, and lay
there motionless so long, that the horrified girl
descended -from the loop-hole, and was flying
frantically to the gentinel on the stairs, to en-
tx_‘gat him to send somo one to Sir Charles’s
Fad, =

But again Bessie, legs easily alarmed, inter-
fored to prevent the hasty step, and prevailed
aupon her sobbing friend to be patient till she
had herself paid a visit to the window. -

“Banish your fears, dear Trixie,” she whis-
pered.  He may be hurt, but it is very slightly,
for he has risen to his feet, and is preparing to
finish the descent. Ay, and now he is sliding
down a buttress that hides him from my sight.

- Pray Heaven no one sees him !”’

Ten—twenty minutes, an hour passed away,
and not a sound but the steady tramp of the
sentinels broke the stillness of the night. The
watchers above ventured to draw up the rope,
so that no evidence of the manner of Sir
Charles’s flight would greet tho eyes of the
ourious in the morning; and then, with inde-
seribabla anxiety, they awaited the dawn.

It came at last; the sun rose higher and
higher, the bandits were heard stirring below ;
the old woman who lit the fire, with which they
boiled their coffee, was heard grumbling her
way up the stairs, and Bessie and Trixie ven-
tured at last to exchange a thankful clasp of
hands. Sir Charles must have got away unde-
tected ; but how long should they be able to keep
the seeret of his departure from those who would
follow on his track, and hunt him down re-
morselessly, if he were wandering in these
woodtand wilds, seeking in vain to digcover the
path that would lead him to the Conte Amalfi’s ?

Presently the Baroness awoke; and while
Trixie arranged pillows and rugs on the pallet
in the darkest corner of the ante-chamber, so
that they bore a resemblance to a human figure,
Bessie informed madame that Sir Charles felt
too indisposed to rise. ;

The old woman, who was still busy about the
fireplace, heard the information with utber in-
difference ; what mattered it to her if the re-
served English lacquey kept his bed for days,
so that she was not put to any extra frouble?
She retailed the tidings below when she returned
to the bandits, and was heard by them with
more interest, because she added Trixie’s
whisper that he was very hot, as if he had a
fever. A horror of infectious diseases was on
these rough, ignorant men, and, as Sir Charles’s
fair coadjutors hadalready anticipated, they were
careful to avoid coming in contact with any
person who was supposed to be attacked by one.

The dainty, delicate Lady Camilla shared this
feeling in common with the people she despised,
and made no offer to accompany madame when,
after a very hasty toilette, she hm_'rled to the
ante-chamber to ascertain the condition of her
nephew. It was as great a velief as surprise
to bo taken into the confidence of her maidens,
and learn that the bird had flown in the night;
but the astute old lady accepted her part, and
aoted it well. Perhaps she felt a little covert
satisfaction in playing on the terrors TLady
Camilla could not conceal, and hinting her
belief that Sir Charles was in a dangerous state.

1t may have been a remorseful fancy that her
own clandestine meeting with his rival had caused
his illness, that made the fair widow hesitate
to take her customary stroll ; but when Monna
Santa put a note into her hand, she cast a depre-
cating glance at the Baroness, and glided away,
stepping on tiptoe across the ante-chamber both
in going and returning, lest she should disturb
the baronet, whom Bessie said was sleeping.

So far, so well; the day had passed away—
very slowly, cortainly—and not even Camilla
suspected the truth; but how much longer
would it be possible to keep up this decep-
tion? Tho question was asked still more anx-
jously, and the faces of the captives became
graver and graver when another day elapsed
and no signs of the approach of friends greeted

i rg.  What if Chaghﬂ arles_had |
2&?&?&%13%@%6%, and fallon ix?t]g the Mﬂ%

the Marcheso or his unscrupulous servitors ?

——

CHAPTER XXXIL

¢ Shrew my heart, you never spoke what did become
you less than this I’

WoHEN the evening began to cloge in, Lady
(Camilla, who, though not sharing the anxieties
of her companions, had been thoughtful and il
at oase, began to look half-fearfully at the door,
as if she dreaded Monna Santa’s approach.
«This illness of Sir Charles is most unfor.

tunate !’ she cried, abruptly. ¢ It derangesall
my plans.”

“ I was not aware that you had formed any,”
answered Madame Caspares, in < her driest
manner.

“ How unkindly you epeak !’ exclaimed the
widow, with an angry pout. - You might be
sure that I am moving heaven and earth to
effect our deliverance. The Marchese has
almost promised to let us depart ; but we cannot
go and leave Sir Charles—can we ? while on the
other hand, if I made a fuss about a man-ser-
vant, as they suppose him to be, suspicion
would be aroused directly,”

“1 daresay it would ; tierefore we had better
patiently await the issue of events.”

“No, no!” cried Camilla, vehemently, “I
am go tired of this place, that at all hazards 1
must contrive to get away from it. Do you
think Sir Charles could be carried on a litter P
or—or would it be more prudent-to leave him
behind, paying the women liberally to nurse him
till he is well enough to rejoin us £

% Cela depends. Would yow be content to
leave him in the hands of the servants of this
Marchese P’ asked madame, significantly.

“ Content ? no. But I am so hemmed in with
difficulties, that I know not what else to pro-
pose; and, if his disease is a fever, as you ap-
pear to think, it will be dangerous to one’s own
health to remain so near him. Dear, unselfish
follow! I know he would not like me to run
any risks, especially as I can do no good by re-
maining.”

“My dear Lady Camilla,” answered the
Baroness, with extreme politeness, ““ your argu-
ments, like yourself, are admirable, and I should
be the last person in the world to advise you fo
stay where infection is rife, and you run a
chanee of spoiling the beautiful face, which is
your most valuable possession.”

“But pray advise me,” said Lady Camilla,
oa.rensingly. “You know how entirely I re
on you.’

wy b%g that you will not do o any longer. I
accepted the office of guardian pro tem. to your
ladyship with reluctance; I relinquish it with
rolief. Make your own terms with our jailer,
and do not let any pangs of conscience on our
account influence yon.”

“But, my dearest Madame Caspares,” was
the soft reply, ‘it is for you—for all my friends,
that I am more concerned than for myself.”’

“You are extremely generous,”” answered the
Baroness, incredulously ; “ but you waste your
kindness on us. I will be no party to any at-
tempts to make terms with the insolent noble
whose fellows brought me hither. If he chooses
to open my prison-doors, I will walk out; but it
will be with the avowed intention of carrying
my complaint of this shameful treatment to
those who will be both able and willing to
punish him for it.”

“We are in his power ; it will never, never do
to brave him in this manner!” the widow
sighed. ;

“Then I will stay where I am until my
friends come to my assistance,” madame an-
swered, composedly.

“ And Sir Charles, who is hourly in danger—
whose life would not be safe for a moment if
the Marchese knew that he was here—do you
forget him ?” and Lady Camilla wrung her
hands in genuine terror. .

“ Why does the Marchese nourish this vindie-
tive hatred of one who never injured him F”* the
Baroness demanded,

“How oan I tell?” reaponded Camilla,
evasively. “Ho knows that we are friends of
long standing; he has one of those jealous
temperaments that are so difficult to manage ;
and who ofh account for the vagaries of a pas-
sionate, suspicions man ?”

“ When did you acquire this intimate acquaint-
ance with the workings of his mind? In the
lifetime of your husband, or since?’* asked
madame; but the widow had recovered her
gpirits, and heard the taunt with dignified com-
posure.

“It does not take one long to discover that a
anﬂﬁl isﬂlll:t-heacfled and inconsiderate, and I

elievo that my fears r f1 -

done if I had only myself to think of.” -
“Thanks for your explanation,” answered
madame, coolly. ~ “I belicye that this is the
actual sense of what, iou toll me—the Marcheso
geoks my nophew’s life because ho imagines him
to be a pretender to your hand. It ma;
simplify matters between you and that gentle-
man if you tell him that Sir Charles Ormsby is
already married.”

Both Bessie and Trixie, who were seated at a
little distance endeavouring to appear oceupied

with some work, started when they heard the

her ; but Lady Camilla only smiled, The infor-
mation was so extraordinary and so unlikely
that she did not give it a moment’s credence.

It may be as well to mention it incidentally,
but I always steer clear, if possible, of actual
untruths ; he{1 lead sometimes to such awkward
situations. I hate having to explain away any-
thing I haye said. But here comes ‘Monna
Santa, and I half promised to give his lordship
my decision to-night.”

“ Does he intend to keep you a prisoner until
you consent to be his wife?”’

“He does not consider me his prisoner, bub
his guest, whom he detained because he believed
that I was on the point of leaving for my native
counfry. We must not judge these ardent,
romm’\tic.ltalians by our gober, sensgible English-
men.’

*True,” said the Baroness; “ and so, as your

"escort is waibing to lead you fo this romantic,

ardent gentleman, pray do not let me detain you.””

“But I may arrange for our departure if I
find means to evade an absolute promise to be
his,” whispered Camilla, oonxingly. “(Onoe out
of his power, you will see how firm I can be in
dismissing him, and how entirely I shall submit
myself for the future to your guidance.”

‘““Arrange what yon please for yourself,”
aswered the inflexible Baroness.  Lie, deceive,
deliberately trick this man as much as you think
Eropet; he deserves it for giving his foolish

eart to the wife of another, or putting any
faith in the woman who secretly encouraged him
while bound with the holiest of vows.; But
do not bring my name into the affair; make
no promises, and ask no concessions for me. If
I were positive that I shall never quit this tower
alive, I would neither demand my liberty from
one who unjustly withholds it, nor suffer your
lips to forswear themselves in my name.”’

“¢ And Charles?” her ladyship reminded her,
with a glance of mingled spite and anger.

“ Would say that I have decided rightly. But,
that you may not make hig danger an excuse for
what you decide on doing, look here !”’ and rising
from her seat, the Baroness led the way to the
ante-chamber.

But Lady Camilla had not courage to approach
the pallet where she supposed Sir Charles to be.

* What would you show me P’ she murmured,
clinging to the door-post for support. “Is he
dead ? Merciful heavens !’

“ Not dead, but gone away,” answered
madame, in English, while Monna Santa, who
shared the terrors of the rest, edged towards
the stairs, and, holding a piece of camphor to her
nose, sharply requested the lady to make haste.
““ He effected his escape 80 long since that pur-
suit would be a folly.”

“ Why was I not told this sooner ?”’ asked the
widow, revolving the astounding news in her
mind.

“ Because, my dear Lady Camilla, we ceased
to trust you from the moment we learned that
you had your secrets which we were not per-
mitted to share. You are detaining the
Marchese.”

But Lady Camilla, though she took a step or
two towards the door, returned again.

¢ Sir Charles has gone, of course, in search of
assistance. If he had done this sooner, as I
urged him to do——""

% Urged it, yet left him # ignorance of the
true nature of this imprisonment; left him to
believe that he would be leaving four helpless
women in the hands of veritable banditti, who
at the first alarm would revenge themselves on
their captives.”

“It is useless arguing,” cried the widow,
peevishly. “You are determined mnot to see
that I have been actuated by the best of motives ;
but if you persist in misunderstanding me,
madame, you must not blame me if I take yow
at your word and make terms with the Marchese
for myself only.”

“You will be saved that additional disgrace,”
she was quietly told, ** for our deliverers have
arrived ;”” and Madame de Caspares’ colour rose
and her eyes began to sparkle with joy. “ Hark!
I can hear them below ; there is a struggle, but
it will scon be over ; these pseudo brigands are
too prudent or too mw&mﬁ ‘the law.
I am afraid, my dear {loung friend, that your
interview with the Marohese will have to be post-
poned, as his most illustrious excellency is sure
to sneak off till the storm has blown over.”

[To be continued.]
“ Badly Matched  commenced in No. 557 and
Part CXXXVI,

Goop ror Hoas.— Dr. Johnson was one
day dining at the house of a lady, when she
asked him if he did not think her pudding good.
“Yos,” growled tho great moralist; “it isvery
good for hogs.”’—* Shall I help you to another

Baroness say this, and bent curious looks upon

plateful, then ?” asked the polite hostess.



