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EY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

—

Author of « Love’s Confliot,” Veronique,” ete.

CHAPTER XII

T oy a1 T 31t b 1 1

Confused voices, some earnest and some qua-
vering, but all low, except one, whose inquiries
culminate in a little shriek which makes Irene’s
blood turn cold to hear.  8he has advanced to
the drawing-room door, and stands there, grasp-
ing the handle and shuddering with fear : half
guessing at the coming shadow, but too fright-
ened to go out and meet it, face 10 fce. What
are those feet which seem unable to tread other-
Wise than heavily, yet are accompanied b:
others stepping upon tip-toe, whose owners
keep on whispering caution as they go ?

Why 13 the hall of Fen Court full of strange
sounds and presences ? what is it they have
brought home so helplessly amongst them ?

LI - )
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“LET GO, MATBS ! LET MN HAVE AT HIN.”

She xnows : the instinct of affection has told
her the truth, but she 18 not yet able to receive
it, and stands there listening, with the life.
blood frozen in her veins, waiting till the visi.
tation of God shall descend upon her head.

There 18 no such agony in this world as sus-
pense. When we know for certain that death
or treachery, or separation has come betwsen
us and those whom we hold dearest, the pain
may be acute, but still the worst is before us :
Wwe can measure it and our own strength, and
every day we find the diﬂ‘erence,between the
two grow less, until, with a thankfal heart, we
oan acknowledge that, even theugh it embitter
the remainder of our career, it 18 not unbear-
able,

But to be kept in suspense : to be left behind
the black veil that reserve, or oruelty, or want
of thought may raise between us and our fel-
low-creatures : to fiuctuate between hope and
doubt and deepair until our outraged affoction
sickens and dies of repeated disappointments ;
this is the most terrible trial the human heart
1s capable of enduring, compared to which phy-
sical torture in its worst shape wonld appear
trifiing. And yet at times we inflict it on each
other. But I think Heaven will hold the mur-
derer, who strikes down his victim in a fit of
rage, as innocent beside tLe man or woman
who, having gained supremaay over another
heart, kills 1t by inches with slow, drawn ou
suspense. The nature of the poisoner, who
deals out death by infinjtesimal grains of
powder, is angelic by, com parison,

Irene’s deepest feelings are 1 ot here concerned,
but she 1s torturing herself cruelly by standing
at the drawing-room door. She is in the condi-
Hon of the criminal condemned by martial law,
who, his last moment bhaving arrived, awaits
with bandaged eyes and almost pulseless heart
the volley that 1s to put bim out of kis misery.
At last she is roused by the sound of Isabella
sniffing behind her handkerchief.

“ Oh! my dear Mrs. Mordaunt. I really feel
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quite frightened ; do you think it is possible
anytbing can have happened ? I don't want to
alarm you, of course, but still—and Philip not
having come home, you see »

She oan stand it no longer then, but with an
effort dashee open the door and walks out blindly
into the passage. The way is barricaded by
Phobe, who has evidently been set to keep
guard, and whose eyes, red with erying, and
wild with fear, are wandering incessantly from
the hall to the drawing-room, and the drawling-
room to the hail. i

«Oh! my dear lady,” she exclaims, as soon
as she oatches sight of her migstress. ¢ Pray go
back again; they don’t want you there Just
now.”

“ Where ? What do you mean ? Tell me at
onos,” says Irene in a tone of authority.

¢ Ob, it's nothing, my dear lady ; indeed it’s
nothing ; but they’re busy, and they say you
must keep in the drawing.room. And, oh !
what am I to do ?” continues the girl despair-
ingly, as her mistress advances on her without
the slightest heeitation.

«“ Yt is the Colonel ! I know It. 1t's no use
your denying it; where have they takew hime ?

# Oh ! I'm not sure, ma’am-—1into the morn.
ing room, I think ; but do stop and see Mrs.
Quekett first.” .

« Mrs, Quekett ! ” in a volce of the supremest
oontempt. ‘ Let me pass, Phwbe; do not
attempt to stop me. I should have been told
of this at once.”

She hurries on—half fainting with fear, but
80 majestically grand in her right to know the
worst, that the servants that line the hall make
no effort to bar her progress, hut draw back,
awesstruck, and look after her with their aprons
to their eyes.

The morning-room seems full of people, and
the first who make way for her upon the thresh-
old are the whipper-in and her own coachman.
About the table are gathered 8ir John Coote and
several gentlemen In hunting costume, with
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Mrs. Quekeit and a couple of medical men
whom Irene has never soen before. They are
all bending forward, but as the crowd divides to
let her pass they turn and start.

« Not here—not here—my dear lady’’ ex-
clalms one of the strangers, as he attempts to in.
tercept her view. « Now, let me entreat you—"

But she pushes past him, and walks up to the
table.

There lies her husband, dressed as when she
parted with him on that morning, but dead—
unmistakably dead !

S8he guessed it from the first-—she knew what
was awalting her when she left the drawing.
room : she had no hope when she entered this
room ; yet now that all suspense is over, that
she cannot fall tosee her suspicions were correct
sometbing will fiicker up again before it is lald
to rest for ever, and cause her trembling lips to
form the words.

« Are—are you quite sure ?”

« Quite sure, my dear Mrs, Mordauny, I regret

"to say. But, indeed, you ought not to be here.
Let me conduct you baok to your own room.”

She shakes him off impatiently (it is Sir
John Coote who has been speaking to her), and
turns again to the doctor.

« How did it happen ?”

«I am told—I believe——" he stammers,
« 8ir John was good epough to inform me it
was on the occasion of the Colonel taking the
brook down at Chapell’s meadows-—but all those
sad details, my dear madam, would be better
kept from you until—"

« Take bim np to my room,” she says next,
in a tone which sounds more like weariness
tkan apything 2lse,

« Carry the——I think we had best leave it
where it is, Mrs, Mordaunt,” remonstrates Sir
John,

s My servants .are here. I do not wish to
trouble any one elve,’”’ she answers quiatly.

« Bat, of course, if you wish {t——"

« I do wish it. I wish him to be carried up-
stairs and lald upon our-—our—bed,” she says,
with a slight catching in her voice.

Then half a dozen palrs of arms are placed ten.
derly beneath the dead body, and it is taken
upstairs andJatd where she desired it to be.

When the task is completed, the bearers
stand about the bed, not knowing what to do or
to say next.

« Please leave me,” says Irene, aftera pause.
« I must be alone.” :

« But is there nothing I can do for you, my
decr child ?” asks Sir John Coote, losing sight
for a moment of deference in pityy,

« Yes ; please come back to-morrow and tell
me all about it. And perhaps this gentleman,”
indicating one of the dootor, ¢ will stay here to-
night, in case—in case—-"

« My dear lady, there i8 no hope here.”

« I know—I know. It is because there 18 no
hope that I must be alone. Good-night.”

She waves them to the door as she speaks,
and they flle out one after another, and leave
her with her dead.

All this time Mrs. Quekett has not ventured
to speak to her mistress, or lntrucde herself upon
her notice in apy way. She is awed by the
sudden calamity that has fallen on them, and
perbaps— who knows?—a trifle conscience-
smitten for the mischief which she brought
about, and will never now bave the opportunity
of repairing. Ah! could we but foresee events
as they wiil happen, how far more carefully
should we pick our way along the rocky path of
life. I am not one who considers the curtaln
drawn between us and futurity as a special
proof of providential care. I would count it
rather as one of the losses brought upon us by
vhe fall of Adam, which rendered most of the
faculties with which the Almighty gifted bis
first creatures too gross and carpal to exertthelr
original prerogatives. There was a second
Adam, of Whom the first was a prefiguration,
‘Who brought a perfect body into the world, the
capabilities of which we have no reason to be.
lleve we should not also have enjoyed had ours,
like His, remained as slnless as they were
created. Many people, from cheer cowardice,
shrink from hearlog what is in store for them,
and excuse themselves upon the plea that they
have no right to know what the Creator has
mercifully hid. They might just as well argue
they had no right to use of microscope to aid
their sin.bound eyes to discover that which the
first man would probably have seen without any
artificial belp. Batour deeds for the most part
will not bear the light, and therein lies ounr
dread of an unknown future. We fear to trace
the advance of the Nemesis we teel the Past
deserves.

Mrs. Quekett does not address Irene—their

eyes even do not meet in ihe presence of the
dead man whose life has been so much mixed
up with both of theirs, and yet the housekeeper
fatuitively feela that her mistress knows or
guesses the part she has taken in her late mi-
sery, and is too politic to invite notice which in
the first bitterness of Irene’s trouble might be
most unpleasantly accorded. Besides, Mru.
Quekett believes that the game is in her own
hands, and that she can afford to wait. 8o Irene
remains unmolested by the housekeeper's sym-
pathy or advice, and & loud burst of histertos as
soon as Izabella is put in possession of the trath
is the only disturbance that reaches her pil.
vaoy during the hour that she remaius by her-
self, trying to realise the fact that she Is once
more left alone, As the friends who bore his
body up the stairs walk gently down again, as
though the sound of their footsteps could arouse
the unconsoious figure they have left behind
thewn, she turns the key in the door, and ad-
vanecing to the bedside, falls upon her knees
and takes the cold band in her own.

4

« Philip ! ” she whispers softly, « Philip 1"

But the dead face remains as it was 1ald, stiff
and quiesoent on the piliow, and the dead eye-
lids neither quiver nor unfold themselves.
They are alone pow, husband and gife, who
have been so ¢lose and 20 familiar, and yet he
does not answer her. The utter absence of res.
ponse or recognition, altheugh she knows that
he is dead, seems to make her realise for the
first time that he is gone.

« Philip,” she repeats, half fearfully, “itis I
~—it {8 Irene.”

+“ Oh, my God ! ” she cries suddenly, te her.
self ; « how full of life and hope he was this
morning ! "

That recollection—the vision of her husband
as she saw him last, his beaming face, his
cheerful voice, his promise to be back with her
by seven, all crowd upon her heart and make it
natural a gain.

She beglins to weep.

First it is only a tear, which she drived back
with the worn-out platitude that he is happy,
and so she must not grieve : then her llp qul-
vers and she holds it fast between her teeth and
tries to think of Paradise, and that it is she
alone who wiil have to suffer : but here steps in
the remembrance of how he used to sympa-
thise in all her troubles, and pity for herself
brings down the tears like rafu.

« Oh, my poor love ! I shall never hear you
speak again. I shall never see your eyes light
up when I appear. It is all over. It is all gone
for ever ; and we had 80 much to make up to
one another.”

At this she cries for everything—~for her hus-
band—for herself—for their separation and her
future ; and in half an hour rises from her
Knees, wearied with weeping, but with a breast
already easier from induigence.

But she does not hang about the corpse agaln.
Irene’s notions with respect to the change
which we oall Death preclude her clinging with
anything like superstition to the cast.off
clothing of a liberated spirit. She knows itis
not her husband that is there, nor ever has
been ; and she will ery as much to-morrow at
the sight of the last suite he wore as she has
done over his remains, and for the samse reason,
because it remninds her of what was, and still is,
though not for her. All her sorrow lies in the
fact that the communication which she loved is
for awhile concluded.

When her grief s somewhat abated, she rings
the bell for Phasbe. The girl answers it timidly,
and on being bidden to enter, stands shivering
just within the threshold of the room, with eyes
well averted from the bed.

« Phosbe,” says her mistress wearfedly, ¢ 1
want you to tell me—to advise me—whatought
1 to do about this ?’”’

#Oh, bleas you, ma'am, I don't even llke to
think. Hadn’t we better send for Mrs. Que-
kett?”

«Certainly not, Phosbe ! Don’t mention Mrs.
Quekett’s name to e again. This {¥ not her bu-
siness, and I have no intention of permitting
het to enter the room.”

«Bhe ssems to expect as she's to have the
ordering of everything,” says Phowbe, us she
blinks away a tear.

«She is mistaken, then,’”’ replies Irene. The
allusion to Mrs. Quekett has strengthened her.
She bhas no inclination to cry now, Her eyes
sparkle, and her breast{ heaves.

«Is that gentleman—the doctor—here stilt ?»
she inquires.

« Yes, ma'am, Mr. Fellows, his name is. We've
put him in the Blue Boom.”

¢ Ask him to come here.”

The young man, a surgeon from a neighboring
village, soon makes his appearance, and to his
hands Irene confides the charge of everything
connected with the last offices to be performed
for her husband, which Mr. Fellows, being much
impressed with her beauty and her grief, un-
dertakes without any hesitation, and promises
to act for her until the arrival of Oliver Ralston
shall set bim at liberty agaln. Upon which she
rises and bows to him, and, without another
glance towards that which bears so smuall re-
semblance to the gallant, fine old man who pro-
mised but last night togrow young again for her
sake, leaves the room and creeps away to the
side of Tommy’s cot, and remains there till the
morning rocking herself backwards and fora
wards, and wondering why God should have
especially selected herself to suffer such repeat-
od separations.

¢ First my dear father, and then mother, and
now Philip! They all weary of me-they will
not walt until I can accompany them. They are
too anxious to get free—they forget I shall be
left alone. Oh, Tommy, my darling, stay with
me! Don't yougo too. And yet Heaven only
knows bow long I shall be permitted to keep
you, either.”

She makes hersslf miserable with suoh
thoughts until the day breaks., How strange to
see it dawn, and remember with a start that for
him time is no more! She rises chilled and
stitf from her position with the daylight, and
performs the duties of dressing mechanically ;
yeot she will not quit the nursery, but sits there
hour after hour with her hands crossed upon her
lap, listening to Tommy's Broken phraseology,
or issuing necessary orders in a languld, careless
voice from which all hope seems to have eva-
porated. In the course of the afternoon 8ir John
Coote asks to see her, and she hears for ocertain
what ramor from the servants’ hall has already
acquainted her with.

¢ Always a determined follow with dogs and
horses, poor dear Mordaunt,’”’ says her visitor,
in the course of explanation. * I have heard
that his inumate friands mignt twist him round

their little fingers, bat that's peither here nor

there ; he would never let an animal get the
better of him. Well, that d—d brute of his—ex.
cuse my vehemence, Mrs. Mordaunt, but I can’t
speak of it with anything like calmness—was In
artemper from the first of the morning. Mor-
daunt lad a deuce of a trouble to Keep him
straightat all, and, after twoor three bard fights
between them, the animal’s blood was fairly up,
and he began to show vice. It happened at the
wide jump by Chapelle’s farm in Stotway. The
brook’s very much swollen, and we ostly
went 1ound. # I'll take it out of my brute,” says
poor Mordaunt, and put him at it like blazes.
The animal refused the water twice, then took
1t with a rush-——fell short of the opposite bank,
rolled over, and there was an end of it. And I
wish to God, my dear child, I had to tell the
story to any oune but you.”

« Did he speak ? Who saw him first?” she
asks, with white, trembling lips.

« Not a word ; it must have been the work of
a second—dislocation of a spinal vertebrs, you
know. I was next behin1 him, and off my horse
in a moment, but it was no use. I saw that dl-
rectly. We shall never have such a Master of the
Hounds again, Mrs, Mordaunt. It's the saddest
thing that’s ever bappened to me since I rode to
my first meet.” .

« Thank you for telling me, I would rather
know all, And you are sure he did not suffer ?”

w Qulte sure. You should ask Fellows, he be-
longs to Stotway, and was on the spot in five
minutes ; but it might as well have been an
hoewr for all the good he could do. And then we
carried him to a farmhouse close by, and I sent
on Colvlile to break the news to you; but the
fool couldn’t go through with it, and siunk home
halfway, leaving us quite in the dark as to his
proceedings ; else you may be sure we would
never have startled you in the manner we did
by bringing the poor fellow stralght home with-
out any previous warning.”

« Never mind ; it was just as well, perhaps ;
:mthlng could have softened it,” she says quiet-
Y.

“You bear it like a—like a—like a Trojan,”
exclalms 8ir John, unable to find any term
more suited to the ocoasion by which to express
his admiration,

#1 am obliged to bear it,” replies Irene; « but
it was very sudden, and I don’tthink I can talk
any more about it to-day, please,” upon which
he]l; visitor takes the hint, and leaves her to her-
self.

The next day brings Oliver Ralston, full of
concern and interest for Irene, as usual, and
also not a lttle grieved at the loss they have
mutually sustained.

« He was always so good to me,” he says, as
soon as the first ice I1s broken, and Irene has in
part confided to him the last Interview she had
with her husband, ¢ particularly when that old
brute Quekett was out of the way.”

¢ Oliver, promise me that I shall never see
that woman to speak to agaln. I feel as though
it would be impossible to me—as thoagh I could
not trust myself to hear her whiuing over my
husband’s death, or offering me her hypocritical
condolences, without saying exactly what I
think and know of her.”

« My dear Irene, why ask me ? Surely it will
be in your own power to declde what is to be-
come of the whole establishmeat, and Mother
Quekett into the bargain.,”

«I don't know that, Oliver,” she says, with a
slight shiver. ¢ I know nothing for certain;
but I suppose it will be in my power to settle
where I shall live, and I feel that that woman
and myself can never continue under the same
rouf.”

« Where should you live but here ? You would
not abandon the poor old Court ? Buat perhaps
you would find it lonely all by yourself.”

« Don't let us talk of it until we hear what
arrangements Philip may have made for me,
Oliver. I shall be content to abide by his de.
cislon. But he told me, the night before he
died, that he had lately altered his will,”

“ Not in old Quekett's favor, 1 trust. Irene,
do you think we shall find out the truth about
that woman now ? Will the secret concerning
her (for I'm sure there is one) be brought to
light with my unole's wjll 2»

+ 1 have never seen it, Oliver ; you must not
ask me. For my own part, the only feeling I
have upon the subjeot iz, that I may be rid of
the sight of her. S8he has done her best to poi.
son the happiness of my married life, and turn
my dear, noble husband’s heart against me ;
and, if I live to be & hundred, I could never for-
give her for it. It was sheer malice, and God
knows what I have doue to provoke it |

“ You came between her and her hope of in-
heriting my uncle’s money ; that is alt the ex-
planation I can offer you, Irene. It makes me
very uneasy to hear you say the will has been
altered. What should Unole Philip have altered
it for "

« Because, after what he heard, he naturally
believed me to be unworthy of having the
charge of 30 much property.”

«But without ascertaluing if his suspicions
were correct ? I oannot believe it of him. Irene,
if he has permitted this old womasn to laveigle
you out of your legal rights under false preten.
ees, I shall begin to hate his memory.”

He ig startled by her burst of distress,

* Hate his memory ! Oh, Oliver! for shame,
How dare you say so before me ? My poor, kind
Phillp—my dear, gensrous husband, who would
have laid down his lifo for my sake ; if he was
misied in this matter, it was through his great
love for me ; aud I was wrong in not seeking an
:mtl::t with him sconer, Ife do

exactly as
pected of him, x." oan,Torld may have ox-

for one, will not hear
slightest imputation of bh'm; east on his x:xl:?-

mory. My darling Philip (weeping), would God
had spared him one short month more to me,
that I might have tried, in some measure, t0
atone for the sufferlng his suspicions caused
him!”

« [rene, you are an angel,” says Oliver, im-
pulsively; « but I can’t say I see this thing In
the same light as you do. However, specula-
tion is useless. We shall know everything sooll.
Meanwhile, I suppose it wouldn’t be considered
decent to kick old Quekett out of doors before thé
funeral has taken place.”

« You must do nothing, but be good and qulet
and save me all the trouble you can, Oliver, fof
the next few days ; and after that, when it isall
over, we will consult together as to the best
course to pursue.”

He sees her every day after this, but not for
long at & time ; for, strange and unnatural as it
may appear to the romantic reader thatany
woman who loves a man as completely as Iren®
loves Muiraven should feel almost inclined t0
despair at the death of a prosy old husband 11ke
Colonel Mordaunt, the young widow is, for#&
time, really overwhetmed with grief. Most of
us know, either from experience or observations
what it 1s to wake up after many days and
nights of fever, to the joys of convalescenco—10
feel that the burning pain, the restlessness, thé
unquiet dreams, the utter inability to take any
interest in life, have passed away and that iu-
stead, we can sleep and taste and understands
breathe God’s fresh air, drink in His sunshiné
and recognise our friends, How grateful—bo¥w
good we feel ! With what a consclousness of re-
lief we remember the past horrors; and shoul
we relapse snd dream of them again, how
thankfully we wake (o find our hand clasped bY
some kind, sympathising nurse, who moisten$
our parched lips, and smooths our tumbled pil-
low, and bids us have no fear, since we 8¢
watched and t§nded even when unconscious.

Love for Muiraven was to Irene a fever of the
brain. It was so deep and burning that the dis-
appointment of its loss pervaded her wuole being
and almost worked its own cure by robbing bef
of Interest in everything that had preceded it
When she commenced life anew with Colone!
Mordaunt she was in the convalescent stage
She was too weak as yet to cate to take A&nY
trouble for her own benefit or pleasure ; but he
took it for her. It was from his hand she frsb
became aware that she could still derive enjoy-
ment from the blessings which Heaven Pfo;
vides equally for 1ts children ; his protection 8D
uuidernm sheitered all her married life; 8D
it Rer love is Muiraven’s, her gratitude is alon®
due to her husband. The first feeling makes bef
shudder even to look hack upon—so fraught 13
it with pain, aod heartburning, and misery ; bu
the second (save for the last sad episode, whic
Irene attributes more to her own fault than his)
provokes no thoughts but such as are associate
with peace. Because we have beeu racked With
anguish and delirious with pain, are we to tarn
against the kind hand that is stretched forth to
tend and succor us ?

There is no greater mistake in the world than
to suppose that a man or woman can only 10ve
once, though, luckily, the foolish suppositiott is
chiefly coufined to establishments for youbg la-
dies, and three-legged stools. We may neve
love again so ardently as we did at first (moush
tbat possibility is an open question); but ¥
may love, and love worthily, halfa dozen time
if Heaven is good enough to give us the oppor-
tunity ; and there are some natures that mus;
love, and will go on loving to the end of "‘;
chapter. They resemble those piants that onl
require the topmost shoots to be taken O
make them sprout again at the bottom. ft
Irene bhas never resisted the promptings o
youth and nature to make the most of the nalfe
piness the world afforded her. She has nol, “1 a
some people, sat down in the dark with ber 10
cerated love in her lap, and dared her grief as
die by tearing open its wounds as quickly o
they closed. On the contrary, her first wiid bur
of sorrow over, she placed it far behind hef &"e
went out gladly to meet returning sulmhmt’(’7
and thanked God that she retained the power '
appreclate It. If she has not enjoyed any ve
hement transports of delight, therefore, d““zﬁ
her communion with Philip Mordaunt, she b r
acknowledged that his affection mitigated be
regret ; her heart has expanded beneath the in;
fluence of his devotion ; she has known Pe“?‘
and qutet, and contentment ; and she misses A
all terribly now that it is gone. She feels th}?e
she 18 once more thrown on the world as 8 3
was by her mother's death—unloved, unguar de ‘i
aud alone — and her sorrow 18 as genuine &l
honest as was her affection. ' to

Colone! Mordaunt was lucky enough no ody
possess many relations, but two or three ne A
cousins, hitherto unheard of, orop up during t e
next few days, in hopes of finding their pame
mentioned ia the will, and the lawyer, all b“mi
and {mportance, with the precious documen
stowed away in his deed box, comes down thf
day before the funeral and disgusts Oliver B.a.l:-
ton with his loquacity and pertinacious a
tempts at confidence.

« You koow nothing of this, sir,’ be say®
slapplog the roll of parchment which he carries
in his hund. « You were not in your late uncle ’9
—yes—yes—of course, uncle's—secrets ? Wel;_
then, I flatter myself, sir, I have a surprise {0
you. If I'm not mistaken, Mr. Ralston, I h"'v;
a little surprise here for every oue gonneote
with my late client.” .

«If you bave, I have no desire to anticipst®
it, Mr. SBelwyn. I don't like surprises at 8“"
time, and I consider them particularly out ©
place at a period like thia.”

« Ah—good, generous—of course—an admir-

able semtiment, sir ; but these things are not 8
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our hands. Had you any reason to suppose,
now, that your late lamented er—er—uncle de-
signed to alter his testamentary bequests in
favor of ——'’

“ Mr. Selwyn,” exclaims the young man
abraptly, « I have already told you that I can
walt till to-morrow to learn my uncle’s last
wishes, and I consider your atlempt to provoke
my curiosity a2 most irregular proceeding. You
were of necessity in Colonel Mordaunt’s confi-
dence, be good enough to respect it until the
proper moment arrives for its disclosure.”

“Ob! very good—very good! just as it
should be, of course,” replies the ruffled lawyer,
¢« ouly public surprises are apt to be attendel
with inconvenience, and 1 thought, perhaps,
that a little preparation——"

But here Mr. Selwyn indignantly breaks off
leaving Oiliver in a most uncomfortable state of
mind, and dreading above all things the mo-
ment when the will shall be read and these
mysterious Inuendoes brought to light.

He is very anxious that Irene shall not be
present at the reading, but she is resolute to
appear in her proper place, as the mistress of
Fen Court.

« If I consulted my own inclinations, Oilver,
I should remain up-stairs; but that woman
will be present, and I am determined she shall
see that I can bear the fate which she has
brought upon me without wincing. It would be
such a triumph to her to think that the mere
anticipation had made me too i1l to appear.”

¢ Why will you talk in this way, Irene ? Why
prognosticate misfortune which I cannot believe
in?”

« Wait and see, Oliver,” is all she answers.

It is a bright, cold day when they carry Co-
lonel Mordaunt to his ‘grave ip the quiet
churchyard of Priestley. Irene is anxious to
attend the fuuneral, but her wish is overruled by
Oliver, who foresees that if she does 50, his aunt
Isabella, and probably Mrs. Quekett, will follow
her example, and make a scene during the ce-
remony. He could trust Irene, but he cannot
trust the others ; and, like most young men, he
has a righteous horror of a scene. 80 he per-
suades the young widow to remain at home,
and Is himself chief mourner. It is not a grand
funeral, but it is a very imposing one, followed
by almost all the members of the hunt, with
8ir John Coote at their head ; and it gratifies
Irene to see how much her husband we held
Ln consideration by those who knew him most
intimately. At last it is over. Oliver is back
again; the visitors, with the exception of Sir
John, have dispersed, and the family are left to
themselves.

Three «’clock has been fixed for the reading
of the will, and, as the hour strikes, Irene,
dressed in her deep mourning, with Tommy
clinging to her hand, comes downstairs for the
first time since ber bereavement, and, walking
into the dining-room on Ollver Ralston’s arm,
takes the chair which he wheels forward for
her, and seats herself in the centre of the circle.
8he bows to the company generally as she
enters, but she looks ot no one but the lawyer,
though she is conscious, without seeing it, that
Mrs. Quekett is sitting nearly opposite to her,
with her elbow resting easily upon the table
and a satisfled, malignant smile of coming
triumph fixed upon her countenance. Mr. Sel-
wyn hums and ha’s as he unfolds the parch-
ment,

Why do lawyers always ¢ hum ' and « ha ”
before they read a will? Are they nervous by na-
ture (they ought not to be), or is the peculiarity
alluded to supposed to add dignity to their posi-
tion, or importance to their charge ? It is a fact
they always do so.

Mr. Selwyn, being no exception to the rule,
clears his throat until he makes himself quite
boarse, and is obliged to ask for a glass of water.
Then he gives two or three final coughs as a
wind-up, and proceeds to make the following
statement :—

¢ Life I8 very uncertain,”” commences Mr. Sel.
wyn, as be sinooths out the creases in the parch-
ment, ¢ in fact, there is nothing certain in life.
We are used to great changes in our profession,
and great surprises—very great surprises !'—in.
deed, we are never surprised at anything we
may hear or see—"

¢ Hag this anything to do with the will ?*»
says Irene, with an lmploring glance at Oliver,
who immediately addresses the lawyer :

“ We are exceedingly obliged for your sénti-
ments, Mr. Selwyn, but Mrs. Mordaunt would
prefer your proceeding to business. You must
remember this is the first time she has ventured
downstairs.”

“ Ah! of course ; I have to beg your pardon, !

madam-—and yet, under the circumstances,

‘ Whatever may be in store for me, be assured
that I am quite able to bear it.”

8ir John exchanges glances of astonishment
with Oliver.

« You are to go on,” says the latter roughly
to the lawyer. On whieh the reading of the
will is commenced and finished without further
interruption.

It is very brlef and very explicit. It com.
mences with a bequest of five thousand pounds
to his sister Isabella Mordaunt, and goes on to
leave all the remainder of his property, funded
and persosal—his house and lands, and plate
and furniture —to his illegitimate son Oliver,
generally known as Oliver Ralston, on condition
of his taking the name of Mordaant. Of Irene,
from beginning to end, not a syllable is men.
tioned.