248

THE YOUNG LADIES* JOURNAL.

No. 3.
CAP FOR
YOUNG

No. 5.~HAIR-BOW

I

No. 6.—HOME OR WALKING DRESS,

1

ly
)

No. 4—CRAVAT-BOW

No. 7.~HAIR-BOW.



2

%\3&» )

N A O
ﬁ DR
4 Y X} X
e :‘-:z‘.m?a ele

No. 1.—BLACK LACE ORNAMENTED No. 2—BLACK LACE ORNAMENTED
WITH SPANGLES, WITH JET,

N

No. 5~CRAVAT-E.
POINT AND HONITON.

No. 8.—CRAVAT TRIMMED
H LACE.
=
=z

No. 6.—RUFFLE WITH LACE COLLAR
AND CRAVAT-ENDS

RUFFLE.

No. 4--UNDER-SLEEVE TRIMMED %
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SUPPLEMENTS CONTAINED IN THIS
MONTH’S PART.

DEescripTION OF Conourep PrAare No. 8
OF THE NEW

EXTRA ENLARGED FASHION
PLATES OF 15 FIGURES.

PR——

First Figure.—Walking-dress for Little Girl.
—The dress and jacket are of white brilliant,
trimmed with cross-bands and sash of blue in-
grain cambric. * The tablier is edged with
Madeira embroidery. Straw hat, trimmed with
blue ribbon.—Price of patterns of oom%lete
g;ess, trimmed, $1. Jacket, trimmed, 50c. Flat,

c.

Szconp FraUure.—Visiting-dress of manve
poil de chevre, with trimmings of the same. Th
crosswise bands at the bottom of the skirt a
ornamented with black Maltese edging: Fic'
of book-muslin, edged with lace, and trimm
with mauve plume. White gauze veil.—Price
pattern of complete dress, trimmed, $1.60.

Tuirp Fieure.—Walking-dress of tussor
with trimmings of the same, and of black la
Hat of écru-coloured turquoise, with trimmin
of black lace and mauve ribbon.—Price of p:
tern of Polonaise, trimmed, $1.25 ; flat, 40c.

Fourrta Fraure.— Visiting-dress of pi.
taffotas, with trimmings of the same. Whi
tulle bonnet, trimmed with pink ribbon, plun
and flowers.—Price of pattern of jacket, mac
up, 60c. ; flat, 25¢.

Frrra Freaure.—Walking-dress of blue Iris
poplin, The skirt is plain. The Polonaise is
trimmed with blue buttons and black passe-
menterie, Straw hat, trimmed with blue ribbon
and plume.—Price of pattern of Polonaise,
trimmed, $1.25; flat, 40c.

SixTH Figure.— Visiting-dress of havannah-
coloured faille. The skirt istrimmed with rou~
leaux of the same. The robings are formed of
black faille, with a binding and points of black
velvet. The points are bound and trimmed with
black faille, and ornamented with buttons,
Polonaise of black faille, richly embroidered.
Bonnet of black-and-white chip, trimmed with
feathers and faille of the colour of the dress.—
Prico of pattern of Polonaise, made up, §1.25;
flat, 40c.

SeveNTH Fieure.—Visiting-dress of gray
taffotas. The trimmings are frills and stitched
rouleaux of the same. Passementerie buttons.
Straw hat, lined with blue faille; blue trim-
mings, bandeau of pink roses.—Price of pattern
of Polonaise, trimmed, $1.50 ; flat, 40c.

Ereara FIgURE. — Visiting-dress of blue
faille. The back of skirt is trimmed with organ-
pipe flounces; the front with kilt pleatings
and bouillons. The robings and eross-bands are
trimmed with bindings and rouleaux. Tunic
and jacket of black-and-white foulard, trimmed
with black cord, buttons, and lace. = White
crinoline bonnet, trimmed with blue ribbon and
bouquet of field-flowers.—Price of patterns of
complete dress, trimmed, §2. Tunie, trimmed,
$1; flat, 85¢. Jacket, trimmed, 70c. ; flat, 25c.

Ninta FiourE.—Féto or Visiting Dress of

ink poil de chevre, with trimmings of the same.
%eghom bounet, trimmed with pink ribbon.—
Price of patterns of complete dress, trimmed,
$2. Tunic, made up, $1; flat, 40c. Jacket, made
up, 70c.; flat, 25¢.

Texta Ficure.—Riding-dress.—Habit of
gray melton. Beaver hat, and white gossamer
veil.—Price of pattern of habit, made up, $1.25;
flat, 60c.

Eneventa FigurEz.—Dress for Little Boy.
—Jacket and knickerboekers of brown cloth,
trimmed with velvel and buttons. White waist-
coat. Sailor’s hat.—Price of patterns of com-
plete suit, made up, $i ; flat, 30c.

TwrrLrTE FIGURE.—Visiting-dress of mauve
taffetas of two shades. Polonaise of striped
black-and-white taffetas, trimmed with white
lace, and revers of the two shades of mauve.
Loghorn hat, trimmed with mauve ribbon, plume,
and bonquet.—Price of patterns of complete
gress,o trimmed, $2. Polonaise, trimmed, §1;

at, 40c.

TaizreeNTH Frovre.—Walking-dross of
blue Irish poplin. Vest of white silk; revers of
the same ornament the jacket., Chemisetfe of
tucked muslin, Hat of mixed straw, trimmed
with pink rose, blue-and-white plume and wing,
—Prico of pattern of jacket, made up, 60c. ; flat,

Cs

FourTeENTH FrourE.—Walking-dress for
Little Girl.—Petticoat of richly-embroidered
mauslin. Princess robe of pink cashmere. Straw
b% trimmed with white Marguerites an
pink plu;
made up,

—Price of pattern of Princess robe,
. flat, 300, : ’

= -d
fende, d  be
very elegau. with sofa-

cushions to maten, will also serve

for foot-stools,
e

PARIS FASHIONS.

—

WiLL you copy some of the loveliest toilettes
seen at the last fétes ? Hero are some descrip-
tions I gathered for you :—

A lovely ball-dress for a young lady is of the
palest pink shade. The faille skirt is entirely
veiled by bouillons of pink illusion, At the edge,
a thick, broad ruche; above, bouillons gathered
in a slanting manner from the right to the left
downwards. An ample scarf of the same pink
illusion falls from under the back point of the
bodice on the right side, crosses over the front
of the skirt, and is draped low down on the left
side. Long trailing branches of pink May run
among the bouillons of the skirt. One of these
wreaths comes up behind among the folds of the
scarf, passes under the right arm, and crosses
the front of the bodice up to the left shoulder.

Another dress is of white faille. It is trimmed
at the bottom with a large tulle ruching, both
ends of which are lost under the large fold of
the skirt. In the centre of this ruching runs a
wreath of foliage made of black velvet and gold.
A tulle scarf is draped across the front, and is
fastened into a large double knot quite at the
back, and low on the left side. The bodice is
laced behind; the points are round, and a
narrow basque, only 1} inch broad, edges it.
The same wreath of black velvet and gold foliage
runs along the basque, round the shoulders,
crosses obliquely the corsage, and meanders
down through the scarf-knot, ending among the
folds of one of the lapels.

A dress of pale green satin, covered with white
tulle pleatings, mingled with bows of dark green
velvet, is excessively elogant and stylish. But the
loveliest of all is a dress of the palest blue satin,
with an upper lace dress 10 inches shorter,
entirely embroidered with white bugles. The
10 inches of satin seen below were veiled by a
deep tulle pleating. The cuirasse bodice, em-
broidered in the same style, has for only orna-
ment bowsof pale blue velvet upon the shoulders,
with a diamond star dn the centre. 'The samo
stars in the hair, and blue velvet bow in the
Catogan.

I have seen a charming model for walking-
dresses for girls of that awkward age, fourteen
to fifteen :—

The material is beigo woollen stuff. The
gkirt, falling to the ankle, is trimmed with a

})leated flounce, crossed at the top with five

aille rouleaux of the same shade. The tunie,
forming a pointed tablier in front, fally behind
into two square lapels, tucked up into loops at
the top. It istrimmed all round with five fai

 rouleaux, supplemented with brandebourgs at
a | the bottom. Tl?e acket-bodice, withlong bs’a?t ué

i
is trimmed to oorren%ond, and closes in_fron
with brandebourgs. Sleeves to match, Narrow

 collar, which turns

round the neck. Very large buttons all
the front of the bodice and tablier, upon
sque behind, on both sides of a deep fold,
ong the lapels on the side nearest to the
iams of the skirt.

hat age of unformed figure, separate cor-
and tabliers are more becoming than
uises, the oufline being thus broken, to
:at advantage of the general aspect.

DxrscrIPTION OF
IION ENGRAVINGS. Page 248,
1.—BONNET OF WHITE STRAW.

brim is bound with brown velvet. Trim-
f brown-and-white check searf; brown
Aigrette and bandeau of pink roses.

‘0. 2—HAT OF RICE STRAW.,

im i3 lined with pale blue turquoise.
7_of blue-and-white check scarf, blue
d bows of blue velvet.

No. 3.—LADY’S CAP.

wn is of figured lace, with edge of the

neath this is a frill of fine pleated lisse.

of narcissus and forget-me-nots ; bows
4 of Grenat ribbon.

4~CRAVAT-BOW OF PALE BLUE
RIBBON.

-he embroidered ends are dotted with jet
eads. A small jet spray ornaments the centre
of bow. Black lace and bugles finish the ends.

P ]

No. 5~HAIR-BOW OF BLACK VELVET,
Orpamented with lace and violets.

—

No. 6.—HOME OR WALKING DRESS.

The dress is composed of brown and fawn.
coloured taffetas. The bindings and edgings of
flounces, frills, and tunie, are of the fawn colour.
Sash and sleeve trimmings of the same.—Price
of patterns of complete dress, trimmed, §2.
Tunic, made up, 80c; flat, 80c. Jacket, made
up, 70c. ; flat, 25¢.

et

No. 7.—HAIR-BOW OF MAIZE-COLOURED
RIBBON AND BLUE CORN-FLOWER.

_Orders and Remittances for Patterns or Subserip-
tions to Tur Youxae LADIES’ JOURNAL, addressed to

Mrs. R. C. GurNEY,
New Yorxk P.O. Box 8527, or
No. 989, ATLANTIO AVENUE,
BROOXLYN,

will receive immediate attention. Canadian Postage
Stamps cannot be received in payment for Patterns,
Should replies be required, payment for postage of
letter must be forwarded thus: 3e. for U.8., 6c. for

Canada.

DESCRIPTION OF

FANCY-WORK ENGRAVINGS. Page 249.
No. 1.—BLACK LACE, ORNAMENTED
WITH SPANGLES. :
Laco of the design shown must be chosen.
This is ornamented with black spangles, and
finished with small jet beads.

No. 2.—LACE, ORNAMENTED WITH JET.

Black net or blond may be darned with floss
silk, according to design. It is next ornamented
with beads, and edged mth purl,

Nos. 8 'Anp 4—CRAVAT AND UNDER-
SLEEVE OF MUSLIN, TRIMMED WITH
LACE.

The foundation of the eravat is of muslin. In-
gortion and lace, made with Honiton braid, orna-
ment the ends. The sleeve is of muslin, with
linen cuff, trimmed to correspond with cravat
with Honiton lace. This is edged with a frill of
pleated muslin, : R

Nos. 5, 6, anp 7—RUFFLE, WITH LACE
COLLAR AND CRAVAT-ENDS.

The finished rufflo is shown in No. 6; No. §
shows the cravat-end in the full gize; and No. 7,
the collar. The ruffie is composed of a ribbon
band, edged with a glmted muslin frill. The

olla; ; own, is shown in the full
size in No. 7.