How do they recelve it ?

As the words, one after another, drop mark-
edly trom the lawyei's lips, the housekeeper
may be ouserved to turn uneasily upon her seat
—she is evidently disappointed ; the cousins
look miserable ; Sir John Coote grows erimson in
the face, and half rises from his chair. To Irene’s
pale cheeks there mounts a flush of pride, and
she draws her adopted child, almost deflantly,
closer to her side ; and Isabella, as her name 1s
mentioned, weeps loud and openly. But Oliver
R ilston demands a paragraph to himself.

As the truth breaks In upon his mind, that
Irene has been defrauded of her rights, his teeth
set and his hand clenches itself furtively upon
the arm of his chair. But a3 the fatal termina-
tion of the will reveals who he is, and the reason
why he inherits to her detriment, he looks up
quickly, the blood forsakes his face, and he rises
tremblingly to his feet.

“It’s alie! ” he says, striking his hand upon
the table.

“ Oliver — Ollver, for God’s sake, forbear!
Think what you are Baying ! " cries Irene as
8he catches hold of his arm.

“Let me go, Irene! I repeat it,” he says fu.
riously, ¢ I am not his son, It's some infernal
lie hatched up by that old harridan for my des-
truction, Yes,” he continues, addressing Mrs.
Queketi, who has risen, as though to answer
him, « I don’t care what you say, nor what you
think. You have made the misery of this
bouse for years past. You have held the secrets
of my uncle and my uncle’s father over their
heads until they hardly dared to act without
your assistance. But your reign is over. Your
last victim is in his grave ; and you shall not
continue your work of infamy in my behalf.”

“ But, my dear sir, what has this good lady
to do with my late client’s bequests ?” inter-
rupts the lawyer soothingly.

¢« Command yourself, Ralston,”
John. -

¢ Command myself! Stand quietly by to see
this poor girl robbed of her rights, and my own
life branded with a stigma, for which no wealth
can atone ! I am not his son. I tell youI am
his nsphew, the child of his sister Mary—"

« His sister’s child died before she did, young
man. You are the child of my daughter, Mary
Quekett ; and if the shame of hearing it kills
you, it's no more than it did to my poor girl.”

It is the housekeeper that speaks to him.

« I won’t believe it,” he mutters, as he stag-
gers backwards. But he does believe it, for all
his bravado.

“ You can do as you please about that,” con-
tinues Mrs. Quekett ; “but I can take my Bible
oath that it’s the truth, And for what should
the Colonel go to leave you all his property, ifit
wasn’t ? He was mistaken enough in those
that he thought worthy, and thought he might
have found better than yourself, may be, to step
into his shoes— "

¢+ Silence, woman!" exclaims Oliver, in a
voice of thunder. ¢ If this most iniquitous will
is allowed to stand, I am master in this house
now—and I order you to leave the room."”

“ You order me to leave the room ! me who
is your nearest of kin—your own mother’s
mother,” she says, breathless, inher surprise.

“ Don’t meation the fact—don't remind me of
it, lest I should do an injury. If you were
twenty times my mother's mother, I should
have no compassion for you. Leave the room,
I say, and rid us of a presence we detest.”

“ But my dear sir—" interposes the lawyer,
unwisely.

“ Who are you to dictate to me ?” exclalms
Oliver, turning round on him ; « you have come
to the end of your infernal parchment, I sup-
pose, and your business here Is completed. If

urges S8ir

pPerhaps——Well, well, then’ (with a more cheer-
( ;

ful air)—¢ to business. Not but what my re-
marks were made with a view in that direction.
I have a ducument here, the contents of which
1 think are unknown to most present. It will

Spectacles) ¢ prove to be one of those surprises

among you—"'

« It will not prove, perhaps, so great u sur-
Prise as you auticipate,’” says Irene in a clear
cold voice that makes Mrs. Quekett start. ¢ At
any rate, we are asserabled to hear it.”

“ As you will, madam-—as you will,” returns
Mr, Seiwyn, somewhat nettied. « I only wished
to spare you an unpleasant shook.”

‘¢ A shock for Mrs. Mordaunt ! What can he
Mean ?" exclaims Sir John Coote quickly.

The housekeeper smiles furtively,
Smooths the crape upon ber dress—sleeve.
‘ 8ir John, I must entreat you to be qulet
and let Mr. Belwyn proceed,” says Irene.

and

. world as his sister's son;

you have read it aright, this house is mine, and
I shall issue what orders in 1t I think fit. I com.
mand that woman to leave this room, and at

, once, or I shall put her out of it.”

“0Oh! you needn’t be afraid that I shall stay

; W be laid violent bands on by you, young man,

though you are m, grandson,” replies Mrs. Que-
kett, tossing ler head. « I have my own in-

come, thank heaven, and no need to be beholden
tn fact, I fear ”” (with a glance at Irene over his :

to you or any one. I think the old gentleman

; might have done better than choose you for his
to which I alluded on first taking my place '

Successor ; but as 1t is, he did it for my sake

- more than your own, and as a recompense for

what ’ve suffered at his hands, though there’s
few recompenses would 1nake up for it. He led

i away my poor daughter before she caine to her

sixteenth year, and has had to pay pretty sharp
for it ever since, for I don't believe he's had a
quiet home since he passed you off on the
r and the many
minds he’s been ia about it since he married
that young woman——"

“ Will you leave the room ?” orles Oliver
again; and this time Mr:., Quekett thinks it
more politic to acquiesce., .

¢ Well, as there's nothing more to stay for,
[ don’t see why I shouldn’t ; but it's pot the

[

last yowll hear of me, young man, by a good
bit.” And so saying, white with envy and ma.
lice, she sails away.

¢ Irene, I cannot bear it,” exclaims Oliver, as
he sinks into a chair and covers his face with
his hands. «If 1t had been anything but
that—-""

“ My poor boy, I feel it 8o much for your
sake, 8ir John, s there anything more to do ?
any reason why we should not be left alone 2”

¢ None whatever, my dear. Mr. Selwyn, Mrs,
Mordaunt wishes the room cleared. Be good
enough to retire with these gentleman to the
next.”

80 the company, much disappointed at the
lssue of events, disappear, and Sir John Coote
goes with them, and no one is left with the heir
of Fen Court but Irene and Isabella and the
little child.

Oliver remains where he has thrown himself
—miserable, abashed, and silent.

“ Oliver,” says Irene presently in her sweet,
sad voice, ¢ be comforted. He did you a great
Injury, but he has tried toatone for it. Ramem.
ber how kind and loving he always proved him-
self towards you, and for:ive him for the want
of courage that prevented his letting you know
your real relationshlp frowa the first.”

“ Forglve him ! when he has robbed You of
everything. When he has disgraced you in the
eyes of the world by passing over your name in
his will as though you were not worthy to be
mentioned, instead of being the most eareful,
attentive, affectionate wife a man could have.
He was not worthy of you. I never thought so
little of him as I do now.”

¢ Oh, hush, Oliver ! Pray hush ! You cannot
know how you are wounding me. I do not pre-
tend to be indifferent to the turn affairs have
taken. It is a great disappointment and mis.
fortune, and sham to me, but I feel that he is
suffering for it now so much more than I am,
that I forget my misery in the contemplation
of his. And I cannot permit you to blame him
before me. When Phillp made that will he
thought that he was doing right, and I am very
thankful that, as I was not to have t, he should
have left his property to you instead of to some
public institution.”

“I am not thankfal atall. I hate the very
idea of supplanting you, I never will do it,
Irene. I refuse to take advantage of my—my—
uncle’s imbecllity, or to accept a trust which is
rightfully yours, and which you have done
nothing to forfelt. What! Do you think I will
reign here whilst you are starving out in the
cold? I will cut my throat first.”

“I shall not starve, Oliver; I have my own
little income, Philip knew that I was provided
for.,”

“ Pshaw !—a hundred a year. How can you
live on that, who have been accustomed to
every luxury ? It is impossihle.”

¢ It is quite possible; and I mean to do it.”

My dear Mrs. Mordaunt,” here interrupts
Isabella, for the first time— but what—have I
understood rightly—why does Oliver speak of
your leaving the Court ? ”

“Did you not listen to your brother’s will 2"
replies Irene quietly. ¢ He has left everything
to—to his sop—"’

“ His son! Oh, dear! And you know it, then,
And I always told Philip it would be so much
better to tell at once. But why to his son? I
don't think [ can have listened properly—these
things upset me 8o. Youare not going away, my
dear Mrs. Mordaunt ? ”

“I must go away, Isabella. Doar Phillp (you
must not blame him, for he thought that he was
committing an act of justice) has made Oliver
his heir, therefore Fen Co .rt is no longer mine.
But I am no: ambitious, and I shall do very
well, and will not have any of my friends
concern themselves on my account.”

« 1f you will not remalin at Fen Court, nelther
will L, interposes Oliver,

“ But where will you go?” demands Isabella
excitedly; “and you have 8o little money.”

¢ Dear Isabealla, don't worry yourself about
that. I have plenty of places to go to, and kind
friends to look after me, and I shall be very
happy by-and-by,” says Irene with a 8ob, as she
remembers how little truth there is in whaishe
says.

“But we shall not see you,” repiies Miss
Mordaunt, as she rises and advances to the side
of her sister-in-law ; “and—and— oh! [rene!”
she goes on, becoming natural in her emotion,
“ don’t go away, don't leave us again. You are
the only creature I have loved for years.”

““ My dear Isabella !” says the young widow,
as the tears rise to ker eyes at this unexpected
proof of affection, ¢ why did you not let me
know it before. It would bave muade me so
happy.”

“Oh! I couldn’t—I didn’t like—and theo, you
know, you had Philip. But now—and to think he
could have wronged youso! Oh! iny dear girl, do
take my money—it’s very little, but I don’t want
it. [ have the legacy my fatherleft me, and O.iver
will let me stay on here. It would make me 8o
much more comfortable to think you had it, and
I couldn’t touch halfpenny of it, whilst things
remain as they are.”

“Bravo! Aunt Isabellal” exclaims Oliver.
« Ididn't think you were half such a brick.
Live here ? of course you shall! You must both
live here, or 1 shall have the place shut up.”

¢ What have I done that you should be so
kind tome?"” says Irene, s she bursts {nto
tears of gratitude and surprise. But she has no
intention of acoepting either of their offers,
nevertheless.

“You do not underatand my feellngs on this
subject,” she aays to Oliver, a few hours later,
when they are again discussing the advisability

of her departure. “ I have besn suspeoted of Lthe

grossest crime of which a woman can be guilty :
that of marrying an honest man under false
pretences; and my husband’s feelings concern-
ing it have been made public property; for you
can have no doubt that the curiosity which the
provisions of his will excited has been already
satisfied by Mrs. Quekett’s version of the story.”

¢ Can nothing be done to rectify the slander ? "’

“ Nothing. Pray do not attempt it,” she says, -
shrinking from the idea of such an explanation
being necessary. I am conscious of my ewn
integrity. Let me live the scandal down—only
it cannot be at Fen Court.”

“ Why not? Had my uncle lived a few hours
longer, this will would have been altered.”

¢ Perhaps so; but I must abide by it as it
stands—and I have too much pride, Oliver, to
let the world think I wouid accept a poaition he
dido’t think me worthy to maintain. It was a
fatal mistake on his part, but it is God’s will,
and I must suffer for it. I am quite determined
to quit the Court,"

“Then I shall quit it too. It wlll not live here
In your stead. It would make me wretched.”

#Ollver! youn cannot mean it. You would
never be so foolish, What will becomae of all
this fine property withoat a master ?*

“I don't cara a hang what bescomes of It. If
you will stay and look after it with me, I will
remaln.” .

“That would be impossible, Oliver, in any
case. You forget what you are talking about.”

#Then stay here by yourself.”

¢ Still more impossible. Pray do not torture
me by any more entreaties. In plain words,
Oliver, this child is supposed to bs mine. He is
not mine, but I have no intent{on of parting
with him, at all events at present. Therefore
we must go away and hide our humiliated
heads somnewhere together.”

“I wish you had never seen the brat.”

I don't.”

“ What! not after all he has brought upon
you?"”

- It i3 not his fault.”

“Poor little devil. I ought to feel for him,
Oh, Irene! the bitterest part of it all i3 the know-
ledge that I have any of that woman’s blood
running in my veins. When I think of it I
could —I could ——~" clenching his fist.

“ Huash! yes, it i3 a bitter pill to swallow.
But think of the misery it must have been to
him. To have herthreats of exposure constantly
held over his head. Poor Philip! Had we been
more confidential, how much unhappiness we
might have saved each other. What do you
intend to do about Mrs. Quekett?”

“Turn her out of the house ! ”

“O0h, Oliver! however hard it may be, you
should remember now that she is—your grand-
mother!”

But the words are hardly out of her mouth
before Irene is frightened at the effact of them.

“ My grandmother!” he exclaims, rising
suddenly {o his feet. «It I8 that faot alone,
Irene, that decides me. Had she not been my
grandmother, I might have made allowances
for her infamous conduct. But that she-——who
brought my mother into the wor!d and professed
to love her—should have systematically tortur-
ed his life and done all she could to set him
against me, whom he had so fearfully wronged,
completely steels my heart against her. Were
she anordinary servant, grasping, aathorlitative,
and contentious, I might have made allowances
for her age and length of service, and fidelity ;
but now I can make none. I am only anxious
to rid myself of a presence I have always hated
and now most thoroughly despise. Mrs. Quekett
g083 to-morrow.”.

« Have you told herso?”

«I have! We have just enjoyed a most
stormy interview ; but the old woman knows
my mind, and that I am resolute., To-morrow
sees her leave Fen Court, never to return, except
in my bitterest memory."”

«“Try to forgive, Oliver.”

¢ Don’t ask me that yet, Irene. At present I
can neither forgive nor forget. The man who
strangles his bastard in the birth is a kinder
father than he who permits him to grow up to
maturity in ignorance of his misfortune.”

. L L * - »

The next few days pass quietly enough. The
housekeeper is gone, and the Court is deserted.
Irene has recelved a letter from her aunt, Mrs.
Cavendish, anl anunounces her intention of
taking Tommy to Sydenham with her on a
short visit.

¢“And afterwards you will return here, dear
Irene,” says Oliver; «1 can decide on nothing
till 1 know your plans.”

« I will write to you on the subject,” i3 all her
auswer, und they are obliged to le!. her go, and
trust to persuading her to take up her flnal
abode with them more effactually by letter
than by word of mouth.

But when she has been at Sydenham for
about a week, Irene writes to tell Oliver that he
must at once abandon all hope that she wiil
ever return to Fen Court. 8he has fixed on her
future residence, she affirms, bat intends for the

present to keep its locality a secret, even from
her own relations, in order that he may have
no excuse for attempting to seek her out. It iaa
long letter, full of explanation, but written so
calmly and resolutely that Oliver feels there is
nothing to be done but acquiesce in her decision.
She begs bim, however, s0 earnestly, for her
sake and the sake of her dear dead husband,
nol to abandon the property coufided to his
oharge, that he feels bound to follow her wishes
and remaln where he is. He makes several
attempts, nevertheless, to trace her where-
abouts, by letters to Mrs. Cavendish and Mr.
Walmsley, the solicitor, but the lady appears as

distressed at ber nulece leaving her in ignoranoce



a8 he s, and the lawyer is deep and stlent as
the grave. And so for the norce Oliver Ralston
—or Mordiunt, as he must now be called—tries
to make himself contented by wielding
the =&ceptire at Fen Court and devising
plans with the sapient Isabella for circumvent-
Ing the young widow’s resolution to remain
undiscovered. But all in vain; three months
pass, and they are still ignorant of her distina-
tion. It is close upon Christmas day, when one
afternoon a card is brought tn to Oliver on which
18 inscribed the name of Lord Muiraven. Now,
before Trene's departure she had confided to him
all the detalls of the torn letter, and her last
interview with her husband, so that he hopes
Lord Muiraven may have seen her or come from
her, and goes in to meet him gladly, Two
gentlemen await him in the library ; one clad
in deep mourning, whom he concludes to be
Muiraven; the other, a shorter, fairer,
handsome, but more cheerful-looking man,
whom we have met once before, but doubtless
quita forgotten; who was Muiraven’s chum at
college, and is now Saville Moxon, Esq., barris.
ter-at-law, and owner of the jolliest set of
ohambers in the Temple.

“Mr. Mordaunt, I believe,” says Muiraven,
rather stiffly; «the—the nephew of mny late
friend, Colonel Mordaunt,”

“Iam Mr. Mordaunt} and I have often heard
your name from uiy uncle’s wife, Won't you sit
down ??

His cordial manner rather overcomes the
other’s hauteur.

“Let me introduce my friend, Mr. Moxon,”
he commences, and then taking a chair, «We
shall not detain you long, Mr. Mordaunt. I was
much surprised to learn that Mrs. Mordaunt Is
not living at the Court. I came here fully expect-
ing to see her. I am anxious to ascertain her
address. Will you kindly give it me ?

“I wish I could, Lord Muiraven. I do not
know it myself. I was in hopes you brought me
news of her.”

“ Brought you news! How strange ! But
why 18 she not here? Is there any mystery
about {t?”

“ No mystery—but much sadness. I am not
& man to be envied, Lord Muiraven. I stand
here, by my uncle’s will the owner of Fen
Court, to the wrong and detriment of one of the
noblest and most worthy women God ever
ma le.”

“You are right there,” exclaims Muiraven, as
he seizes the other’s hand, « But, pray tell me
everything. My friend here is as my second
self. You may speak with impunity before him,
For God’s sake, put me out of suspense. Where
is Irene and the child ?”

“If I may speak openly, my lord, that unfor-
tunate child has been the cause of all our
Djgery 17

% Baut—how—how ? /'

Then Oliver tells them how, in words that
would be but repetition to write down sagain.
He conceals nothing, hopitig that Lord Muairaven
may see the justice of followlig up Irene and
telleving her of so onerous a charge as the
broteetion of his illegitimate chlld. But as he
Proceeds he can perceive no blush of shame
upon Muiraven's face; on the contrary, although
be grows pale with excitement, his eyes never
once flinch before those of his informant. When
the story is concluded, he turns round to Moxon,
and addresses him.

«Saville, we must leave this as quickly as
possible. I must begin the search again in
London. I feel as though 1 could not let an
bour pass over my head without doing some-
thing. Thanks, Mr. Mordaunt, for your candid
explanation. You have done me the greatest
service possible. If Irene is to be found, I will
send you news of her.”

« But, my lord—excuse my curlosity—but will
you be as candid as I have been, and let me
know if the suspicions Irene holds with respect
to her adopted child are correct?”

“They are so, Mr. Mordaunt, and they are
not. The time for concealment isat an end. The
boy whom you have known under the name of
Tommy Br.wn is my lawful son—and the heir
to my father’s earldom.” (70 be continued.)

THE HEIR OF THE VAUGHANS.

A singularly handsome woman, in spite of
her fifty odd years, was Mrs, Major Vaughan.
Tall and straight as an arrow, with a smooth
fair face that had a faint fiush of health in the
beautifully.rounded cheeks, proud lips showing
a glimmer of perfect teeth, clear, brilliant, steel-
gray eyes, and halir like spun silver, the wonder
and admiration'df all who knew her.

But then the Vaughans were a remarkable
race~very proud of the litlle excellences that
distinguished them from the common herd,
and this beautiful siiken hair was one of them.
Nc¢ true Vaughan, they sald, was ever born
without it, and the haughty lady in question
would not have parted with that silvery-spun

for uatold riches.

zloll;ywas repeated in her handsome son, Cecll,
only the silvery sheen bad given place to a
warm, rich, yellow glow, like sunlight shining
on a southern wall., Very much like bis mother
looked this well-favored Cecil, only handsomer,
brighter, and younger, as was befitting. A true
scion of his noble race was he, and Mrs. Vaughan
was proud of bim, aud thought mother never
before was blessed with such a son.

« If be only marries to please me my happi-
ness will be complete,” she said to herself, with
a little sigh, every day of her life. ¢ But men
do make such silly choices, sometimes, when
they are looking for a wife ! Cecil may prove
Lo better thaa the rest, in that respeet. I be-

less .
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lteve it would kill me, though, if he were to
make a mésailliance.”

For her own part, she had not been guilty of
the folly of an inferior marringe. Born a
Vaughan, she had wedded one of her own race
—a distant relative.

She was too clever by far, however, to say
very much upon this subject to Cecil himself.
When he had once begun to drift toward forbid.
den havens, tbere would be time enough for re.
monstrance and entreaty.

But, though her lips wer? mute, that did not
prevent her thoughts from dwelling pretty con-
stantly upon this theme. In fact, she had
m:ade her own selection for Cecil already, and
was only waiting for him to betray his Indivi-
dual preference, which she believe! he would
i very soon do; for who, in all the wide world,
! was so well suited to him as her dear young

fritend, Bertha Kenyon ? Had she not invited
Bertha for a long visit on purpose to throw the
| young people together ? Had she not plotted
!'and p'anned and manceuvred, until she telt very
much ashamed of her own hypocrisy, in order
to precipitate an engagement ?

She was seated in a great easy chalr of orim-
son velvet, in which she looked every inch a
queen, one particular evening of which I am
jhow writing. Cecll stood 1:ear her, bending
down every now and then to smile into her
face, or say some endearing word, for he was
very proud of his mother, when the door sud-
denly opened and a pelite, giriish figure flitted
in, like a spirit, and stood before them.

A fairy.like figure it was, with a round,
bright piquant face, all pick-and-white save the
almond-shaped eyes of turquoise blue. Shining
yellow hair, soft as floss-silk, fell in rippling
curls about her shoulders, and her dress looked
like a fleecy cloud that had cauglit and retained
the red rose tin.s of a lovely sunset.

On seeing this bewitching vision Ceecil stood
staring, as if not quite certain wnether or not
he had been suddenly bereft of his senses ; and
M:s. Vaughan straightened herself on her chair
with a little shriek of dismay.

¢ Good gracious! It can never be Rose Va-
rian !”

The pretty fairy-like creature laughed softly,
and putting out her pretty, dimpled arms,
twined them about Mrs. Vaughan's neck.

“ Yes, dear old auntie,” she said, kissing her
rapturously, ¢« it is your own Rose.”

Mrs. Vaughan drew back with a gasp,

¢ J-= I — thought that you were safe at
school.”

‘ School !” echoed the beauty. « Humph !
I’m tired of always being kept at school. And
so I've come back to you, like a bad penny.”
The haughth lady’s face grew stern and cold,
She could not wholly conceal her dismay. Put-
ting off those clinging arms, she said, faintly :

“ My vinalgrette, Cecll ! These aurprises quite
upset me,”

Cecil brought it from the mantel, scarcely
taking his bewlldered eyes off the lovely crei-
ture who seemed to have dropped from the
skies so suddenly. She was bright and piquante
and, man-like, he could not help admiring her
very much indeed.
Mrs. Vaughan detected his admiration, and
grew whiter and sterner thdn ever, After
toying with her vinaigrette for some minutes
she turned and said to Miss Varian :
« I did not expect you, Rose. Why didn’t you
send word you were coming ?”
The little beauty tossed her head.
¢ 1 didn’t know it myself very long before-
band, auntle. The fact is, I quarrelled with Miss
Garth, the lady prinelpal—she said I was saucy
and impudent, but that isn't true—and so I
took French leave, as the saying is—came away
without asking leave or licence,”
Mrs. Vaughan frowned.
« Oh, you foolish child ! such things are so
disgraceful. You must go back to-morrow and
beg Miss Garth’s pardon.”
+« 1 shall not go back, and I shall never beg
Miss Garth's pardon,” returned Rose, an expres-
sion not wholly amiable coming into her tur.
quoise eyes.
Mrs. Vaughan sighed and knitted her brows.
She scarcely knew what tosay to this daring
little rebel. Besides, there stood Cecil, staring
at her still, with a half-amused expression on
his handsome face.
¢ Mother,” he said, by way of interruption,
« I beg your pardon. But thissceneis quiteinex.
plicable to me. Will you do me the honor
to present me to this young lady ?”

*+ Humph ! I thought you knew her.”

This was not true. Buat Mrs. Vaughan felt
very angry, very much out of sorts, and did not
consider her words at all.

« I have not that pleasure-—as yet.”

« Then let me introduce you. My son, Cecil.
Miss Rose Varian.”

The young man bowed low over the pretty
slender band she extended. For an instant he
caught the flash of a pair of eyes bewllderingly
bright and dangerous.

“I am glad to meet you, Mr. Vaughan,".
Rose murmured, sweetly.

Cectl said something in response that called a
vivid blush to her cheek, and then turned once
more to his mother.

¢« 1 don’t like half explanations.”

She understood him,

« Cecll, how silly you are getting to be,” she
said, pettishly, « Did I not write to you all
about Rose, while you were on the Continent? »

s ]'m sure you never mentioned her name.”

« It must have been an oversight. Her father
died something more than a year ago, and left
her in my charge. I stand to her very much
in the light of a guardian. That is all there is
to tell ; and now I hope you are saticfied,”

¢ It is strange you never spoke of her before.”

“ Very strange,” echoed Rose herself, those
liquid blue eyes twinkling. ¢ [ do not feel flat.
tered at being considered of so little impor-
tance.”

“I tell you it was an oversight,” Mrs.
Vaughan said, sharply.

Rose knew better. She was a shrewd little
body, and thought she could understand the
real reason well enough,

‘ Auntie knows I am pretty,” she thought,
She always called Mrs. Vaughan « Auntle,”
though no such relationship really existed.
‘“she meant to keep me safely hidden away
from her handsome son for some time to come.
Dear me ! but he is handsome. It's fortunate,
after all, that I had that little falling out with
Miss Garth."”

She smiled and shook her pretty head until
every shining curl seemed to be dancing a Jig.
Already the sly minx was beginning to lay her
plans for the tutare.

Cecil had =scarcely released that slender,
dimpled hand when there came a soft rustling
of silk through the hall, and Bertha Kenyon en-
tered.

She was a very handsome woman—tall and
stately, with shining dark eyes, a pale, high-
bred face, a sweet, tender mouth, and a grace-
ful ease, 80 to speak—rather an innate refine.
ment, that might have done honor to one of royal
blood.

Her dark eyes opened a little wider than
usual at the sight of a strange face, and one so
infinitely charming, but she was too well-bred
to manifest her surprise more openly.

Mrs. Vaughan stumbled a little over the in-
troductions. She still felt angry, annoyed, and
mentally wished Rose varian in the antipodes
at that particulartime,

“ Her coming couldn’t have been more inop-
portune,” she said to herself. «Cecil is sure to
be charmed with her—men always are with
these plak-and-white faces. Faugh! As if one
watned a wax doll for a wife. But Rose had better
take care how she comes between Bertha Ken-
yon and my son. I couldn't brook that sort of
thing.”

Mlss Kenyon was very pleasant and gracious
to the new-comer., It was her way to have a
smile and a kind word for everybody. But she
could not help thinking her own thoughts, and
Mrs. Vaughan seemed to read some of them,
for she sald, presently, polnting to the cloud of
rosy drapery Rose had on: .

“Idon’t understand why you should come
here dressed in that fashion. One would ima-
glne you had just returned from a fancy ball.”

Rose laughed carelessly.

« Please, auntie, do not criticize my dress. I
had been doing wrong, you koow, and must
make confession directly I arrived, and, girl-
like, 1t seemed asif I must make myself as
pretty as possible, and disarm you ofall resent-
meant in that way.”

Cecil heard both question and answer, and
glanced up quickly. This girl was very artful,
or very innocent. Which was it ?

Mrs. Vaughan could have told well enough,
She opened her eyes ineredulously.
¢ Hamph! Youa should bave given me credit
for better sense that to have had my head turn-
ed by any such folly.”

« I see it now,” Rose returned, good-humour-
edly. » However,we all make errors sometimes.
But, indeed, I was very anxious to please you,
I tumbled off my ugly wraps, though, of course,
I expected to find you alone. But they are so
disfiguring.”

Rose told little fibs, on uccasion, and this was
one of them. She had peeped .1n at the draw-
ing-room window, in passing, and knew very
well there was a gentleman, and that he was
quite young enough and distingué-looking
enough to be made the target for her coquettish
little arrows.

Presently the young people withdrew to the
piano. Mrs. Vaughan sat watching them for a
long time afterwards, a slight frown contracting
her fair white brow.

There was a little musie, and a good deal of
gay, animated talk, the greater part of both be-
ing done my Rose. Mrs. Vaughan could not help
seelug that a shade of pensiveness settied upon
Bertha Kenyon's face presently. She, became
paler than her wont, and a dreamy, far-away
look came into her pretty dark eyes.

BulL Rose more than made up for Bertha’s
sllence. She did nothing but prattle and laugh,
and lift her turquoise orbs to Cecil’s with
glances at once shy and enticing. It was enough
to turn any man's head—the looks she gave him.

¢ What an arch hypocrite,” sighed the watch-
ful mother, quite wrathfully, «I belleve that
quarrel with Miss Garth was all a fictlon, and
Rose knew Cecll was here, and came on purpose
to make a foul of him. She is quite equal to a
cunning game of that sort. She knows Cecil
has money, plenty of it, while she has very
little. The minx understands perfectly well on
which side her bread is buttered.”

Not a very elegaut way of patting it, but Mrs,
Vaughan was nearer right than she might have
been. With whatever plans Rose Varlan might
have entered the house, it was now quite evi.
dent she woull not be averse to bringing Cecil
to her feet.

When Mrs. Vaughan’s patience was qQuite ex-
hausted by Rose’s coquettish whiles, happening
to catch her son’s eye, she signed for him to ap.
proach.

¢ Come here, Cecll, I have Something tn say
to you.”

He approached, and leaning over her chair,
softly kissed her cheek.

“ What is it, ma mdre?

Mrs. Vaughan coloured, anud began to cough.

When she beckoned to her son she had suddenly
made up her mind to tell him her wishes, let
the consequences be what they might. Any-
thing was better than to see him drift blindfold
into the snare Rose had set for him.

But the topic was a very e?nbarra.sslng one.
She could scarcely find fitting words with which
to express herself. 8o, after a moment’s dead
silence, she sald, quite abruptly :

“Cecil, I would like to hear your opinion of
Bertha Kenyon. Charming, isn’t she 27

He reddened, and looked away in some con-
fusion,

“Very, ma mére. Idon’t think I ever met
her equal, in some respects, and I have seen a
great many beautiful women.”

This was candid, at any rate. Mrs. Vaughan
took heart of grace. Smiling fondly, she said, in
her softest, sweetest tones :

“I am glad you admire her so much., I hope
she may be mistress in this house, when I am
dead and gone,”

Cecil could not pretend to misunderstand her.
He shifted uneasily, glanced one or twice at the
two lovely figures still lingering at the piano,
and thought dreamily how glad these words
might have made him & few hours earlier—be-
fore Rose Varian came.

“1 knew you were fond of Miss Kenyon,” he
faltered, after a pause.

“I couldn’t love a daughter any better, Cecil,”
laying her soft hand upon his. « It would please
me very much indeed if you would speak and
decide your fate to-night.”

He slarted, and the hot blood reddened his
brow again.

¢ 1 will make the attempt,” he said rather re-
lnctantly.

“I will take care that you have the opportu-
nity,”

8he was as good as her word. By-and.by,
when Rose left the piano, and threw herself
upon a cushlon at their feet, in an attitude of
unstudied grace the young man’s artistic eye
fully appreciated, Mrs., Vaughan gave him a
significant glance.

“Rose,” saild she, “I want you tell me all
about your difficulties at the seminary. Cecil,
do you join Miss Kenyon. It 1s not at all
befitting you should be a listener to this con-
versation,”

The young man bowed, and moved away.
Rose’s turquoise eyes flashed angrily, but she
felt herselt powerless to iaterrupt the tote-a-tite
that she now saw was inevitable,

The conservatory was lighted, and Cectl drew
Bertha inlo its cool dusk and 8ylvan quiet., It
seemed a scene of fairy-like beauty at that mo-
ment—tropical plants and tropical perfumes
everywhere, and the soft silvery plash of foun
tains in their marble basins. It was like @
gilmpse of Eden.

Cecil quite forgot Rose’s bewitching face and
turquoise blue eyes, under the enchanted spell
that at once enwrapt his senses. At one time
he had been quite sure he loved Bertha, and
now the old feeling came back as strong as
ever. He grew cooler and calmer, and his
whole soul made confession that this was the
woman of all the world to guide and shape his
future.

Bertha seemed to have an Intuitive sense of
what was coming. She had banished the
dreadful fear and jealousy that had beset her
while Rose was with them, and eyes and
face were lummous, while the loveliest blushes
imaginable chased each other over her pretty
cheeks.

Cecil talked of other things, in an absent,
dreamy way, for a long while ; but suddenly he
leaned over her, his whole heart in bis eyes.

¢ Bertha,” he whispered.

She glanced up shyly, as if her name spoken
in that tone thrilled her through and through.

¢ Bertha,” he murmured, very softly, ¢« you
must guess what it is I wish to say to you.
For days and days a confession has been at my
tongue's end. Let me speak to-night; let me
tell you —"’

He stopped abruptly, and the sentence was
never finished, for Rose Varian came tripping
into the conservatory, bright, smillng, irresisti-
ble. She had managed at last to break away
from Mrs. Vaughan.

“You here?” she cried, lifting her pretty
slender hands in well-simulated dismay. *1
thought the comservatory quite deserted, and
ran in to hide away Irom dear old auntie, BShe
had been giving me a dreadful lecture.”

Bertha turned very pale at the interruption,
and could not speak.

Cecil himself felt slightly confused.

“I hope you didn't deserve it, he stammered.

* [ don’t know,” laughed Rose, carelessly. I
daresay Idid, for I was always getting 1nto
scrapes, and doing improper things. I believe
I kept up a oontinual uproar in Miss Garth’s
school ; she will be delighted to have me

away.”

Cecil smiled. To him the girl seemed simpl¥
artless and unconventional. But Bertha held
quite adifferent opinien, She thought her coarse
and sly and cunning, : "

“I wounder that he can admire her so much,

tening to Rose’s silly prattie, and seeing howW
oflen Cecil turned intoxicated glances upon her
face. « 1 suppose men are never keen-sighted
Wwhere our sex are concerned. A woman would
have read her in five minutes.”

They all went back to the drawing-room t0-
gether, and Rose could not resist the impulse
to send a triumpbunt flash ot her eyes in Mrs-
Vaughan's direction as they entered.

Later, when they had gone upstairs R0se
knocked at Miss Kenyon’s door, and went in for

a foew moments.

JEUVEERR——

she thoright, as she stood, pale and silent, 118~ -
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«I beg your pardon,” she said, toylng careless-
ly with a box of rings upon the dressing-case,
“but I would like to know if you and Mr.
Vaughan are engaged ?”

Miss Kenyon turned, looking at her in cold
surprise,

« No,” she answered, haughtily, * we are not.
Why do you iuquire 2”7

Rose colored and stammered, in spite ot her-
self, She had meant to wound Bertha, but had
failed sinzally in her intention. .

« Idle curiosity,” she said, rising to go. ¢Per-
haps I should not have broached so delicate a
subject. But schoolgirls are very communicative,
you know, and I meant no harm.”

Miss Kenyon turned indignantly away, in no
wise appeased by such a limping explanation.
Contempt was written all over her high-bred
face, and Rose went out with herown very much
flushed.

« You shall pay dearly for this scorn,” she
muttered between her teeth, shaking one little
clenched first at the door the instant it was closed
between them. ¢ Rose Varian never suffers an
tnsult to pass unavenged.”

She did look wicked and impish enough for
anything, in spite of her bright debonair beauty.

Rose was not sent back to school the next
day. Perhaps Mrs. Vaughan had tbhought better
of it, perhaps she dreaded a struggle with the
daring little rebel. At any rate, the matter was
suffered to remain in abeyance.

The second morning after her arrival, Rose
descended to the breakfast-room somewhat ear-
lier than usual. She had heard the postman
ring a few moments tefore and perhaps tbat
was the reason of her haste, for the letters were
always left on the table.

Two were laid bestde Mrs. Vaughan's plate.
Nobody was in the room. Rose turned them
quickly over that she might see the address
apon each, and all the pretty pink colouring
faded from her face as she did so.

« From Miss Garth,” she-muttered, glaring at
one of the letters. ¢ I wish I knew whuat the old
stupid bas written to auntie.”

For a moment she hesitated, trembling all
over. Then, snatching up the letter in question,
she was about to thrust it into the bosom of her
dress, when the door opened quickly.

The letter fell fluttering upon the table agaln,
Rose wheeled round with a sharp little cry. It
was Mrs, Vaughan herself who confronted her,

Rose was not & person to remain long at a
loss. Affecting a little laugh, and bringing the
oolor back to her face by a powerful effort, she
sald, quite gally:

« Good morning, auntie.
for ounce, you see.”

4 Yes,” answered Mrs. Vaughan, dryly.

She had wiltnessed the little by-play, just as
she entered. But not a muscle of her face be-
trayed this fact. She had almost perfect self-
oontrol, as befitted & woman of her age and ex-
perlence.

She rat down quite coolly, and broke the
seal of her letters, reading that from Miss Garth
last. Rose watched her, with her heart in her
mouth, though she tried to appear indifferent.

Presently, Mrs. Vaughan looked up with a
smile.

« Miss Garth has written, my dear,” said she.
« She takes it for granted that youn came directly
to me, and seems to have borrowed no trouble
on your account,”

« What does she say ?” asked Rose breath-
lessly.

«That you were dissatisfled with her system
of government and left the seminary quite
abruptiy.”

«Is that all?” drawing a deep ,breath, «1
swas afrald the old thing would i!l half-a-dozen
sheets with scanda! about me, Sheis equal toit.”

s« Hamph!” was the only comment Mrs,
WVaughaa mada,

She bad oot told Rose all the'contents of that
letter, for one passage ran thus:

«]t is my duty to inform you, madam, that
Miss Varian's conduct has been very reprehen-
sible, trom first to last. For nearly two months
she bas keen carrying on a flirtation with a
handsome adventurer who recently made his
appearance inour neighbornood. Whaen I learn-
ed the fact I kindly remonstrated with her;
she laughed in my face. I pointed out the folly
of such conduct; she scoffed at me. I com-
manded to 8ee the man In question no more;
she openly defled me, and we have reason to
think she stole from the post-bag a letter I wrote
you, acjuainting you with her doings. As a
last resort, we locked her into her chamber,
.from which she contrived to escape, and nothing
had since been heard of her.,”

This was a startling communication. But,
with ready presence of mind, Mrs. Vaughan
decided to keep it to herself for the present.
By-and-by she would tell Cecil, if matters went
.too far.

Several days were on. Rose somewhat rellev-
ed of the baunting fear of exposure thal had
.subdued her spiriis in the first place, was gay,
-bright, dazzling, bewildering. She seemed an
.embodied sunbeam. 8he was all froth and foam
and sparkle, like champagne. 8he was the light
and life of the house. Everybody felt her
power, even cool, worldly wise Mrs. V.aughan.

Cecll felt it more than all the others, simply
because her brl:htest smiles, her most winning
ways were all for him, She was playing for a
high stake, and meant to win it. The wily crea.
ture knew exactly what strings to pull to
draw the youug man to her side, and she had no
mercey.

If Cecil had really spoken the words that
-bound him to Bertha .Kenyon, he would have
«been safe. A sense of honor would have kept
him firm and true. But he stood upon that de-

I am the early bird

batable ground from which he could look either
way. And Rose’s bright debonair beauty be-
wildered him. He began tothink he could never
be happy without her, and to shun poor, patient
Bertha, as we shun all those whom we know
we have injured. Mrs. Vaughan watched silently
the progress of affairs, but was not quite ready
to play her trump card. She was sittinr at -her
dressing-room window, in the purple dusk, one
evening, when she saw two figures pacing
slowly along one of the shady garden paths at
a distance—Rose, and a gentleman who was not
Cecll.

Her mind was made up is a instant. Throw-
ing a lace shawl over her shoulders, she stole
downstairs and out upon the lawn, taking her
stand in a clump of larches,

Rose and her companion passed near pre-
sently.

“You are cruel,” he was saying, in an angry
voice ; it was a voice that, somehow, sounded
strangely familiar to the listener. ¢ You went
away, and left no word where I could find you.
It was by the merest accident I heard you were
here, Rose.”

«#Of course you followed me at once?” she
murmured, sweetly.

““Yes. Are you not my betrothed wife? I
could not give you up so easily.”

¢« Hush!” cried Rose. ¢ You must go away.
Mrs. Vaughan is my guardian, you know. She
would be very angry if she found you here.
You must go away, I tell you, and see me
no more.”

« I won't,” he answered, flatly, « What do you
mean by dismissing me in this manner? Oh,
Rose, have you ceased to love me ?”

“No, no. Ionly ask for time, that I may
make everything straight and easy. Go away
—Ileave the neighbornood entirely for two
months, and then you may come back to claim
me.”

The man uttered a stified exclamation. Mrs.
Vaughan did not hear what it was, but obeying
a sudden impulse, she stepped out of the dense
shadow of the larches, and drew nearer.

« Rose, i8 that you?” she called.

« Yes, auntie,” was the answer, in a trembling
voice, after a minute’s hesitation, °

«Humph!” 8he glanced sharply at the young
girl’s companion, but it was now too dark to see
his face distinctly. Besides, her eyes were not
80 good as they once had been.

«You have a stranger with you, Rose,” she
sald, a little sternly. ¢«I don’t like these twi-
light walks for young people. Bring your friend
to the house. Nay, 1 insist that you do 8o,” for
Rose was beginning to demur.

« And for my own part, madam,” sald the
man, courteously. ¢«I shall insist upon going,
after your kind invitation,”

She walked towards the house, and the young
people followed, evidently against Rose’s wishes.
But the girl’s companion was as grim and stub-
born as Mrs. Vaughan herself. Perhaps he saw
a little selfish advantage in this encounter, and
was determined not to lose it,

The lamps were lighted in the drawing-room,
and Bertha Kenyon sat there alone, turning over
a book Of engravings, Cecil entered from the
library at the very instant our odd little party
crossed the ball, and so the whole confronted
each other in the brilliant lamplight of the lar-
ger apartment,

Mrs. Vaughan stood still at last, and looked
grimly into Rose’s white, scared face.

¢#Now, my dear, pray present me to your
friend.”

Tone and look called the angry blood into the
girl’s cheek, and she was herself again,

« Certalinly, dear aunt. Mr, Robert Melvin,
Mrs. Vaughan.”

At the sound of that name, Mrs. Vaughan ut-
tered a sudden cry, and dropped all in a heap
into the nearest chair.

“ Robert Melvin ?”” she gasped, andgave him
a short, keen glance, growing frightfully pale all
at once.

He was a tall, handsome fellow, sufficiently

like Cecil to have been his brother. Indeed,
the resemblance was striking.
Mrs. Vaughan saw it at a glance. None but

the Vaughans ever had that peculiar look.

¢ Yes,” saild Rose, staring hard. ¢ Do you
know Mr. Melvin?”

“N-no!”

« Ab, I comprehend!” with a flash of her
eyes, and a toss of her pretty head. ¢« You see
how marvellously he i8 like your son.”

Mrs. Vaughan did not answer.

While she sat with one white, quivering hand
over her eyes, Rose very coolly presented ber
friend to Cecil and Miss Kenyon. She was de-
termined to put a bold face on a very unplea-
sant sltuation.

¢« Mr. Melvin was a friend of mine at the se-
minary,’” she sald, giving Cecil a quick appeal-
ing glunce from out her pretty blue eyes.
« He came up on purpose to renew the acquain-
tance.”

s« Yes,” assented Mr. Melvin, laughing some-
what constrainedly. ¢ It seemed unwise wholly
to loose sight of Miss Varian.”

Rose colored, and Cecll bit his lips angrily.

¢« I hope she appreciates the trouble you have
taken, Mr. Melvin,”

«I have no doubt but that she does,” was the
quite answer. *

“ My dear Miss Kenyon,” said Rose, abruptly,
¢do not the gentlemen bear a striking resemn-
blance to each other ?”

Bertha made an affirmative reply.

*1 have often thought of it. Of course it is
quite accidental.”

“Of course,” putin Mrs. Vaughan, sharply,
for she was listening. ¢ How could it be other«

Wise 7"

The color slowly returned to her pale cheeks. |
She cven condescended to question R .bert Mel- |

vin, after a little.

«] have no history,” he said. in answer to
her queries. «Iam a waif—a castaway. Even
my name may be a borrowed one—I do not
gnow.”

Rose listened with the color coming and going
in her dimpled cheeks. Could she marry a
nameless adventurer when the heir of the
Vaughan was ready to fall at her feet? No, it
was out of the question.

Mr. Melvin remained quite late. Rose was
creeping upstairs, after he went, thinking her
own peculiar thoughts, when Cecil strode up
behind her very white and stern.

« Rose,” he said, sharply, « what is that man
to you?”

She clung to the railing, trembling visibly.

« Mr, Melvin ? Nothing. How could you think
it?”»

«It is false,” he cried out, as if the words
hurt him. ¢ He loves you!”

«Jsthat my fault ?” murmured the girl, burst-
ing into tears, <«Ididn’t mean he should. I
never gave him any encouragement. Could [
help his being so very, very—foolish ?

Cecil’s face softened. He caught both her
hands in his own.

« Then youdo not care for him ? ” he exclaim-
ed. ¢ Oh, Rnse, Rose, do you love me ? "

Her head dropped on his shoulder, and the an-
swer came s0 low that he could scarcely cateh it,
But it was wholly ratisfactory.

When he passed his mother’s door, an hour
later, she opened it and spoke to him.

« Come in, Cecil.”

There wa- something worn and weary in her
voice. She pointed to a chair and sat down be-
side him, looking utterly miserable,

«“You have been with Rose,” she said,
abruptly. ¢ Tell me all that has passed between
you.”

He started, and flushed guiltily.

«“Ilove her,” he sald, after a brief silence,
but speaking withdecision. ¢ She has promised
to be my wife.”

« Your wife?"” echoed Mrs Vaughan, with a
groan,

¢« Yes. But the engagement must be kept a
secret, for the present. She wishes it. She has
reasons for not baving it proclaimed publicly.”

«] should think she had,” was the bitter
answer, ‘She is afraid of Mr. Melvin’s anger.
She was his betrothed wife before she ever saw
you.”

Cecil grew ghastly pale.

«Itis nottrue !’ he cried. ¢I will not be-
lieve it. She has been maligned to you.”

«Listen, my poor boy.”

And sbe burst into tears.

« What is it, mother ?”

“Listen,” she sald, agaln, ¢«Rose i3 a false,
mercenary creature, Let me prove it to you.”

She told him of Mrs. Garth’s letter, and the
conversation she had overheard In the zarden.

«“You can put two and two together. Of
course Mr. Robert Melvin is the gentleman she
used to meet clandesti:iely at the seminary.”

Cecll listened like a man who had received a
sudden shock. But conviction strucx to his very
soul. He writhed in bis chair, and put off his
mother’s clinglng arms. Blowly the scales were
falling from his eyes.

« How stupid I have made myself! ” he broke
out, at last, wiping great drops of perspiration
from his brow. ¢« I was angry, jealous—the at-
tentions of that man maddened me! That is
why I spoke to-night. And now, now I begin to
realize I do not really love her, after all. She
intoxicated—bewildered me.”

* Port boy, you shall not sacrifice yourself.”

«My troth is plighted, mother. It is too
late to turn back. A Vaughan never breaks his
word.”

She smiled upon him proudly in spite of her
unhappiness. What a dear, brave, noble boy
he was !

«Go to your room,” she szid, rising, after
thinking earnestly for some minutes. ¢ Do not
trouble yourself over this unhappy affair. I
think I see a way out of it, Leave everything
to me. Good night, my boy."”

8he kissed him fondly, and sent him away

Robert Melvin called again the next morning.
The housekeeper, Mrs. Vine, chanced to be
crosgsing the hall just as he entered. She let fall
the water pitcher she was carryiug, and it broke
into a thousand pleces upon the marble floor.

« Heaven bless and save us ! ” she cried, look-
ing frightened.

¢ What is the matter ?” saild Rose, coming
quickly out of the drawing-room.

Mrs, Vine pointed to the young man with her
hand shaking dreadfully,

s ] thought 1 had seen a ghost,” she faltered.
¢« He i8 the very picture of Rupert Vaughan, my
poor master who is dead and gone.”

¢ Indeed,” sald Rose, growing interested at
once. The housekeeper had lived with the
Vaughans all her life and knew their secrets as
well as she did her own., ¢« How very strange!
Tell me all all about Rupert Vaughan.”

Mrs. Vine shook her head.

/¢ My mistress would be very angry,” she mut-
tered. ¢ The story has been hushed up all these
years.”

Then she darted away as if afraid of revealing
more.

Rose's eyes met those of her quondam lover.

« Robert,” she sald, in a hoarse whisper, «1I
half believe you are a Vaughan, after all!”

He laughed.

". =1t is quite possible,”” his stone careless in
the extreme. “ Anybody can see there is some

mystery here.”

«Perhaps you are the real heir to all these
broad acres.”

«1 wish 1 was, my dear.
ried to-morrow.”

Rose blushed and sighed. She loved Robert a
thousand times better than she did Cecil. Oh,
why couldn’t he bave been rich like the other,
that she might have listened to the voice of
her heart ?

Perhaps he was rich, and did not know-it—
rich, that is if he had his rights.

Rose was a very clever body, and she deter-
mined to know the truth before going any far-
ther.,

You would have smiled to see how nicely she
managed affuirs while Rovert remained. Her
smiles were equally distributed between him
and Cecil—so equally that nelther one would
have suspected the relation in which she stood
to the other by her actions. She was walking
on a bridge of glass, and chose her steps very
carefully.

That night Mrs. Vine was closeted in her mis-
tress’s room for a long time.

Rose heard her go up and stole after her to
listen at the keyhole.

She did not catch many words of what was
sald. But she heard quite enough to deepen
her conviction that Mrs, Vaughan knew more
about Robert Melvin than she eared to acknow-
ledge.

She grew nervous, imputient. The very next
day she waylail Mrs, Vine.

«“Tell me who and wnat Mr. Melvin is,” she
cried, catching hold of the housekeeper’s arm.
«1 will know! You are hiding a secret from
me. Tell us the whole tguth.”

«] don't dare,” answered the old woman,
trembling.

¢ Why don’t youdare ? "

« It would be such a blow to my mistress and
to—to—Cecil! It mustn’t be told, Name and
fortune would both be gone! Don't ask me to
tell. It would ruin those who are so kind to me!
You shall never, wever know the truth from
my lips!”

She broke violently away, and fied towards
her own room.

As for Rose, she took a wealk in the garden,
and thought the matter all over. There was now
no doubt in her mind but that Robert was the
true heir of the Vaughans. A great wrong had
been done him, to which Mrs. Vaughan herself
was privy, if she had not been, indeed, the lead-
ing spirit.

How easy it would be to confront her with a
bold accusation, and compel her to acknowledge
the truth.

Robert himself came up while her mind was
still busy. She was an impulsive creature; and
you know she was shrewd. 8he held out her
band to him.

“If you expect ever to make me your wife,
you must marry me now within the hour,” she
said, with scant ceremony.

He was surprised, but delighted. Of course
he took her at her word, for he realiy loved her,

That same afternoon Mrs. Vaughan wag sit-
ting in the drawing-room, with Cecil and
Bertha Kenyon beside her, when a carriage roll-
ed up before the door, and Robert Melvin lifted
out Rose.

Mrs. Vaughan had missed the little intriguante.
Whether she guessed where she had gone or
not I cannot tell, for she shrewdly kept herown
counsel.

There was a moment’s delay, and Rose en-
terred with a free, bold, step followed by Ro-
bert. '

«This manis my husband,” she sald, con-
fronting Mrs. Vaughan, and flashing deflance
out of her turquoise blue eyes at Cecil. «I found
I )oved him far better than your son, and so, 1
married him this morning.”

Mrs. Vaughan arched her brows, and smiled
whimsically.

«Indeed,” she said.
him here?”

«I came to claim his rights and mine,” flash-
ed Rose. I know you have defrauded him, so
make no denlal, Mrs. Vine knows it too, and 1
can com pel her to give testimony to that effect,
if necessary.”

Mrs, Vaughan turned coldly away.

¢ Your husband has no right in my home,
Rove."” '

«He isa Vaughan, You dare not deny {t.”

«I do not deny it,” was the calm reply. «I
am sorry to have theold scandal raked up, but
there is now no help for it. Yes, Robert Melvin
has the Vaughan blood in his veins, but he has
no right to the name. His mother was never
his father’s wife.”

There came a horrified cry from Rose, and
Mrs. Vaughan resumed : )

I think you have checkmated yourself, my
dear. Rupert Vaughan, my husband’s younger
brother, was very wild in bis youth. The man
you have married {8 his illegitimate son. We
have hushed up the story very carefully, for it
was the one stain upon our proud name, I
would have told you the truth if you had come
to me and demanded it.”

Bhe turned proudly away, as if to end the in
terview., Just bow far she was accountable for
the turn affairs had taken she never told any-
body—even her son. But Mrs. Vine knew.

Cecil married Bertha Kenyon, and I8 very
bappy. The sentiment that he feeis for Bertha
is love; he knows it now, the other wits & delu-
sion.

R-80 1s happy too, in her way. Mrs. Vaughan,
as alonement for any wrong she might have
done them, made the young people & liberal al-
lowance, and money and ease are the gods Rose
worships,

We would be mar-

« But wby do you bring
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THE FAVORITE.

Jusm 6, 1874,

HAND IN HAND TOGETHER.
When evening o'er the cloudless aky
Hath spread her star-gemmed canopy,
We ramble forth, my love and I,

Hand in hand together,
Angd as we slowly onward rove,
Bcarce heeding where, by field or grove,
‘We breathe our vows of mutual love,
Hand in hand together.

We fondly trust in future years
To share each other’s hopes and fears,
‘While travelling through this vale of tears,
- Hand in hand together,
Oh! while we wander here below,
In health, or sickness, joy, or woe,
May we be ever found as now,
Hand in hand together.
And when our term on earth is o'er,
And worldly things can charm no more,
Oh! may we gain th’ eternal shore
Hand in hand together.

L

THE LOST WILL.

BY J. E. P.

Two persons sat together in a first-floor room
fronting a street in a thriviong little city. The
afternoon sky was gray, cold and dull; and the
room was grayer oolder, duller, than the sky;
everything about the place looked sordid and
neglected. The ralu-channelled dust of years
had crusted on the windows. The deed boxes
on the shelves behiad the door, the musty books
in the book-case opposite the fireplace, the
yellow map that hung over the mantelpiece,
were all thickly covered with dust and cob-
webs.

It was the private room of Lawrence Haight,
attorney at law, and it opened out from a still
drearier office, in which a clerk was hard at
work. There was a clock in each room, and
a calendar on each mantelshelf. The hands of
both clocks pointed to balf-past three, and the
oalendars both prociaimed that it was tne se-
cond day of June, eighteen hundred and sixty-
two.

The two persons sifting together in the cham-
ber were the lawyer and his wealthy old father-
in-law, Mr. Jacob Osdell.

Mr. Haight had placed his chair with the back
to the window, so that his features were scar-
cely distinguishable 1in the gathering gloom of
the afternoon, His visltor—a stout, pale man
with a forest of iron-gray halr about his temples
—saat opposite, with the light full upon his
face, and his hand crossed on the knob of his
cane.

«1 have come to talk to you, Lawrence,” said
he, “about George Crawford.”

« About George Crawford ?” repeated the law-
yer.
« Yes—I think I have been toohard with him.
I intend that he and Lucy shall come back to

outer office,*listensd a moment to his heavy
footfall going down the street, hastened back to
his private room, and shut the door. E
“w@oot Heaven 1" exclaimed he, ina low, agi-
tated tone, ¢ what’s to be done now? This is
ruin—ruain ! ”
He took three or four restless turns about the
room, then flung bimself into his chair, and
buried his face in his haads. ]
« He thinks { am rich,”” he muttered. « I a
rich man, indeed! Why, even the five thousand
pounds are gone with the rest! Merclful pow-
ers! what can [ do? To whom can [ tura for
tt? What security have I to give? Only a
week’s notice, too, I amlost! I am lost!”
Agaln he arose and strode rapidly up and down
the room, Gradually the trouble deepened and
deepened on his face, and his cheeks grew
deathly pale.,
«There isone way out of it!” he groaned.
« Bill Davis could——Must I do that?”
He sank down into his chair, rested his chin
upon his open palms, and fell into a deep and
silent train of thought,
In = little while he sprang up agaln, seized
nis hat, and hastened out into the street.
On leaving the house he directed his steps to-
wards a portion of the city notorious as the abode
of crime and infamy.
He walked rapidiy, with the firm, swift step
of a man full of determination. Soon he struck
into a street where everything bore the mark
of corruption and decay. Houses with unglazed
sashes, unhinged doors, roofless and crumbling
away beneath the hand of time, were leaning
agalnst each other, to support themselves amid
the universal rain. Crowds of miserable ob-
jects, the wrecks of human bein :s, were loiter-
ing about the dismal holes which they called
their homes; somse, shivering on the footway,
were nestling closely together to protect them-
selves from the chill night air; some, bloated
and halt-stupefied with hard drinking, went
muttering along, or stopped to brawl with
others llke themselves, Young females, too,
with hollow cheeks and hungry eyes, were
lottering among the herd. Many of them had
been born to nothing better; bnt there were
those among the number who once had friends
who loved them, and had looked forward to a
fature without a shadow. And they had come
to this! They had broken the hearts of those
who would have cherished them, and had drunk
of crime and woe to the dregs.
Halght shuddered as the hurried through this
gloomly spot. Stified screams and groans and
sounds of anger and blasphemy burst upon his
ears, mingled witn shouts of mletn ; and he ob-
served figures shrinking {n the obscure corners
of the buildings as he passed, and watching him
with the cautious yet savage eye of mingled
suspicion and fear : fur he was in the very heart
of the region were thieves and cut-throats were
skulking to avold the vigilance of the police,
and bad common lot witu the penniless and
homeless who came there only to die. With a
feeling of relief he emerged from this doomed
spot, and came to a more quiet street.

the old home.”