For dh@nﬁoﬂi-fdg'wo:ldng'lm, seo Nos. 1,
2, and 8 of our Point Lace Supplements, given
with No, 517 and the April Part; No. 523 and
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the May Part; also with?No. 526 and the June
Part for 1874. o
All materials for lace are supplied from the
London Publishing Office of this Journal on
receipt of stamps or P.0.0. for the amount.
All Post-office orders should be made payable
at Ludgate Circus. S
In the United States and Canada, materials
for the lace designs may be had from Mrs.
Gurney, New York P.O. Box 8527, or No. 989,
Atlantic Avenue, Brooklyn. Prices upon appli-
cation. The Point Lace Instruction Supple-
ments may be had from Mrs. Gurney, for 10c.
MATERIALS REQUIRED FOR A PAIR OF CRAVAT-
ENDS : 4 yard of Honiton braid ; 1} yard of
plain braid : 1 yard of pearl edge; one reel of
cotton, No. 60; one ball of, Mecklenburgh
thread, No. 250.—Price of materials and
postage, 11d,; tracing on transparent linen,
gd. ,5 - materials, tracing, and work begun,
s. 5d. r
MATERIALS FOR ConLrnAr: 2 yards of point
braid ; £ yard of pearledge ; one reel of cotton,
No. 60; one ball of thread, No. 250.—Price of
materials and postage, 93d. ; tracing on trans-
parent linen, 6d.; materials, tracing, and
work begun, 2s. 34d.

———

No. 8. —~THROAT-RUFFLE.

The foundation is of muslin, on each side of
which is a row of lace, separated by a ruche of
pinked silk. The front is ornamented with a
bow of ribbon.

e

No. 9.—HAIR-BOW.

The bow is of velveb ; the butterfly is of point
lace.

——

Nl)s. 10, 11, axp 12.—APRONS FOR LADIES.

The aprons are all of black silk. The two upper
rows of trimming of No. 10 are of black lace.
The edge is of fringe; two scalloped rouleanx
and one rouleau put on in an ornamental form
finishes the apron. No. 11 is trimmed with a
row of lace, headed with a stitched band, and
finished with a girdle. No. 12 is ornamented
with rouleaux of satin. Itisedged atthe bottom
with fringe, and finished at the top with scallops
of velvet, bound with satin, and edged with jet
beads. The pocket is trimmed to correspond,
and is ornamented with tassels. — Price of
pattern of each apronm, trimmed, 50c. ; flat, 12e.

The Proprietors of Tur YounG LADIES' JOURNAL
beg respeetfully to inform their numerous subscribers
that they have made arrangements with Messrs,
Bedford & Co., of 186, Regent Street, W., and 486,
Goodge Street, W., London, to supply them with
their superfine fleecy in four-thread, viz.:—Black

and white, 4s. 8d. per Ib, Common colours, 5s, 2d.

per 1b. Ingrain Azuline and Humbolds, 5. 8d
por b, Gas-green, 8s. 6d. per 1b. Two, three, and
twelve thread, 2d. per 1b extra.

ACQUAINTANCES,

Lapies, leb the mames on your aequaintance
list bo many. Friends are too familiar. To
them you confide your troubles, and so make
them grow. You tell them your private affairs,
which, ten to one, they tell again, being so sorry
for you. You ask advice and get i, and follow
it and suffer in consequence. Now, anacquaint-
ance is quite a different thing. Acquaintances
stay in the parlour, and never dream of entering
your private room. You go to them with dress
and hair all right, and talk weather and gossip
with great satisfaction to both. Itis well to
talk of the weather and the fashions, and the
last new novel, and all that—now and then.
Y ou forget your personal grievances—of which
everyone has plenty—for a while. Whon Murs.
A. has been “sitting up for Alfred until one
o’¢clock the night before,”” it is better that her
acquaintance, Mrs. B., should call than her friend
Fanny. She would tell Fanny that Alfred’s
eonduct was dreadful, and that she should go
home to ma if he went on. Bub Mrs. B. asks,
“Howis Mr. A.?” and Mrs. A. says,* Very
well, thank you;’’ and Mys. B. says, < I do hope
we shall ses you at our houso togebher some
evening goon.” And Mrs. A, says, ¢ Wo shall
take a great deal of pleasure in coming.” And
then comes the thought, how dreadful it would
be to be talked about by acquaintances! And
g0 acquaintances ave good for you. They are
1ot led into the midst of family atrangements.
They are not treated to wash-day luncheons.
They do not see shabby morning gowns and
crimping-pins. They are a fine sedative for all
sorts of agonies. In their company we try to
look our best, hehaye our nicest, put onr best
foot foremost, and exhibit the best, and not the
worst, qualities of our relatives.

N\

THE HOME.

COOKERY.

VeAL CUTLETS, AN ExcELLENT WAY TO
Druss.—Remove every bit of skin, sinew, or
vein from the veal, and chop it very finely, with
salt, pepper, and a very little parsley. The
mince should now be made into the shape of
cutlets, and if you have the proper bones the
effect will be so much the better. The cutlets
mugt now be egged and bread-crumbed twice,
fmpd in boiling butter, and served with sorrel,
spinach, green peas, asparagus, or tomatoes.
For the egg and bread-crumbing process, the
Germans much prefer pounded biscuit to bread-
crumbs. It is certainly preferable for this dish,
as it “ binds ¥ the cutlets better.

AmmoniA Cagm.—1 Ib flour, 1 1b currants,
1 Ib butter, 6 oz sugar, half a pint of cream, a
piece of ammonia, rather larger than a filbert,
and three eggs, leaving oubt one white. The
cake should not be cut for a forinight, and it
will keep fresh for any length of time.

To Boiw A Lug or Lams,—Wash and trim the
log nicely, have ready water that has boiled and
been skimmed—soft water is the best ; putin the
leg, when the water is nearly or quite boiling hot,
g:md remove the secum as-fast as it rises; when
it has boiled five minutes, throw in the pot suffi-
cient salt to give the water a saline taste, and
boil the water briskly until the scum is all re-
moved, then simmer until tender; the water
should be kept to nearly boiling heat, and the
pot tightly covered all the time. If the amount
of water decreases, fill the pot with hot water
from tho tea-kettle; gerve with nice drawn
butter, flavoured with celery, parsley, lemon-
juice, or mint if preferred.

DAuse Grace.—Take a round of beef from
two to three inches thick ; make holes in it;
stuff them with small strips of the fat of fresh
pork that has previously been rolled in pulver-
iged sage, black pepper, salt, and a little
finely-minced garlic,  Boil two calf’s or neat’s
feet until they jelly, set them aside wuntil
they are thoroughly cold, then skim off all the
fat, and pick ont all the bones; put half the
jolly in an oven, then place in the beef and cover
it with the remainder of the jelly ; throw in a
fow cloves; out a piece of very thick brown
paper, spread its edge with a paste of flour and
water, and paste it down tightly over the oven,
so thati no steam will escape ; cook for about fonr
hours. Take it off the fire, put it in a deep dish,
pour over it all the melted jelly that remains in
the oven, and set it aside in a cold place; do not
disturb until it is firmly jellied over. This will
keep for many days in & cold place, and is an
excellent dish.

TO ETHEL.
No, dearest—no ; it may not—shall not be;
Your budding life must not be bound to mine
Nor round a fast-decaying, withering tree
May your young life its verdant tendrils twine,

An old man’s love, ’tis trfie, can ne'er grow cold ;
No fickleness or change his heart cap know ;
For by the feeble pulse of age controll’d,
It lives, like winter flowers, beneath the snow.

Hidden within its once sonorous boards,
The mighty soul of mugic may remain,

But, stripped of all its sympathetic chords,
We seek to make ibs harmonies in vain,

Oh, yes! Tlove you dearly, and with more
Than youthful fervour—with a heart above

The selfishness of passion which can pour
Its wealth upon the altar of its love.

Thoze lives of matcehless beauty which enshrine
A heart so warm and candid, yet 50 pure—

8o bright, and yet so thoughtful—all combine
Iy wavering soul from duty to allure,

To contemplate your loveliness, and dwell,
If only for one golden hour, near
Its heavenly halo, would repay too well
~ The toil of many a long and weary year.
But no, dear Ethel—no ; it may not be
Age shall not désecrate that lovely shrine ;
Never around a fading, withering tree
May your young love its budding beauties twine.

How many sickly ones wish they woere
healthy ; how many beggar-men wish they were
wealthy ; how many ugly ones wish they were
pretty; how many stupid ones wish they were
witty ; how many bachelors wish they were mar-
ried; how many Benedicts wish they had tar-
rvied ! Bingle or doubloe, life’s full of trouble;
riches are stubble, pleasure’s a bubble !

WONDERFUL CAVES.,

ON my way to Vienna, I stopped for one day at
Adlesburg, fifty or sixty miles from Trieste, in
order to visit the celebrated stalactite caverns in
that immediate vicinity. The remarkable features
of those caverns, are the vast extent of the
chambers, and the wonderful variety and beauty
of the stalactites suspended from the roof, and
of the stalagmites which grow upward from the
floor. Many of them are of the most fantastio
forms possible to imagine. Most of them are
pearly white and clear as crystals. Others are
of all colours that can be formed by oxide of iron
and Parian marble.

The mountain under which these grottoes are
found is Dbartly composed of limestone, with
traces of iron ; and, as the water impregnated
with these substances percolates through the
rocks and drips down to the caverns, the iron
imparts most beautiful hues to the pure white-
ness of the lime. In some places the incrus-
tations assume the form of curtains and drapery,
which by placing a light behind them, show most
exquisite folds and colours. At other places the
formations take the form of waterfalls, and in
others’ bear fanciful resemblances to human
gkulls, and faces and heads of various animals.
Some of them take a cone shape, and resemble
evergreen trees, and others the twining and in-
terlacing of the ascending and descending
branches of the banyan tree. Hundreds of
white columns reach from the floor to the roof ;
twenty, thirty, or fifty feet in height, and seem
as if placed there by human hands for the sup-
port of the latter. Some of the pillars are of
enormous dimensions, one being twelve feet in
diameter, and about forty in height, and, when
the lights were held before it, sparkled as if
encrusted with diamonds. In places the vaulted
roof reflected glittering spangles looking like
stars in the dark. In some chambers, hundreds
of stalactites, depending from the ceiling like
great icicles, have corresponding ones growing up
towards them from the floor; and several which
had, seemingly, just touched their delicate
white ‘or purple tips together. =~ In most in-
stances, however, the junction had not yet been
formed ; but was growing gradually downward,
and the other upward to meet it, and in the
course of time they will surcly meet and then
proceed to form a pillar.

HOST AND GUEST.

In all grades of society, the host is too often the
generous simpleton who squanders his money in
entertaining his supposed friends, and the guest
is the man who fafitens at his expense and laughs
at him for his trouble. I am sure it wounld
puzzle my readers to remember many parties
they have attended at which some invidious
remarks were not made about the host or hostess.
If the host and hostess are all right—that is, if
he owes no man a copper and is a3 pure as Elijah,
and she is dead-in-life enough to escape censure,
the management of the entertainment is at fault,
Somebody is present who should not have been
invited ; others who are not invited whose
absence is regretted. If nothing else, thoe viands
are at fault. The guest forgets that to him the
people whose bread he eats should be sacred,
and does not always realize that he is under
obligations for hospitality, which he is often
either disinclined or unable to return, I speak
in the masculine gender, becauge men are fre-
quently more censorions and always more sar-
castic than women. Yet women do their share
in that direction. I remember an instance
where two sisters, while enjoying a friend’s hog-
pitality, had occasion to repair to the dressing-
room in the course of the evening, There, while
adjusting the nameless but indispensable acces-
sories of dress, believing themselves alone, the
conversation turned upon the family whose hos-
git&lity they were abusing. Those only who
ave not heard or indanlged in the interchange
of such gushing confidences need be told the
pungent personalities, mortifying reminiscences
and disagreeable facts, together ywith idle gossip
falge report ‘up. . Meanwhile, tho

: _raked up
; %;f. were gqt_;;a?ene. ‘Two little visitors in tho

family were hovering around the doorway, and,
attracted by the subject of convergation, settled
down, stiller than mice, on a sofa within ear.
shot. As a natural consequence, the sisters wero
deliberately cut by the lady go ill-naturedly
“talked over’” the first time she meb them in
Eutghc; and thus they lost a valuable friend, to

heir mortification, as her ;}[osition in society
was superior to her own. 8 it not possible
that other society friendships have been termi-
nated for similar reasons ? Not taking into
consideration the fitness of things, it is a matter
of policy for the guest to outwardly respect his
host, and he who will not do so shonld bo placed,
under a gocial ban,
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OUR SECOND-FLOOR LODGER.