# Ah, you don't say so!
Mr., Osdell?” .

1 Upon no other termg than that they shall be
son and daughter to me. You see, Lawrence,
I am growing old, and my home is a very lone-
1y one now that you bave taken my only other
child.”

Halght shifted around a little farther from
the light, and looked up with a keen, inquiring
glance.

« You have forgiven them, eh 7"

s Yes; fully and freely.”

«Do they know {t 2"

«# No, Ishall goto them to-morrow.”

«] have no objections to offsr now, Mr, Os-
dell ; and I see you would not listen to them,
i1 had. Bat I am sure you would regret this
determination. Why, it is scarcely a year since
you were heaping the most vindictive curses
upon their ungratetul heads.”

« Yes, that {8 so, Lawrence. I had cherished
high hopes of Lucy’s making a brilliant match,
and the plans of a lifetime were overset when
she married Crawford; but, after all, there is
nothing against him save his poverty.”

«wAnd 1 should say that was a very great
deal, Mr. OsdelL.”

a At any rate, it is a fault eastly remedied,
Lawrence. I gave you five thousand pounds lust
week to invest for me. I now countermand the
order, and will call next week for the money. 1
shall give them that at once.”

Lawrence Haight’'s hand trembled like an
aspen leaf as he placed it to his burning forehead.
A moment passed before he could command his
voice to reply, and there was a tremor in it
then, in spite of bim.”

+» You are too wise a man, I am sure, Mr. Os-
dell,” sald he, ¢ to act in this rash manner.”

« And you are too wise, I am sure, Lawrence,
not to know that a man should never attempt
to do right by halves, No,I am not acting
rastly. 1 have but two children—your wife
and Lucy. To you I have glven thousands, to
her not a penny. You surely should not com-
plain if I repair the injury I have done them.”

As he sald that the old man rose to his feet
and turned toward the door. His hand was on
the latch when Haight stopped him.

« What about he will you leftin my charge ?
he asked.

«The willl
of course.”

#When ?”

«wAs soon as I come back from Crawford’s.”

« All right, sir. Good evening.”

«Good eveniug, Lawrence.”

Upon what terms,

Oh, yes; that must be altered,

The lawyer usbered his visitor through the

It was growlng late in the night when he at
last came to & mean-looking house, having a
small sign over the door, indicating that it was
a tavern, and with a number of illuminated
placards in the windows, intimating that lodg-
ings were to be had, and that varlous liquors
might be purchased at the moderate sum of slx-
pence.

Halght pusbed roughly past two or three per-
sons, and entered a dingy room, strongely im-
pregnated with the fames of tobacco and spirits,
and enveloped in a cloud of smoke. It was filled
with persons who looked as if they would not
nesitate to ease a pocket, if it were neces-
sary, to extend their civility so far a8 tocut a
throat. Some were savage, silent and sutlen;
others, under the influence of what they had
drank, were humorous and loguacious; some,
steeped iu intoxication, were lying at full length
upon benches; others were leaning baock in
their chairs against the wall, sayiog nothing, but
blowing cut clouds of tobacco smoke, In the
midst of this disorderly throng sat the proprie-
tor, keeping guard over rows of shelves ocoupied
by » small congregation of decanters,

The lawye1r walked around tbe room, staring
into each man’s face, and then approached the
landlord.

«] don’t see Davis. Is he there?” asked he
of that personage, nodding his head at the same
time toward an inner chamber,

« No; he's upstairs,” was the answer.

s Alone?"”

«I believe s0. He took some brandy and a
candle, and went off.”

« Does he stop here to-night ? "

«:If he pays first, he can.”

Halght left the room, and, ascending a nar-
row staircase, with which he seemed familiar,
came to a dark passage. A light shining from
baneath a door at the farther end of it gulded
him to the room tuat he sought, which he en-
tered without ceremony.

Seated at & table, smoking and drinking, was
a red-eyed, bloated-faced man of about forty,
dressed in a ragged suit, the coat of which was
buttoned closely up to the throat, to conceal the
want of & shirt. As the lawyer enterad he look-
ed up; then pushing back his ohair, came for-
ward and extended his band.

« How are you, sir? "

Halght, without noticing the extended hand,
drew & chalir to the table, and sat down.

«]1 came to see you on business,” said he.

“Ah! what is it 2"

¢« Who's In the next room ? *

«#I don’t know. It's empty, I be'leve.”

‘« Go and see, and look in all the rooms.”

Davis, taking the light, went out, and present.

ly retarning, reported thut all the rooms wers
empty. e then drew a chair directly in front
of Haight, and, placing a hand on each knee,
looked in his face.

«Can you keep a secret, Davis?" asked the
lawyer, looking full tnto two eyes that never
olenched.

« Can’t you tell ? You ought to be able to.”

“ Will you swear?”

“Yes, ont with 1t! I'll keep a close mouth.” 3

« Well, then,” ocontinued Haight, watching
him sharply, to see the effoct produced by his
communiocation, and speaking in a whisper,
sguppose you owed a man five thousand peunds,
and no man kaew of the debt but you two, what
would you do? "

«I'd kill the oreditor before morning,” was
the reply.

« What if you were paid todo that very thing ?
Would you do it? "

¢ What is the pay ?"

¢« A hundred pounds.”

“I'll do it 1”

« And your nerves won't fail? "

¢ Never fear that,”

Leaning forward in his chalr, and spaking in
a still lower tone, the lawyer now poured all his
plans into the ruffian’s ear. An bour passed by,
and then he arose to go.

« Mind, now,” said he, ¢« he wlll leave at half-
past ten to-morrow.”’

« All right, I'll be ready.”

« Here’s ten pounds; 1 suppose you are
¢broke’?”

« ] always am,” was the reply.

Haight handed him the money, and, leaving
the house, hurried off toward his own home.

- * L ] Ll *

The early morning stage drew up in front of
the # Eagle” hotel, just as Mr. Osdell awoke
from a leng, deep sieep. He opened his eyes, and
heard the stage horn, both at the same instant
of time. His determination to do an act of
charity and justice to his injured chiid had filled
his whole being with the warm glow of happi-
ness and peace, and he bad slept the sleep of
the just.

He sprang out of bed, when he heard the
blowing of the horn, and began to prepare for
his journey. While he is doing so, it 18 neces-
sary that we should go back a little way into his
past history.

To the majority of person Jacob Osdell was
simply a rich, gentlemanly, * clever-looking”
man. Even his clerks, who saw him dafly for
three hundred and thirteen dreary days in
every dreary year, had no more notion of their
employer’s inner life than the veriest stranger
who brushed past him 1n the street. They saw
him only as others saw him and thought of
him only as others thought of him.

They kuew that he had a profound and ex-
tensive knowledge of his business, an iron will,
and an fuexhaustible reserve of energy. They
knew that he had two daughters, that he was
a widower and rich, and this was all they did
know.

One of his daughters had been married, long
ago, to the wealthy and rising young lawyer,
Lawrence Halght., The other remalned at
home with her father, and became his darling
and pet.

A year before the time when our story com-
menoces, this daughter had met George Craw-
ford, who was one of her father’s most trusted
clerks. They had loved each other from that
moment., When the knowledge of this fact
came to the old gentleman, he had raged and
stormed {n the most outragious manner. He at
once dismissed George from his employment,
and threatened Lucy with the direst vengeange
if she persisted in her ¢ foliy.”

All to no purpose, however, were the old man’s
threats and anger. At the first opportunity, Lucy
left his nouse, and she and George were made
man and wife.

From that day forward Jaoob Osdell never
mentioned their names. He made his will, leav-
iog to Mrs. Haight all his property except the
house in which he lived. This alone out of his
great wealth he gave to Lucy.

This will he placed in Lawrence Halight's
hands with the injunction that it should be
opened immediately after his deatb, and be-
fore his body should be cousigned to the grave.

Month after month he had been nursing his
wrath to keep it warm, but it had grown cool,
cold, colder, in spite of bim. His heart yearned
for his darling and pet, and refased to be com-
torted.

Finally the news came to bhim that a little
chiid had been born to Luoy, and that she had
given it his name. Then all his anger left him,
and he determined to take her to his heart and
home agaln a8 we have seen.

Crawford lived in a saug little cottege a few
miles from the oity and it was thither that Mr,
Osdell was about to journey by the coach that
stood waiting at the door.

In afew moments he came to the bar to pay
his bill.

« Are there any other passengers ? ” said he to
the landlord.

« Yes, thereis | ” was the reply. ¢ And anow.
dacious character he is too, I think.”

«Why, what kind of a man do you take him
to be ? Not a highwayman, I hope, land'ord ?

« Wus nor all that, sir ; but then I only sus.
pects.”’ -

¢« What do yon suspect ?

The man adjusted his collar, and looked im-
pressively into Mr, Osdell’s face.

« I suspects a great deal—a very great deall”
sald he, with an ominous shake of the head.
‘ He's & murderin’ raskil—I know It by & sign
that never fails.”

fore was not at all alarmed at this communloea-
tion,

“ What is your sign?” he laughingly asked.

«The sign,” replied the landlord, confidently,
« ] know it by the cut of his eye.” )

“The what ?" )

i §“The ocutof his eye,” reiteratod the landlord,
positively. * Let me get the cut of a man’s eye,
and I knows him at once. Aund I warn you, sir,
to look out for that man. He's a murderin’ ras-
kilt”

After the coach had started, and was well on
its way, Mr. Osdell looked up at his fellow pas-
senger, and endsavored to ascertain the myster-
ious « cut of the eye* for himself, The man be-
fore him was bundled up in a huge overcoat,
and hi3 hat was pulled down over a face which
was not the most prepossessing in the world,
and whose natuaral deficiencies wore not at all
diminished by the lack of a very receat appli-
cation of either water or razor.

He coolly bore the serutiny of his features, and
never for an instaat turned away his glance
from the face of Mr. Osdell.

« Well,” sald he, growing weary at last, « I'm
a beauty, aint 1? "

# I beg your pardon, sir,” replied Mr. Osdell,
somewhat disconcerted at thisremark, « I mean
no offence, I assure you.”

«Oh! you didn't, didn't you ? Woell, don’t do
it again, that's ali ! ”

« I certainly shall not, sir; I have no wish to
offend you,”

«No; you had better not. I’ve had enough of
your Linpudence ; and if you give me any more,
ri-—-"

« You'll what 7!

+ I'll that,” said the man, opening his vest
and touching the handle of a dirk. His eyes
flashed from their dark caverns with sullen fe-
rocity, like those of anhyena. ¢« Yes, that 1" he
continued. ¢ Do you understand now ?

Evidently the man forsome reason wished to

quarrel with him ; and Mr. Osdell, seeing this,
and believing him to be drunk or crazy, re-
strained himself, and, as calmly as he could,
said :
« Put up your knife, sir; you shall have no
oceasion to useit. And, besides that, to use it
would be murder,and the punishment of that,
I believe, is death.”

The brow of the villain darkened, and his eyes
flashed fire. He leaned forward and fingered his
knife as though about to use it. On reflection,
however, he seemed to have made up his mind
to another course ; and buttoning up his vest, he
muttered a fearful oath, and cast himself back
into a corner of the coach.

Mile after mile was now passed in uttersilence,
and soon the little village came into view. To
Mr. Osdell’s great relief, his surly companion
now stopped the coach, and sprang out into the
road. Without nttering a word, he crossed over
to the bordering fence, sprang over it, and struck
into a little path that led across the fields.

It was just growing dark as Mr. Osdell started
out on the road that led from the village to
George Crawford’s house. It was but a short
walk of a mile,. and be was too impatient
to walt till moraing. Thoughts of the con-
versation he had had with the landlord, in
the city, and the subsequent meeting with the
rough passenger in the stage coach, almost de-
terred him. But there was no one, that he
konew of, who had cause to injure him — the *
ruffian must have been mad to threaten hislife ;
and, at any rate, he had long ago disappeared.
No; there was no danger that he could see, and
80 he strode along cheerily.

Absorbed in thought as he was, however, Mr.
Qsdell paused every now and then to reconnot-
tre the country around him. The village was now
some distanoe behind, and on no other side of
him were there any buildings in sight,

Presently he came to an abrupt carve in the
road.

He had been looking forward to this point for
some minutes, and felt so sure that it must
bring him in sight of Crawford’s house that he
was much disappointed to find all forward view
out off by a huge boulder that jutted out nesarly
across the road, a few yards ahead of him.
Instead of following the patlb, which wound
for a considerable distance around the rock, Mf-
Osdell sprang over the adjoining fence, When
he reached the road again, he turned out and
looked baock. ’
Indistinctly, through the fast gathering gloom
of the evening, he could see a human face peer-
ing after bim, around the corner of the rock
nearest the roadway. The sight alarmed him
exceedingly. Could it be possible that & man
had been lying in wait for him, and that his life
bad only been saved by his tucky choice Of
roads ? It was very probable; and the thought
of it made him hasten ou now as rapidly as he
could. After he had proceeded a short distance,
& thought struck him, and be sprangtoone side,
with a rapld movement, and concealed himself
behind a large stump, standiog in one of the
fence corners,

Presently he heard a footstep coming along
the road—a footstep so light and swift that be
thought his ears must have deceived him. But
it soon grew more distinct, came near, nearel,
and then passed swiftly by, Looking up from
his place of concealment, Mr. Osdeli saw his
fellow passenger of the morning.

He was convinced, now, that the man had
been waiting for him at the rock ; was eved
now in pursuit of him. What was he todo?
It was all dark to him, but plaialy he must €92
on now to his journey's end. The man would
soon miss him, would turnand follow him, Yes§
he must go on and take the risks.

Mr. Osdell was not a nervous man, and there-

He was now but a short distance from Craw-
ford’s hou:e ; a little way up the road he could
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piainiy gee the white fence arouni it, and the
trees in the yard. He hastened on, hoping to
get 80 close to the house that his voice would
be heard before the man should discover him
again,

He was within twenty feet of the garden gate,
when a dark form swooped down upon him
from the side of the road, as swift as a panther
and dealt him a short, powerful biow that sent
him reeling to the earth. It was done so quickly
that there had been no time for even a scream.
A knife glistened a moment in the air, des-
cended, and Bill Davis bad earned his hundred
pounds.

The next morning George Crawford saw a
sight at his very gate that made his blood ran
cold. There, before him, in the mud, lay his
father-in-law, old Jacob Osdell. Besides the
body, apparently dropped by a robber while
searching for money, lay a small strip of paper.
On it were these words, in Jacob Osdell’s hand.
writing :

« I have this day made a will in revocation
of the one in Halight’s possession. June 2,
1862.”

L ] * * L] L

Far and wide rang the news of that fearful
murder. Men stopped each other to talk of it in
the crowded streets of the city, and women in
the country gossiped over it at their firesides
untll they drove the blood from their own
cheeks. From morning till night hundreds
loitered about the blood-stained spot, gazing at
the crimson earth with that mixture of appre-
hension and delight which go hand in hand so
strangely.

The police took the matter in hand. They
went to the spot and examined it ; overhauled
the paper that had been found, winked their
eyes solemnly at the knife, which still lay on

. the ground, shook their heads and made pro-
found remarks to each other in a tone which
struck peculiar awe to the hearts of three small
boys who hal followed at their heels. After
making voluminous notes they went back to
the city, and immediately arrested a man who
had no more to do with the crime than an un-
born babe.

Soon the wonder grew stale; it gradually
melted away, and in a year was eamtirely for-
gotten.

The only will that could be found was the one
in Haight’s possession, and consequently it was
at once admitted to probate. Under it the law-
yer took possession of all Osdell’s property ex-
cept the house that had been given to Craw-
ford.

Ten years had passed away since the murder,
and in all that time George Crawford had never
ceased his search for the will mentioned in the
slip of paper found near Jacob Osdell’s body. He
was confident his father.in-law had made a will
in his fAvor, but where was it? He had tho-
roughly ransacked the old house that had been
given him, from garret to cellar, but without
avail. The old desk in which Osdell usually kept
his papers had been almost broken up in the
search, but nothing came of it.

Lawrence Haight had heard of the memoran-
dum discovered on the morning after the mur-
der, and he too believed in the existence of the
will. He had supposed, however, that as the
conversation between himself and Osdell had
been a private one, no one Kknew of the old
man’s intentions regarding George Crawford, and
that therefore no search was being made for the
missing document.

Within the last few days, he had discovered
that such search was being made by Crawford.
He was satisfied that the will was somewhere in
the old house, and therefore the news that
Crawford was poking into all its old nooks and
crannies gave him great alarm. Somehow this
search must be stopped; but how to do it he
could not tell. .

He sat in his office tiil long after dark, pdnd-
ering this question. Were the trouble and worry
of this thing never toend ? The dearest scheme
of his heart had succeeded ; he had been saved
from ruin} and now was & rich man—enorm-
ously rich—and yet he was not happy.

Davis had tormented the life out of him for
hush-money, and now had come this new
difficulty. What if the will were found ¥ What
1if it led torevelations of the motive for murder ?
‘What if he were obliged to appear as a felon at
the bar? .

He felt but too truly that his life had been
such as to repel all sympathy, and to gather
about his path only those who would rejoice at
his downfall.

« Imprisonment ! disgrace! a convict!a con.
vict !” muttered he. ¢ No, never ! There shall
be more murders first ! 7

Man does not become a flend at once. He does
not burst into the world & criminal, with a
heart of stone, a consclence seared, feelings
dead, and affections withered at the root. These
are the work of years; the result of a long
struggle. Allthat is great and good in the soul
battles to the last, before it yields its purity;
and when it is crushed the man bears marks
and brands that never leave him while life
lasts. .

Lawrence Haight had passed through the
flery ordeal, and came out of it callous to crime,
ready for another murder, but with a heart
teeming with vague fears. The dread of this
search for the will made him shiver with fear.
Tormented with thousands of forebodings of ill,
he could neither reason nor think.

As be sat brooding over the news he had re-
oelved there came a knock at the door.

“ Who's there 7" he demanded.

. % Come and see,” replied a harsh voice from
without.

« It's you, Davis, is it ? " said he, in an alter-
ed tone.

At the saame time he unlocked the door anl
admitted the burly form of a man, with his hat
slouched down over his eyes. MNisface was pale
and haggard, and his eyes swollen an 1 red.

¢ You are the very man I wanted,” sald the
lawyer, as he camein, at the same time locking
the door.

Davis strode up to the fire and extended his
hands to the flame.

“ Put on more coal,” hesald. ¢ I'm freezing;
and I guess you have made enough out of me
to keep me warm, haven't you ? "

“«I'm afraid it will all be taken away again,
Davis.” said Haight, as he heaped on the coal,

«“ How ? What doyou mocan ? "

«“ Why, that Crawford is searching for the
will.”

¢ Oh, he's been doing that for ten years, hasn’t
he , ”

+ Not that I know of ; but it doesan’t matter—
he’s got to be stopped.”

¢« Look here, I've never murdered but one
man, and I'll never murder another—unless it
be you for tempting me that time, Is it murder
you mean ?’’ .

¢ Not so loud, Davis ; not soloud,”” whispered
the lawyer, in alarm. «Can’t you suggest some-
thing ? I don’t care what it 18.”

Davis thought over the matter fora fow mo-
ments, and finally said :

“['ve got & plan that I think will work, but
I must be paid.”

«I'll glve you anything you want if you suc-
ceed!"”

« Well, then, my plan 18 this : Crawford is
poor, and wants borders. He doesn’t know me,
and so I'll go there to-morrow as a boarder. I'll
help tosearch for the wiil, you know! Ha !
hat”

«If you bring me that paper, Bill, you shall
have a thousand pounds.”

¢ All right, I'm your man.
row.”

It was on this very night that George Craw-
ford and his wife were sitting by a blazing fire,
in their large old parlor; listening to the storm
that was raging without, and busily concocting
a plan for one more final and thorough search for
the lost will,

Times had grown hard with them, and, during
the last winter, George had been out of employ-
ment altogether. Their last pound was fast being
reached, and their only hope now was in find.
ing the long-sought-for paper.

¢ [ think it muast be in that old desk in the
garret,” said Geerge. ¢ It was there he kept all
his papers ; and he was seen there writing a
short time before he started on that last jour-
ney.”

« It seems strange, Goorge, very strangeg,” re.
plied his wife. « It's a mystery I cannot fa-
thom.”

« Well, I'll tell you, Lucy, I'll——Hark ! What
was that? "

A violenY gust of wind rushed around the old
house, rattled the shingles on the roof, and
poured down the garret stairs with a wild, moan-
ing, ghastly sound. It died away in the distance
and was immediately followed by a suddsn,
startling crash up in the garret I 5

George sprang to his feet, and his wife - clung
in terror to his arm. They listened a moment,
but the sound was not repeated.

Taking up one of the lamps, George, followed
by Lucy, who was too much terrified to remain
alone, stepped out into the hall, and began to
grope his way up the staircase, They went
warily up aud entered the huge garret, George
holding the light aloft, and looking from right
to left for the cause of the crash,

It was weird old place by lamplight ; an im.
mense space, divided only by huge arches that
supported the roof, and filled with old lumber
and weorn-out furniture. There were holesin the
floor where rats skulked, and holes in the loft
where pigeons built their nests, fiylng in and
out of the broken window panes.

Nothing, however, seemed to have been dis.
turbed until they reached the other end of the
room. There something lay in a heap of ruians,

“That's what did it,” said George, as the light
revealed the old desk,

It had been tipped back agulnst the wall, as
1t had but two legs, and the wind had overbal-
anced it.

Handing Luoy the light, George stooped down
to raise the splintered 1id. As he did soa Httle
conocealed drawer was revealed. With a trem.
bling hand he opened it, and there before him
lay the long-lost will,

« Eureka ! " cried he, as it drew it forth « Luoy,
we have found it at last!”

They carried it down to the fire, and examined
it. It took some time to decipher the contents,
for the ink was somewhat faded; but the first
lines were sufficlent.

“I give and bequeath to Lucy Crawford the
bulk of all the property of which I may die
possessed ; subject, etc.”

Here followed a large legaocy to Lawrence
Hatght.

When morning came, the good news spread
far and wide.

That night, the lawyer did not go home. He
was waiting to hear some news from Davis as to
the resuit of his little stratagen. He bad grown
rapldly older within the last fow days. His face
was haggard ; his temples sunken, and he
twisted his fingers together with a kind of child-
ish helplessness.

He drew his chair closer to the fire, and stirred
up the dying coals, for he was beginning to be
chilly, and felt that if there were a blaze he
would be leas lonely. He coughed loudly too,
and rattled the poker agalnst the bars of the

I'lt go to-mor-

grate ; for there was somethingin the dead si-
lence that made Bim shudder. But even the
nofse frightened him, so shaken woare his
nerves. He tried to laugh off his fears as ridicul-
ous, and he tarew himself back in his chair and
laughed aloud.

If ever mortal man felt the agony of terror, he
did; for at that moment his laugh was echoed
from the outer office.

Crouching back in his chair, with his heart
beating fast and hard, and gasping for breath,
his hair bristling, he sat watching the door. He
heard a slight motion, like a sliding, creeping
step. It stopped. Then it came again, and nearer;
then a hand touched the knob, turned it, opened
the door, a gaunt figure stole cautiounsly in.

With a feeling partly of horror, and partly of
relief, Haight sprang to his feet as the light re-
vealed to him the ghastly features of Davis.

“ Davis! ” exclaimed he,

« That's me !” sald the man, fooking va-
cantly about him, ¢« I wonder where Oasdell
is??”

¢ Osdell! ” exclaimed the lawyer, staring at
him. « Why, you should know., He's dead long
ago.,”

Davis had heard the newsof the flnding of the
will, and to his mind, already half crazed with
Iiquor, the discovery of the perpetrator of the
murder seemed now to be certatn. The awfal
dread of this had made of him a raving maniac.
Instinctively he had made his way to Halght's
office.

“ Dead! Then who murdered him ? ” he cried,
advaneing on the lawyer, «¢ You did it? You—
ha! have I found you ?”

He clutched the lawyer in his vice-like grip.

¢ Huzza! huzza ! shouted he, dashing his hand
in his bosom, and drawing out a large knife,

¢« Heaven protect me!” exclaimed Halght,
struggling to get loose. ¢« Help! help!”

Now, however, Davis was ungovernable, He
sprang upon the lawyer, and bore him to the
floor ; but Haight was a musocular man, and,
driven to desperation, he struggled flercely. He
threw Davis from him, and, although wounded,
contrived to get to his feet and grasp the iron
poker. This, however, offered but slight resist-
ance to the maniac. Rogardless of blows he
dashed in upon the lawyer, and drove the knife
to the hilt in his heart.

. . - . » L] . .

In the morning when the officers of the law,
accompanied by George Crawford, entered the
lawyer’s office to arrest him, they saw a fearful
sight. On the floor in front of them, stone dead,
was Haight ; and, crouching at his side, like a
wild beast, was an object which seemed scarce-
ly human ; it was the maniac murderer, Bill
Davis.

There was now no need of a legal controversy
about the 'will. A higher Power than any hu.
man tribunal had settled the matter. Jacob Os-
dell’s property went at last to the man to whom
he had willed it on that bright June day, ten
years ago.

'THE ORDEAL OF LOVE.

« Engaged to him ?” oried Aunt Meredith,
“ You don’t tell me s0 ! Why, it’s very sudden,
or else you are very sly, Lily Perry.”

¢ Auntle,” coried Lily, * when people love

‘each other I don’t suppose they are long about

it. I shouldn’t expect much happiness in a
man who was three or four years making up
his mind to marry me, and offered himself
at last perhaps because some other woman
wouldn’t have him. I might llke him ever so
muoch, but I should never feel assured of his
love. Ned says the moment he set eyes upon
me he knew I was meant for him.”

« 1 know they say it’s the right way,” said
Aunt Meredith. ¢« I never was married, and
I'm sure I don’t feel that I am an authority in
such matters. It's & pretty sort of bellef, any-.
how ; a very pretty one, I hope it's the right
one, I'm sure. Well, he’s a handsome young
man, very handsome.”

«Oh, {en’t he,” cried Llly, « 8o unlike the
common run of men! so everything that is
aristocratic, dear fellow ! Oh!”

«And I am quite left out in the madtter, I
presume,” sald Aunt Meredith,

«« Ah, no, auntle dear,” said Lily.
coming to ask you for me to-night.”

« And how about James Roberts ?” asked
auntle,

# Well,” satd Lily, « James deserves it if he
does like me. He’s been trying to find out
whether I sult him for two years, and expects
me to courtesy and say ¢ Yes, sir ; thank you,’
whenever he chooses to propose. I declare if I
hadu't admired Ned as I do, I'd have acoepted
him just to show James I'm not waiting for
him,” and Lily tossed her head disdatnfully.

« Well, I Hke poor James,” sighed Aunt Mere-
dith. ¢« He's respectful to old folks. But, how-
ever, you are to choose according to your own
tasts, not to mine, and I hope yow'ill be very
happy ; and let the young man come to-mor-
row evening if he chooses.”

And Lily, all in a flutter, ran away Lo dream
over her new-born happiness,

Edward Lawton called that evening, and Lily,
having vshered him into her aunt’s presence,
was going to run away ; but the old lady called
her back.

+ We are going to talk about you, dear,” she
sald, “ and I'd rather you should stay. Mr.
Lawton, I suppose I had better relieve you at
once. You want to marry my nilece ?”

¢ Madam,” began Ned, ¢ [l —"

« I know,” said the old lady. ¢ Well, you
seem to be an agreeable sort of young man, and

¢ Ned 18

not bad-looking, and you come of a good
family ; but what are your pecuniary pros-
pects 7"

¢ Oh, aunt ! ” crled Lily. ¢ How can you ?”

“ Mr. Lawton knows these questions are ne.
cessary,” sald aunt Meredith.

¢ Indeed, yes,” sald Ned Lawton. ¢« I have a
salary of a hundred and fifty a year, and ex-
pectations from my grandfather.” .

« Expectations are poor things to Iive on,”
sald Mrs. Meredith. # Can you support a house-
bhold on your salary ?”

¢ I hope 80,” sald Ned ; “ but grandpa is old,
and—-"

« No matter about grandpa,” said Mrs. Mere-
dith., ¢ Of course you've heard the fact that
Lillan’s grandparents left her a large sum of
money, and that I am a rich woman, and have
no relatives ? "

“I may have heard some storles of the
kind,” sail Ned, ¢ but I never believe such
things. They are often without foundation,”

¢ Ah, dear !” sald Mrs, Meredith. « Well, it
was true; but 'm glad you’re so sensible a
young man, for it’s true no longer. Lily and I
had both invested our money in an interprize
which at length has ended most disastrously.
I've kept the bad news from Lily, but we're
utter beggars, and shall have to move into a
couple of rooms take in sewing or something for
a living. I'm glad Lily has found a loving hus.
band to watch over her. As for me, It doesn’t
matter ; I'm old, and shall die soon, and my
friends will do something for me no doubt, if I
come to starving. Bless you, dears, be happy! "
and Mrs. Meredith put her handkerchief to her
eyes and left the room sobbing.

« Poor auntie !" sald Lily ; « we'll take care
of her, won't we, Ned? We don’t care for
money, do we, Ned ?”

¢ Oh, no,” said Ned ; but his tone was doubt-
ful, and he was very quiet and very grave, and
took his leave in a short time, with fewer pro-
testations of afection than are usual on such an
occasion,

It was well for Lily that she did not know
that outside the door he oclenched his fist and
muttered : -

# What the dence was I in such a hurry for ?
How shall I get out of this ix 7"

Poor Lily !

Aunt Meredith had said no more than the
truth, Lily could not understand how it had
happened, but in less than & week they moved
into two plain rooms in a very mean little
house, and though they did not take in sewing
for a living everythinog was greatly altered,

Lily had thought she woald not mind much,
but she felt it worss than she thought she
should. Besides, the bliss that she had always
fancled an engagement would bring was not
hers, Ned called but seldom, was cold in his
manner when he came and pleaded businsss en-
gagements, which Lily could not help believing
were imaginary, as excuses for his neglect of
all those little usual attentions which girls ex-

pect.

Sadly the poor little soul sat In her tiny bed-
room after she had pretended to retire for the
night, and realized the fact that her lover was
no lover after all. Indeed it was scarcely & sur-
prise to her when one day a letter came bsar.
ing his monogram, in which he asked for a re.
lease from his engagement.

# We have both made a mistake,” he wrote,

And she wrote baek :

« Thank Heaven we have found it out in
time!”

Bat such words only sustalned her pride, her
heart ached all the same,

.Meanwhile James Roberts had come to sees
them oftener than had been his wont before, and
was certainly a great comfort in thelr lonsliness,
for Aunt Meredith declared that she could not let
their acquaintance know where she had come
to live, and Lily had no heart for company ;
and Lily liked James better than ever bafore.
So it came about so slowly that it was a sur.
prise to her that when, one day, he ofered him.
self to her and she acoepted him.

“ I'm a poor man, Lily,” sald he, ¢« but we'll
take care of auantle, and we'll get on. I shall
have the greatest object in the world for trying
to get on now that you balong to me.”

Soone morning Lily and Robert were marr]ad,

+ Let's go home this way,” sald Aunt Mere-
dith, turning down the street where her old
house stood. “ I want to look at my life-long
home. Lily, dou't you wishit were ours again?”

“ It was a lovely place,” sald Lily; ¢ but
don’t fret, auntie.”

¢« No. I won't fret,” sald Mrs, Meredith, ¢ Buat
here we are. Ah, dear, what a pretty home it
is | How the wisteria vine has grown, and how
pleasant the balcouny looks. Lily, I am gcing
to see how it looks inside.”

« Oh ! don't, auntie,” oried Lily.

But Mrs. Meredith was on the steps and had
rang the bell.

¢ Dear, dear,” sald Lily, ¢ how odd ; but we
mustn't desert her.”

Then the door opened and Meredith’s ser-
vants rushed out to great her.

“.Come in, children,” sald the old lady.
¢« There's no reason for you to stand there. This
{s as much my house as ever it was '

« Has she gone crazy, do you think,” asked
James, « or i this a joke "

« I don’t know,” said Lily, trembling.

“ Yeos, a joke,” said the old lady, ¢ A fine one
too. Come in, my dears. I've played a trick,
and an old one, tosave Llly from the fortune.
hunters, Nothing ever happened to our money.
I transferred it to another investment a year
ago, and 80 am quite safe. As for Lily, she’s a
baby in such matters. Aund, Robert, you won
an heiress as well as a good girl,”
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TROUBLE.

That + man is born to trouble,” is a fact con-
tinnally and physically expressed, from the first
shrill cry in our swaddling clothes, to the last
breath neaved at the gate of eternity. Setting
this down as a leading and unalterable prineci-
ple, of the human destiny, it seems but wise to
meet the trials and crosses of every-day life
with something liké cheerful resignation, and
blunt the sting ot that very ¢ busy bee,” Trou-
ble, by ¢ making the best of it ” Vainly do we
grumble and repine at the innumerable inoi-
dents which occur to mar our wishes and de-
range our comforts, Weak and childish is the
everlasting murmur on the lips of those who
appear (0 be determined to be as unhappy as they
can; for the induigence of a reb:llious and ungra-
ctous spirit only fixes vexation deeper, and
imakes the whole aspect of life gloomy and dis-
torted.

All philosophers, in all ages, have asserted
and proved that our great sum of happiness is
composed of small soclal items ; yet how
strangely is this forgotten in the jostling, jar-
ring, seifish conduct developed in simple in-
stanoces of hourly exhibition! 8trong heads and
fine heart will suffer themselves to be chafed
into feverish excitement, or depressed into cold
sullenness, by events and positions alike trivial
and unimportant. The principle of natural be-
nevolence, and the qualification of cuitiv.
ated reason, are generally unemployed where
they would be of the greatest service. They
should operate on the jagged and minute angles
of domestic circumstances, as light and science
on the broken and sharp-edged bits of glaas in a
kaleidoscope ; and the very material which too
often only supplies matter for anger and discon-
tent, would, if treated philosophically, be often
converted into a medlum of pleasure. The un.
{versal plague—Trouble—take what shape it
may, has no more efficient antidote than a re-
solution to ¢ make the best of it; ” yet how we
fail to apply the practice to the theory!

Who has entered an omnibus aa the twelfth
passenger, and not found himself the ¢ desplsed
and rejected of all?” — treading on toes that
pertinaciously refuse to accede an inch of tho.
roughfare—falling on shoulders that preserve as
broad a character as possible, lest the luckless
fntrader should endeavor to penetrate beside
them, and encountering a general expression of
eyes which may be construed into anything but
the word ¢ welcome.” Has he not been com .

pelled to struggle into some homoe )pathioc space,
and sit pinched and perpendicular as iIf In &

stralt-watstooat, much to his own discomfort and
that of his immediate neighbors? Most of
the passengers have distinet and elevated
ideas of their own convenience, and deem it
unbearable to exist in a crowded vehicle. They
condescend to avail themsslves of the cheap
public conveyance, but they are annoyed at the
pressure and indiscriminate order of company
attached to such travelling, and think them-
selves personally wronged by a temporary in-
fringement on their perfect luxury. Now, a lit-
tle mutual civility and sense of justice would an-
nihilate the derellctions from good nature and
good breeding sooften observed. We admit that
omuoibus travelling is not surrounded with
charms for those who possess refined and aris.
tocratic notions of transit. Six feet of « gentle-
manly proportions,” and a8 many yards of lady-
like folds of satin, require more room for ease
and display than can be afforded by the huge
locomotive ; yet why not accept the accommo-
dation kindly and falrly, and render Trouble less
by ¢ making the best of it.”

Who has looked on at a ¢ friendly game of
whist,” and not had frequent opportunity for
pitylng the folly and passions of one or two of
its constituents? Who would fancy ¢ amuse-
ment” Is the avowed purpose, as the flerce re-
buke or scowling glance is levelled at some un-
happy victim who tramps with indiscretion,
revokes in ignorance, or leads a wrong suit.? The
real and ultimate Importance of the occupation
is merged in good-fellowship, and a furtherance
of the purposes of clvilised soclety ; but, alas !
many a disunion of well-intentioned minds has
followed ¢ a friendly game at cards,” many a
listening ear has been offended by intemperate
language uttered in the heat of temper, and
many a family olrcle disturbed by those who
have nelther sense nor feeling sufficient to take
a + bad hand” or a “bad partner,” and * make
the best of it.”

Some of what are called the usages of soclety
are irksome to many of us; but it will not do to
contemn them. 8o long as they do not require
of us any sacrifice of principle, it is better to
conform. There can be no harm In masking
mcrtification with a smile, in withholding the
expression of ouropinions and sentiments when
their utterance cau do no good, in evading
questions which it is against our interest to an-
swer directly, or in being polite to people whom
we cannot esteem. Candor is a virtue ; bat it
is not advisable to wear one's heart on one's
sleeve in society. The rule laid down by Pascal,
one of the purest of men and most rigid of mor-
alists, 18 & good one: «It is not a condition,”
says that excellent man, “ that we state only
what is the truth; we are bound also not, atall
times, to say all that is true; because we ought
only to give publicity to things that may serve
a useful purpose, and not to such as may cause
pain to individuals without conducing to general
utllity.” Oh, that all gossiping busy-bo iies
would give heed to this sage advice—this sound,
Christian logic !

————— G —— e
SYMBOLS OF THOUGHT.

As the ocean reflects the heaven, so the ma-
terial shadows the spiritual. There i8 & myste-
rious sympathy between the soul of man and
the external world. It is more than a sensuous
pleasure that we experlence when we gaze on
the beetling oliff, or the midnight sky, or stand
before the 8t. Cecilia of Raphael; when we
listen to the song of the birds, the distant chime
of evening bells, or the melodies of Mozart, As
the poet has said, ¢ The meanest flower that
blows may stir thoughts that do often lie too
deep for tears.”

Whetber we are moving in the region of na-
ture, whion i8 the region of God’s wonders, or
in the region of art, which is the region of
man's wonders, we observe that each is a trans.
eript of the author’s mind. Nature is an open
volume, in which are written the great thoughts
of God : art, the medium through which is
feebly expressed the great conoceptions which
enter the mind of man. Leaving the former,
iet us look more closely into the lattsr.

Soul can speak to soul in various ways ; by
the glowing canvas and the sculptured rock ;
by a glance, a smile, & tear ; by that aotien in
which conception becomes fur more thau airy
thought. Yet of all these modes of expression
language is at once the noblest and most
ethereal. The immediate connexion between
thought and language we cannot perhaps un.
derstand until we cease to « know in part,” and
come to know ¢ even as we are known.” All
that we now seem able to learn isthis : The in-
dwelling spirit looks out upon the external
world, and working upon the impression it
ibence recelives, by some hidden process lays
hold of language as its medium of commanica-
tion, and sound and word carries the now em-.
bodied thought back to the outward world.

Language, then, is not simply the means of
commuuoication beiween man and man; itis
the articulateexpression of the spirit’s inver life ;
the last and finest result of mental effort ; the
truest index of individual and national charac-
ter ; the faithful source of information when all
the springs have falled; the noblest embodi-
ment of the human soul ; the music in which
that soul warbles forth the gathered harmonies
of the surrounding uvniverse.
modest moon-—the throne of the poet, and an
object of admiration to all—dallying with the
rippled clouds, and coquetting with the stars,
bathes the night in & mellow radiance, which is
but the reflection of another’s light,—sc lam.
guage I8 the humble meadium through which s

As the pale and '

expressed the postic and moral thoughts, the
lofty and sublime oonoceptions, which are the
offspring aund glory of the seul !

After ianguage, thought is more aptly expres.
sed in painting. Obedient to the touch of the
skilful painter’s brush, the canvas glows forth
with the sublime ideals that exist within his
mind, and his lofty thoughts are gifted with a
still and silent immortality. As we look upon
some pictures, there seems to graiually dawn
upon us the whole modualated beauty ofa poem,
written not in alphabetical characters, but in
soft, sweet, variegated light., We prise the pic-
ture just as we should the book, which, by
means of types arranged by some nameless
printer, transmits to us the thoughtsof a Milton
or a Luther ; so deep, so pure is the pleasure it
imparts, so beautiful, 8o sweetly attractive, so
endless the imaginings it invokes, &0 thickly
crowding, 80 noble, s0 natural the thoughts and
associations 1t suggests !

In the realm of architecture and sculpture,
also, we find grand embodiments of the thoughts
and ideals existing in the mind of man. If we
g0 tothe shores of aged and plundered Greece,
although we find but the remnant of a former
exuberant wealth in glory and art, that has es-
caped the destroying hand of time and the in-
roads of barbarians, yet there is enough, and
that in a suflicient state of preservation, to in.
dicate the essential characteristics. In each
work of art found there, there 18 embodied
some thought, set as a jewel in a precious
casket. The Greek was eminently successful,
because every form born and shaped from the
material was the image of some animating
idea, the symbol of some thought. All their
works were conceived in the love for ideas, and
in a profound impulse of nature, regulated by the
severity of law, and lovingly nurtured by the
outward life. The effects of these works cor-
respond with their origin. The moral dignity
and grace which passed over from the soul of
the artist into his work, communicates itself to
the beholder; and the devotional feeling in
which the work was concelved affords a key to
the great truths which these works of art so
aptly symbolize.

8T. NICHOLAS FOR MAY.

The frontisplece of 8t. Nicholas for May is a
very large and remarkably fine engraving illus-
trating a passage in Goethe’s Poem, ¢ Johanna
S8ebus.” Indeed, this number contains many
engravings of unusual excellence : Miss Hallock
has twe, one of which is a speciman of her very
bast work on wood ; Miss Ledyard has two ;
Eytinge and Sheppard each has a capital piece
of character drawing ; there is a beautiful little
thing copled from Michelet, and a picture from
one of Hendachell’s graceful and dainty sketches.
There is even a drawing from a native Japanese
artist. The literary contents this month alter-
nate very fairly between the practical and the
imaginative. There 1s an article on the ¢ Origin
of Blind Man’s Buff'; ” one on the workings and
wonders of the Telegraph; & paper by the late
N. 8. Dodge, on ¢ Auctions All Over the World ;”
«Christmas City,”” a eapital description of a
toy-town which can be built by any smart boy ;
an account of the origin of the story of Blue
Beard ; a true story from Holstein, of a mission-
ary stork, and aun article with illustrations des-
oriptive of ¢ Haydn’s Children’s Symphony.” As
to fiction, there are the three serisl stories by
Trowbridge, Stockton and Ollve Thorne, all full
of interest this montkh; a story of Greenland,
with an adventure with polarbears ; a delightful
little home-story called Miss Fanshaw’s Tea-
Party ; a Japanese Fairy tale, and ¢ The Jim-
myjohns' Sailor-Suits,” one of Mrs. Diag’ po-
pular sketches. « How Persimmons Took Cah
ob Der Baby,” by Mrs. Lizzle W. Champney, is
& most delightful plece of southern dialeot poe-
try, and with its capital illastrations, is sure to
be popular with old and young. « Inghe Wood "
is & aweet little poem with a sweet litile pic-
ture. The Departments are all good as usual,
especially Jack-in-the-Pualpit, in which there is
& pre-eminently funny story of a low-spirited
turtle. The Riddle Box contains one of the best
puzzles of the day, an every-day soug, written
in the # Language of the Restless 1mps.”

et O~ ——— .
WHAT WILL YOU TAKE FOR YOURSELF 1

It 1s sald that every man has his price ;
youug man, have yours ? Wiil anything at all
buy you? Will you even sell yourself by a little
deocelt, a little falsehood, by evading thie truth
to gain somebody’s favor, to ralse yeu In some.
body’s opinion, or to accomplish some desired
end ? Will you even so far forget Yourself, your
friends, your position in sooclety, your best in—
terests, as to thus sell yourself for the favor of
another 7

Doubtless, you now spurn the thought, and
| yet have you not often done so ? Be careful, be
| bonest In reply. Answer only as the litle
' voice within prompts. Remember that it is of

dally occurrence with mankind. Others, who
. think they are just as good, just as strong in
; chaiacter, who value themselves Just as bighly
; 88 you, are dally selling themselves,

‘Will you prove yourself a man, and talk, and
act, and live like a man ? Will you even coun.
, tenance by your approval, by your influence,
i by your patronage, that which in your heart

you know to be wrong, for fear of glving offence,
for fear of losing somebody’s favor, or subjecting
yourself to somebody’s ocutting jest * If gur.

sounded by the jovial associates of former days
where the convivial bottle is freely passed, and
you are urged to partake of an extra glass, can
you, even If there be none present to expose
you to those whom you know think better
things of you, say # No?” (‘an you, every-
where, under all circumstances of temptation,
say ¢ Not?” If you cap, then indeed do you
possess true nobillty of soul ; then inieed may
your friends safely lean upon you, and feel
proud of you.

Even those whose sollcitations to evil you have
refused to accept, will respact and love you
more because you are proving yourself a man.
They who sustain such a character are building
upon a rock, and will find themselves sur-
rounded by friends comprising the best and
noblest of mankind. All love you because they
kwow they can trust you. Let your price be
above earthly treasures or temptations, and
you will thus gain not only nobility of character
and soul, but the respect and love of all the
pure and good.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

“ KNIGHTS GOING TO BATTLE.”

In the plcture by Sir John Gilbert, AR.A,
we see the chivalrous van-leaders of a medieval
army, such as I8 desoribed in some of the histo-
rical romances of 8ir Walter Scott—

With all their banners bravely spread,
And all their armor flashing high,

A very brilliant and lively spectacle, no.doubt,
of the # pomp and clrcumstance ” of old-fashion-
ed warfare! The young Prince or Lord who
commands this party, choosing himself to bear
the standard as he approaches the ranks of his
foemen, has disdained the usual protection of the
steel casque or morion, such as is worn by his
comrades riding on each side. His head 1s cover-
ed with a simple velvet cap; but, with this
exception, he is clad in a complete suit of piate
armor, and is no doubt quite ready to take in
hand either lance, or mace or battle-axe, or
sword, for the actual combat now about to
begin. The horses, we should think, are likely
to suffer worse than the Koights in the coming
fray; but when a fully armored cavalier was
once dismounted he could not be expected to
fight with much agility on foot. His victorious
antagonist, on the other hand, might find it
more difficult to plerce him in a vital part of the
body than the Roman gladiator when a pros-
trate competitor in the arena was condemned
to death. For this reason, to save time and
trouble in the fleld, and to make a certain -
pecuniary galn of the achievements of martial
prowess, it was customary to admit each over-
thrown and captive knight to ransom. As for
the poor unarmored yeomen and peasants, who
carried their spears, bills, and bows in the train
of thege gallant gentlemen, they were left to
the common chances of slaughter. It wast Just
the same, as we learn from Homer's Iliad, with
the Greek and Trojan soldiery following those
aristocratic heroes of antiquity who wore brazen
armor like that of Sir Walter's English and
Scottish knights.

NEWS NOTES.

The vote reached in the Presbyterian Counoil
engaged in the Swing heresy trial, resulted in 8
triumphant vindication of the accused. The
vote stood 15.for to 15 against conviction, The
friends of Professor Swing are jubllans,

Severe skirmishes between the Republicans
and Carlists have occurred in the neighborhood
of Bilbao. The Carlists attacked and were re-
puised with heavy loss. Thirty Carlists were
captured. The Republicans lost 100 killed and
wounded.

The following i8 an extract from a private
letter from the Mayor of New Orleaus: ¢ Unless
resources for relief be increased in some way (o
$100,000, many thousands must perish by fa-
mine; even that will not be more than suffice
to save lives till the flood subsides, and over-
flowed lands are again tillable.

The Committes on Ways and Means at Wash-
ington by a vote of & against 2, have expressed
themselves opposed to the restoration of 10 per
cent being taken off the rate of duty on certain
articles in the second section of the Tariff Act
of June 6, 1872. The restoration of 10 per ceat
would increase the revenue about eight millions
annuslly,

At the examinatlion of the breach of the reser-
voir, at Northampton by the Legislative Com-
mittee, it was proven.that the work had not
been done according to the speocifications, as the
foundations had not been bullt four feet below
the bottous of the reservoir, as specified, and the
result was that the water worked through the
earth under the foundations and gradually
caused the breach. The embankment, also, of
the wall proves to be forty feet narrower than
the contract specified.

Hon, Henry Page, State Treasurer of Arkan-
sans, hasresigned. Both branches of the Legis-
lature passsed a joint resolution appointing &
committee to investigate the conduct of Sena-
tors Clayton and Dorsey and representatives in
Congress in attempting to overthrow the State
Government. Commissioners were appointed to
supervise and countrol the ensuing election for
delegates to the constitutional convention.
bill of pardon and amnesty to those engaged
in the late insurrection has been introduced im
the House.
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FORECASTING.

Howshall I know that all these protestations,
Falling so sweet!y on my womaa’s heart,

Are not the self-same, well worn declarations
That thou hast studied as a lover’s part ?

Men are 8o generous, giving afluent measure.
Deluded and deceived we oft may be,

What is my safety 'gainst severe displeasure ?

“ Thy faith in me!”

Love feara to trust when onca Its faith is
shaken
In hearts that bend as willows over streams,
And, lulled to sleep, is fearful to awaken
To something less delightful than its dreams.
What will sustain thee while I keep austerely
My solemn vigil, till, from doubt set free,
My heart the one dear face refleclts more
clearly ?
« My falth in thee!”

But when in bonds of love and faith united,
We shall not always sall on peaceful seas,
Nor always flnd our common pathway lighted
To guide our footsteps through life’s myster-
jes—
For even hearts that have no thought of trea.
son,
‘Wayward and foolish, and obscure may be —
What would prevent thy doubts at such a sea-
son ?
“ My love for thee!”

Thou knowest the stnging-bird at times grows
weary
Of even the sweet protection of her nest,
And longs to fly away toward heights more
eerie,
In fresher founts of joy to bathe her breast.
What will subdue this strange and eager yearn-
ing
From even the lightest bondage to be free 2—
Dear heart, what will assure my heart’s retura-
ing ?
«Thy love for me!"

———— @ QA ———e e

LOVE AXD PRIDE.

The last lingering rays of the setling sun
were visible when Herbert Moncure descended
the steps of a noble-lookingy mansion, and
wended his way towards his club.

Rarely does the eye rest on a figure more pre-
possessing. It was one which, even in a crowd,
would scarcely pass unnoticed. Yet, while his
face was ¢« very handsome” to the casual
obs rver, a physiognomist would have read the
features with considerable doubt as to the firm
character of the man.

“Moncure! The very man I wish to see!”
exclaimed a dandified fashionable, placing his
hand on the shoulder of our hero., «Of course
you attend the Henleys’ to-night, as the escort
of 1a belle St. Clair ? By the way, how are you
progressing in that quarter? Do you know that
your name is linked with hers everywhere, and
your marriage spoken of as a certalnty ?”

“Yes, Charlle, I know 1t, and I almost wish it
could b true, for she is 4 grand creature. Bat,
as I told you, if I do take upon myself the
bonds of matrimony, I must win a fortune in
figures as well as in beauty. Madame Moncure
must have sufficlent means t0 meet her own
expenses, as, with my habits (and I do not care
enough for any human being to change them),
I have nothing to spare; and as to going to
work, either mentally or physically, that is a
thought too abominable to be entertained for a
moment. Now you have the whole matter in a
nutshell. Miss 8t, Clair has had every advantage
that wealth can give, butsheisonly ?iece of the
old gentlemen, who, for fear of Mrs. @rundy, has
glven herall these advantages. In my opinion,
his interest wi!l cease with her marriage, his
own children bearing off all of the property,
But here we are at the club; let’s go in and
ietila;,gla.ss of sherry before we prepare for the

all,

- L] L d . L]

That night, as usual, Moncure was a worship-
per at the shrine of Miss St. Clair, who left
the ball-rcom, where her beauty entitled her to
rank as belle, giddy with delight.

The next morning, while the beautifal girl
was trying to do justice to the steaming choco-
late, French rolls and tempting viands that
Celeste had brought to her, she received a
message from her uncle, Mr, 8t. Clair, asking
her to come to ths library. S8he languidly
descended the stairs, wondering what her uncle
Wwished to see her about at that unusual hour.

The library, a large apartment containing six
windows reaching to thefloor, was ocarpeted with
velvet, combining colours rich and warm ; the
east end of the room was fllled with shelves
loaded with their wealth of ancient and modern
lore—poetry, sentiment, wit, and grave wisdom H
works tosuit every taste might be found beneath
the heavy folds of damask which, falling from
the ceiling, partially concealed them; damask
also shaded the windows,

By aglowing grate, in a velvet-covered chatr,
8at Mr. St. Clalr, who, having just dismissed the
Prim housekeeper, was now the only occupant
of the room. His countenance was grave, almost
8tern, when in repose; but the smile with
Which he welcomed the entrance of his niece
Proved tiat beneath the cold exterlor there was'

8 heart generous and kind,

With the ready politeness of the true gentle-

Rau, he arose to place a chair beside his own

for her; then with one arm thrown aeross the
back of it said:
¢1 am sorry to distress you this morning, my

1
!

dear, for I know that you are weary; but Dr. '
Lacy is so peremptory in his commands that I

feel it & duty toobey. You know that for some
time I have feared the disease which is here-
ditary in my famlly; yesterday, feeling worse
than usual, I sent for the dostor and submitted
my lungs to a thorough examination. He says
that as yet my affoction i8 only bronchial
attended by nervous prostration; that an entire
change of scene, and constant travelling for six
months or a year, are my only hope. I wished
to know whether you would be willing to acoom-
pany me, for of course it would add much tomy
enjoyment to have you do so, and it would
afford you pleasure to visit the childhood’s home
of your mother and myself. But perhaps the
ties you have recently formed would render a
long abs2nce painful; if so, do not go.”

For a moment the long, dark lashes swept the
pale cheek, a shade of thoughtfulness rested
upon the fair brow, and, in a clear, sweet volce,
she replied :

«Thank you, dear uncle, I shall be delighted
to go. When do your start ? "

«On Thursday, this is Tuesday. I am very glad,
my dear child, that you are willing to acoom-
pany me; but what will Herbert say? "

Again the fair brow was shadowed, and the
tone in reply very sad.

«] deserve no praise for my compliance with
your wishes, The ¢tour,’ has been my ambition
from early girlhood ; andthen it is ever a happi-
ness to be with you, my guardian. Basides, I am
anxious to test the constancy of Mr, Moncure,
It pains me to acknowledge it, but at times I
cannot feel satisfied in reference to his firmness
of character.”

# ], 100, have had fears, having heard through
undoubted authority that he vows that he must
marry an heiress, if he marries at all. We will
try the test; it can do no harm, and in the
meantime we will keep secret the fact that I
have made my will largsly in your favor.”

The news that Miss St. Clair contemplated a
prolonged trip was telegraphed among her ¢« five
hundred friends,” and, on Wednesday eveuing,
lhier room echoed on every side with words of
kind wishes and farewell,

Among the last to leave was Florence Ran-
dolph, Maude’s most cherished friend. A mo.
ment of utter silence, hand clasped in hand, and
then they partel—to meet, when again?

Herbert Moncure lingered for a few last
words,

« Maude, must you go ? ” he asked, as he drew

her to a crimson divan.
- «Yes; uncle has been a father to me, and I
cannot let him go alone; and, besides, 1t will
glve me sad pleasure to visit the childhood’s
bome of my angel mother.”

« Nor even to detain you by my side would I
be willing to deprive you of this sweet privilege.
Maude, my darling, is this not another link in
the golden chain of love which binds us together ?
It has been the sad fate of each of us never to
have known the tender care of a mother. Had
my mother's gentle hand guided me through
youth, as a man I might have been far different.
To you I would fain commit the task. Every
tone, word and glance of mine must betray my
devotion to you. Can you trust me sufficiently
to promise that when you return you will give
your happiness into my keeping?”

The promise was given, and the next morn-
ing Maude bade adlieu to her betrothed without
one doubt as to his constincy.