WaEN John and I first began honse-keeping,
we were doubtful whether to live in apartments,
or to take a house, and let them. We finally
decided upon the latter ; for, as John remarked,
lodging-house keepers were such pilferers, that
one never knew when one’s expenses ended :
like a lawyer’s bill, there were so many items.

‘We began to fancy we had chosen ill, however,
when the little embossed card hung for three
weeks in the little sitting-room window without
getting one application, save from an old, lady
in the neighbourhood, who, I am certain, came
only out of curiosity. -

But, at the end of that period, an elderly
gentleman, in delicate health, called to look at
them, with his niece, and decided to rent three
rooms ab once.

I was very glad ; for they appeared to be quiet
people ; and, meeting John with a hearty kiss
that evening, I told him we were in luck at
last.

“T am pleased to hear it, my girl,” answered
John. *“Only, take my advice: don’t be on too
friendly terms with them than need be. Koe
to your place. All persons have their little fads

and peculiarities ; and when these become anta- |-

gonistic, one house cannot hold both parties.
The warmest friendship with lodgers generally
turns to bitterest dislike. Mrs. Jones, presum-
ing upon Mrs. Brown’s good-nature, borrows her
electro tea-pot. She makes a dent in the lid, and
thus strikes the first nail into the coffin of their
friendship.”’ i

I stopped John’s mouth with muffin—a failing
of his ; but promised ta do as he recommended.

That, however, was not so easy. Mr. For.
tescue’s niece—Miss Kathleen Milbrooke—was
such a quiet, sweet, amiable girl, and seemed so
alone, that I was irresistibly drawn to her; and,
when we met, always had a little conversation,
which, I felt sure, gave her considerable plea-
sure.

Indeed, her life was terribly monotonous. No
one visited them; and Mr. Fortescue, a con-
firmed invalid, and a hard, austere man, was irri-
table from disposition as well as delicate health,
and, I fear, led his poor niece so wearying an exist-
ence, that, I imagine, when she could get away
for a chat with me, she found it a wonderful re-

of. -

‘Well, they had been with us nearly a fortnight,
when, late ene evening, a gentleman called to
see the room we had to let on the second-
floor back, and which he had heard of at the
stationer’s, He was very good-looking, tall,
with a pale face, and heavy dark beard and
moustache.

It’s very foolish, I know; but I have always
been mistrustful of dark beards and mous-
taches. Dear John’s face is as smooth as an

- egg. But the stranger spoke openly and fairly
enough, gave me references to his last land,
lady, and to the firm where he was employed ;
while, to olench the matter, he put down the
first two weeks’ rent in advance, as he wished
to come in that night.

I felt I ought not to have let him; but I
was yeb nervous in the part of landlady, and
hadn’t the courage to refuse. And when, in
about an hour, he returned, carrying his own
portmanteau, and I, having lighted him to his
room, came back to my own, I could not help
speculating & little tremulously upon what
Jghz{{, who had been detained in the city, would
think.

John thought I had done a very foolish thing,
and so terrified me out of my wits by saying
our second-floor lodger was no doubt a burglar,
who, when we were in bed, would break open
all the cupboards and drawers with the skeleton
keys and ‘Jemmy’ (yes, that was what John
called it), which he had concealed in his port-
manteau, that I couldn’t get a wink of sleep
through the night.

I found everything secure, however, the next
morning, and our second-floor lodger quietly
waiting for his breakfast. He took it at half-
past seven, leaving home at eight, and seldom
returning until nearly the same hour in the
evening, when he rarely went out again, doing
this so regularly, that John began to leave
off jesting and terrifying me about ° my
burglar,” and, once happening to meet<him on
the door-step, he asked Mr. Airlie in to have
a cigar and a glass of ale.

Our lodger accepted the invitation, and wat
and talked for over an hour, during which I
.saw John was trying to learn something about
him; but ineffectually.

“My dear,” I said, smiling, when we were
alone, “I- sugpect you know now as much
about our burglar as I do.”

‘‘ Near about the same, Meg,” he answered.
‘“He’s as close as the two shells of a walnut.
But I know this——"’

“That he is exceedingly good-looking,” I
broke in,

“ Good-looking ! Bah! That is all you women
think of.” :

‘“ Exactly; or, perhaps, I shouldn’t have
married you, John.”

That made him laugh; and, getting up, he
gave me a kiss for my compliment.

““No,” he went on, resuming his seat. * What
I meant to say was, that he has something upon
his mind. Though he can’t be more than twenty-
seven, at the most, he hasn’t a bit of spirit, and
talks with all the air of a pre-occupied man, who
is ever brooding over some trouble. Perhaps,”
said John, extending his slippered feet to the
fire, ““ ho has robbed, or is about to rob, his em-
ployers.” ;

“ John,” I cried, “ you horrid monster! How
can you say such dreadful things? It’s only
out of spite, because ‘my burglar’ has turned
out the very pattern of lodgers.”’

I stopped, checked by a gentle tap at the
door. It was Miss Kathleen Milbrooke. Her
uncle was asleep, and she had made an excuse to

P | come down for a chat, I know, poor child ; so,

as she was a favourite of John’s, I asked her in.
When she again went upstairs, after a pause,
John said :

“I say, Meg, supposing Mr. Airlie and that
young girl should fall in love 7"’

“ Nonsense, John! Mr, Fortescue would never
hear of it.”

* Why not ?”

““Because I am certain, from what I have
caught here and there, that he is much richer
than he lets be seen. So it is scarcely likely he
would permit his niece, who is his heiress, to
marry a man who has probably robbed his em-
ployers.”’

“You have me there, Meg; so we had better
have supper.”

What subject is more prolific of ideas to a
woman than marriage ? John had put a thought
into my head which, though as small as a pin’s
head at first, soon grew to large dimensions.
Whenever I saw Mr. Airlie, I thought of Miss
Milbrooke; and, whenever I saw her, I thought
of him, until, in my mind, at least, they were
united. And I began to hope what John had
‘supposed * might be possible ; for, the more I
saw of the two, the more I liked them. They
appeared both in need of happiness, I reflected.
One might bring it to the other.

But how could it ever be brought about?
Love at first sight is possible. But love at no
sight at all is assuredly not; and, owing to his
early departure, and late return, Mr. Airlie and
Miss Milbrooke never met even upon the stairs.

“Ask them both down to tea,” suggested
John, as we sat in our cosy parlour, I at work,
and he doing some writing.

f:iMr. Fortescue would not let her come,”’ I
said.

‘ Ask Airlie' alone, then, and make an excuse
%o get her down afterwards. At any rate, it will
be a relief to him, seated moping up in that little
room every evening, with not a friend with whom
to exchange a word.”

“That might do,” I pondered, pressing the
tip of my needle thoughtfully to my lip ; then
gave such a start, that I pricked myself, as T
exclaimed : ‘‘Goood gracious! John, what is
that ?”’

‘“ How can I tell, Meg ?”’ he answered, rising
quickly. “It’s Mr. Fortescue’s voice.”

“ He is quarrelling !” I exclaimed, in alarm,
as I hurried after John to the door.

The words which had made me start were,
“You unmitigated scoundrel 1”’

Opening the door, John was about to hasten
out; but, abruptly drawing back, motioned me
to silence. Then, mute as mice, we listened.
Remember, we were lodging-house keepers.

The speakers stood on the landing above, and
were Mr. Fortescue and Mr. Airlie.

“You unmitigated scoundrel!
pitiful hound ! burst from the old man’s pas-
sionate lips. “You have tracked me, have
you? You are playing spy upon me.”

‘“ As Heaven is my witness,”” replied the clear,
firm tones of Mr. Airlie, “I never dreamed you
were under this roof; or, as I stand here, I
would never have placed foot in it.”

““ You expect me to believe that ?”’

“ You must, seeing I could gain nothing by
such proximity to you.” ¢

*“ Nothing ! —nothing ! You sneaking hound !
Do you think I am blind ?”’ eried the old man $
and we heard the stick with which he walked
strike sharply on the floor. “Not gain Kathleen,
I suppose ? How do I know you would not per-
suade her to wed you on the slg, and thus rob
me of my money? How do I know that you

You mean,

have not done so ? Yo"ll.‘a.re both capable of the
trick.” ; 3

“Beware, sir!” ejaculated our lodger, his
voice all of a quiver. “ Call me what you please
—all terms are alike to me, coming from such a
father’s lips—but, by Heaven! you shall not
malign that pure, noble girl, who has sacrificed
herself to you. hen you drove me—your son
—from your doors, I offered to share my home
with her, knowing the miserable life to which I
left her. But she sacrificed love to gratitude ;
and, because you had brought her up, poor
orphan ! from her cradle, bowed her gentle head
to your cruel will, and remained under your
tyrannical rule. You have used hard words to me,
sir, and hard words to her, whose memory is
dearer to me than life; and I have managed to
keep my hands off you. ‘But, take care! There
are bounds to every man’s forbearance. Do not
speak ill of Kathleen.”

“Dare you threaten me ?”’ shrieked the old
man. “True son of a shameless mother.”

“Oh! Heaven, have a care!”’ and the sound
of Mr. Airlie’s voice showed the stupendons
self-control he was exerting. * You drove my
mother from your roof, as you drove me.”

“ Your mother left it of her own accord ; she
ran away, the—""

The word he uttered shall not be written. It
was followed by a loud, fierce cry, and a sound
which told Mr. Airlie kad flown at the speaker.
There was the noise of a struggle, the gasping
cries of the old man, blended with his niece’s
soreams for assistance.

‘ Help—help !”” she shrieked. “Oh! Richard
—Richard, let go. Reflect! he is your father ;
he is old—he is ill ; you will kill him !”’

We had rushed upstairs, but before we
reached the landing, those pleading words of his
cousin had calmed the just ire of the man, and
his passion was again subdued. J

We found Mr. Fortescue leaning against the
drawing-room door, panting for breath, and half
supported by Kathleen Milbrooke, whose tearful
eyes were turned with compassion upon M
Airlie, who stood apart, his arms folded, his
head drooped upon his chest.

“ Would you kill me ?”” gasped the old man,
a8 we arrived.

“No,” was the answer, “I would have you
live that Heaven may soften your heart by a
slower approach of death, so that you may, on
your knees, beg my dead mother’s forgiveness
for the ill you have done her in word and deed.
She may pardon you: as yet I cannot.”

At this, Mr. Fortescue’s fury once more broke
forth ; but his niece making John an imploring
sign, they managed o bear him back into the
room, swearing terribly against his son, and
vowing he would disinherit his niece if she ever
exchanged a word with him again.

She did, however; for when the old man lay
exhausted and insensible from hig fury, she left
us in ‘charge, and slipped out to her cousin.
When she returned, tears were in her eyes, and
I caught these words through the closing door :

“My own darling, you are too good for me
to blame, though I am the sufferer. Know I
will ever love and watch over you until my
death.”

I expected after this that Mr. Airlie would
leave, and he did that night. He told me his
father was very rich, but almost a -madman
from a selfish, jealous temper; that he had so
cruelly treated his wife, that she had been com-
pelled to leave him, when he had cast the most
shameful accusations upon her, even after her
death, which accusations, repeated to his son,
had driven him away also.