L L] L .
“MY DEAR FLORENCE,

I can scarcely realize that two months have,
1ike an echo, gone, since I felt the warm pres-
sure of your hand at parting. Would that you
were here, that this stupid pen and paper
might be thrown aside, and, as in days of lang
syne, when careless school-girls, we might talk
of the beauties around us—beautles far beyond
any language of mine to describe, for we are
now gazing upon the sunny skies, inhaling the
balmy breezes of fair Italla. Do you remember
how much we used to talk of this brilliant clime,
and what pictures our fancy drew of the life we
would lead here ?

s« The reality has been very different to me.
Dear uncle 18 very feeble. It seems to me such
a mistaken idea to send Invalids far away from
home and kindred in search of strength; at
least, when one {s advanced in life, and can
take but little interest in the pleasures of the
hour. Unocle is very patient, but quiet to de-
spondency, and now his cough 18 almost con-
stant, I hear him calllag me now; 8o, dear
Florence, good-bye. These good-byes are sad,
whether written or spoken,

¢« Please write soon to one who needs love and
sympathy,

MAUDE.”

As soon as Florence finished reading Maude’s
letter she handed it to her mother, a guntle,
blue-eyed matron, begging her toread it at
once, as she had a question to ask her.

“Well, my dan:hter, what 181t ? You look as
1 it were a matter of vast importance.”

¢ And it is, mother. I am much perplexed to
know how to act. You know that Maude and
Mr. Moncure are engaged, and yet his recent
devotion to that dowdy Miss Brown is a com-
mon topic; now, ought I to tell Maude ?”

“I can see no doubt in the matter, It isa
positive duty that you owe to your friend.
While I make some calls you will be alone, and
can write until Dr. Lacy makes his appearance.”

A rosy flush suffugsed the fair brow at mention
of this name, and a sweet smile wreathing the
ruby lips gave token that ne unpleasant teeling
caused the emotion.

Scareely had Mrs. Randolph left the house
when a ring of the door-bsil was fo'lowed by
the entrance of the dootor.

“Always welcome, doctor,” gald Florence,
‘“but more than usually so this morning, Do
you agree with mother in thinking it my duty
to tell Maude of the questionable manner in
which Mr. Moncure 18 acting 7"

“ She should certainly be informed, Miss Flo-
rence, yet I dread the effect on her. She has
decided symptoms of heart-disease, and any
shock may prove fatal; still, she must know it
some tighe, and I am sure that you will be as
gentle as possible.”

» * * * Ld

«8tella, I do not believe one word of it! Her-
bert Moncure has no more idea of marrying
you than he has of flying to Italy, nor half so
much, for his idol is there., Look in the glass
and give your vanity a toss down stairs, for be-
lieve me, the man who once admired Maude St.
Clair would never turn to look at you.”

“1 know that he doesn’t loved me, but he
did ask me to marry him,” said the charming
Stella Brown. #1I like Tom Smith a great deal
the most, but I told Mr. Moncure yes, just to
8pite Maude. I’ve never forgiven her haughty
airs at school.”

¢ Airs or not, she 18 a splendid woman. Butdo
a8 you please; I will not interfere,” said the
affectionate brother, slamming the door and
banging the gate, as was his usual mode of exit
when leaving home.

2 . . - .
#“DEAR FLORENCE.—"

¢« Your letter, so fraught with interest to me,
has just been read; and, while 1 would thank
you for the spirlt of love and friendship which
guided your pen in writing, my heart-depths
echo no responsive straln of sadness to its con-
tents,

“The cup of sorrow that my lips are now
draining is all too full to admit a thought of
further joy or grief. He to whom from almost
babyhood I have turned for sympathy and pro-
tection, to whom I have given the love ofa
child because he was to me all that a parent
ocould be, he, too, I8 to be ‘taken from me, and
then—oh, I cannot, ocannot endure the
future! I cannot, will not, say, ¢ Thy will be
done !” Why had I & heart if all it loves must
either change or die? IfI could only get the
dear one home, where he so yearns to be !

«“This may be my last letter. Your suffering

MAUDE.”

Ere Maude had sealed her letter she was
summoned to the beside of her uncle, to hear
his last words of affectionate farewell. Only a
few, breathed with a gentle, loving smile j then
his eyes closed as if to sleep. All suffering over,
there were a few hours of rest, followed by &
brief struggle ; and, as the clear peal of the mid-
night hour sounded, itseemed to the desolate
mourper a8 if tolling a koeli for the departed.

. . . . .

After an absence of six months Maude was
agaln at home; but how drear and desolate
seemed the familiar rooms! The morning after
her return she was sitting in the library, the
favorite sanclum of her uncle, thinking of him,
when a servant entered to announce Mr. Mon-
cure.

“Pardon me, Miss Maude; perhaps I should
not have intruded ; but I could not control my
impatience to see you.”

Then, taking her hand with a gentle pres-
sure, Herbert drew her to a sofa. The same old
manner, unchanged in word or tone, could it be
that he was heartless ?

Maude withdrew her hand and took the seat
designated, unable to utter a word; a moment,
and the proud spirit conquered. Her grief for
wasted affection was forgotten in the remem-
brance that the man beside her was unworthy
of the wealth of love she h:id bestowed upon
him, and, cost what 1t might, she would act as
became her pride and station.

As pale, yet firm, as a marble status, she
turned and looked at her companion, whose eye
fell beneath her gaze.

“ What is the matter, Maude ? Have you real-
ly changed, or is it my fancy ?”

In reply she drew toward her a rosewood
writing-desk, and taking from it a letter,
handed it to him, sayiog:

« Do you recognize this?"”

Her eyes did not move from his countenance,
and she felt sure taat she detected, in the sud-
den start and flushed brow with which he re-
celved it confirmation of her worst fears; and
yet how she loved him, even then! Such is wo-
man’s heart.

At last, with his gaze stiil ixed ob the docu-
ment in his hand, Herb :rt spoke,

“I confess,” he said, ¢that the penmaunship
is similar to mine; but, Miss Maude, you have
known me better, perbaps, than any one else
in the wide world has known me ; have you
ever heard me express a sentiment that in the
slightest degree resembled those contalned
here? Had such feelings been natural to me,
could I have velied them always? Oh, Maude,
must I stoop to deny such a charge? Will you
not trust me now, as in lang syne ?”

The tone was persuasive, recalling sweet me-
mories of other days, and, as the girl listened,
she felt he could not be untrue, however ap-
pearances spoke against him,

*Oh, Herbert! I knew that you could not be
falge, and still I yielded to my stubbora pride.
Truly it is my besetting ain. Can you forgive
me? The letter was sent to me by Stella Brown,
enclosed with a note from herself, saying that
you had addressed her during my absence, but
upon learning that my uncle had made me his

heireas yon had abandoned her. Tals letter,
addressed to your most intimate friend, Mr,
Gray, making the same assertion, seemned to
leave no room for a doubt. Now, dear Herbert,
tell me with your own lips that those reports
originated with our enemies, and had no foun-
dation, and I promise to doubt no more.”

«]t is the work of an enemy, but with truth
to back it 1 ” exclaimed a shrill female voice.

« Miss Brown !’ said Maude anl Herbert in
a breath,

¢ Yes, Miss Brown,” repeated the intruder.
¢ Miss Brown, who came to interrupt this pretty
love scene.,” Then, turning to Maude, she sald :
« I expected to ind you alone, and I took the 1i-
brary of coming up; hearing the wvolce of this
geuntleman, I listened to hear what he had to
say for himself.” Then to him : ¢« Did you have
the face to deny being the authoPof that letter,
which you dropped in my parlor, or that you
asked me to be your wife ?"”

Maude listened eagerly for the reply which
came not, The man was compelled to acknow-
ledge his gnilt, and Miss Brown was satisfied.
Her mean, petty attempt at revenge had so far
succeeded, and, which a triumphant sneer, she
bade them ¢ good morning.”

The silence which followed her departure was
broken by Herbert. He said that with all truth
he could assert that Maude alone had won his
love; that her affection was more to him
than the wealth of the Indies; that this very
devotion made him hesitate to place her in a
position different from the one in which she had
been educated.

The tone which answered his appeal had
naught in it of scorn or anger. Maude said that
she pitied more than blamed; that whatever
he had been, she believed him to be sincere
now ; but her trust in his firmness was shaken,
and they could only be friends in the future.

¢ Do not interrupt me,” she continued, ¢ Lntil
you fully understand my ideas on this subject.
The man I marry must be as firm as adamant
in the right, with energy and perseverance that
will contend with and conquer difficulties ; turn-
ing neither to the right nor to the left when the
path of duty has been decided upon. 1 acknow-
ledge that I iove you, Herbert, and to you as to a
brother 1 will ever turn for counsel and sym-
pathy; but my mind would never yield to
yours; hence, I could never be your wife.”

He saw that all words were useless then, but
mentally resolving that she should yield he
bowed respectfally, almost bumbly, as if in com-
pliance with her wishes, and the naxt moment
she was alone.

An hour later the old housekeeper, who still
held her position, was startled out of her usual
primness by finding Maude upon the library
floor, one hand clasped to her heart, and entire-
ly unconsclous, Dr. Lacy speedily obeyed the
hasty summons, succeeded In reviving his pa-
tient, administered a soothing mixture which
produced a sweet, natural sleep, then, enjoying
perfect quiet, he left her, directing his steps to-
ward Mr. Randolph’s.

¢ What 1s the matter 7" exclaimed Florence
as she saw his grave face,

¢ I have just come f-om Maude, who is very
ill, Will you go to her? Much depends on
cheerful society and freedom from all excite-
ment. In a quiet, uneventful life she may linger
for years ; but any shock will in all probability
prove fatal,”

In afew weeks Maude’s health seemed en-
tirely restored. If she suffered, no one knew
it, for she never complained, and her spirits, if
less gay, were more evenly cheerful. It less
admired in the circle which had claimed her
for its leader, she was more beloved.

Herbert Moncure attended her everywhere
and noone credited (he rumor that she had
discarded him, nordid she believe that she wonld
remain firm in her resolution.

Again the tiny sllver bell sommoned ¢ Ce-
leste ”’ to arry her mistress for the festive scene
—the marriage of her friends, Florence and Dr.
Lacy. In consideration of her mourning, Maude
had chosen a dress of plain white, with no or-
nament except the favorite jasmine which she
invariably wore.

Herbert was her escort, and, as they passed
among the guests, mauny predicted that they
would soon follow the example of the doctor
and Fiorence Raindolph,

“8hall we, Maude ?” asked Herbert, in a low
tone as he caught one of these whispers,

Her cheek rivalled her dress in whiteness as
she replied :

“Never! You have your answer at once and
for ever ! ” °

Another moment, and but for his protecting
arm she would bave fallen. Ha bore her
through the crowd to the verandah, where the
cool night breeze might fan her pallid brow.
Gradually and quietly the p:ople who, a few
moments since, had been so gay, stole a glance
at the unconscious form, bade adleu to their
hostos:, and wended their way homeward, to
wonder, pity or blame, as the dlsposition or mood
prompted.

Dr. Lacy had called to other physiclans,
and all that the profession could do had been
done, but as yet without effect. Mauile gave
po visible sign of life save an occasioual spas-
modic breath.

Two hours passed thus in intence anxiety to
the watchers: then the long, dropping lashes
trembled, and the large dark eyes, 80 beautiful
even now, unclosed and turned toward Herbert,
who bad not left her for an instant. He b2nt
low to catch the words that she seemed to
breathe rather than utter,

« It was pride—I loved—you all the—while—
my darling,” And, with this word upon her

lips, she died.
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A LETTER NEVER SENT.

Words cannot tell how beautiful a thing
Thy love first seemed unto this heart of
mine ;
And even now my memory will cling
To that which made those far-offdays divine.

As lightning smites the branches of a tree,
Rending the boughs asunder with its might;

80 did thy marvellous love smite happy me,
Till I grew dazzled with the wondrous light.

I feel the magic of tby dalllance yet,
In dreams I see the face men called not fair ;
The love that can do all things save ¢ forget,”
Counts that face fairest and without com-
pate.

Bometimes I think thy love lived buta day,
Sometimes I think thy heatt must still be
mine;
Sometimes I t'ry to lift my soul and pray
That all this sorrow may be mine not thine.

Bometimes I wonder if thy spirit turns
Back to the glorious days that lie behind ;
Then, if thy heart, like mine, with longing
yearns
To feel the fetterslove alone could bind ?

Or is the past within oblivion hid,
Only in future years agaln to wake;

And thou repent of all—nay, Heaven forbid,
For both our hearts would absolutely break !

UNDER A SPELL.

«No,” she sald, as we sat on the terrace of
the watering-place hotel.

# No, I'm not French ; I’'m English,and, ah !
how I dolong for home, I've been here three
years, and I don’t know a soul intimately. I
don’t want to talk against your country, but so.
clally it doesn't suit me. There’s too much
show and too little comfort, and all my rela-
tives and frlends are in Eugland. I cry for
home often. I know the meaning of the mal
dyu pays.”

She was a pretty, blue-eyed, flaxen-baired
woman, probably not thirty.

I knew her to be & rich woman.

« Why did not she return to England if she
desired 80 much to do 80? " I asked myself,

She answered my unuttered question.

¢ You think it strange that I stay here ¢ Do
you believe in mesmerism? ”

« To a certain degree,” I answered.

«To a certain degree,” she answered, impa.
tiently. ¢« I tell you it is a horrivle truth ! I
know tbhat one can be niterly under the power
of another’s will, It is not his beauty—he has
none. It is not his manner, though that is
charming. No; if I cannot make you believe
that I am not in love with him, that I am
eimply mesmetrised, 1’ll not tell you another
word.”

« Of course, I shall believe whatever you tell
me,” said I. ¢ It is not for me to define your
feelings.”

She put her little white hand on my arm.

# Ah! I can tell you without any inisgivings
that I am doing a foolishb thing,” she said.

« Of course, ] knew my own heart, my own
principles. I comeof a family, of which 1t is
said that no man ever knew fear, no woman
shame.

« But I'll tell you the truth. I loved him once.
I was a young gir], and I had not come into my
fortune, I had no prospect of any, or at least
only a very distant one. Ilived with an old aunt,
who took me when my parents died.

s People used to say I was pretty.
fade 8o soon, you know,

¢ He thought so anyhow. He was only a strug-
gling young doctor.

¢ My old aunt was quite aninvalid, and I was
alone a great deal. He saw me oftener alone
than he could have seen most English girls, and
he made love to me, and he knew I loved him.

« ]t went on for a year, and during that time
he told me of the power that he could exercise
when he chose, and of how he had a servant
who at his will would rise from his bed in the
middle of the night, and sound asleep, to walt
on him,

“ When he {ook my hand strange thrills ran
through mine, and I knew when he wascoming
before I beard his steps ; but that was all I per-
sonally knew of him,

« Well, I liked him, and he liked me, but we
had no money ; and one day he married a
wealthy retired grocer’s daughter, with an ugly
face, and a had temper.

« Of course I felt badly, but I summoned up
my courage and resolved to forget him.

« Well, perhaps one cannot quite forget, but
to remember a8 a thing quite of the past, and I
had done 80, I belleved, when he met me and
mesmerized me.

« T had been into the heart of London on bu-
siness. I bad come {nto my fortune, through the
death of & cousin younger than myself, who
shoull have outiived me. I had been to my
lawyer’s in a coach, and I was just about to re-
enter it, when someone sald :

¢ Miss Grahame!’

« I tarned, and he stood there—Dr. Hunt,

«Qf course I was not willing he should see
that I had suffered. I talked to him and asked
after his wife. What he sald was :

«w«Don't speak of her. Well orill, she’s a
thorn in my side. I am wretched, Graoce.’

# And I answered :

Women

¢ You should not speak thus of your wife,’
and had turned away, when he said softly :

¢ Miss Grahame, will you not shake hands
before we part?”

“1 gave him my hand.

“ He took it and pressed it, his palm to my
palm, his oyes on mine the while.

“ My first impression was that of the sweet
thrill I used to feel when he touched me.

* Then a breath ofice-cold air seemed to creep
over my hand.

“Then I found that I could not move.

¢ He only held my hand three minutes ; then
he dropped it and handed me Into the coach.

* AsI rode home I had the strangest feelings,
the most terrible sensations.

“ I was myself, yet not myself. It was horri-
ble, yet it was delicious. .

¢« The old cold life had gone, and something
charming, though unholy, had taken its place.
I knew wnat it all meant ; he had mesmerized
me,

“ After that, 1 was very foolish — ah, very
foolish I — but I could not do otherwise. He
willed me to pretend to be ill and send for him.

s I did it. He willed me to meet him in odd
places. 1did that also. He willed me not to
mind whether he kissed me or not—nay, to kiss
him, and be a married man.

‘* And at last, one night, something drew me
out of my bed and to the window — something
that seemed like a hand laid on my shoulders,
though I saw no one.

“ I looked out into the moonlit street, and
on the opposite side of the way I saw him stand-
ing, and near by was a carriage.

¢ Oh, Heaven, help me toremember myself!’
I moaned, and feil to the floor in a swoon ; but
for that I shouid not have been able to keepmy-
self from going down to him.

« He wanted me to run away with him. He
said he had never loved anyone but me, He had
written that, you know,

#The nextday I was quite ill, and yet I was
restless. I wandered about the house, wrapped
in a shawl, and at last found myself in the li-
brary.

¢+ I had not been able to read for some time.
My mind was too much upset, but as I looked
over the titles of the books, that of one amongst
them interested me ; it was ¢« mesmerism.’

« I opened it. It confirmed my own expeti.
ence, but there were some things also quite new
to me.

¢ I learnt that one under the influence of a
mesmeric spell had but to cross the sea to rid
himself of it, Though, should Le return, the
power of the mesmerizer would be regained the
instant he set foot upon the shore,

#I at once formed a resolution to leave the
country, and take up my residence in Paris.
My dear, it was like plotting against a stran.
ger.

“ Myself, my woman’s pride, my coascience
—all helped me; but the mesmeric power upon
me forbade my movements,

s Atlast I took my old servant partially into
my confidence, and by her help I escaped. I
took passage with this poor old soul for France,
and from the moment I set foot upon this shore
I have been my own,

“Ah, 1t is delicious tobe one’sown. No one
can tell what it is who has never lost herself.
You see,” she added, with a sigh, I was not in
love with bim. ¢ Many waters cannot quench
love, nor the seas cover it.’"”

And Miss Grahame gathered her lace shawl
about her shoulders, and then walked quietly
away,

No matter what I thought.

That i3 not part of the story,

‘What I shall tell, however, is its sequel.

Two weeks from that day I found Mim Gra-
hame sitting, oddly enough, upon the stairs,
holding her head in her hand.

They were not the prineipal stairs of the
hotel,

But they were public enough to make it im.
possible that she should desire to sit there,

‘“Are youill, Miss Grahame ? " I asked.

“Yes, I am ill,” gshe said. « Take me to my
room, for Heaven’s sake ! ”

I took her arm, and led her through the cor-
ridor,

Once in her room, she sank into a chalr.

“ Liock the door, please,” she sald.

I did so,

“You remember what I told you ?” she
asked.

¢ Yes,’

“ The spell is on me again,” she said. #Iam
impelled to go to number forty-two, second fioor.
I cannot keep from going there if you leave me.
Twice have 1 been up those stairs, Will youdo
me & favor ? Will you ask who occupies num-
ber forty-two ? »

¢ Number forty-two is empty,” I sald; « it
was last night.”

¢ Ask,” she pleaded again.

Irang the bell,

¢ Isnumber forty-two, second floor, still unoec-
cupied? ” I asked the waiter, who responded so
the signal. .

‘“Gentleman took ittwo hours ago, madame,”
sald the waiter.

“Can you tell me who heis?”

“ I’ll see,madame,” sald the waiter.

Infive minutes he returned.

*The gentleman is an Eaglish gentleman,
madame—Dr, Charles Hunt.”

Before the words had left his lips, Miss Gra-
bame sank fainting Into my arms,

I left her much beltter, but in bed.

I myself paid a chambermaid to remain with
her all night, lest she should be ill again,

N At eight o’clock the next morning I rang my
ell.

The girl appeared,

¢ How is Miss Grahame ?" I asked.

¢ Very well, I should judge, madame," gaid the
girl, with a singular smile., ¢ She’s gone out to
ride.” ’

“Toride ? ”

¢ Yes, madame, with a gentleman—the gen-
tleman who came last night, and took number
forty-two. Dr. Hant, I think she called him;
an old friend, she said he was.”

Miss Grahame never retirned to the hotel,
but Mrs. Doctor Hunt came back in a few
weeks,

The doctor’s first wife had died nearly two
years before, and he had hunted Miss Grahame
down and married her,

He really loved her, and she loved him, and
they came back to England, and are leading a
happy life.

TO LIDA.
When{ . roses, blowing early,
Nod cir heads before the breeze ;
When ¢ south wind, softly sighing,
Wh  .rs through the forest trees ;
When . .e happy birds are singing

S01. ;- of sweetest melody,

Then, on! then, my bright-eyed darling,
I will have sweet thoughts of thee.
Oh! how cold the moonlight seemeth,
Hov'ring o’er the frozen snow ;
Oh! howsad the wind is sighing—
Sounding deepest notes of woe.
Whilst my heart for thee is beating,

List I to the mournful strain,
And I heara gentle marmur—
Then the woefu! wind again,

Fare thee well! my heart, now aching,
Greater pain must nerve to bear ;

In the tomb I've laid my roses,
Soon they will be withered there.

But the mem’ry of their fragrance
Sacred will for ever be;

And my heart will seek no friendship
Truer than it found in thee,

- E————

KATIES TRIAL

On a cold morning in November, a few years
ago, a carriage drove through University Place
and drew up at West Street. Nothing could be
more dismal than the morning. The snow,
which had been on the gruund for several days,
had begun to thaw, and an ugly cold rala and
mist was turning the streets into pools of slush.
The coachman sat on his box like astatue, with
his head buried in his shoulders, and at intervals
drummed with his feet, not so much to keep
them warm, as {0 express the lmpatience he
dared not put into words, at being kept walting
on such a morning in the cold.

There was impatience within the carriage too,
as a man’s handsome dark face peered out with
fixed gaze on a certaln point fn the street.
Every now and then a scowl of discontent,
followed by a shuffling irritable movement on
the part of the occupant of the vehicle reached
the ears of the coachman, and afforded him
matter for speculation. Some little scheme, he
thought. Bat they must be very great green-
horns to select such a time for their Journey.
“’Spose there’s & woman in the case.”

An hour's weary waiting was at length re-
warded by the waving of & snowy-white hand-
kerchief from a window in the neighborhood.

“Drive to No. —,” said the dark young man
within; ¢and if there be any luggage get it out
quickly and quietly.”

No. — was soon reached, and the door ot the
house opened stealthily. A fair young girl step-
ped out lightly, with a face upon which the
smiles which she tried to wear, were plalnly
shadowed with fear.and anxiety. She looked
about sixteen; her gait and manner showed
her to be a lady, and her expression and
demeanor denoted child-like innocence.

1n less than a mioute after she had entered
the vehicle 1t rolled off to the rallway statlon.

“#I feared our plans had been discoverel,
dearest,” said her friend, as, tremblingly, the
young girl took her seat beside him.

“Oh, Roland, I feel I am doing wrong to
decelve mamma $o cruelly! When she came
fnto my room last night I was half tempted to
confess to her what we were going to do; and
when, this morning, T felt I must say good-by to
home, I could scarcely tear myself away.”

“ My love will shield you now, Katie. Your
mother had no right to controt your heart, and
that is already mine. Is 1t not? "

“Yes; but mamma will grleve 8o much, and
then you know how stern my etep-father is
They will never forgive us.” )

Katle's tears were now flowing fast. She felt
she had played a dangerous game. Roland
interrupted her balf-angrily,
2% You will be my wife within an hour,
and then what need you care about their for-
giveness? I hate your step-father, for I know
he has done his worst to deprive me of you,”

A litle later on, when the words which were
to unite her to her lover trembled on her lips
a chiiling sense of coming sorrow oppressed tbe’
young" girl's heart. She would almost have
wished to retract the wrong step she had taken
were it not now too late. The work of retri-
bution had already begun.

Katle Osborne was the
weakly indulgent mother. Left a widow at
an early age, Mra. Osborne had marrisd a
wealthy but stern man, who, while he treated
Katie with the greatest kinduess, never count-

Katie,

only daughter of a

enanced anything in her which he deemed
indiscreet,

The girl’s home had been a very happy one
till, in an evil hour, she met Roland Baxter, a
young artist, who was engaged to paint her
portrait. With a recklessness which was the
soul of his character he fell in love with the
fair beanuty he was painting, and left none of the
arts of which he was master untried to secure
her affections.

She had listened to his honeyed words with
all the delight which a girl of sixteen feels on
hearing the language of love for the first time,

In vain had her mother forbidden her to speak
to Roland again. In vain had her step.father
warned her that Baxter was a gambler and a
man without any solid principle. None of these
home reflections made the slightest impression
upon the wayward girl.

Bitter indeed was the mother'sgrief when she
found that her only child had deserted both her
and home. Aud her indignation knew no bounds
when a letter from Katie told her of her marri-
age. Even theu she would gladly have taken
Katie to her heart agaln. But the young bride
had left for Franece with her husband, and did
not send even & word of farewell.

» . » * - -

In a wretchedly-furnished room of a very
ordinary lodging-house in the city, a pale,
anxious woman, in whom it would be difficult
to recognize the ouce bright, merry Katie, sat
at the window-pane, The rich rose-tint had
faded from her cheek. Dark lines were visible
round her sunken eyes—eyes which were now
often red with weeping; her form, formely
slight, agile, and graceful, was now bent with
care,

It was only four years from the day she had
become the artist’s wife. All that she had gon®
through in these sad, weary years, only thé
recording angel caa tell; but in manner and
physique a perfect revolution had taken plaoe.
She had become externally an entirely new
belog.

She sat at the window-pane, walting with
anxlous, heart-sickening sollcitude, for the
return of her husband. The gray dawn of morn-
ing had often found him absent from hom®é
latterly, as he then was. She hoped that every
sound was caused by his returning footsteprs
yet she dreaded his arrival. On this night the
dylng embers of & badly-fed fire were prepariné
themselves determinedly for an early disso’
lution, and the slender jet of gas gave a sickly
tinge to the mean bedroom furniture.

Katle sat with her face buried in her hands
As the silent tears glided through her whit®
fingers, she thought bitterly of the past
Repentance for the error of her girlhood pad
come too late. The man she had enthrond
as an idol in her heart, she had seen desced
from depth so depth of degradation, She b
seen him night after night reeling home drunk
till her love had turned to despair. At first 'Ml
had hoped to reclaim him. She had made 8!
the excuses for him that a fond heart coul
suggest; but gradually the awful truth dawn
upon her that Roland was both a gambler a8
a drunkard, and was utterly Irreclaimable.

It had well-nigh broken the heart of B¢
devoted young wife to finl that her hope®
prayers, and entreaties were all valueleS®
From the bad companions who were his bai®
who liughed him into iniquity, and kept hl:
enslaved in it, it was impossible to sepafd
him,

Yet Roland loved his wife, though aftef %
fashion. Indeed he never realized the BKO"‘d_
her sensitive nature underwent In the unlook®
for position in which she found herself. y

As a matter of course, Roland every ds.
became poorer. Inthe excitement of dice, ¢3F
and billiard-cues, he cared little for his buslﬂe‘ﬂ'
and gave to it only that amount of attenti®
which business seems to resent, and for whl"ho‘
never makes any return in money. Debt 862 f
raliy follows in the wake of the gambler, Bnd
Roland soon found himself involved head &
ears in it. ber,

Katie's mother would gladly have helped
but the step-father was tnexorable, and depﬂ;er
her of the means of doing so. By sacrificlDB '
own personal comforts Mrs. Sherrard, howe"w;
was enabled sometimes to send her daugh
some assistance. sing

s Come back to us,” she said ; « you are 10 18
your health and wearing ouat your life fast. 20-
man is bent allke on his own and your d“'“;m‘
tion. Youcan make your home with us, D‘“'two
Katle, do come with me, and bring your
little innocent babies with you.” in,

«Much as I would like to joln you 88807

) ing mysell
mother,” she sald, ¢ I cannot bring day
desert Roland. I look forward still Lo the o
when he will be all that I imagloed him Yeaw
ago. God will bring him back again iuu;her'
ways of honesty and well-doing. So, m;: o
dear, leave me to my grlefs, and let us hoP

» . . ‘e . .

the
The dreary winter months rolled by: :;-drard.
glorious summer came again. Mr. 8 o in &
Katie's step-father, had, for the first B wore
dozen years, agreed to join a party Who Th
going to spend a fortnight in the country: t0
moment he had gone, her mother dl"ﬂ"""sho
Katie’s house to spend an hour with her. 108§
found the room dark and siient, and, b"vn e
struck a light, she discovered, to her borrory .
daughter in an unconsclous state npon the ﬂo;e;
She called to Katle, bat no reply came from o
rigid lips. Her efforts 1o rostore animation weﬁ
long and tedious, and the small morning bov o
had come before the young wife bad becoﬂi
herself agaln. For the first time she entirely
unbosomed herself to her mother, and the stor’
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she had to tell was appalling. Further, she
resolved to go back with her mother, as, to all
appearance, all hope of any change in Roland
had to be abandoned.