His father, Mr. Airlie added, possessed a
large estate in Devonshire, and ‘why he lived
in apartments he did not know, unless it was
from a mad idea of hiding Miss Milbrooke’s
whereabouts from him, her cousin, as he was
aware of the strong affection subsisting be-
tween them.

We were sorry to lose Mr. Airlie, and I
couldn’t help promising him that he should be
well informed of all that took place respecting
Kathleen. This, however, I was not able long
to do; for the next morning Mr. Fortescus
gave me notice of his intention to leave directly
he could rise from the bed upon which his un-
natural passion had thrown him.

But that night the climax came.

It was about two in the morning, when T was
awakened by a terrible smell of fire,

Arousing John, we went into the passage, to
find it full of smoke.

“ Merciful Heaven !” T cried, ““ the house is
on fire %

It was so.

We_theught of our lodgers, and strove to
ascend to them, but were driven back b
volumes of dark smoke rushing down, througg
which the red glare of flame was visible.
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The fire was in Mr. Fortescue’s rooms.

“QOh, poor Miss Kathleen!” I shrieked.
“Help! help!”

I threw the street-door open, and filled the
place with my cries for assistance.

I was soon joined in the appeal by Mr.
Fortescue and his niece from the upper window.
They had evidently tried the stairs, and found
it impossible to descend.

John had just run off to the engine-station,
when, from the opposite direction, I perceived a
man coming towards me.

I recognised him at once.

“QOh! Mr. Airlie, thank Heaven it is you!”
I ejaculated.

“Good Heaven! what is the matter?”’ he
asked.

I began to tell him, but the form of Kathleen
Milbrooke at the window related it quicker
than words.

In a second her cousin had darted into the
burning house.

I followed, but already he had vanished up
the stairs.

One, two minutes, and, blackened, burnt, he
was back with Kathleen Milbrooke.

«Oh, dear Richard!” she cried. “My
uncle !”’

«“PDo not fear; I will save him if possible,
darling,” he answered, again disappearing amid
the smoke.

Three, four, five minutes it seemed now before
he descended, with the elJd man wrapped in the
coverlit, and clinging wildly round his son’s
neck.

‘We bore him into the open air, for he seemed
half suffocated and paralysed with terror. Mr.
Airlie rested him on the pavement, supporting
him on his knee; but Mr. Fortescue would not
unclasp his arms from him.

His eyes were closed.

The crowd gathered. I bade them keep back.
The fire-engine rattled up, but I could not leave
that group. ;

Abruptly Mr. Fortescue looked up, and his
eyes rested upon the blackened features of Mr.
Airlie.

He started violently, then exclaimed :
“TRichard! Was it you, then, who saved
me P’

“T was so fortunate,” he answered, quietly.
¢ You are in no danger now, sir.”

There was a pause. The old man never re-
moved his gaze.

Then I saw a great change come over his
features.

“Richard,” he said, in a low voice, “ can you
forgive ?”

«Yes, father; but, rather, ask it of her;”
and he pointed upward.

T do—I have, when in yonder awful room.
Mary, pardon !”’ he murmured, lifting his eyes.
‘Afterwards he added, anxiously: “My will—
my will! it is there—bwrnt! Thank Heaven
for that!”

He made an effort to turn towards the burn-
ing house, and in the effort fell back on his
son’s shoulder, dead.

* * * # *

1 have no more to say. The will beipg'burnt,
of course Richard Fortescue, alias Airlie, suc-
ceaded to his father’s property, and also mar-
ried his cousin, Miss Milbrooke.

They now reside in Devonshire, and when we
pay a visit there—which we do frequently—we
always are sure of a hearty welcome from the
family of OUR SECOND-FLOOR LODGER.

e

A Wirr's Powsr.—The power of a wife, for
good or evil, is irresistible. ‘Without one, home
must be for ever unknown. A good wife is to a
man wisdom, strength, and courage; & bad one
is confusion, weakness, and despair. No condi-
tion is hopeless to a man where the wife possesses
firmness, decision, and egpnomy. There is no
outward propriety which can counteract indo-
lence, extravagance, and folly at home. No spirib
can long endure bad influence. Man is strong,
but his heart is not adamant. He delights in
enterprise and action, but to sustain him he
needs a tranquil mind ; and especially if heis an
intelligent man, with a whole head, he needs his
moral force in the conflict of life. To recover
his composure, home must be a place of peace
and comfort. There his soul renews its strength,
and goes forth with fresh vigour to encounter
the labour and troubles of life. But if ab homie
he  finds no rest, and is there met with bad
temper, sullenness, jealousy, and gloom, or
with complaints and censure, hope
Vanishes, and he sinks into_despair. Such is
b ease with too many who, it might seem, have
Wmﬂm’ of trials of life ; for such is the wife’s

.

GRAINS OF GOLD.

SILENCE is the fittest reply to folly.

IEVERY fancy you consult, consult your purse
also.

ONE beautiful trait in a woman’s character is
her invariable readiness to smooth her hus-
band’s temperament, even if she has to do it
with an aching heart.

BeWARE of him that is slow to anger: anger,
when it is long in coming, is the stronger when
it comes, and the longer kept. Abused patience
turns to fury.

HonNesT and courageous people have very
little to say about either their courage or their
honesty. The sun has no need to boast of his
brightness, nor the moon of her effulgence.

A NEAT, clean, fresh, sweet, cheerful, well-ar-
ranged house exerts a moral influence over its
inmates, and makes the members of a family
peaceful and considerate of each other’s feelings
and happiness.

THE most momentous question a woman is
ever called upon to decide is whether the faults
of the man she loves will drag her down, or
whether she is competent to be his earthly re-
deemer.

BEWARE of a too sanguine dependence upon
future expectations; the most promising hopes
are sometimes dashed in pieces by the interven-
gmnt of some unforeseen and unexpected acci-

ent,

Be frank with the world. Frankness is
the child of honesty and courage. Say just
what you mean to do on every occasion, and
take it for granted that you mean to do what
is right.

A GooD book and a good woman are excellent
things for those who know justly how to ap-
preciate their value. There are men, however,
who judge of both from the beauty of the cover-
ing.

MY NELLIE.

Wire a halo of golden hair
She is crowned right royally,
And her beautiful brow is white,
As foam on a stormy sea ;
Like violets gemmed with dew
Are her tender, soul-lit eyes,
Cloudless, and deeply blue
As the sunny summer skies ;
And they beam like fair twin stars
Through a rifted cloud, when night
Has donned her sable robes,
And veiled the moon from sight.

Her lips are like coral wet

By the kiss of the rippling waves,
And ber tiny teeth like pearls’

That gleam in the ocean caves ;
Her cheeks have the faint, sweet flush

Of rosebuds ere they blow ;
And her dainty, dimpled chin

Is fairer than drifted snow.
Soft is her voice and clear

As the murmur of silvery streams,
Tender, and low, and sweet

As the music heard in dreams,

Like lilies are her hands,

And in fancy, even now,
I feel the soft, pink palms,

Like rose-leaves, touch my brow;
And there comes to me a sound,

Of all sweet sounds most sweet,
The footfall, light and low,

Of her glancing, fairy feet.
My darling, my heart is filled

‘With joy unfelt, unknown,
Till blest by thy love, my pearl—

My beautiful one, my own !

C.J. M. C.

SYpNEY SMITH’S penmanship was wretched.
His wife once asked him to interpret a passage
which she in vain tried to spell out, and he an-
gwered “ that he must decline ever reading his
own handwriting four-and-twenty hours after
he had written it.”” His friend Jeffrey’s writing
was not much better. My dear Jeffrey,” wrote
Smith on one.oceasion, “ we are much obliged
by your letter, but should be still more so were
it legible. I have tried to read it from left to
right, and Mrs. Smith from right to left, and

we neither of ug can decipher a single word,”

ONE ThiNG AND ANOTHER.

A SINGULAR S1iaHT.—To see a garden walk.

WHEN is an actor’s eye like a lucifer match #
—When it lights upon a box.—Fun. ;

A vounag lady makes Shakspere say, “ An
eye like Ma’s to threaten and command.”

A mAN may be properly said to bave been
drinking like a fish when he finds that he has
taken enough to make hig head swim.

A SpANISH woman’s mantilla is held sacred
3yb tthe laws of Spain, and cannot be sold for
e

Many Parisian fashion-furnishers, not con-
tent with selling old fashions to foreign and
provincial buyers, occasionally make fashions ex-
pressly for them—fashions never intended for a
Parisian to wear.

A Promising PupriL.—“How does your
brother get on in New York, Parker ?”’—* Very
well, indeed, ma’am, thank you. He’s only been
there three months, and he’s already beginning
to speak the language beaatiful !”’—Punch.

“ HALLOA, there, how do you sell your wood ?”’
—“ By the cord.’—*“ How long has it been.
out P”’— Four feet.””—“I mean how long has
it been since you cut it P’—*“ No longer than it
is now.”

AN American coroner, rather renowned for his
business smartness, seized an Egyptian mummy
that was brought into town, summoned a jury,
held an inquest on the mummy, brought in a
verdict of ““ Death from causes unknown,” and
charged the county with the usual fee, with
compound interest from the time of Moses.

. In Spain, when a baptized infant dies, a feast
is spread, and all the mneighbours assemble to
congratulate the parents. ‘ We rejoice with
you that you have a child in glory,” is the
common_expression on these occasions, which
are festivals rather than fumerals, where the
music even is glad, and only the mother
weeps.

A Goop OPENING.—Errand-boy (to police-
man) : “ Please, sir, I've got to leave this ’ere
letter. Missus told me I was to take the third
to the left and the fourth to the right, and when
I come to the high road, any fool could tell me
where it is.”’—Judy.

“ How fortunate I am in meeting a rain-bsaun
in this storm!” said a young lady who was
caught in a shower the other day to her beau
of promise, whom she met, with an umbrella,
“And L,” said he, gallantly, “am as much re-
joiced as the poor Laplander when he has caught
& rein-deer.”’

‘“ MARRIAGE,” says Selden, “is a desperate
thing. The frogs in Zsop were extr%mely
wise ; they had a great mind to some water,
but they would not leap into the well, because
they could not get out again’” They were
quite right. They let well alone. And it
would have been better for a considerable com-
pany of men and women if they had had the
discretion to follow such a good example.”’

“ As no one,” says Mrs. Steele, ““is abused
gave to a willing listener, the friend who tells
you she has heard you calumniated must be
ranked with the calumniators.”” She is even
worse than they are ; for if it had not been for
her you might never have known the unpleasant
things they said of you. This, at any rate, is
one of those numerous circumstances in which
ignorance is really bliss. :

AN irritable tragedian was playing Macbeth
and rushed off to kill Dunca.xs wyhen there was
no blood for the Thane to steep his hands in.
“The blood ! the blood!” exclaimed he to the
agitated property-man, who had forgotten it,
The actor, however, not to disappoint the audi-
ence, clenched his fist, and, striking the pro-
perty-man a violent blow upon the nose, coolly
washed his hands in the stream that burst from
it, and re-entered with the usual words, ““ I have
done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise #*

A @Exn1US is the author of a new invention to
do away with servants around tables. It con.
sists of a_movable railway, acting within g
circle inside the plates that are to be served
It will suffice for an oblong table as well ag fox:
a_round one, and is operated by the person who
sits at the head, or, in other words, the one
who does the carving. This individual is
enabled, by means of his or her feot under the
table, after the manner of working the treadle
of a sewing machine, to send a plate forward
at express speed to the spot of destination.
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ZOWS TRUST.
BY THE AUTHOR OF * SIR ROGER’S WARD,” * KATRINE,’
¢ A WINNING HAZARD,” ETIC,, ETC,

CHAPTER XXXV.

Tag document produced by Annie was a brief but
passionately-worded letter, signed in the name
she ascribed tothe usurper of the wealth and
position thus. questioned; and a dark, sudden
contraction of the brow proved the emotion it
excited. 5

But the newly-arrived stranger seized eagerly
a pen within reach, and dashed off a few lines in
a markedly distinct character.

“It can soon be identified,” he said, proudly,
as he threw down the pen; ¢ but it is simply a
useless degradation to submit to such ordeals,
Siv Philip, since it is to you I would chiefly look
as the arbiter of this miserable contest. I ecan
explain the whole mystery in. a few brief sen-
tences. DMy poor father had.become entangled
early in life with an attractive but worthless
woman, whose son this unscrupulous impostor,
T believe, will prove to be, And my journey to
India and an unforeseen disasteron the route
gave scope for carrying out a deep-laid plot, I
was seized, while partly insensible from the

.stunning effect of a shipwreck and blow from a
boat which had put off to save us, and carried
into the interior® of the country, where I
remained in a half-stupified state of prostra-
tion for I know not how long a period. And
it was owing partially to the actual and
partly to simulated debility that the vigi-
lance of my captors was lulled; and at length
I was permitted to remain but scantily watched.
And with returning strength came hope and
energy, and, half dead, half alive, I made my
way to the coast and got a passage to work my
way to England. = 1t was then that this lady
saved my life. During a terrible relapse I
suffered, and while remaining at Malta, she
learnt by degrees my story and my name. 1t
wag, indeed, the guidance of an over-ruling Provi-
dence,” he went on, reverently, *‘and Heaven
will bring the truth to light.”

There had been a dead silence in the group
during the brief narrative.

The pseudo Algernon had more than once
given an impatient gesture, as if to interrupt
the story, but a stern, warning look from Sir
“Philip, and a scarcely audible “Silence!” from
Hubert Courtenay, arrested the attempt. #

" And Zoo’s eyes and ears drank in the familiar
characteristies of her lover, and wondered that
she could have been deceived even for a moment
in the identity of her pure, noble Algernon and
that base pretender,

. “TIt is @ scandalous censpiracy, a base
slander,” thundered the baffled suitor of Theresa.
“There must be far more proof than this wild
tattle erc I even condescend to rebubt the
slander.”

“Qh! you shall be abundantly satisfied,” said
Annie, scornfully. * Regiuvald, I have never
seen—nover been within long miles of the
mother of the heir to Sydney Court. There can
be no collusion—no motive for her preferring one
son to the pretender for that relationship. TLet
her say what she believes—let her decide whether
ono peculiarity that I know full well belonged
to him whom she had borne to her husband in
lawful marriage.”

She gave a quick glance at Hubert Courtenay
ag she spoke, and in another moment Mrs.
Sydney came slowly into the room.

Not a word, not a sound was heard ag she
advanced ; her sad, liquid eyes were fixed on the
two young men who stood in deflance of each
other’s claims. The look wandered from one
to the other in questioning penetration.

_ Then, with a glad, sharp ery, she cast herself
on the returned exile, and clasped his neck with
almost convulsive eagerness.

“ My son—my son, how could I doubt®? yet

it was a skilful or fiendish imposture that might
well have deceived even a mother, even though I
marvelled at the change in my Algernon—my
wozshipped boy.” ; ;
. “QOne moment, Mrs. Sydney,” said Annie,
calmly. “I would ask you—without one hinb
as to the object of the question—whether your
son had a blood-red scar in almost the form of
a dagger, on his arm, close to the shoulder ?
Remember,” she added, turning to the spectators
of the scene, *“ I do not even hint which of these
pretenders is branded with such a mark, I
only ask as to its existence.”

Mrs, Sydney scarcely waited for the end of
the sentence.

“ Never,” she replied. My boy was fres as
snow from any mark or blemish from the -hour
of Kis birth, unless it had been stamped there
in the late miserable years.””  °

“Then it will be found on this gentleman,”

roturned Annie, calmly: ¢ Mr. Lennox will not,
I think, venture to bare his arm, lest the mark
were too plainly visible.”

“ Reginald—Reginald,” she said, turning to
the pretender, “ be wise ; if other considerations
cannot move you, let the certainty of ruin and
detection move you to repentance and confes-
sion. Your wife—your child should lead you to
a nobler path.”

“ Theresa Marchmont, or rather, Mrs. Regi-
nald Lennox,” she contimied, “are you willing
to receive this erring suitor once again as your
lawful husband P’

Theresa shrank back with a gharp cry.

“ No—no—no ! \Papa—papa, protect me; I
cannot—I will not. He himself denied any tie.
Send him away. Koep me—keep me; or I shall
die !”” she cried, in agony.

¢ Merciful Heaven, what is all this wretched
mystery P> groaned Sir Philip.

“Jt 1 tolerably clear to me mnow,” gaid
Hubert, coolly. * This: clever impostor, T pre-
sume, acted on the belief that your younger
danghter was her aunt’s heiress, and over-
reached himself by his cupidity. ~And Zoe—
angel that she is—bore the disgtace &nd the
hardship consequent on the crime. ' Is it'not so,
Zoe dearest !’

She did not speak, but sprang into her father’s
outstretched arms. At least, she was restored
to her place there. ; 3

“ And pray what is to be my reward if I con-
sent to forfeit my right over this amiable and
loving wife of mine P’ asked Reginald, sarcas-
tically. ,

‘T can answer that question,” said Algernon,
firmly, *The unhappy lady whose weakness,
perhaps, occasioned the danger of her ward,
has left an annuibty to be divided between her
niece and yourself so long as you do not molest
her in any .manner whatever. And for your

relations, and inherit the money thus bequeathed
after its parents’ death. "The rest of her avail-
able wealth is bequeathed to her other niece,
though a large sum is still in the grasp of her
worthless husband.” .

“ Well, that may be some consolation,” said
the baffled Reginald, with a forced laugh. “I
daresay I can get on alone exceedingly well, and
must even leave this attractive company withont
abstracting one of its charming members to bear
me company.”’

“ No, no, no, my boy—my only son !I’’ gasped
a voice, and Madame Fanchon, whose presence
had been hitherto unnoticed in the shelter of
some thick window -drapery where she stood
concealed, sprang to Reginald’s side. * Woman,”’
sho added, fiercely, addressing Mrs. Sydney
with a passionate fury that - changed
her whole aspect, “on you be the curse
and on your hated son for all the misery I
haveborne and the odium cast on my boy, for
whom I have endured and planned and plotted.
And may the sins of the father be visited on the
son with far heavier vengeance than any that
has yet been poured out on him or you! Come,
Reginald, my son, there are others as fair,
homes as splendid, and climes far brighter
than in Britain, and to them we will depart.”

And passing her hand through her son’s arm,
the pseudo governess drew him frem the room,
where nothing remained but mortification and
shame to greet their stay.

“ Zoe,”’ said Algernon, when tho door closed
behind them, “ may I now ask for what I so
long coveted in secret—your peerless, noble
gelf P Sir Philip, yon know all. You candtrust
me with your treasure. You ecan look on and
expect from me the duby and service of a son.
Will you give her to me?”’

Sir Philip sighed, though he strove to hide
his shame and regret.

“My dear boy, I am  grieved — honestly
grieved for the pain it will give you, butb it is
impossible. Zoe 1is already pledged to Mr.
Courtenay, and I cannot rescind my consent.”

“Zoe, is it so? Can it be P’ eried Algernon,
in a voice of anguish. * But, no, you are true:
I will not think aught of you but as the purest
and ths best. It is some plot, some self-
sacrifice, in which you have again been doomed
to suffer for the sins of others.”

The girl hid her face for a moment; then
her eyes sought Hubert Courtenay’s fixed on
her with a strangoe mingling of feeling in their
expression. <

“Zoe,” he said, “are you prepared to cast
me off—to forget your vows—now that all is
explained, and your father placed in safety
by this young man’s means? Speak, for I
Izyoul'd fain hear the truth from your own

ips.” ?

It was o moment of severe struggle for the
much-tried girl.

Love and happiness were in the cup. The

child, that is to be brought up by its maternal |"

eace of him she valued more than life might
ge destroyed by her next words.

Yet they must be spoken, and the answer
came firm and clear.

““No, I will keep my pledge—I will be true
and faithful to my duty, as Heaven gives me
help,” she replied, raising her lovely eyes with
a saint-like resignation in their dark depths.

Hubert took her hand.

It did not quiver in his, and her face was
calm if sad, as if no further struggle should
appear on its surface,

He paused a moment.

Perhaps a mighty struggle wvas going on in
his breast, in which it was a hard fight to
come off victor.

.(;I‘hen he suddenly beekoned Algernon to his
side. :

 Mr. Sydney,” he said, hoarsely, “ I can’t
be a villain where such an angel is concerned.
She has suffered too deeply. Heaven forbid I
should sentence her to a lifelong miserﬂ!” and,
placing her hand in Algernon’s, he rushed from
the room.

He was a truer hero than many who wear
the conqueror’s wreath,

* * * * *

Hubert Courtenay went abroad for a time,
and Theresa spent unloved and unloving years
with her father, on whom she vented the soured
disappointments of her ill-regulated nature.

But, happily for limself, her boy was per-
mitted to gratify his own inclinations by spend-
ing most of his time at Sydney Court; and thus
in after years the child who had been in infancy
her charge was still frained and disciplined by

‘the sweat aunt who had at such a cost fulfilled

her trust.
[TEE END.]

“Zoe’s Trust” commenced in No, 557 and Part CXXXV1.

PASTIMES.

CHARADE. g
The ball-room’s thronged with gallants gay,
And gentle ladies fair; 5
‘They pass the time right merrily,
Their minds all free from care.
The lover whispers low, sweet words,
As in the dance they first,
The maiden shyly glances up,
Her heart in joy immersed,

And now the mazy dance is o’er,
The lover and the maid,
‘With faces flushed, the garden seek,
To wander in the shade ;
There, ’neath Queen Luna’s silver beams,
They whisper words of love,
And music sweet my second sighs,
Amid the trees above,

We now must change the pleasant scene s
Each dancer gay has gone,

And in the sky, dark, gloomy clouds,
Are gathering one by one.

Hark! what is that—that fearful noise,
That sounds from earth to sky ?

Lo! ’tis my whole, with fearful speed,
That rushes madly by.

a
CONUNDRUM,
I (ili?se life, I put an end to time, I open eternity: what
am
A B, F,
5 BURIED IRISH RIVERS,
1,
Do not disturb Anne when she is busy,
; E. W'C.

2.
I was told not to take the little boy near the river.

I. aC,
3.
T watched them hoist a flag, and rejoiced to seo the Union
Jack, "
B, M0,
4
To say * No » requires sometimes a good deatofresolution,
E, M°C.
5
i dwin reads to her.
Angelina works while B we E G,
1 saw him, from the cliff, eye his dangerous position,
E, M°C. -
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SOLUTIONS OF PASTIMES IN No, 570:

Rurind PROVERBS.=1. All is not pold that glittersy 2.
Al’s well that ends well. cs. Fine f«ini;hﬁrs make ﬂuctglg?l‘g
DoUBLE  ACROSTIC.—Soerafles, Xantippe, thus: Sprel
Ori6B, OnP, RoitL, AvaraT, Troow, Bins, KpiinX. -
ANAGIRAMS : PAINTRRS’ NAMES.—1, Thomas Lawrence, 2°
Nicholas Poussin, 3. Andrea del Sarto. . 4. Bernardino
Luino. 5. Gnido Reni, 6, Miclinel Angelo. 7. Salviitov Rosn.
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CAN BE SUPPLIED WITH

ALL THE MADE -UP AND FULLY TRIMMED AND FLAT PATTERNS
LATEST NOVELTIES DIRECTIONS

FOR
AND

FASHIONS FROM PARIS MEASUREMENT.