A few minutes’ preparationssufficed to make
ready for the change. The lights were put out,
and the mother and daughter, bearing thelittle
children, took a noiseless departure.

Roland returned to find his room silent, dark,
and deserted.

“Gone !” he said, #all gone ! I knew it would
come to this. But she shall come back. She
must, or 1'll know for what!” And he pulled
out a revolver, and flourished it with a drunken
wave of the arm.

Revolver in haund, he repaired to the house of
the Sherrards, but on his way was accosted by
a prliceman, who considered him a fit subject
for a cell in the police station, and to it he con-
signed him.

Roland’s next move was to appeal to his wife.
This he did by letter, as Mrs. Sherrard positively
denied him entrance to her house. No word of
reply came. Threats and bluster follow:d, but
they were met by the sturdy mother-in-law,
with a clear intimation that anything further
in that line would consign him to prison.

Reckless dissipation followed, till every penny
was gone. Misfortune then look Roland firm in
her iron grasp, and after doggedly struggling
with all the miseries involved in being home-
less, returning reason suggested that it would
be as well to reform and to turn over a new
leaf,

The wretched artist prayed and entreated to
be fargiven, and promlised that his life hence-
forth would, as far as he could make it, atone
for the past.

This time Roland kept his word. Step by step he
regained the esteem and confidence of those who
had trusted him in his better days. After six
months of well doing he was again allowed to
see his wife. Meanwhile he gradually builtup a
little comfortable home for her, and had the
satisfaction of seeing her return to it with the
blessings of her mother and the consent, though
reluctantly given, of the stern Mr. Sherrard.

HER GIFT.

—

A cluster of low'rs she gave me,
A dainty, fragrant bouquet,
"Twas fresh and bright when she gave it,
'"Pis faded and dead to-day.
'T's long ago since she gave it,
Bat still I have it, you see ;
Jewels and money can’t buy it,
Tis worth ail the world to me.

About it memories linger
That all may not understand ;
The smile, glance of eye, and the murmur,
T'he clasping of hand witbin hand.
I sometimes tind myself asking
If ever she thinks of me,
And if she says it and feels it,
« His love’s all the world to me.”

Of course I cannot this answer,
But something tells me, you know,

She’ll not forget the words spoken
By the fountain long ago.

By the fountain of laughing waters,
As I told my tale of love,

To her, fairest of earth’s fuir beings,
Falir as the angels above.

Her pride and my want of riches
May bear us widely apart,

But stiil I feel that for ever
1’1l have a place in her beart,

As the years come and pass, * His love,”
She’ll not be able to say,

« Though strong and pure when he gave it,
Is faded and dead to-day.”

THE FARMER'S DAUGHTERS.

« T am going to the city to work, Lizzie.”

uGay Cummings, what do you mean ? ”

« Just precisely what Isay. I have been shut
up here on this farm, with nothing decent to
wear, and not asoul to speak to, until I am
disgusted with everything around me.”

« Nothing decent to wear, Gay? 1 am sare
we have good, comfortable clothing; and, asfor
persons to speak with, I am sure that our neigh-
bours are good, respectable people.”

« Good, comfortable clothing!” retorted Gay,
seornfully. ¢ Oh, yes, if you call calico dresses
for week-day use, and one black alpaca for best,
«gool, comfortable clothing,” we certainly
have. But there is no use in our quarrelling
about it. George Raymond has promised me a
place in a telegraph office, and I intend to go
next Monday.

«Monday! and to-day is Friday; and going
there dependent on George Raymond! You
know very well what Harold says in regard to
bim.”

« What business is it of Harold’s, 1 shouild
like to know ? Why don’t I tell him that he
cannot associate with London girls 7—and you
cannot deny that Hal spent half of his time in
Mabel Strong’s company ; aad she is a London
belle.”

«But she 1s good and true, and you and I
both know it. But what do we know about
George Raymond ? Only what Hal tells us, and
he says that he is a drunkard and gambler. I
shall write to him to-night.”

« Do you know what George has asked me,
Lizzie ? He asked me to go to London as his
wife. Write to Harold, if you will, but the
moment I hear of it, 1 will marry George Ray-
mond.”

|

And, taking her hat, she hurried to the little
rustic bridge to meet her lover,

Lizzie Cammings remained motionless where
her sister left her for several moments.

Clasping her hands, she moaned —

4 Oh, what shallI do? What can I do? She
must not place herself in his power, and if I
write to HHarold, she will marry him, and that I
must prevent.”

And throwing herself on the lounge, she wept
bitterly.

« Why, Lizzle, pet, what is the matter.”
«“Haroll! How you startled me. Has any-
thine happened ?” :

“No; everything is all right. But something !
serious must have happened to cause you to '
weep s0 bitterly. What is it, little one?” i

And he tenderly stroked the fair curls from
the pure white brow.

«I canvot tell you, Hally dear, for it does not
concern me alone. Do not ask me any more
questions, please, but let me get a glass of
water.”

As George Raymond sauntered carelessly away
from the bridge, after his interview with Gay,
he was joined by a short, stout, red-faced man,
with small, black eyes peering sharply from
underneath shaggy eyebrows,

“ Well, my bearty, how goes it ? 7 he asked,
famlliarly of Raymond, striking him heavily on
the shoulder.

i Better than I expected, Joe. I have her
promise to marry mon next Suanday morning
when we reach. London. But, old fellow, you
will have to be the minister, or substitute one
of your friends, as I have no time to look for
one. You understand me?”

*¢Trust Joe for that. I know a fellow that
would make a first-rate parson. But you are
going to a sight of trouble, Why not kidnap the
young chap at once ?”

« For good atid obvious reasons, my dear fel-
low. If I have the girl in my yower, her bro-
ther will be far more willing to yield to my
demands, and I doubt if he wonld give up the
diamond even to save his life, for I know him
wall, and he is a bold, resolute fellow.”

s« Are you sure that he has placed the dia-
mond in the bank?”

«Sure? Of course I am. You see, our uncle
Joe Cammings left a few hundreds is cash and
the diamond, that some foreigner had given
him for saving his life.

« Cummings, naturally ambitious, determined
to work his way with the help of his uncle’s
few hundreds.

«80 he placed the diamond in that bank.
Gay is a silly little thing, and would belleve that
the moon is made of green cheese, if I were
to tell her so; therefore it is an easy job for yon,
and if you serve me well, I’ll pay you well.”

« Aye, aye; no fear but I'll serve you well,””
replied Joe.

And a sinister gleam shot from under the
shaggy eyebrows.

Sabbath day dawned bright and clear, and to
Lizzle it seemed a day of happiness and peace.
Hal was with them, and Gay, without doubt,
had given up her silly plans, and when she en-
tered the room where Hal and Lizzie were
busily engaged in conversation, telling them she
was going to church, Lizzie had no suspicion of
the true state of aftairs.

Gay walked rapidly a few moments, then
paused and lifted her hand in silent farewell.

What a haven of rest and peace the old farm-
house seemed, as the rays of the sun lay upon
it !

How beautiful the trees, with their brightly-
colored leaves; and over all the quiet hush of
the still airs

Gay brushed away a tear, and with a sob she
could not suppress, hurried on.

Sue jound Raymond impatiently waiting with
a cairiage, and having entered, they were driven
to the station, and carried rapidly to the city.

They stopped at a small hotel, and Gay ex-
pressed so much surprise, that Raymond offered
an.explanation.

¢« I know this is hardly a fit place to take my
bride, but I do not want your brother to find
you, and he will not think of looking here.”

I do not think he would,” thought poor Gay,
who already wished herself at home in the cozy
sitting-room, where, as she pictured to herself,
her father sat dozing in the old armchair that
had been his tather’s before him, and Hal talk-
ing with Lizzle.

After all, Hal was a dear brother, and had
taken very tender care of them ever since that
fatal day when their father had been found
unconscious in the hay field.

« A sunstroke,” the doctor had said, but from
that day he had never recovered the use of his
facultier, "and Hal, brave Haul, had supported
and cared for them all.

And when he came to say ¢“good night,”
would he miss her?

Would it worry him if he could not say—
“God bless you, Gabrielle,” the dear invalid
father, whom they loved and petted as they
would a child; and the tears filled her eyes,
and she turned to George to ask him to take
her home, when the door opened and the
minister entered, quickly dispelling all gloom :
and as George took her hand gently in his own,
saying softly, « My wife,” she answered him
with a bright, hopeful smille.
- - * » * -

L - » L]
¢« Who was that fellow, Joe? I gshould have
taken him for a born parson.”

« Easy, George, easy. The chap is all right.
You want me to get the gal’s brother here now,
I s’pose?”

*Yes; you will probably find him at the
farmhouse. Tell him any story you please. But
I hear Gay coming. Buccess attend you.”

¢ Yes, success will attend me, but in a 1if-
ferent way from what you think,” Joe muttered, |

as he glanced darkly at the house.
He left the city by the early morning train,

" and soon arrived at the farmhouse.

Harold was just leaving the house as he en-
tered the gate, and the old sallor noticed an
eager, questioning look, that convinced him
that he had come at the right time.

“ Mr. Harold Cummings, I reckon,” he sald,
bowing awkwardly.

“That is my name. Have you business with
me?” Harold answered, in a slightly impatient

- manner.,

“Aye, aye. But don’t be in a hurry, for I
shipped from London, and bhauled up here in
the greatest hurry that ever was. 'Twas your
sister —

#“ My sister—my little Gay ? Do you know
where she {37"

«That I do; and if youw'll come with me, I
willl take you there.”

«In one moment. I must speak to Lizzie

. first.”

He entered the house, and when he again ap-
peared, Joe noticed that his eyes were wet with
tears.

They left in the next train for London, and
Joe led the way to the hotel.

As they entered hls room, Raymond sprang
up and extended his hand, saying—

¢“Ah, Cammings, my dear fellow, congratu-
late me as your brother-in-law.”

¢ Where is my sister ?” Harold asked, sternly,
as be spurned the offered hand.

«“80, 80, my fine fellow, you refuse to receive
me as your brother. Very well, we may as well
proceed to business at once. I see that Joe has
gone.

« You did not know that he was an accom-
plice of mine, Well, he is, and a fine fellow,
too.

¢« But to proceed to business. You have in
your possession a valuable diamond, which was
left you by our uncle, David Cummings, and
which Gay tells me you have placed in the
bank., Now I want you to make me a wedding
present of it.”

And Raymond slowly folded his arms, and
stared complacently at Harold’s pale, deter-
mined countenance.

«You are a heartless villain and a coward.
Once more I ask yon where my sister is, and
unless you lead me to her within five minutes,
1 will send you into eternity.”

And Harold drew a pistol from his pocket, and
pointed it threateningly towards him.

Raymound moved uneasily in his chair,

« Since you wish {t,” he said, with a bitter
laugh, ¢“come, I can talk as well in her pre-
sence,” and he led the way to Gay’s room.,

¢s George—Harold ! What does this mean ?
You do not intend to shoot him, Hal? Put
down the pistol.”

And pale and frightened, Gay attempted to
take it from him,

“«Do you love him, Gay?” Harold asked,
bitterly.

¢« Yes. He is my husband.”

«“Then I have nothing further to say,” he
answered, angrily, turning to leave.

«Bat I have,” shouted Raymond, with his
back to, the door, and a loaded revolver, which
he had taken from the table, in Lis hand. ¢« I
wish to tell you, Harold Cummiungs, that this
is no boy’s play.

¢« Gay Cummings is not my wife, and never
will be; but I knew that I could reach you only
through her, and knowing that she would not
come with me unless I marriel her, I hired Joe
to play the minister, 8o you see it was only a
mock marriage, and neither of you shall leave
this room untl I have a written order for the
diamond signed by you, sir.”

With a quick motlon, Harold raised his

“pistol and fired; but Gay caught his arm, and

the shot whistled harmlessly through the win-
dow.

«Not so fast, my hearty,” exclalmed Joe as
he entered. «The girl is legally married, for I
hired a regular parson.”

« Why did you play me false?” asked Ray-
mond, for he knew that Joe spoke the truth.

««Because I hated you. Two years ago a
party entered a hoyse where a sallor boy was
stopping. They treated him to liquor, and en-
ticed him to play, and won his hard-earned
money. Then they would have left, but he
stood in the way, demanding the money they
had taken from him, and you kicked him as
you would a dog. )

«That sallor lad was my brother. One year
ago he died from the effects of those blows, and
I swore then to revenge him. But I am not
through with you yet,” he added, as Raymond
started angrily towards him. ¢All ready,” he
called, loudly.

Startled, Raymond sprang towards the door,
with a vague intention of warding off further
evil; but ere he reached it, a policeman en-
tered, with the words, «“George Raymond, I
arrest you for forgery.”

He attempted to place the handcuffs on his
prisoner.

With one wild, despairing cry of, < God help
me!"” the wretched man placed his revolver to
his forenead, and fell a corpse at their feet.

Gay uttered a shrlek, and fell fainting into
the arms of her brother.

« 1 have had my revenge,” the old sallor said.
@« Leave him with me; I will do all that is ne-
cessary.”

He kept his word, and cared for him as ten-
derly as if he had been his brother instead of a
bitter enemy.

Gay returned home with her brother, and
war ever after a more reuslble girl,

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS.

INDIGESTION AND ITS CURE.—The latest in.
vention in dolis is & waxen lady, who when
wound up and given a high chair at the table
reaches out her arms, seizes a bit of bread, and
slowly puts it in bher mouth. When she has done
this a certain number of times It is necessary
to open her chest, remove the tood, and wind
her up again,

POWER OF A SCRATCH.—In a recent lecture
on ¢ Liquids,” at the Royal Institution, Profes-
sor Tyndall mentioned that he had learned from
Captain Shaw, the head of the London Fire De-
partment, that a scrateh in the nozzle of a fire-
engine dellvery-pipe, wbich an ordinary work-
man might overlook, will reduce its throwing
power from 200 ft. down to 150 ft.

A PACK OF CARDS.—Count the number of
cards in a pack, and there are fifly-two, the
number of weeks in a year; there are also
four suits, the number of weeks in a month,
There are twelve plcture cards in a pack, re-
presenting the number of months in a year;
and counting the ¢ tricks’ at whist there are
thirteen the number of weeks in a quarter.

1F we are not mistaken, there exists at this
moment a quite definite impression that brown
men are abler than fair men, an expression for
which the only visible foundation is this, that
brown men in England have usually some touch
of Southern or Celtic or Jewish blood, and are
apt, therefore, to be a little more vivacious.
Quite half the men at the head of affairs in Eng-
land are very fair men, and one, certainly not
inferior in mere intellectual force to any of
them, has always had white hair.

SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH.—The force of the
temptation which urges us in scientific re-
search to seek for such evidence and appear-
ances as are in favor of our desires, and to dis-
regard those which oppose them, is woaderfully
great. In this respect we are all, more or less,
active promoters of evil. That point of educa-
tion which consists in teaching the mind toresist
its desires and inclinations uatil they are proved
to be right, is the most important of all, not
only in things of natural philosophy, but in
every department of daily life.

DoG AND DUCKLINGS.—The American Sports-
man furnishes a very strange instance of the
curious faneies of animals. A terrier, having
lost her own litter, took charge of a brood of
ducklings. S8he was, however, greatly alarmed
when they went into the water, and when they
came to land she took them up, one by one, in
her mouth, and carefully deposited them 1n her
kennel. The next year she adopted a couple of
cock chickens, but as they began to approach
maturity they endeavored to crow, a circum.
stance which appeared togive thelr foster-mo-
ther considerable uneasiness, and which she, on
all occasions, by some manner of discipline, en-
deavored to suppress. :

- Bi@ TREES.—Mr. Walter Hill, the Govern-
ment botanist in Australia, reports to the
Queensland authorities that, while cuttiug a
given line on the baunks of the River Johnstore,
for the purpose of examining the land, an en-
ormous fig-tree stood in the way, far exceeding
in stoutness and grandeur the renowned forest
giants of California and Victoria. Three feet
from the ground it measured 150 feet in cir-
cumference ; at 53 feet, where it sent forth giunt
branches, the stem was nearly 80 feet in cir-
cumference. The largesttree in Brookline, New
Hawmpshire, U. 8., has just been cut and sawed.
It was a plne, 139 years old. The first log, 18
feetlong, made 800 feet of inch boards, the whole
tree 3,817 feet.

TABLE MAXIMS.—A butler has published a
work full of table and cullnary maxims. Judge
of a few of the elegant extracts ; ¢ He who has
a bull.dog humor on sitting down to dinner will
rise from table as an angel. Give old guests food
easy of digestion, and young ones plenty of
truffles. Ladies remain charming without ex-
ception from the soup to the dessert. A man's
wine-cellar should be his love. @laret is the
wine of the heart, generates noble thoughts, and
religious belief. Burgundy is the wine of strong
passions and the realities of life. Champagne is
productive of absurdities, destroys convictions,
and uproots principles. The carbonic acld it
contains produces winds from all the cardinal
points of the braip, causing thereby inconsist-
ency of judgment.”

AFTERNOON TEAS.—The latest fashlon for
aflernoon teas is toserve it @ la Russe, which has
no affinity whatsoever to dinner & la Russe.
It only means to substitute slices of lemon for
the cream, which some people consider as im-
portant as the tea itself. On the tea-tray is
served asmall glass dish containing sliced le-
mon, cut with the rind on it. Into the cup is
dropped, first, a diminative bit of sugar. Mode-
ration in this is essential, or the flavor of the
lemon is destroyed. On the sugar is then depo-
sited a slice of lemon, on which the tea Is pour-
ed; and it would be a courageous spirit indeed
who would venturs to say that the beverage is
not then all that the sons of woman need desire,
As;a concession to the prejudice of those who
are unable to climb Russlan heights, milk is
still sent up to table also.

THE ENGLISH PEOPLE.—The entire change in
the habits of the people of England, which took
place after the restoration of Charles II, (1660)
coutributed to increase the lateness of the hours
for everything It became fashionable among
people of rank and fortune to have breakfastin
bed, and to hold receptious by the bedside, The
ancient habit of all the members of the house-
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hold taking their meals together was abrogat-
ed. Domestic followers and retainers came to
be looked upon as servants, and were treated as
strangers to the family. They were limited to
certain hours for their meals, and these hours
wore not allowed to interfere with those of
their masters. Hence, it became necessary to
prepare two sets of meals in every household
where there were servants—one for the latter
and one for the family. This lies at the root of
the modern late hours,

Frexcit RAREBIT.—An uld cook, a French-
man, who says that he recently tasted Welsh
rarobit for the first time in Philadelphia, gives
the following receipt for making Freunch rarebit,
which he thinks will be found a great deal bet-
ter than the Welsh: Take three ounces of
cheese, cut it in small square pleces, and set it
to fry with a little butter., When your cheese
besins to melt have three eggs beaten up with
salt and pepper. Pour them upon your cheese.
atir and roll it into a sort of mutf, and take it
off. The wiole operation should not take mote
than one or two minutes.

Tug “LoNG MAXN"” oF WILMINGTON.~The
figure of & man, 230 feet long, traced on the side
of Wilinington-hi.l, which attracts so much at»
tention on the South Coast line of railway lead-
tug to Hastings, bas now had its outline com-
pletely restored. The flgure is of great antiquity,
but its date, origin, or purpose cannot be traced.
Hitberto the outline has been marked by slm-
ply cutting the turf away and exposing the
chalk beneath, but it is now shown by the in-
sertion of white bricks in the space, thus pre-
veuting the lisey from becoming obliterated.
Tuoe + Loug Man,” as it is locally termed, 1s
represented as holding a staff in each hand, the
distance between them being 119 feet, The
Duke of Davonsiire, on whose ground the tigure
s delineated, has greatly assisted the work just
completed.

WisgLY SAID.—In domestic rule, sald} an ob-
aerver of human nature, esteem is more potent
than indulgence or even forbearance. When
boys or glrls go wrong, a very frequent cause is
that they are not esteemed at home, or fancy
they are not. This esteen must be genuine ; it
cabuot be pretended or counterfeited. Hence
in a governing person there are fow qualities so
valuable as readiness to appreciate merits, or
ingenuity in discovering tbem, especially the
latter. In every iarge famlily or small circle of
frisnds there is geaerally some very difficult
person to understand. This person is often ex-
coedingly troublesome, and to use a common
expression, very *trying.” His or her merits
(for he or she is sure to have some) have not
been found out. KFind them out and appreociate
them ; a great deal of the trouble of dealing
with that person will be removed. The value
of imagination {u dowmestic governient is very
great. If we could have statistics on the subject,
we should tind, I think, that the children of un«
imaginative people are particulariy prone to go
wrong.

A CauTroN,—DBrothers are privileged charao-
ters, and if they choose to take the trouble to
{nterest themselves in the habits and ideas of
their sisters they inevitably teach them a great
deal which it is good for every girl to know.
Sisters who have brothers older than they are,
as a general rule, very circumspect in their de-
portment. In hours of pleasant contidence thoy
have heard the fralities of their youung lady
friends discussed in & manner which puts them
upon their guard, Husbands tell their wives
almost everything; brothers conflde a greatdeal
in their sisters, and botwecn the two some of
us get to be very wlse. A Kiss or caress per-
mitted as a sacred thing oo the part of some in-
uocent young mlss is quietly discussed in these
contidential chats ina manner that might sur-
prise her considerably, and convince her that
mamma was right after ail, This is a delicate
subject, but it is one of great importance, and
wao comimend all young ladies to submit grace-
fully to the guardianship of fathers and elder
brothers until a nearer than either claims the
right to protect them. So far {rom considering
occaslonal words of admonition and careful
watchfuiness tyMnaical, or a vexatious restraint,
jet, thoin be grateful for the wiss disoipline
which preserves them pure in heart and “above
suspicion.”

Dox'T QUARREL.—People talk of lovers’ quar-
rels as rather pleasant épisodes. Probably be-
cause they are ot quarrels at all. She pouts;
he kisses. e frowns; she coaxes. Itis halr
play, und they Know it. Matrimonial quarrels
are another thing. I doubt seriously if married
people over truly forgive each other after the
tirst falling out. They gloss it over; they Kkias
and make it up; the wound apparently heals,
but only a8 some of those horrible wounds given
in battie do, to break out again at some unex-
pected moment. The wman who haes snaered
and said cruel things to a sensitive woman
never has her whoie heart again. The woman
who bas uttered bitter reproaches to a man can
never be taken in his bosom with the same
tenderness as before those words were spoken.
the two people wWio must nsver quarrel are hus-
band and wife. One may fall out with kiosmen,
and make up, and be friends agaln., The tie of
blood 1s a strong one, and affections may return
after ii has flown away ; but love once banished
is u dead aund buried thing. The heart may
uohe, but it 1 with hopelessness. It may be im-
possible to love any one elye, but it is more
{mpossble to restore tue old idol to its empty
piche. For a word or two, for a sharpening of
the wils, for & moment’s self assertlon, two
people have ofteu been made miserabvle for life.
For whatever ibere may be before, there are no
lovers’ Quarrels after marriage.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

FLANNEL.—Scald flannel before you make it
up, as it shrinks i{n the Airst washing. Much of
the shrinking arises from there being too much
soap, and the water belng too cool. Never use
soda for flannels.

CLEANING PAINT.—To clean paint, smear it
over with whiting, mixed to the counsistency of
common paste ih warm water. Rub the sur-
face to be cleaned briskly, and wash off with
pure cold water. Grease spots will in this way
be almost instantly removed, as well as other
marks, and the paint will retain its brilliancy
and beauty unimpatred. :

SHANK-BONE JELLY FOR INFANTS,—Boil
quickly four shanks of mutton in a quart of
water for half an hour, then throw the water
away, and boil the shanks again very slowly
in & quart of water for six or eight hours tfll it
is reduced to half a pint. It will then bs a
stiff Jelly. When wanted, put a piece the size
of a walnut into the food of the infant.

THE White Star line of mail-steamers lays
claim to two of the fastest passages on record
between Queenstown and Sandy Hook and
Sandy Hook and Queenstown respectively. The
Adriatic sailed in May, 1872, and accomplished
the voyage in7 days, 23 hours, 17 min.; the
Baltic sailed in January 1873, and accomplished
the voyage in 7 days, 20 hours, 9 min.

USEFUL PERFUME.—A very pleasant perfume,
and also a preventive against moths, may be
made of the following ingredients:—Take of
cloves, carraway seeds, nutmeg, mace, cinna-
mon, and Tonquin beans, of each one ounce;
then add a8 much Florentine orrisroot as will
equal the other ingredlents put together. Grind
the whole well to powder, and then put it in
little bags among clothes, &c.

S0ORCHED LINEN.—To0 restore scorched
linen, take two onions, peel and slice them, and
extract the juice by squeezing or pounding. Then
ocut up half an ounce of white soap, and two
ounces of fuller’s earth; mix with them the
onion juice, and half a pint of vinegar. Boll
this composition well, and spread it, when ¢ool,
over the scorohed part of the linen, leaving it to
dry therecon, Afterwards wash out the linen.

NOTHING can convey a more jmpressive
idea of the powers of water as a general agent
than the wonderful canons of Mexico, Texas,
and the Rocky Mouantains, where the torrent
may be seen rushing along, through the ineci-
ston it has cat for itself in the hard rock, at a
depth of several thousand feet, between per-
pendicular walls, The greateat of these canons,
that of Oolorado, is 298 miles in length, and
its sides rise perpendicularly to & height of 5,
000ft. or 6,000ft.

IN the city of New York there is a dally
delivery of nearly 200,000 letters and papers.
The work 1s said to be severe on the health of
those employed, owing to the constant walking
up and down stairs. In some districts, in the
lower part of the clty, the carriers travel more
nitles under the roofs than they do on the high-
ways. The New York Timesstates thatinsum-
mer the letter-carriers often make the tour of
an entire block on the roofs, visiting a house
by way of the «souttle.” Up one house full of
offices and down the next would greatly shorten
a postman’s beat.

SEEING without eyes seems not to be impos.
sible, although our optics are usually considered
essential to sight- At a recent meeting of a
medlical soclety in Pennsylvania the case was re.
ported of & little girl, nine years old, in good ge-
neral health, but having a falling of the upper
eyelids, 8o as to completely close both eyes.
Yet she was able to see well with the eyes
closed and heavlly bandaged, so that apparently
the light was wholly excluded. The case has
elicited much interest, and would scarcely be
credited, except for the high standing of the
medioal gentlemen making the report.

WASTE scraps of leather, horn, feathers,
sponges, and wool, having been partially dis.
golved in caustic soda, and then mixed with
slake lime and distilled in iron retorts, give off
a plentifulquantity of ammonla. M. L. ! Hote
proposes to pass the ammonia gas into receivers
containing chamber acid, and thus form an im-
pure ammonic sulpkate. By raising the heat
at the oclose of the operation to a red heat,
nothing will be left in the retort but sodic car-
bonate and quicklime. The addition of water
converts these into caustic soda and ocalcio car-
bonate.

GUING TO BED.—We should never go to bed
with a hope for rest, sleep, and perfect repose
antil «all is ready.” The preliminaries for ro-
tiremeant are all just as important as are those
for the day's duties. We must not g0 to bed
with an overioaded stomaoch, in an auxious or
troubled state of mind, with ocold extiemeties,
or without anticlpating and respondiug to the
oall of nature in all respeots. Standing before
a fire is not the best way to get warm for a
night’'s sleep. We should take such vigorous
exorcise as will give quick oirculation to the
blood, and not depend on artificial, but on na-
tural heat. Attention to all these things should
be followed by such devotional exercises as will
bring all the feelings, emotion and sentiments
into accord with the Divine will, subduing pas-
sion, removing hatred, malice, jealousy, re-
venge, snd opening the portals of heaven to all
who seek rest, peace, and sweet repose.

REMOVING 8NOW FROM ROADWAYS, — A
rather roundabout method of accomplishing
this is patealed by a Mr. Hart, who proposes &
amall locomotive engine, which is surrounded

at the sides by a casing, with inoiined endless
belts with buckets, which take up the snow
from rotating brushes or wings and cunvey it

over connecting chutes to a separate tank,
where the snow is melted by steam connecting
pipes and the direct application of heat. The
different parts which come in coutact with the
snow are heated by steam from the boiler, to
prevent the clegging of the machine and insure
a rapld delivery of the snow to the tank, We
hardly expect Mr. Hart's plan to supersede the
regular snow-plow on long lines, or to success.
fully compete with the system of laylng down
steam pipes, on short ones.