EVERY MONTH,

For Ladies’ Basques, Polonaises,
Redingotes, Jackets, or Sacques,
Wrappers, Waists, or Bodices, &e.,
the bust measure only is reqmred
and this will apply to Children’s
garments also; but the age should
be given on sendmg orders for
patterns.

~ For fkirts, Tunics, Drawers, &e.,
the waist measure only is required.

The bust measurement shounld
alv'ays be taken over the dress by
passing & tape around the form
close under the arms, two inches
above the fallest part of the
bust, and midway of the shoulder-
blades (as shown in the illustra-
‘tion), drawing it moderately
ﬁght.

as also on the @igantic Supple-
ment accompanying each Monthly
Part, which Prices will be found
cheaper than any in the United
States or Canada.

Orders and Remittances for Patterns or
Subsuriptxons to THEE .YoUNG LADIES
JOURN. ddressed  to. MRES. R. C.
GURNEY, NEW YORK, P.O. B¢x35"7.
or No.. 989, TLANTIC AVENUE,
BROOKLYN, will reeeive immediate at.
tention. Canadian Postage Stamps cat:
not be received in payment for Patterns.
Shonld replies be required, payment for
postage of letter must be forwarded thus:
3. for U.S., 60, for Canada.
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EIQHTH EDITION, 1ILLUSTRATED.

Just published, greatly enlarged and improved, price One Shilling,
’ sent post-free for 14 Stamps,

THE STOMACH AND IT§ TRIALS

This Treatise forms the most complete and most
valuable Manual of Health that has
yet been published.

CONTENTS.

The Sufferings of a Dyspeptic.

The great Importance of Nutrition in the Prevention and Cure
of Disease.

Dyspepsia; Nervous Dyspepsia ; Mucous Dyspepsia.

Causes of Dyspepsia.

Painful Dyspepsia, or Pain after Eating,

Weakness of the Stomach ; Epilepsy s Fits.

How Wind on the Stomach causes Palpitation and mistaken Heart-Disease.

Tnsufficiendy of the Ordinary Means for the Cure of Dyspepsia. »

"The Alimentary Mode of curing Dyspepsia. :

Rules for Life; a new form of Masticating Knives and Machines.

Nature of Piles; Classes of Piles ; Swelled Veins; Causes of Piles.

Treatment of Piles, with valuable Prescriptions,

Gout and Rheumatism, their Causes and Cuare.

Heart-Disease, Spasm of the Henrt, ‘Sudden Deaths, their principal Canses.

Treatment of Gout and Rheumatism, with Prescriptions.

Consumption : Anatomy of the Heart and Lungs,

The Prevalence of Consumption,

The Physiology of Life and Death, Ts the Blood the Life?

The General Character of Consumption and Tubercular Deposit. |

Causes of Consumption ; Symptoms of Consumption.

A Word to Pareuts on the Transmission of Consumption,

Modes of treating Consumption,

The true Treatment of Consumption, or the Renewal of Life,

Diet for the Restoration of Health in General Debility, Emaciation, and Cone
samption,

Prescription for an invaluable Cough Elixir or Soothing Mixture.

Tmportant to Parents: how to prevent the seeds of Consumption from Forming,
or Hints to Mothers on, the best means of securing the Health of their Child-
ren, showing how te convert a delicate Child into a strong one.

The value of Cold Sponging and Friction of the Skin in the Prevention of
Colds, &ec.

Tnfancy.
The Blanket-Bath) and its Value at the Commencement of Fever.

The true Chest-Protector, or the Prevention of Consumption.

Practical Hints on the Means of Developing the Chest and Lungs.

The Chest-Expander.

Talse Attitudes in Sitting and Lying.

Improper and Proper Positions in Bed.

What are Nervous Complaints? and some of the Evils of Diseased Nerves, Irti-
tability and Sleeplessness, with Means of Cure; excessive Tea-Drinking, and
its Effects.

Advice to would-be Suicides,

Nature's Laws ; the Dignity of Labour.

The Fall of the Curtain..

APPENDIX : containing Invalid Cookery ; Sickness and Vomiting; Diet suitable
for Dyspeptics; Raw Meat in Dyspepsia and Chronic Diarrheea ; useful
Hints on Constipation ; important to Proprietors of Schools and Heads of
Families—a safe and certain Cure for Ringworm ; Hooping Cough and it
Treatment without internal Medicine ; Unsightly Blemishes, Pimples on the
Face, &c.—a Practical Hint on Ventilation. A new Household Remedy for -
Sore Throat, simple and thoronghly effectual. Biliousness and Sick Head-
ache. The Cause and Prevention of Fever, How to destroy Typhoid germs
in Milk, A simple means of detecting Sewage in Water,
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16 | TTIE STOMACH AND ITS TRIALS,

The influence of nearly all articles ordinarily used in the trcatment
of Dyspepsia is to sap the energies of the stomach, creating diseases
impossible to cure, and laying the foundation of general infirmity,
suffering, and premature decay. The insufficiency of these remedies will
be easily understood, if we reflect on the immediate canses of Dyspepsia.

When a healthy stomach receives its food, the mucous membrane
empties into it a clear tasteless fluid, resembling saliva in appearance,
called the gastric juice, previously secreted, s0 as to be in readiness.
This fluid is a solvent power, capable of reducing to a milky hemoge-
neous mass, called chyme, all those heterogeneous substances taken as
food. 1t sets free or extracts from food the carbon, fibrine, caseine,
nitrogen, hydrogen, and other substances in food required to support
life. Its sol vent power, when the stomach is healthy, is astonishing,
But abuse, by bad dietary and the incautious use of drugs, weakens this
solvent power. This allows the food to lie so long m the stomach, that
its Leat induces sourness or fermentation, Now, this fermentation is
nothing more nor less than incipient decomposition . in other words, the
commencement of the rotting process.  Fermentation is the beginning
of putrefaction.  Food cannot foment in the stomach without engender-
ing corruption, Is it any wonder that Dyspepsia, which consists simply
m food rotting in' the stomach, should cause its victims to feel so
wretchedly.  Reader, think of it; food putrefying in the centre of the
system, to be sent all throngh it! Man cannot gnard too carefully
against all injury to the stomach. Starvation, by withholding nutrition,
soon destroys life; so, also, imperfect digestion proportionately ‘impairs
it. Dyspepsia is partial starvation on the one hand, by withholding the
materials of life, and death on the other, by engendering corruption.
Hence, whatever Dyspeptics do, they should first endeavour to restore
the flagging enerqies of their stomach. :

But what is the error of the present treatment? The medicines in
use irritate the tender mucous mabrane, or lining, and the sensitive
abdominal nervous system, and depress the natural action of the stomach.
Large doses and strong medicines are then given to stimulate the defi-
cient action. All this merely attacks the symptoms, merely palliates
the suffering, leaving the real disease untouched, and failing to oure
when cure is attainable,

THE ALIMENTARY MODE OF CURING DYSPEPSIA.

Medical science having been found to be et fault in the cure of in-
veterate Dyspepsia, the Author has had bis mind oceupied with this
very important subject for many yeass, He has, through the aid of



_ THE STOMACH AND ITS TRIALS. 6

FALSE ATTITUDES IN SITTING AND LYING.

“In every scene some moral let us teach,
And if we can, both please and preach.”

UNNATURAL AND NATURAL POSITIONS FOR READING OR STANDING.

Bl
False Positien. Nuatural Losition.

The small of the back is made flexible, but the hip-joints are the peints
from which to stoop either backward or forward.  The Jjoints are ball-and-
socket joints, like a swivel in some degree. The trunk of the body may
bend forward as much as you please, for all useful purposes, and the chest
and the whole spine and neck be kept perfectly straight. e * *

§ IMPROPER AND PROPER POSITIONS IN BED.

Curvatures of the spine also may be caused by too many pillows upon
which the head rests, especially with young persons. ~ *  *  * &



ract of a Letter from the Ven. Br.yrur Hurst, Vicar of Collierly, than whom *

3 no clergyman better known or more respected in the diocese of Durham, on

t of his urbanity and eminence as a scholar: I have carefully read over your

ie, and, from sad experience, indorse every word of it. For some time previous my

h retained very little food. I was really starving in the midst of plenty. Your

iy has saved my life. I can now digest my food with ease. I owe you a debt "
itude I shall never be able to discharge.’ )

ur townsman, Mr. J. C. Eno, has just published a sixth edition of Lis Treatise

¢ Stomach and its Trials. By means of illustrations and clearly-expressed de-
seription, the author shows the many ills which spring from a weak or disordered
stomach, and also indicates the treatment necessary. in order to induce recovery. Dys-
pepsia and indigestion, in whatever form, are so common and so irksome ailments
that any one who does what he can to relieve the suffering deserves the gratitude of
his kind. Mr. Eno ¢laims that, by a certain system of diet, by which the stomach
is assisted to do its work, and not stimulated, he has been able to effect wonderful
recoveries from diseases incident to a weak digestion. Mr. Eno’s brochure is well worth ~
perusal. —Newcastle Daily Chronicle.

‘ Tue SromacH aND 118 Trisrs.—This is the title of an interesting and able Trea-
tise from the pen of our much-respected townsman, Mr. J. C. Eno; and, as showing
its popularity, we may mention that it has already run through no fewer than six
editions. The work is suitably illustrated, and is characterised from beginning to end
by much originality of thought and simplicity of language. Mz. Eno knows his subject
well, and is in every way entitled to be listened to with respect when he deals, as he
does here, with some of the worst physical ailments by which humanity is afflioted.
‘We have no doubt that this work is likely t extend to other parts the deservedly high
reputation which Mr. Eno already enjoys among his own people” and those who know
him best throughout the North of England.'—7he Newcastle Magazine.

¢ Tue Sromacw.—Under the title of Zhe Stomach and its Trials, Mr. J. C. Eno,
Newoastle, has just published the sixth edition of a Treatise, the perusal of which, and
attention to the hints it contains, would do a world of good to persons suffering from
dyspeptic and other disarrangement of the system. Mr. Eno advises every man to be
his own doctor, as far as possible, and shows how the general health may be kept good,
nnd life prolonged, by attention to a few simple rules of diet, exercise, cleanliness, &ec.
The author of this little work warns lis readers that the stomach is to be assisted,
not stimulated. Ie indorses the maxim, * Keep up the power of nutrition, and the:
body will resist and eject disease,” and shows how the power is most easily kept up.
The work is entitled to a wide civeulation.'— 7%he Northern Daily Express.

Dr. Epwarpes, Dartford, writes: ¢ Your Treatise eontains sound practical common.
sense—an element which is not always found pervading the pages of medical worlks.
I wish you every possible success in your efforts for medical progress and enlighten-
ment.’ j

‘Tue SrovmaocH AxD 1718 Triars.—The popularity of this Treatise may be gathered
Jrom the fact that it has already gone through six editions in a very short time. The-
title scarcely gives an idea of the contents of the book or the variety of subjects treated
in it. The stomach is chiefly descanted on, as almost all the ills that flesk is heir to
proceed from dyspepsia, but gout and rheumatism, piles, &c., are dealt with at length,
particularly consumption. Perhaps the mest valuable part of the work is that which
refers to regimen, air, diet, exercise, bathing, &e. The author appears to have small
faith in medicine, and appears fully to indorse the maxim that prevention is better
than cure.” The Treatise is remarkably free of "’empixjicl:ism, and is certainly cheap at a
shilling.’— Northern Review. ; i

J. C. ENO, GROAT MARKET, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.
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WHITE & SOUND TEETH

ARB ENSURED BY USING

JEWSBURY & BROWN'S

ORIENTAL
TOOTH PASTE

-\ The most agreeable preservative
v/ N7/ o tho Tooth snd Gums This old.
N/ T/ established gnd fayourite Dent-
/ N\ frico has been forty years before

vpon) the public. It is warranted to
® rotain its properties in any climate.
8old by Ohemists and Perfumeys ot 1s, 6d. & 8s. 6d.

Seo that the Label is signed * JEWSBUBY AND
Brown, Manchester,” @8 & guarauntes.
SHIPPERS SUPPLIED,.

THE ST, PAUL’S BATAAR,

: 61 and 62, ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD.
HE most agreeable and couvenjent REsTING-PLACE for yisitors to the Oity, with an ELEcANT REsrAURANT, supplied by Messrs-
Hiuy & Soxs, of Bishopsgate Within, Cooks and Confectioners to Her Majesty. There are also LavaToRIEs, 4 Lapies' Croax
Roowm, &e., &e. The Bazaar is a depdt for the Exhibition and Sale of the Goods of Manufacturers, West End and other Houses
requiring & Braxce Busmvess; also for Birthday and Wedding Presents, Easter Offerings, &e.
The following Trades are represented, and an assortment of Goods always kept on sale

Are warranted not tocontain a
gingle particle of MERCURY or
any other Mineral Substance, but
to consist entirely of Medicinal
matters PURELY VEGETABLE.

For nearly forty years they have proved
4 their value in thousands of instances in
diseases of the Head, Chest, Bowels,
Liver and Kidneys; and in all Skin Com.
iplaints are one of the

MEDICINES KNOWN

rice 73d., 1s, 13d., and 2s. 9d. each, by G. WHELPTON & SON,

| 8, Crane Court, Fleet Street, London; and by all Chemists and Medicine* Vendors.
And can be obtained of all Wholesale Houses

in London, Liverpool, Manchester, York, Hull, &ec., &c.

BEST

Sold in Bozxes,

.

Sent free on receipt of 14, or 33 Stamps.

The Japanese Trading Company. gnrveé Ivory Ornaments. ; Bewing Machines.

Grossm‘i’th’u Perfumery, Fountain Playing. opjuring Tricks and Mechanical Toys. Heraldio Engraving.

Bedford’s Fancy Needlework. Prench Faney Natural Flowers.

Pyke’'s Abyssinian Jewellery. Fancy Cabinet Gopdu.
autifnl Pioture Gallery.

Somers’ Photographio Scraps and Pictures.

Bi Eps O 3%93, and Pictures,
g‘nk—i‘ Q%w Artioles. ,
wiu%;lryed ood Ornaments. Fancy Baskets of all kinds.

| ori Popcorn and Sweets.
IA?(';IB'; Toather Goods of all kinds. Fancy Linendrapery, &o. Glass and Pottery,
! English and Foreign Toys: Chymists’ Sundries. Refreshment Counter.

DELIGHTFUL AMUSEMENT AND CHARMING PRESENT FOR CHILDREN-—
SORAP BOOKS WITH A QUANTITY OF LOOSE COLOURED SCRAPS, FROM 2s, 6d. TO A GUINEA.
MEECH'S CELEBRATED EXHIBITION OF WAX DOLLS.

[From THE Cowrt Circulasr.]

N

The new Baszsar attacks boldly one of onr
oldest insular prejudices. To gay that the
Bagaar is amply provided with every variety of
goods coming under the expansive and elastio
title of  fancy,” that itis lovely and attractive,
is to say mucg, certainly, yet no more than the
exact truth. But all these advantages would
hardly have called for comment but for a more
startling innovation. The managers have had
thesense to recognize, for the first time, the un-

Public Bazaars have, until lately, been mono-
polized by the West End, Recently, however,
8 large and lofty building on the north side of
St. Paul’s Churchyard has been opened uxnder
the title of St. Paul’s Bagaar. It is to be
presumed that most children who visit the City
during their holidays will not fail to look in and

doubted truth that es devoting themselyes
%0 a hard day’s shop‘l;?igjg do reqnir’g some more
pubstantial refreshment than a Bath bun, &o.
@onsequently the refreshment department has
been entrnsted to the skilful hands of Messrs.

ill & Son, of Bishopsgate Street, Pastrycooks
to the Queen, who have made every arrangement
for ladies and gentlemen. There are dining-
rooms, in which ladies, either alone or accom-

[Frox TaE City Press.]

will find this a convenient resting-place when
tired, or a welcome shelter in case of incloment
wenther. The wares for gale are of the usual
bazaar oharacter, althongh there are some rare
gpecimens of home and foreign art. The articles
of ornament and use of Japanese manufacture
are of exquisite workmanship, and there is a very

panied by gentlemen, can ‘proeure with every
comfort ani‘:efreahm:mt' of which they stand in
need, from o sandwich or a jelly to a dinner of
many oourses. It should ‘be added that the
prices are most re; le; a4 there are
also most ecomfortable and commodious reading
and retiring rooms, we have overy reason to
anticipate that this sensible enterprise will meet
with suocess.

wood ornaments, fancy needlework, sewing
machines, jewellery, china and glass, casts in
terra-cotta, olocks, faney cabinet goods, prints,
photographs, and Christmas cards to any extent,
toys of every desoription, and even natural
flowers are vended here, It is well worthy of
a call by the visitor to the City, and the ohil.
dren will be delighted.

elegant stand of Grossmith’s perfumery. Cons

admire the large collection of fancy and useful
i juring tricks and mechanical toys, Swiss carved-

les ”,.,.gxhibited. Ladies and children

BORWICK'S COLD'MEDAL

Wakes delicious Bread, Sold everywhere in 1d.,

Plum Pudgings, o0d all - : 24.,4d., and 6d. Packets
kinds of pastry» Dight, e 0 BA Kl NG P Ow DE R. and 6d., 1s., 2s. 6d., and
55, Boxes.

3Weet, ”a pigestible.

e

TWU GOLD MEDALS AWARDED FOR SUPERIOR QUAUTY.
FRAMPTON'S PILL OF HEALTH.

flent Family Medicine is the most effective remedy for 1udi; e
I e s s ey rowatte, i rosiatcn L Shbedan ot
aoh and powels ; or where an aperient i8 requi ed, not.m:ﬁ can be better adapted. o
¥ vor FEMIAI%Ei*N::i Pulsfu:e‘tz{&ly ;&‘fzﬁ“& r:l:ﬁ:m%r obst?etioua, the gistressins headache
enf ression of spir sight, nervo ;
::nv:::ag:egtnwe A kinp and n,ﬁve a lgealth'{'bloom to the éomplexi::i affections, blotches, pimples, and
Sold by all Medicine Vendors, price 1s. 1id. and 2s, 9d, per box,
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THE ANTEPHELIC MILEK
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ensful
i :g. hour daily, so directs the soft rﬁuﬂ” o
108, 04, post_ for 4, 34, anl
108895 e o, s Hotbor, Londons

ber consiats, that an i11-fo nose is quickly
x;

b + Ben i 0
Bolborn, Londons  Eampmie, 3 simmpte Agents—R. HOVENDEN & SONS, London.

&
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Dr. ROOKE'S | CROSBY'S
ANTI-LANCET, COUGH ELIXIR

Is specially recommended by several eminent Physicians, and b
R. ROOKE, Scarborough, Author of the * Anti.Lansetrt *

It has been nsed with the most signal success f.p Asthma, Bronchitis,

All who wish to preserve health snd thus prolong
lifs, should rad Dr. Rooke’s “ Anti-Lancet, or Handy

A 2 .y y Consumption, Coughs, Influenza, Consumptive M;j itti
Guide to Domestic Medlcmo,"’ which can be had GRATIS of Bloo%, Shortuess of Breath, and all ufeuii}“,f,s&“fﬁas}iﬁéﬁ
from any Chemist, or POST FREE from Dr. Rooko, and Chest,

Scarborough. s Sold in Bottles, at 1s. 9d., 4s, 6d., and 11s. each, by all respectable
s Concerning thif booskg which contains 168 pages, the Sg:ggﬁ’égh“d wholeeale' by JAMES M. GROSBY, Chemist
to eminent author, Sheridan Knowles, observed :— - ; :
s ) - Invalids should read Crosby’s Prize Treatir 48
% ,“"{t" will be an in-alculable boon to every person who can read and T;n‘:: ]Lguas AND AIR Vnssn!;?;,"ya cop; of whicgzec%: b;D ﬁig‘&ﬁiﬁ:
v of all Chomists. ¥

SECS R

FURTHER IMPROVEMENTS have lately been added to

TAVLURIS Reckltt’s CORN FLUUH..-
PATENT | BROWN = POLSON'S
SEWING | [fi.cizzes. Blue i a el

when sold in Squares §

jwrapped up in pink pa- z : i

M Ac H I NE i L sl fore be confidently relied on.

mark. Fefuse all Bluej - ; 5

i | (e RASMAUN| | EVERY GENUINE PACKET

u-hicl‘; rmge'r it ﬁi‘mmensely is)upemg: At; IaNn(g;\/thv/ng 61;07‘ t' L d 'F t h Sl 4

int AMILY o DRESS purposes. i :

mlz) fotquebu{;{i:lg any other, the Public are requested ]e au n ry O e bears the fa0-81mlle Slg'natur eS—

to SKE this MACHINE, or send for a Prospectus to

Taylor's Patent Sewing-Machine Co., PRI N C EOFWALES % % 3 MVI d;%

GRrEAT DRriprIinLD, or 97, CarArsin®, LoNDON. T GG : '

FURNISH ;YOUR HOUSE wm THE BEST ARTICLES |

Tabls Knives, Ivory, per dozen, from 193, to 555.
: CATALOGUES

FREE,

Electro Forks—24s. to 38s. ; Dessert, 16s. to 293,
Electro 8pooas—Table, 24s. to 404.; Dessert, 163, to 308,
Papier Mache Tea Trays, in Set , 21s., 56s., 959, ';
Eleotro Tea and Coffes Sets, from £3 7. to £21.
Dish Oovera—23s. ; Metal, 633. ; Electro, £11 118, b‘
Elsotro Cruets, from 12s. 6d. to £6 63,
s Liqueurs, from 43s, to £6 10s,
Lamps—Patent, Rock 0il, Moderator, &o,
Bronzed Tea and Coffee Urns,
Qoal Souttles and Vases, Boxes, &o.
Qlocks—English, French, and American,
China and Glass—Dinner, Tea, and Dessert Services.

Fenders~Bright, 458, to £15; Bronze, s, to £6,
Btoves—Bright, Black, Register, Hot-air, &o,
Baths—Domestic, Fized, and Travelling,
Bedsteads—Brass and Iron, with Bedding,
Cornices—Cornice-poles, Ends, Bands, &ec.
Gaseliers—2-light, 17, ; 8 do., 523. ; 5 do., £0 63,

" Glass, 8-light, 55s.; 5-light, £0,
Eitcheners—ZLondon-made, from 4 feet, £14173.

3 Cheap 8 ft., £3 58, ; 8 b, 6 in, £3 178,

ESTABLISHED Kitchen Utensils—Copper, Tin, and Iron,
A.D, 1700, o i Turnery Goods, Brushes, Mats, &o,
s 5 Tools—(Gentlemen’s Chests, Household, Youtlis’, ga,

Garden Tools—Lawn Mowers, Rollers, Hurdles, &o,

DEANE & 00, (xuu i) LONDON BRIDGE.

THE ORIGINAL! —a '
@ { THE BEST. } --@l’ Report of Dr. A. H. Hasgsall.
“ London, 14th Sept., 1874.

K , ’ “I have subjected to Microscopical Exa-
mination and Chemical Analysis, a sample

of KINGSFORD'S OSWEGO PREPARED

U Sw E G 0 CORN, which has been known to me for many
years. ;
“I find that it consists entirely of the 4
grain of INDIAN CORN, is very, PURE, and
P R E P A R E D c ﬂ R N may be regarded chemically and dietetically as
B | 3 5 an ARROW ROOT; and taken in conjunction

article of diet for Infants and Young Childven.

AMERICAN INDIAN ‘CORN, “ Avtiur 3. Hassall, MD.

MADE OF _ with Milk or Beef Tea, constitutes a valnable
? ) Author of “ Food and its Adulterations,” &e.
PURE ax}d. P‘NADUI-TERATED. | R

i
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