WE live in an age of inventions, and in spite
of what has been accomplished in past periods, it
seems we have not reached the ultimatum of
man’s powers ; intellect 13 not, therefore, de-
caying. A new engine has been consiructed,
the novelty being that it emits no smoke nor
steam and makes little noise. The engine used
steam at 5001lbs, Lo the square inch, and main.
tained this pressure by natural draught without
any difficulty ; in fact, it worked half the time
with the draught doors closed. The engine is
compound, and expands the steam to the most
economical limits, and then condenses it by
means of two air surface condensers placed on
either side of the machine. The boiler was ins-
pected by the Belgian Government engineers,
aund proved by them of 2,8001bs. water pressure
per square inch, and pronounced a perfect piece
ot work. The engine can bedriven from either
end, all the driving gear being duplicate to ob-
viate the necessity of turn-tables. The engine
accomplished a speed of fifteen miles per hour,
drawing its full load up gradients varying from
one in 200 to one in 80, and was pronounced by
all to be a machine likely to work a complete
revolution in the use of steam. The system has
been applied to stationary and marine engines,
and the Yorkshire Engine company having the
sole use of the patents, will, no doubt, soon do a
large business in thess machlines. It is cons.
tructed by the Yorkshire Engine Co.on Perkin’s
system.

M. MIcHEL hag just described tothe Academy
of Sciences an apparatusof his invention for
recording automatically the vicinity of an ice-
berg. The recent loss of the ¢ Europe,” sald to
have encountered a block of ice, led this gen-
tlemaan to consider whether tMere might not be
some rellable way of avolding such contingen-
oles, which are well known to be most frequent
in the present season, when detached icebergs
come down in shoals from the North Pole, and
are a real danger to ships plying between Eu.
rope and North America. In the daytime those
huge masses are sean from enormous distances
when there is no fog, and when the sun shines
upou them ; they are then easily avolded. But
in the viecinity of Newfoundland, where fogs are
80 lntense as to require constant ringing of the
bell and even firing of guns to avold collisions
in a sea literally swarming with ships, other
means must be employed to ascertain the vici-
nity of an iceberg. This 18 always accompanled
by a great fall in the temperature of the water
within a very exlensive radlus, and it {8 on this
circumstance M. Mlchel founds his plan, which
consists in having a hi-metallic helicoid ther-
mometer fixed to the side of the ships. When
the teinperature of the sea falls below a certaln
limit, the needle that marks the degrees is
stopped by striking against 1 small metallic
screw, whereby an electric current is instantly
closed, causing a bell to ring, which will at
once warn the officer on duty.

How TO SHARPEN A SCREWDRIVER.—The
screwdriver is found not only {n the tool-chest
of every mechanic, but in most houses, and in
not a few offices. It ranks with the hammer,
the saw and the axe, {n goneral utility, and yet
very few persons know anythiong absut how it
should be sharpened so as to do its work most
efficlently ; that is, with the least expenditure
of power, and the least iniury to the heads of the
SCrews,

In driving a screw into wood, the force used
to press the screwdriver agalnst the head of the
screw tends to ald the latter in penetrating the
wood, but when we attempt to extract a screw,
every pound of pressure that we apply tends to
render it more difficult to get the screw out. It
therefere becomes very important that the
screwdriver should be 8o formed that it may be
kept in the nick of the screw by the exertion of
the very least degree of force ; for if it has any
tendency to slip out, we can keep it in place
only by applylng pressure, in which case we
ran great risk of injuring the nick and render-
ing it impossible to draw the screw.

If we examine a screwdriver in the condition
in which 1t is ordinarlly found, we shall find
that it presents a section in which the sides of
the wedge, in which all screwdrivers terminate,
are curves with the oconvex sides outwards.
Now, the effect of thus ocurving the sidas of this
wedge, is to render it greatly more obtuse.
Moreover, when we turn the screwdriver, the
tendeucy toslip out of the nick is just in propor.
tion to the obtuseness or bluntness of the wedge,
and therefore this form is the very worat that
can be chosen. In the hauds of most good
workmen, therefore,we And that the screwdriver
ends in a wedge of which the sldes are perfectly
straight. Thils 18 a very good form, but is not
equal to & form in which the sides of the wedge
are curves, but with the concave sides turned
outwards. In this way we lessen the obtuseness
of the wedge at the extreme point, and produce
& turnscrew which may be kept in the nick by
the lenst possible pressure endwise. To grind a
screwdriver into this form, it is neocessary to use
a very swall grindstone, and mauy of the artl.
flcial stones found in market answer admirably,
Many mechanics would find it to their advan-
tage o keep one of these small grindstones for
the purpose, as it.conld be run tn the lathe with

very little troubls.

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

WHITE KID GLOVES.~—~Cream of tartar rubbed
upon solled white kid gloves cleanses them
well.

GRASS IN WALKS —Waler the gravel walks
with bolling water, as it effactually kills the
grass,

Kip BouTs.—A mixture of oil and ink is &
good thing to clean kid boots with; the first
softens and the last blackens them.

DouGHNUTS.—One egg, one cup of sugar, two
cups sour milk, one spooaful of cream if the
milk is not very rich, one teaspoounful of soda,
little salt, nutmeg, flour enough to roll.

BAKED INDIAN PUDDING.—Four cggs, one
quart of sweet mlik, five large teaspoonfuls of
Indian meal, nutmeg and sugar to the taste.
Boil the milk and scald the Indian meal in it,
then let it cool before adding the eggs. Bake
three-quarters of an hour. Eat with butter or
sweet sauce.

MOTTON CHOPS FOR INVALIDS OR DELICATE
CHILDREN,— Nicely trimmed mutton chops, put
in a covered jar, with a little water, pepper and
salt, and cooked in a slow oven for three hours,
form excellent food for an Invalid or & delicate
child, as the meat i3 not so hard as in the or-
dinary way of cooking.

GINGER LEMONADE.—Boil twelve pounds and
a half of lnmp sugar for twenty minutes in ten
gallons of water ; clear it with the whites of four
eggs. Bruise half a pound of common ginger,
boil with the liquor, and then pour it upon ten
lemons pared. When quite cold, put it into a
cask, with two tablespoonfuls of yeast, the le-
mons sliced, and half an ounce of isinglass.
Bung up the cask the next day; i1t will be ready
in a fortnight, and will prove a most refreshing
beverage.

QUEEN'S PODDING.—Butter a basin or mould
well, and stick it all over with raisins. Put
layers of bread and butter, with 3 0z. of bitter
and sweet almonds mixed, blanched and cutinto
shreds, 8 oz. of candied or orange-peel cut thin,
the peel of a lemon grated, sugar to your taste,
four well beaten eggs, and a pint of milk. Fill
the basin with layers of bread aud butter, with
the almonds on the raisins; then mix the milk,
eggs, and sugar, pour it {u, cover the mould
closely over, and boll it twenty minutes.

IciNGg FOR CAKE,—Whisk the whites ofseven
eggs until they stand alone, and are perfectly
dry. Have ready sifted and pulverized one and
a half pounds of the finest white sugar. Add one
table-spoonful of this to the eggs at a time,
beating continually until all is consumed. Add
a tea-spoonful of any extract you fancy; rose,
lemon, or vanillais best. If properly beaten, the
icing will bardly run at all, and will dry in &
tew hours in & warm place. Dissolvea very }t-
tle gum-arabic or gum-tragacanth, and add to
prevent the icing from peeling off the cake when
cut, as it would otherwise do.

STEWED BEEF STEAKS.—Cut the steaks a lit-
tle thicker than for broiling, ®issolve som e
butter In a stewpan, and brown the steaks on
both sides, moving it often that it may not burn ;
then shake in a little flour, and whoen it 18 co-
lored pour in gradually sufficlent water to cover
the meat well. As soon as it bolls, season with
salt, remove the scum, slice in oniou, carrot,
and turnip ; add & bunch of sweet herbs, and
stew the steak very softly for about two hours.
A quarter of an hour before it is served, stir into
the gravy two or three teaspoonfu's of rice flour,
mixed with cayenne, half a wine—glass of mush-
room ketchup, and a little seasoning of spice.

To STEW SM0OKED BEEF.—The drief beef, fof
this purpose, must be fresh and of the very best
quality. Cat it (or rather sha se it) into very thig
small slices, with as little fat as possible. Pat
the beef into a skillet, and fill up with boiling
water. Cover it, and let it soak or steep till the
water is cold. Then drain off that water, 8B
pour on some more; but merely enough
cover the chipped bsef, which you may season
with a little pepper. Set it over the fire, an
(keeping on the cover) let it stew for a quarter
of an hour, Then roll a few bits of butter in &
little flour, and add it to the beef, with the yOlK
of one or two beaten eggs. Let it stew five mi
nutes longer. Take 1t up on a hot dish, and send
it to table.

W HEN Governor Maroy was Secretary of Staté
at Washington, a person whose duty it was to ré-
ceive callers on the Secretary and introduce
thew, in the discharge of his duties one day
could not find the Secretary in his office. After
looking in vain for him, he rushed frantically
up to an tndividual who he supposed would be
able to inform him, and, strikiog an attitude,
exclaimed, * That Marcy I to others show, that
Maroy show to me !” A happy application of &
similar quotation was once made by Mrs. Har-
riet Beecher Stowe. Some years ago, while
passing up the Mersey to Liverpool, l00KiDg
overboard, she observed the muddy character
of the river, and remarked to a friend standing
at her side, ¢ The quality of Mersey 18 not
strained.”

A FRENCH gentleman, having received direct
from Martinique & small box of cotfee, invited
some friends to dinner, solely with the object
of letting them taste the infusion of the famous
berries. On the renowed coffee belug serveds
every one was delighted with its dellcacy and
aroma, ¢ Ah, my friends,” cried the hosty
“what a fortunate country is Martiniqua! A
soil which can produce a beverage like this must
indeed be blessed !” At this morment the foot
man entered the room. ¢ Excuse me, sir,” sald
he to his master, ¢ but cook wishes me to s&Y
that, a8 you forgot tolet him have the coffee fof
this evening, he sent for half-a-pound to B¢
grocer's.”” Tableau !
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A PLUMP refusal,—The declination of an offer
of marriage by a fat woman. i

IT has been ascertained that the man who
‘ held on to the last ” was a shoemaker.

“ MONEY §s very tight In these times,” said
a thief who was trylng to break open a baunk
vault.

THERE Is sald to be no absolute cure for lazi-
ness, but a second wife has been known to hurry
it a little.

A GRAVE DI1GGER’S ToAST.—¢ Shuffle the
cards as you will, gentlemen, Lut spades must
win at last.”

TUE man who got in the habit of rising with
the occasion found it did not agree with him—
nor with others, :

NEXT to the « little busy bee,” the boot-black
furnishes the brightest example of improving
the ¢ shining hour.”

« AND so they go,” said a member of a Boston
school committee, ¢ our great men are fast de-
parting — first Greeley, than Chase, aund now
Sumuner—and I don’t feel very well myself,”

A cUrIors typographical error recently ap-
peared in a daily paper. In givingan account
of an inquest, it wus stated, « The deceased bore
an accidental charater, and the jury returned a :
verdict of excellent death.”

SuE lives in Douglas county, Oregon ; has been
married eight times, has eight living husbands,
and resides with none of them. Her daughter,
aged twenty-three, with energetic emulation,
has disposed, of three husbands.

A MAN who lately committed suicide left a
memorandum for his wife, saying, ¢« Good-bye,
you old scolding, red-headed heathen.” On
reading it, the widow was heard to mutter, ¢ I
should just llke to have got hold of him for one
minute.”

AN old lady, on hearing that a young friend
had lost his place on account of a misdemeanor,
exclalmed —+« Miss Demeanour. Lost his place
on account of Miss Demeanour. Well, well, I'm
afeard it's too true that there’s alus a woman at
the bottom of a man's difficulties.”

A SAILOR, In describing a voyage to sowme
landsmen, remarked that his ship stood on one
tack all day and part of the night, whereupon
one of his auditors declared—« I don’t believe
it. I had one tack iu one of my new boots yes-
terday, and I couldn’t .tand on it five mi-
nutes.”

A LADY distributing tracts to the occupauts
of the wards of an hospital, was excessively
shocked to hear one poor fellow laugh at her,
She stopped to reprove the wretched patient.
“ Why, ma'am,” says he, « you have glven me
a tract on the sin of dancing, when I have both
my legs off.” :

« WHY s the noun beer ferinine in French 2" °
asked a teacher of his young lady pupils, « Beer ;
is not French; it is Englisb,” cried the girls in
chorus. ¢« Very well, then; why is biére, which
18 the French word for beer — that is, why is
beer feminine ?” « Because you men like it so
well,” sald the girls, and the teacher did not
pursue the subject further.

TgA rersus WINE.—The lady who was driven
out of her mind by the wine and tea dispute has
since recovered a little, and now gives the reinx
to her fancy :

« Wine is a poison, and so {s tea,
Buat in another shape ; !
What matter whether one be killed
By canister or grape " .

A BEAR attacked & Texan farmer's cabin one
night, when the farmer got up into the loft, |
leaving his wife and children to take care of '
themselves. The wife seized the poker, and
aimed a happy blow at Bruin. ¢ Give it to |
him, Nancy !’ cried the valiant husband. After .
Bruin was dead, he came down from the loft, X
and exclaimed, ¢ Nanoy, my dear, ain’t we |
brave ? ” f

ANECDOTE OF ARTEMUS WARD.—Mr. How. |
ard Paul relates the following aneodote of the |
late American humorist ; .

A knot of men ¢amse out of the Savage Oluh
one evenlng afier one of the Saturday dinners,
and at the door stood a good specimen of a wea- !
ther-beaten, red-faced old London cabman, at- |
tired in one’ of those wonderful tripie-caped ;
overcoats that are fast disappearing from the |
metropolitan ranks. Artemus was struck with '
the old fellow’s garb, and as he mounted his
box, called out :

¢« Cabby, hi ! Come down, I want you.”

He did as requested.

¢ Cabby,” continued Artemus, with a twinkle
of the eye, * you are the very man I wish to see. -
I've been dining here with some literary and .
artistic swells, and they can’t enlighten me, and
I feel you can.”

The old Jarvey looked inquiringly.

“ Now, would you be good enough to tell me .
the difference between con-vergence, and di-
vergence ? "

The old man puckered up his lips, scratched -
his head, and with the broadest ot grins, re-
plied :

*“Well, sir, you're a stranger to me, bat I
shonld say there’s a good deal to be said on both
sldes.” {

“Good !” shouted Artemus. ¢ That's what I |
oalt the ¢ retort eautious.’ All right ; now drive
u.‘" i
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WHITR.
White to play and mate in three moves.

CONUNDRUMS CBRIBBLED.
No. 5%
By R. Brawne.
White. Black.
1. B to R 8th 1. P to B 6th

If 1. Pto ht5th, then 2 Kt to Q 3rd; and if 1. P to
R 3rd or 4th, 2. Kt to B 8th.

2. Ktto K B 5th 1. Any
3. Kt to K 3rd mate.
No. 58.
By VieTor Gomeias.

White. Black.
1. Kttakes K B P L. Kt takes Kt, best
2, 8to K B 5th, ch 2. Anything.
3. Q or Kt mates

CAISSAN CONTEST.
No. 30.

Wo give below the game won by Londen in the
great matoh by telegraph between London and
Vienna, accompanied by notes from the pen of Mr.
Wiasker, the Chess editor of Land and Water.

TIRRRGULAR OPENING.

White. Black.
London. Vienna.
1 PtoQB dth 1 PtoK 4th, (a)
thtoSBSrdnb) 2B Kt 5th
3 Kt to ¢ 5th 3 BtoK 2nd, (o)
lPtoﬁuh 4 P takes P
5 BtoK B dth 5 PtoQ B 3rd, (d)
6 Kt takes B 6 Kt takes Kt
7 3ukesP 7 Castles
8 PtoK 4th 8Pto%4th
9 Caastles, (¢) 9 Bto K 3rd, ()
10 Kt to B'Srd 10 Kt to Q 2nd
11 Kt to K Kt 5th 11 P to K R 3rd ()
12K P takes P 12 BtoK B 4th, (4)
13 Kt to K 4th 13 P takes ]?P
U Kt to Q B 3rd, (1) 14 Kt to Q Kt 3rd
15 B to K 5th ( 15 Kt to Q B 3rd, (1)
16 Q to B 4th 16 Kt takes B
17 Q takes Kt 17 Qch
18 Pto B ith 18 Q to Kt 3rd
19 P to B 5th 19 Kt to Q 2nd
20 ato %4&1 (m) 2 K RtoQ aq, (n)
21 Rt takes P 21 K to B sq (o)
22 Ktto K 3rd 22 K to Kt sq
2 B to B ith ZigRtoBaq
4 K RtoKsq, (p) 24 B to K 5th (¢)
2 PtoQ Kt 4th (») 25 P to Q Kt 3rd
%3&0 6th 26 P takes P (s)
21 Qto K Tth 27 P takes P
28 K takes Kt B RtoK sq
20 3toQ6th 20 Q takes %, )
30 R takes Q 30 B takes
31 R toQ 4th 31 B to Q 4th (u)
32 R takes B 32 R takes B, oh
33 Kttakes R 83 R takes R, oh
3 K to Kt 2nd 34 R to K 5th
glxtoh g to R 2nd
to Kt 8rd takes P
T Rto QR #th 8 P to Kt dth

(a) By no means the best reply. A close opening
should be met by a close defence. It is noteworthy
that in the consuitation game between English and
foreign players, contested at Vienna last year, P to

B 4th was the reply to P to Q B 4th selected by the
Continental party. The best answer we consider to
be 1P to K 3rd—a move which holds good for all
forms of thu close game.

(5) A hasty rejoinder, in fact a mistake. Vienna
place their opponents in a position of embarrass-
ment on the next move. In repky to 2 B to QKt 5th,
London oannot proceed with the development of their
game, and allow the Q B P to be doubled. The
answer to 3 Q to Q Kt 3rd is of course 3 Q Ktto B 3rd.
The only cvurse, therefore, was to post the Knight
at Q 5th—a positon altogether unnatural at such a

stage,

(¢) Black have now the better gnme. If their
Bishop he taken they retake with Knight, and all
their King’s pieces are developed, while all those of
London are at home. Ifthe bishop be not taken the
Kuight is driven back, and White iose time.

() A poor move for such a contest. Of course, if
White check at Q B 7 Black take off the Knight with

ueen, and when their Queen is taken, check at Q
Kt 5th with their Bishop, winning the adverse
Queen, with & far better game in return. But White
do not check with their Knight. The best course,
therefore, for Black was to bring out their K Kt,
instead oflaymgha trap which only a * coffee-house "
amateur would have fallen into. If

5 Kt to K B 3rd
6 Qtakes Kt. ch
7 B to Kt 5th, ch
8 &to Q 2nd, oh 8 B takes Q, ch

Y K takes Q 9 QKttoB 3rd
And Black surely have the superiority.

(e) White must castle at once to get out of danger.
All their Kna,l;a foroes are at home. Black have
castled. If White wait till they can castle on the
King's side, they will never oastle at all. From this
?on!t to the close, the game of chees is played to per-

ection by the London party.

(/) Black still appear to have the better game, but
their advantage is more apparent than real. Owing
ohiefly to the unfortanate position of their Q B P,
they cin make no assault upon the position—seem-
ingly exposed—of White.

{g) These moves finally end in the loss of a Pawn.
Almost anything would have been better in such &

ame. At their tenth move Vienna would have done
otter to have protected themselves by P to K R 3rd.

() If the Knight be taken with Pawn, London, of
course, takes off the Bishop.

NO) Protecting their King’s flank, and at the same
time assailingthe White, Q P. Aboutthis point, it is
fair to say, the London party was_broken up. Mr.
Blaokburne left town for a time ; Herr Horwits fell
seriously ill; Mr. Lowenthal and Mr. Wisker were
E‘revented by pressure of business from assisting.

he work, therefore, was left almost entirely to
Messra. Steinitz and botter. It by no means follows
that these unavoidable secessions did the London
cause any harm. On the contrary, the withdrawal of
four cooks probably aceounts for the very superior
broth produced by the remaining two.

(k) There is no comparison between the play on
the two sides. This profound move turns the soale
for London. We have not space for the variations at
this point, but the general object of this meve is to
tempt the advance of Pto K B3rd. White then
withdraw their Bishop to K Kt 3rd, and in subse-
quent variations they oan capture the Q P with a
check, thus gaining invaluable time.

() Vienns decides not to advance the K B P. The
oourse actually chosen leads to no better result.

. (m) White have the Q P at their mercy, but they
Judiciously retire the Queen at this point., The QP
cannot be saved, and it is better that it should be
taken with the Knight.

(n) Badly played. The weakness of this move is
shown in subsequent positions, where London would
be ]:mppy t« exchange their Queen for the two
rooks.

(0) Black cannot allow the Knight to occupy K 7th.
This and the next move show that they would be
willing to draw. They have evidently overrated
the chances of an attack.

(p) London have a wongame. They are a pawn
ahead; all their fores are developed, while the
exposure of their King is a mere delusion.

.(7) The Q B P cannot be taken, as White win by
giving up their Queen for the two rooks.

(r) Not only defending the Q B P, but enabling

them, if need be,to play Bto Q Kt 5, and win a
piece.

(#) Exchanging Queens would have given them an
i'ft"iu’l hopolea.a‘ nmdli,’ wi‘th ude‘v,q behind, an% chelir

ni 80 awkwardly placed. ien 801 i
ucrgﬁce the Knight. na aoccordingly

(¢) Obviously their only ohance is to exchance
Queens, and obtain a Pawn or two for the piece.

(4) Thisoourse leads to an exchange of pieces, and

6 Kt takes Q B P, ch
7 B takes Q

: facilitates White’s victory; but Biack have a lost

game. They oan do nothing.

(9) The only remaining question is whether these
united Pawns will counterbalance White's single
Rook’s Pawn, supported by the Knight. A fow toves
serve to show that they will not.

(w) If they take the Rook, the game proceeds :

45 PtoR ith 4 Rto QR 7th
16 Ktto QR 3rd

- and the Pawn cannot be prevented from Queening.
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() Whatever Elack do they lose. 1f they tuke
Pawn with Rook the White forces stop the two Pawns,
and win. By leaving their Rook to be captured,
Black are enabled to make a Quesn, but White also
makes a Queen, and their forces are overwhelming.

(») There is no more of perpetual check.

CAISSAN CHILPS.

Don't fail to study our game this week.

Though our problems have a great resemblance to
one another, no one need entertain the opinion that
either wasthe prototype of the other. The fact is, the
first was eomposed before the other knew the
second was in existence.

The Dubuque Chess Journal and the Maryland
(hess Review for May are both exqgeilent, ——

And asked if he should purchase this.

This is dislike, or means out of health.
Which should be prized more than weath,

One who regards with awe or dread;
This word you'll ind is to be read.

. On any occasion, if this should arise.

Be patient, and bear it without surprise.

Old Farmer Gray was hard to plouse,
Except when he wanted a this of his tease.

. The supreme commander now put dowun ;

And it will be a signt, you soon will own.

8. This appertalns to the Turks and the Turk-
ish empire ;
To tell what it is please now aspire.
8. An English town, with a letter trausposed ;
You'll ind 1t in Dorset, if so disposed.
10. A disease of the head now find, without fail ;
To make it come right, you must please
curtail,
11, A weapon-——"tis used in a foreign clime,
And used to be known in the olden time,
12, Curtail one syllable, and it will be clear
At once to you this will appear.
13. Afflicted with a diseaseso bad,
No wonder, poor man, he has nearly gone
mad.
14. A good by town, now please put noxt ;
In Canada look—, don’t be perplex'd.
156. A town in Middlesex—a vowel drop ;

1. A farmer and his.
buy a————to carry the

Aud s0 good-bye, for now 1 stop.
116. HIDDEN TRANSPOSITIONS,

woent to marke: to
tothe cattleinthe

flelds.

2, A

fixed its teeth luto the breast of a
» Which caused  its blood to flow plente.

ously.

The spaces must be filled up with the ame
w ords transposed.

116. TRANSLOCATIONS,

1. I am & favorite ; change the vowels conse-
cutively, and find me suitable; a deep hole, a
vessel, and & game at cards.

2.

I am a trap; change the vowels conseCil.

tively, and name a denial, eggs, frait, and a fly.

3. Iam a pun; change the vowels consecu-
tively, and see a kind of glove, a nickname, and
to join.

117. CHARADES.
L

If this, my first, shouid be revers'd,
My second will appear ;

My whole obtain what’s very plain,
Though now, perhaps, not olear.

II,

How many need my first transpos’d
Who will not next to work ;

But spend their time in idleness,
And round the taverns lurk.

My whole will unto view present

A word which means astonishment..

118, APOCOPATE.
In Eastern lands a custom known;
Curtall, you find a foreign town ;
The same repeat, you then wil! s6e,
A foreign river I wili be.

$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPE.

W;}l distinguish thetime by u church olock five wiles,
& KLAGSTAFY and WIXDOW BARS 10 MILES ; landscape
twenty miles distant, and will define the SATELLITES
or Jurn'pn and the I‘msxs OF VEAUS, &o., &c. This
extraordinary CHEAP AND POWERFUL glass is of the
best make and pussesses ACHROMATIC LENSES and is
equal to a telescope costing $20.00. No STubenT 0R
Touxrisr should be without one. Sent Post free to all
ggr(t;’ln the Dominion of Canada on receipt of price,

H.SANDERS,
Optioian, &o.
163 8t. James Street, Montreal’

1llustrated Cutalogue 16 pages sent free for one
stamp, -

AVO!D QUACKS.

A viotim of early indisuretion, causing nervous
debility, premature deaay, &c., having tried in vain
every advertised remedy, has discovered a simple
means of self-cure, which he will send free to his
fellow-sufferers. Address, J. H. REEVLES, 78 Nassau
8t., New York. -13-1 an

Printed and published by the DEsBarats LitHo-
GRAPHIC AND PUBLISHING COMPANTY, 1, Plase d’Armes
Hitl, and 319, 8t. Antoine St., Mo al.
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CRUEL DISAPPOINTMENT.

Sweet Boy. ‘‘*Five 'Uspxep Lrves Lost 111’ 'Exx's A A'PSY! Uwloa!
WeAT A SBLL! "ANG IT ALL! IT'8 I¥ CiLIromNIAt™

ABOVE THAT SORT OF THING.

o
Piret Collier. *“ HERE COMRS T NEW GANGER, BiLi. HAST THOO HEARD, BE DOESN'T DRINg, NTR DOG-FEIGHT, AN’ GORS TO
Car’ew?  Ler's Smass 'id!” , . i )
Sccond Collier. ** N'h-AY, NA-AY, LAD, WE'VE GOTTEN SHAMPANE, AN’ RIDES FusT-CLASs ; LET'S BE GEN'LEMEN, NOT LOIKE THEM
N SIS 1 i3]
SCULEMESTERS | HEARD ON TOTHER DAY AT RUGBY—RATTEN T NEW GANGER!

HYPERBOLE.
o CCARY SNDE AROUT HLnE, My Man T
VEr, 18 IT: ! FAIN, THEY LE GINERALLY JOSTIIN' 'ACH OTHER

W NI Y v
TRANSEN R S

THE BENEFIT Of THE DOUBT.

Ethel, *C Axp, O MaMMy, DO YOU KNOW A5 WE WERR COMING ALONG WE Saw A HORRID, HORRID WOMAN WITH A RED, STRIVED
SEAWL, DRINK SOMETHING OUT OF A BOTTLE, AND THEN HAND IT TO soME MEN. I'xM SURE sr® was TIpsY.”
Bratrice (who always looks on the best side of things). ** PERHAPS IT WAS oNLY C4sToR O o ALL!”

\

el -
“‘ Ji’{\‘:rv' Q""y:.‘,’:;';‘ag\} .

)

THE SIMPLICITY OF TRUTH.

- o«
“« ™ - . O, WHAT Do YoU Tuisk, Mp. Lusysmow! Tak oraxs Dav 1 was T EN FOR-
BALANCE, MESS\E~U RS . . TWENTE-PIvE, AxD 1 A oNLT Erowraes 1 AK
Oli Goout. * WEAT 1 ALWAYS 54YS ABOTT JuMPN', MAsrEr FrEp, 18 THIS—THE G2RAT THING 18 TO KEEP ‘ THE BaLzast. . Haw! WOSDER WHAT TOD'LL ZE TAKEN FOX WHEN YOU rE TweNTy-Five:"
Master Prod. * YES. AND THAT GENTLEMAN'S HORSE SEXEMS To MREFER SEIFTING HIS, JOR. For Brrren vox Wones, T mors 1" [ Lillyorow Teoks pensive.

i



